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sstomisb homy timerto sen a 1,me this German giantess, and what 

should I do with her ?
I had meant to bare received her 

with commanding dignity, but I felt, 
like a little child before hier, so I held 
open the door and meekly invited her to 
come in. When she had stalked before 
me into the kitchen, which she seemed 
almost to fill, I asked io rather trembling 
tones if Mr Davenport had sent her. 
She didn’t answer me one word, but 
just stared at me in a sort of stupid way, 
and after much fumbling in a huge 
pocket drew forth a greasy card bearing 
my address, with the words, "One Ger- 
man servant girl;" so I accepted my 

fate and took the giantess up-stairs to 
the servant’s room, where she deposited 
her bundle, diverted herself of her shawl, 
and was stepping 0b the skirts of any 
dress before 1 was half way down stairs. 
As Little John still slept I went to the 
kitchen with her to show her a place 
for everything and everything in its 
place,” and left her to prepare dinner 
I had my doubts of her ability to observe 
Pre L. 

without instruction si.e stared down at 
me with an expression of such astonish- 
ment and indignation that 1 precipitate- 
ly left the kitchen.

By this time little John was awake ; 
so I took him out of his cradle, and, be- 
tween playing with baby, admiring my 
rooms, and thinking of John, I forgot 
for a time the silent German giantess. 
But such peace was not long for me ; 
I was soon made aware of her presence 
by the constant din arising from the 
kitchen ; slamming doors, pulling down 
windows, rattling china, stamping back 
and forth —it was evident she could 
make noise enough when it pleased her.

Five o’clock brought John, & with him 
Bob Davenport, his bachelor brother, a 
fastidious youug gentleman who looked 
upon John’s marriage as a huge joke, 
laughed at what he called our love in 
a cottage, and predicted all sorts of 
impossible mishappenings, family joker, 
&e.

Half an hour after the proper dinner 
hour my silent German giantess came 
thundering into the sitting-room, and, 
giving one pantomimic ges ure with her 
huge hand, vanished like a red meteor.

"What under the canopy is that ?" 
exclaimed my brother-in-law, with a 
comical expression of mingled amuse- 
meet and horror on his face.

"That is my servant-girl, I replied, 
with some pride.

"But, my dear," observed John, “what 
does she come bouncing into the room 
like this for ?"

“Why, I suppose dinner is ready, and 
I forgot to tell her to ring the bell ! 
Come, John,” said 1, "bring the baby, 
and we’ll go and see.

"Allow me the pleasure," remarked i 
Bob, crooking his arm into a triangle 
and drawing my baud into it, “allow 
me the extrême pleasure of escorting 
t you sumptuous repast the charming 
mistress of this blisful domain. Come 
on, Johnny ; shoulder the babby 1" And. 
Bob glided gracefully across the hall into 
the dining-room, where we-sat down to 
—well, there! I dont believe I can 
find words to describe that dinner. Only 
imagine, if you can, the horrors of a 
roast of beef boiled to rags, served in a 
tureen full of beef tea ; vegetables al- 
most raw i all finished up by a dish of 
custard I had ordered her to make. I 
had expressly directed her to use six 
eggs to a quart of milk. Think of my 
dismay on finding six hard-boiled eggs 
sailing around in a quart of cold milk? 
Add to this John’s quiet air of amuse- 
ment, and the wicked expression of Bob’s 
black eyes, and you will have a scene 
better imagined than described. I never 
forgot it ; and I am sure Bob never did 
—borrid creature ! I wish he was not 
posse used of such a memory."

I will not weary you with a detailed 
account of the “reign of terror" that 
followed the dismissal of the silent 
German giantess—the reign of terror in 
which the chief actors were the “Brown-

ABOUT SPRING HOUSE-CLEANING.
• a”) a silive topH d.
1 It is an epidemic which attacks all well.

"Going ? Where ?" was the 
commentary."

THERESNO SUCH THING AS DEATH.

