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Selett Poetry.

e b,

For the Mirror.
1d oppress my heart,

s of the wor
and art;

of its vanity, its idleness
a wearisome life, v
ssion, corruption and strife.

“When the way
And I’'m tired §
The wild turmoil of
With its scenes of oppre \ :
When dark clouds of s0rToW my soul o’ercast,
And sick of the present, 1 turn to the past;
There the shadows of things that have long since
fled
Come hovering
The home of
prime,
All the pleas
time.
In life's gay mor
All robed in splendo
Where the landscape
And my youthful con:
Jsut those youthful cox
1 loved
My the cold han
And what once I
The sui's Mornir
Aud the wild woodlund notes 0
alee— : ¥
Jav logt their charms and their magic for me.
%fll::e(;\:'ll‘-\lm : grown dim thut gave beauty to flowers,
And the car 1 “own dull that gave music to
bhowers.
The phantoms
And the plea
“The visions of Loy
i i morni

C

round like ghosts of the dead.
my childhood,

seemed new,
view;
loveliness 1ay,
rful and {;ay.
hom

iends W
ve are removed,

i1, when the world
r enchanting to

around me in
apnions, all chee
npanions aud fr

|

|

10f death to the gra’
nade my soul overflow with joy—
g murch up the deep bluc sky.

{ the birds in their

|

/s gr
like the fleating clouds, fly,
life, like the fair flowers, die.

. bave vanished so soon:
1] gone at noon!
, Iy projects undone,
t is under the sun.”
o, § am here to da
e I'n

v:

-avel ot
Sk 1 passing

e that 10W Knows m

ust sleep

s night-wateh keep.
for worms to devour,
Almighty power:

v dishonored to lie;
H enthroned on high.
lion have I travail in pain,
1

epulel
sowvn in

the ¢ he valle
in glory 1
the whole ¢

ality dressed,
glorious 1
. is mo meie pain, NO sickness or
—no soTTOW Or crying
1d 1 love a world 1
1d beyond of supe
washed by a mig
1 y Savic

No more DY/
Then why

When there’s a worl
This w g

1lindness was the result of ove
b dhaosl cInin e
T R TORUes. of e«

jiton's

Deacon Ingalls.

New York, he
lately o
of a brot
in some of t

and had never seen t
chureh.

made friend to koep hir
destination being & smal
\e haunts of MY | Phere was & grand reviv
ures and seenes of that mpmm“s‘?:zt(:fh:: illuin-d B
his pew
by Put,

| Ingalls,

all arounc

work
A meri- | 1
vonres

N.—Some months ago, a8
of Swanipecott, R. 1., was tra-
1 the western part of the State of
fell in with an Irishman who had
try, and was in search
before him and settled
poart of the

Par AxD THE DEACO
elling throug

rrived in this coun
her who had come
he diggings in that
ountry.

Pat was a strong man, o 'tru
he interior of Protestant
was a pious man. He told Pat
hurch, and invited his new-

n companf thither, his
| meeting h
al there at the time, and
a very small man
jrother Ingalls to a seat in
d the invitation, followed
for. the altar, &c.
ound to brothex

1d be heard

Ingalls
e was going to ¢

cacons, who was

He accepte
who looked in vain
ated he turned
hat cou

After he was &ci
and, in a whisper t!
1, he inquired : :

« Sure, an’ isn’t this & heretic

« Hush !” said Ingalls: * if you spea
they will put you out.”

« Divil a word will I
plied Pat

The meel

stor.

Pat was eyeing hir
gentleman, W ho was standing
in front of Pat, shouted *“Amen!”

« Hist, yo divil!? rejoined Pat, in his loud
whisper, ‘which was heard by the minister ; “‘hva
dacent and don’t make & blockhead of yourself!”’
The parson grew more fervent in his devo-
tions. Presently the deacon uttered an audible

rcan— Amen!”

¢ Iist, yo blackguard !
at 4l said Pat, at the same ¢
punch in tho ribs wkich catsed
equilibrivm. :

The minister stopped, and extendin
in a suppliant manncr, gaid ¢ : ]

« Brethren, we cannob be disturbed
way. Will some one put that men out? ,

< Yes, your rivrence,’” shouted Pat, L |
do it.”

