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When he 1eticed fiom business, I succeeded ham, and
became hus son-in-law ; but wahout you, without your
care, without your generous assistance, I should nat
have lived to enjoy so much happiness Generous man!
consider hencefoith, my heuse, my fortune, and mysels,
whelly yours.”

The kind doctor was affected almost to tears; and
both these happy beings participated i the most de-
Tightful expression of their feelings, which were soon
shared by the merchant’s interesting family, who came
to joun them.

MARRIAGE CEREMONY.

A3 READ BY SQUIRFE GABI Y.

You broamish now, you goot man dare,
Vaut stands upon de vioor,
‘I'c hab dish voman for your vife,
And lub her ebennare
To feed her vell mut sour crout,
Peans, puttermilk, and sheese,
And in all tings to lend your aid
Dat wail promote her ease,

Yes and you voman standing dare,
So bledge your vord dis tay ,

Dat you will take for your husband,
Dish mon and bim opey |

Dat you will ped and poerd mit him,
Vash, iron, and ment his clothes,

Laf ven he smiles, veep - en he swhs,
Dus share his shoys ard voes.

Yell, den, I now vidin dese valls,
it chuy, and not mit krief.

Bronounce you poth to pe von mint,
Yon name, von man, von pecf,

1 buoblish now dese sacret panns,
Dese matrimonial ties,

Pefore mine vife, Got, Kate, and Poll,
And all dese gazen eyes.

And as do sachred skriptures shay,
Vot Got unites togedder,

1.t no man dare eshunder put,
Let no man dare tem sever ;—

And you, pridekroom, tare you shtop,
I'll »it let go y our hollar,

* Pefore you answer me dish ting,

Dat ish—vare ish mine tollar ?

TR w kel % (1Dt
A MELTING STCRY.

One winter evening, a country store-keeper, in the
Green Mountain State, was abont closing his doors for
the pight, and while standing in the snow outside, put-
ting up the window shutters, he saw through the glass,
a lounging, worthless fellow within, grab a pound of
fresh botter from the shelf, and conceal it in hus hat.

The act was no sooner detected, than the tevenge
was hit upon, and a very few minutes found the Green
Mountain store-keeper at once indulging his appetite
for fun to the fuilest extent, and paying o
thiefwith o facetions sort of torture. for which he might
have gained a premium from the oid inquisitior.

“Isay,Seth ! said the store-hecper, coming :n end
closing tho door after hum, slapping his hand over his
shoulders, and stamping the snow off his teet.

Seth had his hand on the door, hishat upon his head,

snd the roll of butter in hus hat, anzious to make his |

exit as soon as possible.
¢ say, Beth. sitdown; I recken now, on such an

e-ter-nal night as this, a leetle somethin wouldn’t hurt
a fellow.”?

Sath felt very uncertain, he had the butter. ard was
exceedingly nxious 1o Le off. but the temptation of
something warm sadly interfered with hus resolution to
go. This hesitation, however. was soon settled by the
night owner of the butter. taking Seth by the shoulders
and plenting him m a seat close to the stove, where he
was 1 such a manner cornered in by barrels and Loxes,
that while the zrocer sat betore hint there was no pas-
sibility of getting out, and right in this, sure enough
the store Keeper satdown.

«Seth, well have a litie warm Santa Cruz,” said
the Green Mountam grocer; so he opened the stove-
door andstuffed :n s many sticks as the space would
admit ; *“ without it you'd freeze going home such =
night as this.”

THE CANADIAN SON OF

TEMPERANCE

i Seth already felt the butter settling down to his
: bair, and jumped up declaring he must go.
[ ““Not till you’ve had something warm, Seth; Seth,
I come, I’vegot a story to tell you, too, sitdown now ;”
| and Neth was agam pushed o his seat by s cunning
“tormenter.

“Oh' 1Us ta darned hot here,” said the petty thief

attempting to 1ise.