“There’s no such thing as de. ath,”
To those that think aright;

‘Tis but the racer casting off
What most impedes his flig ht :

Tis but one little act.
Life’s drama must contain ;

One struggle keener than the rest.
And then an end of pain,

$There’s no such thing as dear th :"
That which is thus miscalle d.

Is life escaping from the chair is
That have so long enthralle a ;

‘Tis a once hidden star.
Piercing through the night.

To shine in gentle radiance f rth 
Amid its kindred light.

There’s no such thing as dear th :"
In nature, nothing dies !

From enc b sad remuant of dec by
Som * forms of life arise.

The faded leaf that falls.
All sere and brown to earth, 

! re long will mingle with the shape
That gia the lower is birt a,

‘There’s no such thing as dea th :’
Tis but the blossom spray, 

sinking before the coming frilt.
That seeks the summer’s 77

‘lis but the bud displaced, 
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And weariness for power.

AGE. "* *4 WHAT AN OLD MAN F is NOTICED.

There are three classes into which all 
the women past seventy years of age, that 
ever I knew, were to be divided : 1. That 
dear old soul ; 2. That old woman ; 3 That 
old witch.—COLERIDGE.

Kissing is said to be good for the 
toothache; and yet people will go on suffering the horrors of this excruciating 
torture. 6

Lid-r •
2 “Tolave ye’s. 0 X I I have noticed that all men are honest 

when well watched.
I have noticed that purses will hold dimes 

as well as dollars.

regulated households twice a year. The 
i spring visitation is usually the worse of the 
Itwo. It unsettles everything. It goes to 
, the very marrow of the situation, and makes 
every member of the family home-sick clean 

down to the stockings. Like measles and 
Ichicken-pox and courting and similar de- 
irangements, there is no cure for it but to 
go though it, and blessed is the man who 
does not lose his temper on the way. For 
whoile it lasts the beefsteaks will be tough as 
sole leather, and the coffee the poorest sub- 
stitute for slops. Dinner will be late and

take place. I can’t descri ! it, but 
seemed as if a thrill of life can throu 

her iron frame. Her huge res assum 
a strange living look, and —horror 
horrors!—she winked on ! twice, 
three times 11! and then, linging h 
iron arms about in the: m t appalli 
manner, she commenced t caper a

u“‘‘What for ? I demanded.
"What for, indade?" she replied, 

with a disdainful toss of her head ; “sure 
an’ if it’s yoursilf can’t let me go to 
church ivery Sunday morning an’ larn 
to git up and git breakfast yourself, it’s 
mesilf can’t be bodderin’ widye.” And 
with that she turned on her heel and 
walked off without another word. There 
was nothing to keep her, for John had 
paid her month’s wages the night be- 
fore. I stood a moment helplessly 
gazing after her, and then, determining 
not to be vanquished by trifles, bravely 
pared the fruit myself. But after toil- 
ing with it all the morning, like “Meg" 
in "Little Women," 1 couldn’t make 
the jlly jell, and finally, is a fit of des- 
peration and wrath, threw the whole 
concern into the slop-pail.

I was tired discouraged then ; but I 
suddenly remembered that, it: being 
Saturday, there was nothing in the house 
to eat; and if I didn’t cook the dinner 

there would be none. John and I don’t 
live to eat, but necessity compels us to 
eat to live. So I put the leg of mutton 
in the pot prepared the vegetables, and 
set to work making cake and pies. I 
could make good cake, but I had never 
tried pies. And such work as I made 
of it! for the crust would break and 
would not stick together. I got three 
made at last and put them in the oven 
to bake. Then 1 set about the cake; 
and never once thought of the pies, till, 
smelling a burnt odor, I rushed to the 
oven, and drew forth three blackened

