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RICH AND POOR.

1 reasoned with a friend one day,
And he was rich and vain,

He rode in a lordly chariot,
And he wore a golden chain;

I told him that the poor were ground
To earth, and sore opprest,

And that they looked on the churchyard
As their only place of rest.

There were proud scornings in his eye,
When T named the weary slave,

But his glance rolled unquietly
Whensl talked about the grave;

Said he, ¢ I tireof this complaint,
Methinks the poor do feign.”

¢« Come forth,’ quoth 1, ¢ I’ll show thee why
The poor do 8o complain.’

‘We met a poor child in the street,
(The day was wet and cold,) -

She roamed aloug with bleeding feet,
She might, be ten years old:

¢ Why did you wander here, poor girl?
Said I to the child of woe;

She looked up with a trembling look,
¢Ive no where else to go.’

I eaid, ¢ where is your father child
She shivered in my sight,

¢ My father, sir,’ she chL and said,
«'Was killed in a great fight.

The king, sir, sore-him from his home,
And ieft us all in pain,

My mother heard that he was killed—
Tle never came again.

My mather, sir, worked night and duy,
And kept us just alive,

But she grew sick, and what eould I,—
The oldest of the five?

And then there came the man who comes
For taxes from the king;

My mother had nomoney, Bir,—
Sne sold her wedding ring.

* Twas not enough, the dark man said,
The king must have his right;

And so they seized my mother's bed—
My motle: died that night. \
We had no bread that night to eat

My sisters sorely eried;
Some cried for bread, and some hecause
Our mother dear bad died.

The youngest one was little Jane, ..
And she ‘was three yearaold,

She kissed her mother‘s cheek and cried,
Dear sisters, ’tis so cold !

I wander in the strects all day,

~ And beg to get some bread,

And though linuw its wicked' sir,
I wish that I werc dead.’

1 Jooked the rich man’s face,
He twirled his golden chain,
This s ono reason why, quoth, I

The peor do o compiain;
Th{a#nm dragged away to murder those
hem‘Jesus died to save,
And theusands of our slaughtered poor,
Like dogs flung to their grave.

(W)

A School Marm's Tetter:

Yesterday; we picked up, on Tocust street
the following letter from a young lady teach-
ing school in the * rooral deestricts,” to a sis-
ter there. While we know we have no basi-
nessto pry into the private affairs of young
ladies, owing to a vast amount of cussedness
we possess, We cannob refrain from publishing
the documgnt :—

Nov. 1863.
Dere Cister,

You didn’t reserve my last epistol, hecause
ef you hed youwde ought to reply which you
haint, and 1 forgive you.

1 toled you I had got.a
very exceedinly much. I have 30 schoolursl
fore boy pupils and the ballanse gurls. ILhav
bin studeing very severe all winter, and passed
the examinashun bully. I don’t know how long
1 shall teach if I keepe likeing of it as 1 do now
but shall probably teach sicks months.

1 some times got dredful lonesomelsh but
then when I reflect that on to me rests the care
of training up those little innosents, and when
George he comes to see mne, I becomes content~
ed and gives myself up to blis.

George he is the beautifullest young feller in
this here place. He is a noblc union man, and,
has oftin tolde me he was willen to sacrerfice
This life for the caws.

Father, he aint much of a union man, he
swears dredful about the war, and told George
in my presenz he would heot him if he didn’t
discontinu to continu his visits to me.' oh dere
ime so unhappy i never can get marrd becawze
father he says he would rather see me dye an
old made than te-marry & —— spooney ! which
is the horrid word he use respectin my Geerge.

m your sad—sad
onhappy cister,

Mary ANN.

—Murder is taking high ground among
the arts in the United States. Here is the
last instance. An elderly man came up be-
hind her and drow a handkerchief and
blindfolded her and then cut the woman’s
throat. The scoundrel’s nerves, however,
failed him. He made such a botch of the
job, that the woman still speaks and believes
that he was her divorced husband.