An suiting the ac
the deacon, and to th

chureh ?”’
k a word

speak ab all at all,”’ re-

ing was opened with prayer Ly the
when an old

n very closely,
y i directly

in the pew

»

Havo ye no decency
ime giving him 8
him to lose his

@ his hande

‘ in this

will

tion to the word, he collared
\e utter liorror of the pastor,
Brovher Ingalls, and the whole {:ongrcgr\linn, he
! dragged him up the aitle, and with a tremendous
| kick, sent him into the vestibule of the church.

et
«p Fexiaxisu.—The Im-

opinion, tha
ecution of the

Excrasp's Poricy
perial Re vime recor
can be little doubt that ex
would have an finportant
It is to be feared that the ¢
cy hes been that clemency W
wenkness aud fear. It certainly
tence of an impression that the
i rror of the secret organisa
et mmaend AULTROES ATC. 1O be_traced

‘ as mistaken forl ppg family? said Mrs, W

het work into her lap,
Mzs. Wilson's face.
tion of his o

Government

—— ST

o Roman Catholic, Wheeler, addressing

along the side

ouse near by. | peculiar emphasis to the

why ; but the other day,

t ¢ there
convits | when h

effect on Fenianism.
nly result of lenien-| tainly, in any Way connel
is to the exis=
is | her croc
tion of the Fe-| quirin

are to be allowed to believe that the punishment
of crime will be mitigated when political causes
are alleged for its commission, direct encour-
agement will be given to treason, Ifbrutal off-
ences against 12 ¥ are not sternly repressed, no
for 8rder remsins to societ It is
suggested that the eflect of the exccution of
!lxe criminals will be to intrease Ivish disaffect-
fon. We maintain, on the other hand, that
when it is seen that the Governnient is prepar-
ed to act with stern resolution, thos¢ who are
halting in their allegiance will recoil from
further complicity with treason. And we hold
that all consideration as to the indirect conse-
flxlcnccsthnt may possibly ‘follow ot the
ing into effect of the sentences must yi
the imperative necessity of vindicating t
law.” s

fe by the too free
e print and doing

ad, or write, or sew, for several
<« {rom darkness to a bright

, or moonlight, or on a|

Never ¥
or window
It is bel
obliquely over il
Never sleep so
shall open ontl
L;o not use
it requires an effo:t to d
Too much light crea
confuses the sight.
of an efior
¥

sw directly in front of the light |
. |

houlder.
1 first awaking the eyes

e
that
wht so scant that

o
i}

s moment you ar i

t to distinguish, that moment cease, and THE BURNING STAR

As 1o sky is blue and the carth green, it would

geem that the ceiling should be of bluish tinge,
and the walls of some mellow tint.

Phe moment you are instinetively prompted to

.5, that moment stop using them.

g King up

open thein, but apply the saliva with

the finger: the specdiest dilutent in the w orld. |

Then wash the eyes and face in warm water.

The following account of an ‘event more awful
and sublime than the most vivid imagination can
fully conceive is given by Edwin Dunkin, cf tho

Royal Observatory, ¥ngland. It is only one of

In May last a
star blazad forth in the Northern Crown
was of the second magmtude

soveral similar cases on rccord.

and
The astronomers
gave it immediate scientific observation and re-
cordad the results in technical terms which necd
not be repeated:—

“There can be little doubt‘that, from some
cause unknown to us, it must have been the sub-
ject of a terrible catastrophe at a period perhaps
distant: for it must be borne in mind that, owing
{0 1ts immense distance from us, we may be only
witnessing the calamity of a past age. From the
sudden biazing forth of this star, and then its
rapid fading away, Mr. Huggins and Dr. Miller
have suggested that, in consequence of a great
internal convulsion ; probably a largo quantity
of liydrogen and other gases were omitted from it.

During & discussion on this star, at a meoting
| Yf the Royal Astronomical Society, on June SLI;:,
]:‘;:o Astronomer Royal expressed his firm belief
el I N i.‘.‘.!\‘f;e:lus wonderful object was sctually in
K‘tﬂsﬁ‘;‘l{lf\r“,tth!?c ?:‘lislc?in :: If“we were inclined to speculate on this unique
Sl T cvery g i r(-nd’u sk astronomieal phenomenon, or the consequences