It is fically placed beyond possibility 
of doubt that summer is close at hand. 
The Weather Bureau may do its worst 
in prophesying areas of depression and 
lower temperature over the Lake region, 
but the sun has got fairly at work and 
there is no probability he will bank his 
fires merely to please a few scientific 
persons. We are evidently to have a 
hot summer, and those happy people 
who can get out of town are already 
preparing to flee to the mountains and 
the seashore. Full preparations have 
been made by the non street cleaning 
authorities for welcoming the cholera, 
and it is even thought that we can hon- 
estly invite the yellow fever to visit us, 
confident that he will feel perfectly at 
home. P

I have noticed that in order to be a rea- 
sonable creature it is necessary at times to 
be downright mad. -

When a noble life has prepared old age, 
it is not the decline that it reveals, but the 
first days of immortality.—MADAN DE STAmL.

The evening of life brings with it its 
lamp.—FOUBERT.

Can man be so age-stricken that no faint- 
est sunshine of his youth may revisit him 
once a year? It is impossible. The moss 
01 our time-worn mansion brightens into 
beauty ; the good old pastor, who once dwelt 
here, renewed his prime and regained his 
boyhood in the genial breezes of his nine- 
tieth spring. Alas for the worn and heavy 
soul, it, whether it. youth or age, it has out- 
lived its privilege of springtime sprightli- 
ness !—HAWTHORNE.

Age makes us not childish, as some say ; 
it finds us still tree children.—GOETHE.

O sir, you are old ; nature in you stands 
on the very verge of her confine ; you should 
be ruled and 1 d by some discretion, that 
discerns your state better than you your- 
self.—-SuAKESPEaR.
Age is rarely despised but when it is con-

old again.. € dwell in the terol- 
lections of the past, and, mistaking the 
speedy march of years, often is inclined to 
take the prudence of the winter time for a 
fit wisdom of midsummer days- Manhood 
is bent to the passing cares of the passing 
moment, and holds so closely to his eyes 
the sheet of “to-day,” that it screens the 
"to-morrow" from his sight.—KOSSUTH

They say women and music should never 
be dated.—GOLDSMITH,

We should provide for our age, in order 
that our age may have no urgent wants of 
this world to absorb it from the meditation 
of the next. It is awful to see the dotage 
making a coffer of the grave !—BULWER. 
LrrrON.

There cannot live a more unhappy creat- 
are than an ill-natured old man, who is 
neither capable of receiving pleasures nor 
sensible of doing them to others.—SIR W. 
TEEPLE

Age that lessens the enjoyment of life, 
increases our desire of living.—GOLDSMITH.

Old age is never honored among us, but 
only indulged, as childhood is; and old 
men loose one of the most precious rights 
of man-—that of being judged by their peers. 
—GOETHE.

A healthy old fellow, who is not a fool 
is the happiest creature living.—STEBLE.

It is noticeable how intuitively in age 
we go back with strange fondness to all that 
is fresh in the earliest dawn of youth. If 
we never cared for little children before, 
we delight to see them roll in the grass 
over which we hobble on crutches. The 
grandsire turns wearily from his middle- 
aged, care-worn son, to listen with infant 
laugh to the prattle of an Infant grandchild. 
It is the old who plant young trees ; it is the 
old who are most saddened by the autumn, 
and feel most delight in the returning spring. 
—BULWER LYTTON.

No wise man ever wished to be younger. 
—Swirr.

I have noticed that silks, broadcloths and 
jewels, are often bought with other people’s 
money.
I have noticed that the prayer of the sel- 

fish man is * Forgive us our debts,” while 
he makes everybody who owes him pay to 
the utmost farthing
I have noticed that he who thinks every 

man a rogue is certain to see one when he 
shaves himself, and he ought in mercy to 
his neighbor surrender the rascal up to jus- 
tice.
iIthave learned that money is the fool’s 

wi.dom, the knave’s reputation, the poor 
man’s desire, the covetous man’s ambition, 
and the idol of all.