At Lexington, Pa., the other day, a man
was engaged in building a bridge.

schoole, which I liked

s
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—Tn Montreal a fow days ago, & ..'gen-
tlemanly looking man” accidentally broke a
pane of glass with his ghoulder, He apolo-
gised to the progrietor, gave him & husdred
dollar greenback to pay for the damage, and
received his change. - The greenback turned
out to be & counterfeit.

—A gold watch and chain was presented
to Mr Sheriff . Harding, of St John, on
Tuesday evening last, in consideration of
his services in connection with the Paris Re-
gatta. The watch bears the following in-
seription :—*¢ Presented to James A. Har-
ding, Esq., for his efficient gervices atthe
International Regatta, Paris, 1867.”

The Halifax Clironicle says *“ an inquest
was held before Coroner Jenaings yester-
day afternoon on board H M Sphynx, on
the body of a sailor named Jesse Heathfield,
who was found dead under his hammock in
the morning. The jury returned the fol-
lowing verdict : ¢ That the deceased, Jesse
Heathfield, scaman of H. M. S. Sphynx,
came to his death on the 4th of November
on the lower deck of the said ship from ex-
travasation of blood on the brain.” It is
supposed that he fell from his hammock to
the deck.

A courageous ship carpenter, named
Martineaux, in resisting a mob of the Que-
bee Unicnists who entered into the yard of

A cler-|;

Mossrs. Sameon the other day, and intimi-
dated the workmen employed there, slipped
over tho ship’s rail, and fell nearly forty

| feet, death resulting almost immediaiely.

At the inquest eleven witnesses conclusively
proved:that the man’s precipitate departure
{rom his-piost was the result of the unlawful
and violent demonstration, if not assault, of
the Union Society men. Nevertheless, the
conclusion the jury arrived at, after hearing
the evidepce, was that the man died from
want of nails in the main scaffolding !

— Patis is said to be overrun with
Yankee inventors, who bave goue there to
persuade} the French Emperor of the
wonderful performances their new disco-
veries in the art of gun-making are capa-
ble of. A correspondent remarks that “it
is astounding how many people thero”are

anxi ‘to save the French from bein
pusay *mﬂwnymmr‘“w %

- Chnrll’esli])hilcgo}ls, the Author, mho"v 3
assenger ava, as was expected. ‘We
gbser:% by .y cable despat'ch that he was enter-
tained by & number of his literary friends at din-
ner in London on the 2od inst, It is not im-
probable that he will take passage in R M S Cu-
ba, which is appointed. to eail from Liverpool for
Halifax and Boston orl tho 9¢h inst
—An Indian gisl eaid her ¢ feller’ hadn’t been
taithful. She made complaint’to an old chief,
who appointed & bearing or trial. She laid the
case before the judge; and * explained the nature
of the promise made her. It consisted of sundry
visits to ber wigwam, ¢ maoy  little undefinable
attentions and presents; a bunch ef feathers and
soveral yards of red flannel’ This was the
charge. 'The faithless swain denied the undefin-
able attentions in toto, He had. visited her fa~
ther’s wigwam, for the purpose of passing away
time, when ik was not convemient to huut, and

THE LOST POCKETBOOK.

It was a cheerleseafterncon. A pitting, freez-
ing wind dove the elowly-sifting sow before it
like a blinding mist ; and the hung so low
as almost to touch the black roofs f the housca,
« How debolate it is,”” Mres. Halpino sighed,
glancing out from her attic windowtm the gloomy
prospect below, a8 she smoothed apd folded the
garment she had just completed ; **aiid the cold’s
bitter. 1 don’t like to send you i8¢, but
there’s not a lump of coal, or a dusk of flour, and
Willie must have that medicine. T'd go myself,
but—=—""

« 0, mother, no! let me go—T don’t wind if
it is cold. 1'll hurry back ;"' and the title girl
sprang up from her low seat beside’ the infant's
oradle, and begtin fasten on her faded cloak and
hood.