‘¢ Sitdown—sit down—don’t be in such a plaguy
" hurry, retorted the grocer, pushing him back in his
- chaer.
P But ’ve got the cows tofodder, and some wood
110 spht, and I must be going,” said the persecuted
{ chap.
g * But you musn't tear yourself away, Seth in this
,manner.  Sitdown; let the cows take care of them-
| selves,and keep yourself cool; youappear to be fidge-
i1y, said the rogwsh grocer witk a wicked ieer.

The next thing was the production of two smoking
| glasses of aot 1um toddy, the very sight of which, n
{ Seth’s present situation, would have made the hair
i stand erect upon his head, had it rot been well oiled
! and kept down by the butter.

! % Seth. I'll @ive you a toast now, and you can but-
 ter it yourself,” saidthe g car, with an air of such con-
| summate simplicity that poor Seth still believed him-
! self uucuspected. ¢ Seth, here’s—here’s a Christmas

goose well roasted and basted, eh 7 I tell you, that it’s

the greatest eating in creation. And, Seth, dont you
| never use hog’s fat, or common cooking butter to baste

);%nr 1

1 with—come, take your butter—I mean, Seth, take

| toddy.”

I Poour Seth now began to smoke, as well as melt. and

- lus mouth was hermetically sealed up as though he
had been born dumb. Streak after streak of the batter

. came pouring fiom under bis hat, and his handkerchief

iw alieady soaked with the gieasy overflow. Talking |

nor to a constant reference to their father in all things
relating to the disposal of her boy<. But years rolled
on—17 years of absence, and consequently alienation,
and from this time to the hour of her death, Mis. Hea-
mans and her husband never met again.”— Blackwood’s
Magazine.

WIDOW JONES' COW.

Mr. Weld, Editor of the N. Y. Despatch, tells a
story in as rich and quaint a style as any lord of the
quill we know of. For example:—

“ Widower Smith’s wagon, that stopped one morn-
ing before widow Jones’ door, and gave the wsual sign,
he wanted somebudy in the house, by dropping the
reins and sitting double with his elbows on his kuees.
Out tripped the widow, lively as a cricket, with a tre-
mendous black ribbon on her snow white eap.  Good
morning was soon said on both sides, aud the widow
awiated for what was fuither to be said. .*Well ma’am
Jones, perhaps you don’t want to sell one of your cows
no how, for nothing, no way, ¢ you? Well, there
Mr. Smith, you could’nt have spoken my mind beiter
A poor, lone woman like me does not know what to
do with so riny creatures, and Ishould be glad to trade
if we can fix it.> So they adjourned to the meadow.
Farmer Smith looked at Roan, then at the widow, then
at Brindle, then at the widow, at the Downing cow,
then at the widow again, and so through the whole
forty. Thesame call was made every day in the week
but farmer Smith could not decide which cow he
wanted. At length on Saturday, when widow Jones
was in hurry to get through her Laking for Senday, and
had ever so much todo in the house, as all farmers>
wives and widows have on Satwrday, she was a little
impatient, Farmer Siith was as irresolute as ever.
« That Downing cow is a pretty fast ereature—but—,”
he stopped to glance at the widow?s face, then walk-
ed around her—not the widow, but the cow—¢ that ’ere

jaway as if nothing was the matter, the grocer kept i short horn Durham is nota bad looking beast, but I
stuffing the wood into the stove, while poor Seth sat | gon't know-———7: another look at the widow. * The

the |

bolt upright, with his back agamst the counter,
and lus knees almost touching the red-hot furnace '
before. ;

+ Plagued cold night this,” said the grocer. “Why, |
Seth, you seem to pespive s if you weie warm! Why .
don’t you take your hat off?  Here let me put your
| hat away
% No!” exclaimed poor Seth atlast, witha spas-
; modic effort to get his tongue loose, clapping both his
hands upon his hat. “No, I must go, let me ont, I
ain’t well ; let me go 1

A greasy cataract was now pouring down the poor
. feliow’s face and teck ; and soaking into his clothes, |
j and trickling down his body intu his very boots, so that |
i he was literally in a perfect bath of oil.
1+ Well, zood night. Seth,™ said the humorous Ver-
- monter, *“if you will go!” and adding, as he lef,
i “ neighbor, I reckon the fun I've had out of vou is
1 worth minepence, so I shant charge you for that pound .
; ot butter.”

