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DEPARTED.

JAMES A, GARVIELD, OBIT SEPTEMBER 19, 1851,

Whither no human eye can follow him,

Not vaxing sounda from any entthly shore,
Into a distant conotry, vast and dim,

11e binth departad heues foravermore.

From humno honoars leet as human bresth
To higher glories b brave aon! hath fed,
And, nthe wide mysterions ronlmae of death,
Ha takes bis place bestde the world's groat deait.

Untiaintiend tea the waork he had beguu—
I'o clennte theland, to heal s mighty wrong—
But stitl we know, from that which be hath done,
How mtaterful his apirit wanand steong.

Lot In the presence of death’s mystery
Hushed are the mocking voice and bitter sneer,
While paw, theough riftad clogds, at 1ast we sne
How enlm bin loyal munhiood shone and elear,

S0 A & peopln that is without hope
We cannot wourn; fur, like 4 bencon light,
1iuming the dense gloom n which we grope,
His tofty [uith shines out asrona the night,

Aud though the manter sleep the inal sleep,

And sontuds of meoace swell ujun the brecse,
Some eareful hund, alony; the troubled deap,

Shall guide the ship of stite through perilous seas,

Jares B KENYON,

HOW  JERRY SAVED THE
MILL.

The Jdutl, enld day was at its close ; buat the
heavy rain and the strong south wind which
Ll swept the town sinee carly dawn stil! con.
tinued with undimiuished tury.  The  gale
shricked as it tore ahont the corners and lashed
the fuces of the few harrying font passengers
while the driving rain penetrated everywhere,
drenehing the streets) flooding the gatters, and
collreting 10 deep,  treacherous ponls at the
cortier erassiugs.  The bave trees moaued aad
writhed @nd wept 3 the swingiuyg sign-hourds in
front of small teverns creaked and groaned dise
mally ; the tall chimuey of the Dumbleton
Kuife Work~ rocked threateningly ) wud in the
widst of all the tumult, the great river was
swelling and straiuing at its wintry bonds, while
a sharp crackling sounded ever and anon from
the broad field of tee that stretehed frow shore
to shore aud Hitle streans of water hegan to «p-
prar here and there, ranning swiftly aloug the
fraven plaiu.

March had come ju ke a ol a0 was e
parting like u Hon ; and, shrouded by wind and
rain and heavy wist, the Inst uight of the month
came thiekly down,

It was past supper time, past clasing timse for
the mills and fantories, post tradiog time for the
stores, and, except for un occasional bight here
and there in some saloon ot corner grocery, the
windows along the business streets of the town
were dark and the rain beat agheeded agminst
their black panes. Few prople were abroad, amld
even those fow seemed to have been forced upon
unwelcome jonrneys, for they hastened thinsigh
the sloppy striets with bent heads, vering ns
the sharp witnds tote at their weappings or the
wusts of rain bewt upon them.

vne such man, elwd 1o a heavy oit-cloth coat,
wan walking rapidiv ap State steeet, when, just
at uw particnlarly windy corner, be canie i sl
den contaet with a bl who was crouching in
tront of a baker's window, where o single Iamp
still burned, eveing with hangry gaze the dain.
ties within,

“Hadle ! eried the man, starting back . *4
almest ran ever you, wy bov."" Then, Joaking

were sharply at the drippiug tigure before b, |

he continued @ < Why, Jerey, is that you #’

“Yex, sir," rephed the other, halfopulling his
tattered cap from his head, O you pdease, «ir,
i's me "

*What's wrong P aadd Mro Watterson, the !
proprictor :u( thee wreat witle thet <Kirted the

river, forat was heo 0 What's wrong ? \\'h.\'
are your not at home ! The antls elowd two
hours ago.™

L know it, it for ~ister Nellie's sick, an’
Pve been aspussin® of her up at our boardin’
house,
house was sold, Nellie aml me has stopped at
Mrs.  Crawford’s
meney's give ont, su’ Miy' Crawford  she told
e this mornin’ *'-—the hoy stopped abruptiy,

“What 1 Come, Jerry, speak out. You're
not afraid of me.  Tell me what she said.