« Well, I suppose you must,” the mother con-
tinued, as she wrapped up the delitatoly enbroi-
dered garment, *¢ You know theipiacc? Mr.
Rawdon’s on Tenth streot—that Brownstone.”’

¢ Yes, yes, mother, I know.” =

 Well, dear, run fast, and keep ydu reelf warm
and say to Mrs. Rawdon that 1'd diave finished
the work before, if Willie hadn’t béen so sick.—
Three dollars she owes me. You ém call by the
baker’s and get a loaf or two.” ;

The child took & bundle, and ithed out of
sight down the dreary flight of stéfs ; ‘while the
mother turncd back to the cradle, Where the sick
child lay. He held up his little hands and moan-
ed piteously. Give me some tea, mamma, I'm so
dry.” ,

¢ Yes, darling, just as soon a8 M Qomes.

Her eyes filled with tears as she raised the
little fellow to her bosom, clasping bjm-closely
to keep him warm, for there was @0 fice in the
stove, and the desolate eitic room Was very com-
fortless. Yet there had: been a day whﬁ this
same pale-faced, meck-eyed woman' sat if'a
‘urious chamber, with every comfort that'
could wish ‘within her reach ; and 3 doting htie-
band’s strong arms of love to enairele and pro-
tect her. But her husband was dead, lying, un-
known, on some distant battleield, and her
riches had made  themselves wﬂ% and’ fown|
away., Forlom i - o
Land weary from

-~

incessant toil shojeat; wWith he
wailing babe upop her bosom, ‘garing ouf wi

hopeless, tearful eyes, wpor
neath her attic window.

T the meantime little Louiée
through narrow by-sircels and &qu
the moet - Populous and fashionabR "
city. ‘The biting wind' still cont
with a dréary, saddening wail, |
leaden clouds af{ the mist-like
walked on bryvyit™pnd reached
Rawdon’s. A¥ 2 glow offiTplt Woured

\'the Tow
___gut she
oﬁj b

ﬂn;bw:tm bosne be- ‘

—_

S ———

Bat Lbiiss was not to be repulsed. She canght
thelady's hand in boh of her little frozen paline.
One'of ‘the rings that adorned; Mis. Rawdon’s
goft fingers would have procured all the comforie
Ber mother and little Willie so sorcly nceded
Some such thought flashed through the child’s]
mind a8 he made her appeal,

« (0, madani!’ she said, her Ulue eycs fall of!
imploring entreaty ; ¢ you ere vich and Lappy; |
dnd haye all you want; and my hgt‘._u Drothex
will die without wedicine! Do letag baye the
money !"? .

! "Mrk ‘Rawdon shook her off impatiently.

«I'tel'you F've no change. -You must call
egain. John show her to the door.

The footinan obeyed, and Louise soon found
hersolf upon the warble steps, while! the lofty
door eclosed, in her very fage with a hearticss
slam.

The wipd howled more disma)ly than ever, and
the keen stinging slect fell like a'shower of shot. ‘
Louise ‘descended thic steps, and croased over to
the opposite sidvwalk with o dull aéhing pain at
her heart, that almost took away her breath.
How could she go back to her desolate Jome, and
tell her poor mother that she had failed to collect
her hard-earned wages; tell hor that they wero
not able tn bag g much as even a solitary loaf?
Wiaé it vight. thacel

+;uld have sc much,
while they lacked daily s

#st then some-

threw her tothe pavement. 4+ ¥ing down, shy
saw a pockethook, She u_ui,.;iit'up with a
suppressed sigh, and thrusking‘?into her hosom,
darted off atthe speed of an antelope. At last,
gut of breath, and half bsside hersclf with ex-
citement, she paused beneath s lamp-post, and
after glancing sgealthily. around her, drew tho
treasure from her bosom. It was large, thick
and heavy. Her fingers fluttered ‘nervously as
she unclasped it ; and when she caught sight of
ke green notes it contained, she uttered a ory of
delight and darted off like somothing insane

Mother and Willic' 'should have all' they needed
now !