I have noticed that all men speak well 
of all men’s virtues when they are dead, and 
the tombstones are marked with the-epitaphs 
of the good and virtuous. Is there any 
particular cemetery where the bad are

and dance; first slow, the faster an 
faster ; while 1, moved by an impul 
that entirely overpowered y will, im inedible when ready. The cook will be cross 

the children will tease each other and tor- 
- = . ment the maid, the old servent will quit 

her iron hands and danced $ fearful can- and leave her mistress in the curch, the dog 
will upset the basket with the best chins 
and ruin the set, the cat will deposit a 
litter of kittens on the satin sofa, a half doz-

tated her every gesture. jumped at 
ran; I screamed and laug ed; I seiz

can.
For a moment she remo her hor

eyes from mine, and I wa myself again. 
Turning, I perceived my sister-Sallie. 
standing in the doorway a th little John 
is her arms. She was azing at the

en cousins will drop down from the country 
to spend a week,ania few friends will come 
in to take a quiet tea and have a delightful 
sit down, and the mistress of the house will 
Isure to have one of-her sick headaches or 
Ur ak down from overdoing. It al ways hap- 
pens, too, that when the cast wind blows a 
perfect hurricane through the house, and 
every room in it is a regular Growlery, Mr. 
omith is sure to invite Mr. Jones to cometo 
lunch, or take it into his head to have the 
rheumatism or some other company. Then 
the upturn discove-rs so many uncomfortable 
lacts ! The parlor curtains are faded, and 
must be replaced with new ones. Three 
chairs arerickety, and the rosewoodsofa can- 
not possibly be mended, and the stair carpet 

threadbare, two beadsteads are broken, the 
gas-pipes are out of order, the water leaks 
through the ceiling, and the last domestic 
carried off a whole chestful of her mistress’s 
clothes. Everything was serene and lovely 
on Sunday night, but on Tuesday morning 
there is bedlam, and five hundred dollars to 
pay into the bargain.

But the epidemic is inevitable. Senitary 
laws don’t reach it. And perhaps, after all, 
it is not as bad as the thing it removes. 
The civilized senses look on dirt as the 
devil, and half the contrivances of modern 
life are devised for its removal. It is subtile 
as sin and firds its way into the smallest 
crevices of our habitations. It uses all our 
modern conveniences for its own ends, takes 
special delight in the furnace, makes its 

bed in the velvet carpet and damask chairs, 
and claims every costliest and choicest thing 
as its special property. Whoever has these 
elegant furnishings must pay the price. 
We cannot engraft the simplicity of the old 
time on the complex order of the new. 
Whoever has carpets must shake them, and 
curtains will fade and gilt will wear off and 
china will break. There may be too much 
fussing and fretting about the matter, but 
the matter itself is wholesome. Now and 
then a housewife has cleanliness on the 
brain, and wears out her gloves with scour- 
ing, and scrubs all the paint of her doors 
and keeps the furniture of her parlor stand- 
ing in such mathematic order that each ar- 
tical looks like a sentinal and almost seems 
toache from standing in one posture so long. 
But these women are so exceptional that 
they are studied as curiosites and their 
houses are inspected as a sort of cross be- 
tween a museum and a sepulchre. Use has 
got the better of looks. The average home 
to-day is a place to live in and make the 
heart glad, and not a place to look at and 
clean every six months and be miserable in 
all the rest of the year.

scene before her with hor r 
ment. I frantically war d

and 
my

Take the baby awe”. Sall Utt” 

was upon mine, and, oh its diabolical 
witchery and fiendish po er ! I snatch-

PROPAGATING PLANTS.—Fill a glass 
dish, having a glass cover, half full of 
soft water ; insert the ends, cut a little 
slanting, of any number of slips in the 
water; cover close, and set in a sunny 
place—not too warm—taking care to 
replenish the water as fast as it evapo- 
rates. In a short time tiny white roots 
will shoot out from the stems, and in two 
weeks they will be ready to ret in pots. 
Press the earth very carefully around the 
tender roots, using a little sand if con- 
venient, and keep very moist for a few 
days.

ed my baby-boy away from my frightened 
sister, flung it into the or

HOW A CLERGYMAN WAS RUINED 
BY RUM.stretched armsTHE PLOW of the iron monster, and as she tossed 

my little innocent da ing from one 
clanking hand to the oth ,1 knelt before 
her, jibbering like a ma iac.