3 ery P ) anews- | arising from sueh a sudden outburst of fier,
paper qolnld Lave edited it, wo should hear less| what an extensive subject for templ i
complaints.  Not frequently is it the case that|opened up to us! JA tr ooneIp Akion, 18
an editor looks over all his_cxchange papers for | known thits minutehlm ;0 Rnomigally We. have
something must be had—his paper must come | cion ; it hns been ohmiﬁedr‘z?:\lﬂ :}v‘nt o imilar
out with something io it. and he does the heat mug;li("f\o- it has been one l(‘l el “'t.l;lm““r'
he can. 'To an cditor who has care about what | such ; while now.it will beomm‘“{mll"[))"-s 3
he eelects, the writing that he-tias to-do-if the -future gererations ws one-of “mem m;ct S s
least of the labor.  Just as many subscribers a8 | dinary among the most c.lebn;..m;“i u&;aulr—
an editor may heve, su many tastes has e to universs, 0%-, let our speculations ﬁ.'?;;icfxls
consult. little, and let us reasonubly suppose this small
and hitherto nearly invisiblg object to be an im-
menee globe like our. own gum, and surrounded
probably with planes and) satellites depending

= o

Prixrer’s Devins. — From wild, friendless
hoys in the streets ave made what are, ealled
printer’s devils; next they become printers, alter
that sometimes: editors, in which capacity they
not unfrequenyly make their mark in the nation
and in the world. Dr. Franklin was a most gmi-
nent instamoe in the early days ol our counivry,
and Thurlow %Weed, llyumce Greeley, Simon
Cameron, Hannibal Hamlin, Gen. Dix, Schuyler
Colfax, Gideon Wells, and many others, are
striking examples at the present time.

SgincTioN For A Nuwspiper.—Most people
think the selection of suitable matter for a news-
prper the easicst part of the business. How
great an errov! !I»gis the most difficalt. To
ook over and over hyndreds and hundreds of ex-
change papers every
enough for one, espe
not what shall but

&= In Germany when a. paper says any-
thing witty, they kill the editor; & ¢ N s
iing ) J 1c editor; and not one | yuon their centre for light and heat; what

;(2;1;;; has_ been killed there for two hundred wquld bo the effect of this/sudden conflagration

lgn them? 1t makes one almost shudder at the
gz It is currently reported in town that one | idea of A system of worlds being annihilated at
of the State Centre of the Fenian Brotherhood {once witheut warning. But such must doubt-
in the United States, isat present on a mission less be the fact. e, however, in this quiet
to Halifax, ¢onnected with the mevement. It | world of ours, can scarcely, perhaps, realize such
is the duty of the authorities to be_on the alert. | » catastrophe; but were our sun which, is only
— Reporter. a star analogous to those in the heavens around
us, to be-suddenly ignited in a similar manner
to this distant and unknown sun, all ite attend-
ant plancts and satelites, tho earth included,
would be destroyed.”’

3= My son, what would you doif your
dear father was suddenly taken away from you.
Son—Swear and chew tobacco.

SATURDAY, JAN

9

S e o

sti;}t @ale.

THE WIDOW'S STORY.

that old man! said Mrs.

Mrs. Wilson, and looking

fter Judge Withrow, who 1

walk under the window.

giving a
v

¥

he:

How I do despise

Despite him! said Mrs. Wilson,
pronoun uin.
Yes him. Why not?

Rather let me ask why, Mrs. ‘Wheeler.

Well, returned Mrs. W., I can scarcely say
when the sewing eircle
lie became the subject
along the sidewalk,
at same
If-

n

was held ‘at my house,
of conversation, by passing ¢
as he has just this minute done, with th
straight, haughty dignity, and unbending se
pride so peculiar to him, and we all agree
that he was a grotty, proud old aris
that he cared for no one but himself.

p
h

0

Of course you would read his thoughts and k
tell who he cared for, and for who:a h
not, said Mrs. Wilson, ironically. But pri
tell me, continued she, did
gingle thing that could detract from his charac-
ter as a moral, a noble-minded,
man?

Well, yes, replied
Smith said she had ¢
last winter, with a subser!
little aid to our sewing circle,
told her that when he wished to dispense bene-
fits he would prefer not to sound & trumpet be-
fore him. Now don’t you think that was very
impudent, to say the least of it?
plied Mrs. Wilson, her voice tremb-
1 had been there te defend

ay | ¥

and he gvasively

I wish, re
Jing with emotion.
the good old man.

Why, what do you me
Wheeler, in surprise.

I mean to give honot where honor is due,
and to rebuke such injustice to ene of the best
and noblest of men. 1 can well bear witness
that he does not gound a trumpet before him
¢ goes to do good.
You surprise me still m

an? inquired Mrs.

ore. e is not, cer-
cted with your hus-
hceler, dropping
gly into

No: he is no family connec
acquainted with him? T did not suppose that
you had ever spoken to him, much less did I
suppose he was an intimate personal frlend.