Just beyond the baker’s ehop, towards which

she bent ber sieps, & soldier met them.

_ “Little girl,” he said, arrcsting her flying
' 3k a posketbook as you cawe
3 did you 217 & -
iso paused & eingle instant; her heart flut-

ilikn a frighted bird ; then, asa thought of
other and Willie flashed through her mind,

®

# No, sir!" i
« Well, it is gone, I suppose,”” and the soldier
passed on ; whils Louise hurried away in the op-
posite direotion. "N Gl S
By the time she reaghcd the baker’s “she was
in'n tremor from head to foot, and her cheeks

from all the Jofty windows, and sounds of ausic
and merry-making floated out upon the irosty
air. “ Mrs, Rawdon was giving a grand party in
Hoitor ' of her 'eldest daughter’s birth-night.
Louise crept up the marble steps and pulled the
bell, A fi An livery d her timid
synmons.

“Can I

see’ Mrs. Rawdon, pleoLc, sir?”’ she

hod given the feathers from friendly motives, and
nothing further. During the lntter part of the
defenca the squaw fainged. The plea was con-
sidered  invalid, and the offender sentenced to
give the lady ¢ o yellow feather, 8 brooch that
was then dangling from his nese, and a dozen
coon ekins, - The sentence was no sooner conclu;
ded than the squaw sprangupon her feet, and
clapping her bands, exclaimed with joy :—*Now
me ready to be courted again ¥’

—Mrs Yelverton will; it is said, write a
book upon her Americah tour,having yhade
an cngagement to sodo with an Edinburg
publisher. She ought to ¢ take” among
our neighbors, if for no other reason fhan
for the ability she possesses to make her own
way in. the world—a quality especislly
commanded by Americans.

—Now that the telegraph is extended to
Cuba it will not be long’ it is cxpected, here
it will reach the Isthmus of Panamay by
which the Old World will be within two
days of Central America, Lima within seven
Valparaiso within eighteen, and New Zea-
land withix thirty-sever days. :
Sorr Soap mor aL.—For a licutenant, call
him & captain ; for a middle-aged ladykids her,
and say you mistook her for her daughter; for a
young gentleman rising fifteen—ask his opinion
respecting the comparative merits of a razor ; for
young ladics, if you know their color to be natu
ral, accuee them of painting. i
—We regret to learn the death of James A.
Piereo, senior editor of the Meramichi; Gleaner.
He was the oldest ncwspaper -publisher in New
Brunswick, and served an spprenticeship in Ilal-

man happening along, ha ravue: PE R
ﬁ“’ ‘bat hgpwaa going to see the bridge up.
¢ Yes,” Topkied the minister interrupting,
«if Providence permits.” —Ilis reply was,
«D—n Providence,” and at that instant a
rope broke and down came & stone that was
being lifted to its place, and crushed the
man to death ‘instantly.

X.

The Pictou Standard says:—some vime ago,
after the last storm, a mash of a schooner with
rigging, cande ashore at the back of Carriboo
Island, and a small portion of the deck attacheh
to it. Tho masat is 52 feet long. By the above,

asked.

¢ Seg Mrs. Rawdon, indeed! andshe in the
porlor in the very middle of the company !—Of
course you can’t.”

He was closing the door, but Louise caught at
his sleeve, and cried imploringly :

« Q) sir, please wait! Here's the work she
wanted ; Miss Violet’s frock, you know. 'Mother
promised it to-night; do let me take it up to
her.l’

The man hesitated & moment, and then turned

« Miss Violet’s frock,’’ he said ; ** she wanted
it, I know. I heard her fussing because 1t didn’t
come home. Maybe she’ll see you; I'll try,
anyhow. Come in here and wait.”