1
MRS, HEMANS. :

Not long afler the first publication of her poems, the
: ereat event of her hife took place—her 1troducton to
Captain Hemans. ‘¢ The young poetess was then onl
fifieen, 1n the fuil glow of that radiant beauty whic
1 was destined to fade so early. The mantling bloom
of her cheeks was shaded by a profusion of natural
i nnglets, of & rich golden brown—and the ever-vary-
}ing expressio.. of her brilliant eyes gave a changeful
play to her countenance, which wonld have made it
impossible for any painter todo justice to it.” No
wonder that so fair a creature shonld excite the admira-
{ion ot a pullant capimn.  And the love on both sides
t was ardent and sincere; it supported the absence of |
. three years ; tor Captamm Hemass, soon afler introduc-
i ion, was called upon to « ubark with his regiment for
Spain.  On his return. in 1812, they were married,.—
| Of thear domestic happiness, or unhappiness. nothing is
_saud; but six years aiter., m 1818 we are simply told
“that the captam went to Rome and never returped,.— °
' The separated par never met again.

“To dwell on this subject, <ays her biosrapher, .
“would be unnccessar.'y panful ; vet it must be stated, |
; that nothing hke a permanent sep:'\ra!ion was contem- |
: plated at the time, nor did it even amount o more than |
tacit conventional arrangement, which offered no ob-
stacle to the frequent interchange of coriespondence,

| Downing cow I knew before the late Mr. Jones bought
Here he sighed at the allusion to the late Mr.
Jones. She sighed, and both looked at each other. It
was 2 highly interesting moment. ¢Old Roan isa
faithful ofd milch, and so is Brindle — but, — I have

her.?

| known better.> A long pause succeeded this speech—

the pause was getting 2wkward, and at Jast Mrs. Jones
broke out,—Law, Mr. Smith, if I'm the cow you want,

i do say so ?

The intentions of the widower Smith and widow
Jones were duly published the next day, as is the law-
and custom in Massachusetts, and as soon as they
were ¢ out published® they were marsied.*—American
Paper.

THE DEVIL AXD THE PRIEST.

About ten days agoall the population of Brunn, in
the Austrian States, were thrown into commotion by
the appearance of the Devil, in propria persona, sui-
rounded by gendarmes with drawn swords. His Se-
tanic Majesty was, as he is ahways represented, per-
fectly black, with two enormous horns, goat’s ears, a

" body covered with hair, horse’s legs, and cloven feet ;
- but "he seemed decidedly out of spints, and it appeared

that he was undergoing the indignity of being conveyed
to durence vile. The old men and women of the place fell

, on their knees, and prayed to ail the saints to protect

them against the terrible Prince of Darkness; bat the
voung men had the impisty to Jaugh and scoff at him.
On cnquiry the following facts were stated .—A few
days before, as a peasant woman named Hent was ly-
ning in bed afier having been confined, the devil
sudﬁenly leaped through a window, clankizg a
chain, and demanded that she should either give him
the child to be carried to the regions below, or to make
over to him & sum of 100 florins in new silver, which
he kunew she had collected.  The poor woman, greatly

" terrified, at once produced the money, and the Dewn

pocketed it; after which he went away. The next

“ day the woman told the parish priestof the visi> she

had received, and added that she had coliected the 100

- florins penny by penny 1o p2y for religious services on

het accouchment.  « Did you tell any one that you had
the money 1 asked the priest. Only the midwife,”™
said she. ~ “Well, tell the midwife that the Devii was
mistaken in supposing that you had only 100 florins, for
that you have 50 flonns more ; anil say that you are
glzd that he did not compel you 10 give themup. The