Nor is he. Ile Iras never spoken to me, nor
have I to him.

Do you know that he is a Freemason,
Wilsen?

Yes, I do.

How is it possible, then, that you can speak
well of him to bea Freemason? Why defend a
black-hearted Mason?

Mrs. Wheeler, I will tell you why, andafterI |
have told you, if you do not love the dearold ‘
man, you are not as good a woman as I have al-
ways given you credit for being.

r

irs.

Love him, Mrs. Wilson? No T shall never
even respect a Freemason, much less love one.
1 think none the less of him on that account,

T
cry of one's offspr

give them.

divided the morsel I had le
little ones, and put the last chips on the firc
boxful »f which I had gathéred the da,
w!
\ad just passed | haying eaten anything for
| through the snowstorm to the grove where
found some sticks and bush ;
ed homeward, I had not gono far
Judge Withrow,
ing his way towards t

garded

iom,

1! hushand had abuse
tocrat, and | warm anti-M:

e did | ry in the prese

any one know 2 old man,
come exasperated at the coolnes:
and a humane | the good old ma

very unkindly,
Mrs. Whecler, Harriet | st have allowed his
alled upon him-one day | into yery imprudent and abusive
iption soliciting A} yich the poor old man made no reply.

0’
and looking in- o7

UARY 11, I86

ing for bread sends to lhc}commencml another strug,

art of the mother, when she has no bread to| threshhold. His effuort was

Alas! I do; too well do L. | barrel rolled back. ~ After sume time

f the 10th of December!in vain the poor old man arow- from his

(6 between my two and wiping the perspiration from his forchead
,u‘ywith his pockeb—hnndkorc‘.;iuf. he again stood
y before, | some time. After geveral {ruitless efforts he at
Without | last succeeded, and rolled the barrel alo
I went out | grassy door-yard till he

On the morning o

W the

hen the snow commenced to fall.
two days, ‘ got out of my sigat.
1| Shortly afterwards I heard it rolling on the floor
with those 1 start- | of the little stoop in the rear of & ' 50
till T saw soon reappeared, and taking

at a distance behind me mak- | pocket he stole eeftly up to

I then re-|threw it in at the broken pane.

he village.
d for | the gate, and, taking his

wheelt

Lim. a8 a proud old man, who care

o0 one but Dimself. Embarrassed at iny situa- ‘ tewards his hore

I hid behind an old barn until ‘he had|$ill his form in the mcon

1 had every reason to Suppose that, if | the tes that filled my ¢

at all, he must dislike me, for my | into halo of sparkling gems ol

d him. My hushand was n’i

ason. His zeal hud led him, on |

that too, bus = short time before

is decease, to ridicule the institution of Mason-|

nee of Judge Withrow. This bad

than to produce & smile from the | Of good cheer.”

My hushand, as he informed me, be- In the morhing I found a barrel of flsur inumy

s, and reproached | porch.
He treated him kind band who had been eupporting ms an i

babes when therc was no eye to bear W

save that All-Seeing Eye which is ever aw:

take note of such goodness.”

But Mrs. Wheeler, continued Mis. Wilgon,
| you can never know the anguish of wy d on
| discovering my benefactor. I reproache

severely us I reflected and called to mind with
what bitter feeling, almost amounting t tred
and under & broken pane in the win»l\l hafd regarded the deat old man, While' st
It contained a twenty- | feelings were rankling in my breast no doubt be
Poor woman | Wa8 devising plans to supply the orphan with
The | bread in secret, in obedience to that divine di
tion: ¢ Let not thy left hand know what
left hand doeth.”
My denr Mrs. Wilson, said Mre, Wheeler, hex
css | €ye8 suffused with teats, I shail mever forgivo
mysell for having misjudged this good old men.
Indeed, how people will talk about vhose whose
merits they cannot know.

"hink of it: only think of it, Mrs. Wheeler
continued Mrs. Wilson; only think of my chil-

_.|dren being fed by the man who bad been called

s munificence WOUld |« proud old aristocrat—Dblack-hearted Freema-
as near the famishing| gon » by their father. 1o had been told by my
st = 1huuh<md——t‘nc parent of my little
he famishing | s Hyporen wmn w murderer ; that he would
& rzo.t helieve him or any other Mason under oath

‘\‘5:;‘11 0 l““‘r‘ ';wney for the wife and bread for the
at the heart strings ; fancy coals of fire a T e sema Al ila-sppmanistalpiseting inalia-lutie
to the naked flesh? No, no, you cannot. mIt is seclr: \:r ,:?3;1:;:"}]“: ”Many & wman having;
only those who have felt Death’s cold fingers| . o o ﬁcc%nd‘ thoarv’ t’(‘ “84\\ ould never have given
stealing along their pulses, and his chill, damp | ught, eaid Mrs. Whecler.