Louise followed him through the arched hall,
and past the glittering parlors, ipto a<kind of
anteroom adjoining the supper apartment. Hero,
motioning her to a seat, he went in search of his
mistress. But it was a full half hour before
Mrs. Rawdon could disengage herself from her
guests ; and poor little Louise, tired out with
waiting, and ‘benumbed with cold, was just on
the point of bursting into tears, when the lady
ewept into the room.

« This is & pretty business, now, isn't it?"
she begsn, as she reccived and unfolded the bun-
dle that Louire proffered her.
promised to bring this yesterday

«Yer, ma'nn; but little Willie was so sick
thit mother couldn’t sew.”

“0,yes! tl
exensg veady : bul
may depend on it. Tere V iolet's, been erying
for an hour, and refused to come down because
she was 80 disappointed about her dress. John,
ring the bell for Jane to take it up Yo her. I
must go back to the parlor now.”

e g Syosping out. egain, ber stin xobes
piteous ery.

« 0, ma’tm! little Biother's so ill, and must
bave his medicine; please let me havo the
money !’

1 thought you

& the way—you've some

partics may be able to ascertain to what schooner
the mast belonged.

an’t trust you again, you |’

geemed on firo; but she drew the pocketbook
from ita hiding-place, and, standing utside the
door, unclasped it and took out a rote. The
shop was crowded with castomers, aud she had
to wait for her turn before she could obtain what
shé wantod. Her eyes wandored wistfully round
the tempting shelves, She would buy ever so
many loaves, and even that fuosted cake. They
would have coal and flour. ‘Why not? The
pocketbook was hers—she 184 found it. Still

thing beneath her foot, soft a{ & ippery; 8m_ vig,

A3 S S S T 5
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No. €

¢« Manna, masae ! ' I'm so bungyy, ploase

bt 3
\mc some tea, Eho T fottow-meancd, Clasp!

liis hot arme about her neck.

But the last spark of fire had gone out, and
Louiee did net come, |

« Wait a moment,
loriger.”

And the patient little oue waited ; eod the
ool grey shadows gcttled down darker and dot]
gr; and the poor mother clagped the child ¢loper
th b bosomn, drdaming of . Happy days gone b
and of tho dear husband Wwho Lad gone to his lest
lorig home, with no tender hand to close Liseycs.

The shadows grew heavier “and daxkers the
winds moaned dismally, and the snow and slect
tinkled sharply against the windows. ;

<0, mamma ! pleage make o light, T'm 80 cold,
and the dark makes mo afraid !’

¢ Wait o Jittle longer, darling! Louise will
c¢oine 8000

At last there was a noise below, a bounding
joyous step upon the stairs, and Louise burst intv
the room, her face glowing and radiant.

¢ (), mother, mother " she cried, ¢ father's not
dend! He's alive—he's come back to us agein

The soldier’s 'wife rose to her feet, grasping at
the bed-post for support; as she did go, strong
arms clasped her to & warm and loving bosom. - ,

Louise_ crept up to hier father's feet, her blue
eyes wimming. with fears.

50, father! what if I had kept it? sho asked,

+ v vaxs jn hér eyos.

R . '(Hﬂr,' you would_not_have foundqne.
el L ems /NG
Alw%/ remcinber_that wrong % ot N

ment, and right its roward ? -

ni

darling~-just & mwmomd

THE PROCLAMATION OF THE POPE.

The Pope has delivered the following ad-
dross to the members of the Cousistory :

« Bgrovep BrernreEN,—7The Catholic
world is well aware. how' many ‘times we
have had to deplore and reprove the griev-
ous ‘wrongs, and.grave injuries the Subal-
pine government has, in defiance of all hman
rights, and- without regard to ccclesiastical
censures and penaltics, inflicted for a num-
ber, af years:on. the Oatholic Chureb, onus
and this Apostolic se¢, on the hishops, on
the consecrated ministers, on the. religious
orders of both sexes, and on other pious in-
stitutions,, That same government does not
only oppress’ and 'continually reduce the
church by issuing orders which we have
condemned for being eontrary te the author-
ity of this church; but it has goue so far in
its acts of injustice as to dare to propose,
nppfove, sanotion, and promulgate a sacri-
legious law, which has, within its own terri-
tory as well as the:one usurpad by it, de-
prived the chyrch of all its property, to the
great detriment of civil society, and has ap-
propriated it for its own use, and ordered
the sale of the same. It must be clear to
everybody ‘hosv unjust and cruel is a law
which defies the inviolable right of property