“ Well, air, shie did say as how Tnust pay aur
board in advauce every week now ;o for, il Nel.

lie was a.goin’ to be sick, an® 1 was agoin’ to !

quit work 1o nuss her, she didn'tsee how she’d
et her mioney. An' our week i oout h-«d:\}'.
sir, an” my money, oo all but twenty cents,
an’ that §spent tor oranges lor Nedieo Ao’ Mis
Crawtond, she said as how Peonldu's eat at her
table, ‘thout | paid first. So 1 jest slips ont
into the street at meal-times, for fear Nellie’d

know 1 wusn’t entin’, an’ “twould worry her, she

bein' sick.  An’ that's how | eame here, sir,”

The boy finished, halt frightened av his own |

long speech 1o 4 the master,”” and apain pulled
at his ragred cap, while the wild March wind

tossed hisx yellow hair abiout his wet face and the |

cold rain beat wupon his seantily-clad shoul-
ders,

Mr. Watterson stood an instant
thought.
poverty as this, and among his own hands too.
Jerry was a ¢ bobhin-hoy

in deep

only support of a wilowed mother and a sister
—uow of the sister only, it seemed ; but the lad

You see, sir, stnee mother died, an” oue ;

boardin’-house ;. but  my |

It was hard for bim to realize sueh;

in the milly, whom
he had known for a year or wore by sight, the .

e e e e e

o gron propistor e fuced il chorry, and
the happiest hmén h(i-m!“m' o 'l‘;"m e whitd
could setiuall ‘mll"f(r fi ; .f“) 5 il e child
B S l}i't,;.lo Lll or fooa while striving to
are : charge (the orphan Nellie)
seamed to the gentleman too terrible to be
true,

And yet there just before him, his honest blue
eyes telling the sume story which his lips had
repeated, stood Juerry linnerless, supperless,
and almost homeless, upon this the wildest
night of all the year.

Mr. Wiatterson forgnt the rising flood, which
even now was threatening his mills ; he forgot
the urgent errand which had driven Lim out
into the storm; he furgot the wide social gulf
lmt}\‘uvﬂ his servant and himself ; aud, remem-
bering only that e was a Christian wman, an-
swerable to his Father iv Heaven for the wel-
fareof this child before him, he seized the boy
by the armn, pushed open the door of the little
bukery  before  which they staod, and fairly
dragged him within, ’

“ Here I” hie eried to the baker's wile, who
came, bowing and smiling, to execute the great
man'’s communds.  Ses ! Give this lad the best
supper you can cook and all the provisions he
can carry, and send the bil) to wme.”” Then, hur.
riediy drawing some money from his pocket-
bock, he thrust it into Jerry’s hand, :un‘ said :
** When you have eaten, go back to Mrs. Craw-
ford’s and pay her for o monthin advance. Then
tind a doctar for Nellie, and stay with her youar-
self until she is well.  After that, come back to
me at the mills, If they are standi- g, yon shall
have work.,  No.  Not n word '™ he continued,
ax the astonished bov would have spoken. “The
maley is a present to you and Nellie from me.”
And befure Jorry could recover from his surprise
Mr. Warterson had gone.

Stpper C money ¢ and a doctor for Nellie!
Conld it be true ¥ The Yoy unclasped his hand
and looked at the ]'rwi(m; bills,  Yes, it was
troe !

Ashie ate the bountiful meal prepared for him
by the haker’s ool wife, the bobbin-boy  pie-
tred Noflie's delight when hee should return
and tell her of what happened him ; anid, later,
when he fueed the dreary  storm, homeward
bound, with a great basket, heaped with buns
and cakes and oranges from the baker's shelves,
upon his arw, his heart was lght and his laugh
rang merrily our across the darkness and the
tain, s hie thooeht of how boldly he would
meet ** Mid Crawford,” and how astonished she
woild e when b jadd her uot week hut a
mwonth in advanee !

CIUS just iike o fairy story 17 said he half
aloud, ax he climbed the sloppy steps of his
boarding-honse -4 just ke o fairy story, with

a great big, splendid, rich man fairy !
. . . .