Yes ! I was a manne ; reason was 
dethroned at last, for i could stand the 
fearful strain no longer.

Round and r und, ba a and forth went

The Rev. J. J. Talbott, once an Episcopal 
clergyman, then a victim of intemperance, 
and expelled from his diocese, but now 
reformed, lectured at Terre Haute, Ind., a 
few days since. We extract the following 
from the Journal’s report of his address :

Though the words choke me, I am here 
to-night to say that experience of my life is 
that wine is a mocker, and that nothing is 
proof against the seductive siren. The 
mightiest and the greatest intellects . of the 
world are blasted by her stratagems. It 
found me in the ranks of those who battle for 
the right. I stood up nobly and freely and 
my soul knew no burden. But the 
destroyer came, clothed in the splendour of 
the sunlight—in beauty that bewildered my 
senses and polluted my soul.

But you ask me how this ruin was wrought. 
First by prescribed stimulants Then in 
that infernal delusion that moderate drink- 
ing was beneficial, came the habit of 
drinking wine at joyous occasions I kept 
on; I fell; I laid aside the babiliments of 
him who did only good, and wandered 
forth at the bidding of my own spellbound 
will. I tell you once put on the chains of 
strong drink and you may flee to the utter- 
most parts of the earth, as I did, and the 
anger of God will follow you. I came 
home after years of wandering. At last the 
demon of delirium seized me, and the ser- 
pent of the still feasted on my quivering 
flesh

For five days and nights I lay at the 
gates of hell. But he was pleased to drag 
me forth from the presence of the ghosts 
with whom I held such awful converse. I 
can now survey the field and measure the 
losses. The prime of my life was wasted. I 
had a high office and an unspotted char- 
acter; The demon of wine dragged me 
down, and the drunkards’ life was mine. I 
had means, but my riches fled. I had a 
beautiful home, but the demon entered, and 
the light faded from its halls. I had beau- 
tiful children, but this monster took their 
pimpled hands in his, and led them to the 
grave

I hala wife whom to know was love. 
night she sits in misery, while I wander 
restless over the earth. I had a mother 
whose chief pride was my life, but the 
tt under-bolt struck her too Years of work 
in the cause of the right may give back to 
these arms my loving wife. But oh ! what 
joy when 1 clasp in another world, the hand 
of my mother. And thus 1 stood, and thus 
I stand to-day, a husband without a wife, 
a father without a child—all swallowed up 
in the fearful maelstrom of drink.

I stand with scarce a friend on earth. 
Go, drink of that bitter cup, and then ask 
me it I can paint in too high colors the 
picture of my despair—ask me if I hate the 
agent of my ruin. Hate it ! I hate the 
whole damning traffic I would to God that 
every distillery in this nation were in 
flames. I would write on the glowing sky 
in letters as black as their smoke : Woe, 
woe to him that putteth the bottle to his 
neighbor’s lips.

God speed the plowshare ! Tel I the not 
Disgrace attends the toil

Of those who plow the dark grec in sod. 
Or toil the fruitful soil.

Why should the honest plowman shrink 
From mingling in the vau

Of learning and of wisdom, since 
‘Tis mind that makes the man ?

God speed the plowshare, and the hands 
That till the fruitful earth.

For there is in this world, so wide. 
No gem like honest worth.