her hands trembled, and her checks burned.
She glanced down at the note she held, and saw,
With a start ef horror, that it was for fifty dol-
lats. What liad she done?  Robbed that man of
his' monéy—and he a [soldier. ., With o sharp
cry, clutehing the pockethook in the ono hand,
and the fifty dollar bill in‘the other, she darted
from the shop, and down the enowy street. Just
a'8Quare or two beyond the-glittering mansion of
Mrs. Rawdon she overtook the soldier. He was
walking slowly, glancing from one gide of the icy
pavement to the othor with an anxious despair-
ing look on his face. Louise was at his side in
an instant,

« Q,sir,” panting for breath, her hood thrown
back, her blue eyes wild and startled, and. her
bright hair blown all about her flushed face, 1
did find your pocketbook~here it is. 1 took
this note out, but I couldn’t spend it. Mother’s
almost starved; and little Willie will die without
his medicine, but I can’t steal—I can’t—1I can’t;
take it back !” g

The soldier took themoney from the helf-frozen
little hands that held it up to him ; then, lifting
the child in his armes, he smeothed haeck her tan-
gled locks, and looked down in her pale tear-
stained little face with eager startled cyes. His
swarthy check grow pale, and s bearded lips
began to tremble.

- Louise, Louize!’" he said, his voice full of

which the church claims by virtue of its
divine institution, a'law which tramples on
the rights of naturc and all divine and human
rights generally, alaw by which the mem-
bers of the clergy, who have such great
claims on the gratitude of Catholicism and
civil society, and the virgins consecrated to
God, are reduced to the greatesi miseries
and to beegary. In-this distress of the
church, and with the overthrow of all
rights of the church before us, we cannot
assuredly remain silent, for it is a duty im-
posed upon s, by our apostolic ministry,
to defend and avenge the cause of justice
witls the greatest perseverance. This is the
reason why we elevaie our voice in our
apostolic. 2uthority on tho law in question,
why we coudema it and declare it anmulled
without any value. May the authors and
evil doers knowthat they have exposed
themselyes to “the ecelesiastical penalties
and censures which the sacred canons, the
apoetolie—constitution, tha deerees of the
general councils declare irso rACLO to be
inflicted on thése who violate the rights of
the'ehurch and usurp its property. May
they tremble and be afilicted with salutary

thrilling tendorness; ¢ poor little darling, don’t
you know me 2"’

"The child looked up, and then her ery of wild
delight rang out clear and joyous.

0, papa, ]mp:;! we thought you were dead!
but you’ve come back to us again,”

t Yes, darling !"” his hroad chest heaving with
suppreesed eagerness. ¢ W here's your mother?
M.l mo to her???

Louise sprang from his arms, and shot off like
an arrew down the brilliant street, through  the
squalid alleys and daxk by-lanes ; and the goldier
followed her

«] can’t to-night—I1'm entirely out of eliange.
You can cell day after to-morrow.”

: &% i |
Mys. Halpine b in her comfortlees a[hc,.
hushing her gick cild upon Ler hosom \

awe, those inveterate onemies of the church ;
may they be convinced that God, the author
and avenger of His church, will reserve for
them the severest and heaviest chastise-
mente, unless they sincercly répent and en-
deavour to stop and assist in repairing the
wrongs inflicted by them on this same
church. This is our most ardent 1151\0, and

we most humbly pray t0 God that ITe may
neat us,” i

Y SRR e

—By getting the acws of Garibaldi’s av-
rest before anybody else, the 'in member
of the house of Rothschild made 520,000
[rancs at tho Bourse