It was almost morning.  Alreadv the black
curtain of oight, rent here and there by the
furions wited, was slowly lifting toward the east
and the duil gray dawn appearing, forming a
sombre background, upon which the leatless
trees that fringed the tar-away hills were painted
in waving silhonette,

Since ever the sun had goue down  the wild
stort had continued, aud even now the rain,
driven by the mighty wind, il in fong, slant-
iy lanees wpon the town awd thie frothing river,
that, illed with great masses of broken ice amd
dedriy drom all the up-conntry, roared and plung-
ed betwoen its hanks and shook with giant hands
the foundations ot the mills beneath which it
ran.

At the head of the dam, where the channel
was the parrowest,  and directly opposite the
Clower Watterson mill, was an iee jun.

Piled blovk npan block, wetil it towered high

Vin the air, pressing with terrible foree auainst
| e mills, apon the ane Land, aud the naural
Swall of tock upon the wtier, the broken e had
fermed a wreat, white barrieads, growing each
miomens, which checked the mad rush of the
water and sent it whirling backward in vdidying
waves, which beat farionsly upon the milis and
Sthreatened vach instant to eugulph then,

i Along the higher shore the townspeaple had
fuathered, powetless 1o aid, but simply awaiting
[the ecatastrophe 5 and amaong them, pale and
haggard, was the proprietor, himselly already a
fratped man,

i As he passed to and fro, inteut apon the seene
[ beefore him, hoping aeainst hope that the jam
might even yet give way in time o save his
buildings, many a watcher turnad aside with
pitying word and look, tor Mr. Watterson was
a man beloved by all of hix emplayees,

i Snddenly there wasa movement in the crowd
~a hastening toward @ common  centre.~andd,
with eager faces, both men and women gathered
about & new.comer, who was speaking earn.
extlv.

“Yes, 1 that timber could be eut, 1t wounld
Dbreak the jam 1 [t hes just <o that it holds -
i The owner of the mills burst theough the tittle
" erowd, -

i What timber ¢ Where T Quick ! Tell me !
Can the jam be hroken

Ct Yo, sin,” returued  the other, respeetfully
“tonching his hat, 1t eau 3 but ts dangerons
fwork. 1 have just been below, and from there
[ saw that a great log which has lodged at the
Cvery erown of the dan i all that holds the iee.
“1f that could be eat, the jam wonld be broken.™
i Hut how can it be reached T querisd Mr.
Watterson, anxionsly, *“ Can any wne got at
it to eut it 37

Yy, sin," veplied the mn ;2 in one way.”
¢ And that is—""

¢ Over the iee itself?"”

A shudder ran through the listeners, and even

the proprietor's fuce grew more pale. Who would
venture upon such a bridge on such an errand ?

With a common impulse, the crowd, led by
the workman who first discovered the log, turn-
ed hurriedly away from the river's brink, ran
through a side street, and gained a position
lower down the stream, from whence the dam
could be plainly seen.

Tho report was true.  The jamn was held in
place by u single timber —-a great square stick,
doubtless torn by the angry waters from some
bridge far up the country. "[f that could be cut,
the blockade would be broken, the ice wonld no
longer cloyg the stream, and the mills would be
saved.

For a moment silence fell upon all ; then,
sugldcn]y, Mr. Watterson's voice, hoarse and
thin, rang out abave the noise of the storm and
the war of the waters.

“ A thousand dellars to the man who will cut
that timber 1

The women in the little group looked at cach
other and shuddered ; the men fixed their eyes
upon the dam ; but no one replied.  The roar
of the augry stream increased and the waters
decpened beneath the mill walls.

““ T'wo thousand dollars !

The proprietor's voice was hoarser than be-
fore ; but the men closed their lips firmly and
shook their heads. They moved a little un-
easily, and one drew his hand across his mouth,
as if he would have spoken ; but still no one re-
plied ; and the white foam from the imyprisoned
river was tossed by the wind agaiust the lower
windows of the mills, while the corners of the
buildiugs were already beginning to crumble
aud waste away by the grinding ice.

** Three thou—"

I will go !