I watched him

118

assed
e knew me
I could sleep no more that night.

time T went biclow and fournd the note i
broken pane.
writing, and ran thu

widow and orphans.

i was in the san lain
ne oceasion, It was in t :;\ \“.w ]p R
+ There's bre:

They shal

nal

1 g
1 not want.
ho other afféct
The sccret was out as to whose was the
nas a Mason.
and, from what ke informed me,
feelings to betray him
language, to

1 went home with my sticks and limbs, bor-
rowed a loat of bread from Mrs. Lisle, and after
a day of grief and despair, went to bed at dark.

fex 4 :
The next morning, upon rising, 1 found upon

Ot

the floor,
dow, a scaled letter.
dollar hank note, and ran thus:
t heart, and an apright life.
fear, though they may
thing to tear if they
and there is

keep stou
virtaous huve nothing to
‘The poor have no
are’upright:  This is your money,
more 1 store” for the widow and the fatherl:
in the time of need.

1could scarcely belicve my own m’,nses.—l‘
and laughed like a mani 1 1
en with the vchemence of my

be poor.

wept for jov, ac, unti

startled my childr

A little longer, and thi
have been too late, forIw
anint. T had hegan to wri
ing of fainting mortality among t
paupers of Ircland.

the under the hunger | ones—that hie

Ah ! Mrs. Wheeler, fancy a scorpion gnawing

n Yes, v 2 2hild ca reami i
breath fanning their cheeke, that can know thcl . ) s shen ;g L-l““ o e
|joy that she gov a piece of wheat bread how

pangs of starvation. |
y readily his role R 3. 2
Of the gources of this gratuity, and the kind, E ul;‘;l[:_al:‘;}?tn?w.‘tm soul interpreted her joy
the comforting, the blessed words which the let- ‘ thl-illkitk;:l‘t 10 its true cause. - With whst a
. 18 :
ter. contained, I could not form the remotest ap | o have led i have appealed to his great heart
prehension. But there they were, and I was| g g “c\ Dim to penetrate my situation from
> iakit & ciretnisiEun s 5
liappy- gcnu; lhis\ :]l‘[(;d:{lﬁh\l]ﬂ.c !t :h"‘ shows how dili-
5 : ) suffering Leart keeps vigil fo .
From that day forward the same blessed hand- \ ing bumanity \vh(i’le S hia !E;fu:{gll 1': suffer-
writing, accompanicd by a like donation and a | [ could stoop down and kiss tlno‘d;:::: L; ["’?L"CE-
43 of his feet

few brief words of er n jodi frs. W i feet.
s of encourngement, periodically | Mrs. Wheeler, tell the sewing circle that God

though I confess thatTcan remember when my
bloodran cold at the name of Freemason. But
itis dificrent nows Ilove the word. ToJudge
Withrow I owe a debt of gratitude that nothing
short ofloye can ever cancel.

For what do you owe him gratitude?

For peace of mind, forahome, for bread for
my orphan children, for plenty, and, to erown

found its way through the broken panc in my|will thank Judge Withrow hotwitl i
windew ; but the kind hand tbat fed the widow ‘ their decigion to g;c contrar w5 i
and her orphan was &till unknown to me. From b
that day neither I nor my little ones wanted
anything,.

The gpring came, and the price of flour arose

Thus was I supplied till Mr. Wilson and 1
| were married.

Sinee then I Lave been a rich
‘mnn's wife.