The two voices sounded so closely together
that it wasnot until the crowd turned their eyes
upward and saw the one wito had answered, that
they fairly understond the reply.

Running from a third story window of the
tower mill direetly across the river, above the
darn, was a long endless chain, used to convey
power from the mighty water-wheel of the mills
to the machinery of a little hox factory, located
upon the opposite blufl.  This chain was at rest
now, and there appeared at the window near it
the figure of a boy, ina blue blouse, carrying iu
his hand an axe.” He it was who had said *¢ 1
will go !

When the people saw him, and realized what
he was about tu attempt (for already he had
tastened a rope around bis body and was passing
the end over the chain, evidently with the in.
tention of sliding along the swne until he foand
a point from which he could lower himself
within reach of the timberi; when they realized
this, & great murmur went up from the crowd,
and the women cried out in terror, while muany
turned to Mr. Watterson and urged him to order
the boy back.

** Who is he 1”7 asked the praprictor, in a
dazed manner.

“It's Jerry, sir. Jerry the bobhin-bay,” said
aman, stepping forward. “* Aun orphan, sir, an’
starvin® to care for his sick sister.”

“Jerry ! IsitJerry ¥ eried Mr. Watterson,
turning quickly. * Then he shall not go,” and
he waived his hand, and shouted toward the
window ; * 6o back ! Go back 1"

But already it was toa late, for, with a little
cry, the boy dropped from his perch and hung
swinging above the roaring, grinding ice, the
rope which supported him stiding slowly Jdown.
ward along the chain toward the ceutre af the
dam. The breathless crowd, the terror-stricken
proprietor, could only wateh and wait now.

Siowly and unevenly the looped rope from
which Jerry wus suspended slipped, link by tink,
down the sagging chain ; slowly his feet neared
the great mass of ragged iece beneath. At length
when he was directly over the centrs of the dam,
and just above the long beam whieh held the
jam allowing the rope to stide quickly throush
ris hands, he dropped lightly upon the timber
he had come to cut. .

At the sight the sympathetic erowd broke into
a wild cheer, both men and wonmen ; but Jerey
wasted no time listening. A moment, hall a
motent lost wmight mean destraction to the
mills, and before the echo of shouting had
ceased he was plying his axe  with vigorous
strokes, that rang sharp and clear above the
voice of crumbling ice and gathering waters.

It was not a long task. The strain upon the
titnber already was enormeous, snd ere the lad
had dealt half a score of hlows au ominous
erackling sound warned him that his errand was
accomplished and that he must be gone.  Drop-
ping the axe he turned, seized the dangling
rope, and began to climb toward the chain
above, when, with a shock like the report of a
cannon, the beam gave way, and inau instant,
in the twinkling of an eye, the air was tilled
with a horrible roariug, as the imprisoned waters
burst the bounds which had confined them, and
in one impetnous, boiling flood rushed over the
dam, tossing the great cakes of ice that had
formed the barrier high ou the frothing waves
—ao high that they hid from sight the form of
the poor child and there went up trom all the
people n single ery : ¢ The bov is lost 1”7

But the dam was broken! The mills were
saved !

- » - a -

And Jerry was saved too.  Druised and stun-
ned and vleeding, hanging half-insensibleabove
the black wuaters that swept with swift curve
toward the fall, when the ice that had buiteted
him had passed away, the watchers saw that the
boy still lived ; and quicker than it can be told,
a Doat was procured and maunned, a loug fine

made fast to it, and, dropping down the stream
until they were close to him, tender hands were
upraised, loving voices called, and, with a long,
sobbing cry, thelittle hero loosened his grasp
upon the rope which held him and dropped
fainting into the waiting arms below.

> 4 * * »

To-day the great mills still stand by the great
river's brink, and the rumnble of the machivery
is heard all day long, as of yore ; but it does not
reach the ecars of the ¢ bobbin-boy,” nor yet
those of sister Nellie. For the one is at college
aad the other at school, both foster children of
that most pleasant of all old bachelors, the pro-
prietor himself ; and it is only at vacation time
now, when his dayy are brightened by the pre-
sence of both his loved ones, that Mr. Watter-
son's memory turns back to that spring-time,
long goue by, when his son Jerry, in simple
soulful gratitude, risked his life to save the
mills.

HEARTH AND HOME.

REPENTANCE i3 not so much remorse for
what we have done as the fear of consequences.
—La Rochefouculd,

OxE of the most effectnal ways of pleasing
and of making one's self loved is to be cheerful ;
Jjoy softens more hearts than tears.— Malam:
De Surtory.

WoxmEeN are the happiest beings of the creation;
in compensation for our services they reward us
with a happiness of which they retain more than
half.— e Varennes.

To abstain from pleasure for a time, in order
the better to enjoy in the future, is the philoso-
phy of the sage; it is the epicureanism of
reason, —J. J. Rowsscan.

Dr. Marcn says the best cure for hysterics is
to discharge the servant girl. In his opinion
there is nothing like brisk exercise and useful
occupation to keep the nervous system from be-
coming unstrung. Some woren think they
want a physician, he says, when they only need
a serubbing-brush.

A womax at middle age retains nothing of
the prettiness of youth ; ske is a friend who
gives you all the feminine delicacies, who dis-
plays all the graces, all the prepossessions
which nature has given to woman to please
man, but who no longer sells these jualities.
She is hateful or loveable, according to her pre-
tensions to youth, whether they exist under the
epidermis or whether they are dead. — Balzac.

WoMEN AND MEN.—Women, and especially
young women, either believe falsely or judge
hurshly of men in oue thing. You, young
loving creature, who dream of your lover by
night and by day—you fancy that he does the
same of vou! He does not, he cannot; noris
it right he should. One hour, perhaps, your
prresence has captivated him, subdued him even
to weakness ; the next he will be in the world,
working his way as a man among them,
forgetting for the time being your very exist-
ence. Possibly if you saw him, his outer self
hard and stern, so different to the self you
kunow, would strike you with paiu. Or else his
inner and diviner self, kigher than vou dream
of, would turn coldly {rom vour iusignificant
love. Yet all this mnust be ; you have uo right
to murmur.  You cannot rule a man's soul—oo
woman ever did—except by holding unworthy
sway over unworthy passions. D coutent if
vou lie in his heart, as that heart lies in his
bosom —deep and calm, its beatings unseen, un-
counted, oftentimes unfelt; but still giving
life to his whaole being.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

Viernr Massg has finished a new opera,
» La Nait de Cleopatre,

MiL Fuep Goprrey, many years bandmas ter
of the Coldstream Guards, is seriously il

Mapame PATTi has not, it is believed, en-
waged to sing at Drury Lane ia Wagner's Lokengrin,

Tue composer of ¢* Kathleen Mavourneen' —
Nicholas Crouchi—is now seventy-three yvears old, and
in poverty.

IUBINSTEIN contemplates composing a new
opera. 1t will be heard with regret that this great
virtwso's sight is io an unsatisfactory state.

Tie first white elephant—in the flesh,—ever
Janded in Europe, has been recently added o Saoger’s
Menayerie.

Tug Three Choirs' Festival, held this year at
Worcester, apeued by a special service in the eathedral
on Sunday afternoon, Sept. 4th,

Hazen Kiexy, the play which has enjoyed
the lurgest run of any piece in New York, is to be pro-
duced in Loudou.

Tur death is announced of the ltaliau dra-
wmatist Pietro Cossn; also that of M. Xavier Corneille.
one uf the ast representatives of the fumily of the great
Corneitte.

SavaH BERNHARDT is now starring in the
Freneb provinces. Three pertormances at Lille brought
her {u 30,000 franes.

HeiNnicn FraNke, who died o few days ago
at Weimar, in his sighty-tirst year, was one of the last
survivors of the company of actors who were personally
trained by Goethe.

L't is said that Mr. Augustus Harris has given
his collaborateur, Mr. Paul Merritt, £3,000 tor his share
in ** Youth,” the seosational drama which is now flling
Drary Laoe nightly.

Miss Apa CaveNpisH will commence o series
of performances in comady and drama at the Haywarket
‘Theatra in November, her first appearance oo the Lon-
dou stuge sinca ber roturn from the States.
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