' I am proud to own that my present
| busband is a Freemason. When lic sued my
to cleven dollars per barrel, and was very searce \ hand 1 told him that I would remain & widow or
Y f 2 . |

in the market. I would not—in fact, I could | marry a Frecmason, and that, until he became a

1 onic-linlf of my time.

all, for ene of the best, the noblest of husbands.
Mrs. Wilson, said Mrs. Wheeler, pray do ex-
plain yourself?
Iwill. You know that Mr. Clarke, my first
husband, was without means, and, in fact, very
yoor. Ie bought alot in the suburbs of the
village, and built a small lduse on it, which
was not yet finished when he died. Ile had no
means except such as. resulted from his daily
labor, which, through the most scrupulous
economy, enabled him to pay for the lot and the
building, as far as it was completed. ~After his
death I fully realized the responsibility of my
position, An unexperiened widow, with two
little children to provide for, the elder but five
years old, tho winter approaching, and no pro-
visions for our subsistence. The only resource
left me to provide my children with bread was to
take in washing and sewing. There was 80
much competition in this line of business in our
little village that I could not get employment
The consequence was that
tho flrst December storm caught me without
fuel or food. Ibad neta friend nor anacquaint-
ance in the country. We bad been a ghort lime
in the State, and had made mo acquaintances.
1 had not a relative in the world but the uncle
who had reared me, and he was very old and
indigent, and was noé within a thousand miles
of me.
On the 10th day of Deccmber 1 had been two
days without food. I had hushanded a few
potatoes, the product of our little garden, for
my starving children. Oh, Mrs. Wheeler!

not—indulge in t vhes i i
1d \} re in the luxur_v‘ of w m.\t. bread nt-‘mcmbcr of the Order his suit must prove una-
such a price, and used Indian meal instead of |

vailing.
flour altogether.

Ile then told me that he had been a
i.\Iason, and that he was indebted to that circum-
One day my little girl came running through | stance fov his acquaintance with me, as it was in
the gate, shouting at the top of her voice : ‘U‘. the Lodge lie had first heard my name meniioned
ma, I've got a piece of wheat bread!” Just ag| Py Judge Withrow, whose eloguent pleadings
sho entered the gate Judge Withrow p “‘v)l’ the widow and orphbans had directed his :L-
along, T was overwhelmed with mortificati ‘ tention, and ultimately his affcetion towards mo.
for T knew he raust have heard what the child;‘\"“ in this manner [ learned that I and my
| enid. {childrcn bad long been subjeets of the special
&(‘ur and solivitude of the Lodge.

¢

The night following, ngont twelve o'clock, I
wns alarmed by a noise ut the gate. I stole
softly to my chamber window, and, concealing
myself behind\ the curtains, looked: out. The
moon was at the full, and her pure wilver light
rendercd ohjects almest as distinct as the noon-
day sun. What was my surprise on seeing old
Judge Withrow at the gate, straining every
nerve to ease down a barrel from & wheclbarrow!
What could it mean? I could not be mistaken
in tho person although his back was toward me.
At lagt, bot with qoneiden})lo noise, he suc-
ceeded in getting the barrel dewn to the ground,
which from the manner in which he handled it,
appearcd to be filled with some heavy substance.
Panting with the exertion, the old man bared
his head. and fanning himself with his hat,
turned his face in the direction of the window,
where I stood concealed. There he stood, the
Good Samaritan, for nearly a minute, the moon-
light falling tuil upon his broad forehead and
flushed face, and giving & silvery brillianey to
his white hair as it yielded in fitful ﬂutter'ings

I will never say another word against the
T'reemason’s again, said Mrs. Wheeler, and I
| will persunde my husband to jein the Iodge il"

o £=)

{ he is not afraid that the church might reprehend
lguch a step. You almost make me love old
Judge Withrow.

Well you may, said Mrs. Wilson, But little
does he need our love; he has the hrave manly
lo;‘g cf the strong hearta of his brothren over

m he presides. They love him with an affee-
tion surpassing woman's love. Their love is an
[offering to the truth of lils noblo soul ; their Tove
18 that heritage which true hearts pour out npon
the shrine of purity and goodness. Ile has :hnt
fame which, like his own good decds, is not tue
less glorious from being enjoyed in sccret, and
not the less pure from not having floated on the
breasts of -the babbling multitude—not the less
dazzling from being locked up as preoious gem;\
to the faithful bosoms of his bréthre,,

. : . : 3@ While Gen. Butler w75 in N
to the motions of bis hat, with which he fanned | cently, a white hackman l'l'U'J:; I:]] homﬂt]\( re:
) i Adams refusec

continued Mrs. Wilson, you do mnot know the fresh currents of air into his face. Laying his|to let him ride in his hack Fetes
pangs of hunger, mor do you know the still | hat upon the wheelbarrow, he softly opened the|been started among the ci‘i-:(ht:ns:nptlonhlms
¢ s citizens to purchase

decper pangs and withering apguish that the | gate. He rolled the, barrel to the gate, and then | the hackman a new ¢a” riage
. i ; 5