And though the hands are dark with toll. 
And flushed the mauly brow,

it matters not, for God will bless 
The labors of the plow.

my poor little John, ti at last—oh, I 
shudder to think of m darling baby’s 
horrid death ! His w ite dress caughtmasses. With the resignation of despair ..=

I set them in a row on the table and re- in the fearful machin ry of her
LANARK COUNTY COUNCIL.

open 
throat, and the next nos ment all that wasplaced them by the cakes. After taking 

a look at little John whom 1 found sweet- 
ly sleeping in Sallie’s arms, I returned 
to the kitchen, hastily washed up the 
china I had been using, and, with a long 
sigh, threw, myself down into the wicker 
rocking-chair, literally tired ont. My 
hair was rough, *my dress dirty, my 
hands burnt in several places ; but I 
wanted nothing, cared for nothing, but 
rest. Rest, however, I was not to have; 
for I had not sat in the big chair two 
minutes when I heard the most fearful 
rumbling in the hall. I looked towards 
the door, it opened, and in came John, 
followed by a tail, peculiar looking man. 
"Goodness !" I thought, "has John 
brought home company to dinner? And 
what can he mean by bringing him into 
the kitchen ?"

But John never seemed to notice my 
generally demoralized appearance, and 
his usually quiet face wore a look of 
eager excitement.

"What is it, John ?" said I, anxious- 
ly; for his strange demeanor frightened 
me.

"Oh ! nothing is the matter,” he 
replied: "Lucia, my love, let me intro- 
duce you to Monsieur De Brag. He is 
a professor,” he continued as I bowed 
rather coldly, “and you will have oceas- 
ion to bless him all your life ; for he has 
just finished a most wonderful invention 
—a mechanical Biddy. Bring it in Pro- 
fessor,” and John paused while the tall 
stranger trundled in the most diabolical 
looking object I ever set eyes on. Was 
it a machine, or a woman? It was 
either ; it was neither ; it was both. It 
consisted of a box in the shape of a dress, 
inflated by a hoop, with another on top 
to represent the waist ; it had two long, 
iron arms and skeleton-looking bands ; it 
had a round head with two monstrous 
eyes, and in the throat, under the chin.

(From the Courier.)

FIRST DAY—TUESDAY AFTERNOON.
• -------

The June session of the Lanark County 
Council began on Tuesday afternoon 
last. The following Reeves and Deputy- 
Reeves were present :—
WILLIAM LEES, Esq., (Reeve Bathurst)

Warden.
DANIEL DRUMMOND, Ramsay.
YOUNG SCOTT, Pakenham.
JOHN STONE, North Elmsley 
JOHN GRAHAM, Carleton Place.
PETER CLARK, Montagne.
JAMES CONN, Beckwith.
JOSEPH JAMIESON, Almonte 
J. H. GOULD, Smith Falls.
JANES AFFLECK, Lanark (Tp.)
A. G. DOBBIE, Lanark Village. 
DONALD MCINTYRE, Drummond.
EDWARD BYRNE, North Burgess. 
GEORGE CAMPBELL, Dalhousie, dr. 
W. J. RINTOUL, Darling.
JAMES NOONAN, : Bathurst.

The minutes of last session having 
been read and signed.

The report of the Auditors, Messrs. 
W. H. Radenburst and Peter Shields, 
on the County accounts was read, show- 
iog a balance in the Treasurer’s hands 
on 31st Dec., 1843, to have been $2,220 
non-resident land rates, $1,370.F

The following original communica- 
tions were read :—Copy of the Release 
given by the Ontario Government to the 
Municipalities from all claims of the 
Municipal Loan Fund in connection with 
the B. & O Railway, sent by E. J. 
Senkler, Barrister, Brockville.

Note from the Deputy-Commissioner 
of Crown Lands, stating that in accord- 
ance with the request of the County 
Council, the Department had, on the 
14th April, instructed John Morris, P 
L S, to re-survey the boundaries between 
the 4th and 5th concessions of Montague, 
from Lot 2 to 14, with orders to place 
permanent stone monuments thereon.

Copy of resolution passed by the Carle- 
ton County Council—setting forth that / 
owing to the great number of poor per- 
sons in this district having idiotic child- 
ren or friends, without adequate means 
to care for them properly, and the fact 
of the asylum in Western Ontario being 
now overcrowded, that the Ontario Gov- 
ernment provided another one for the 
Eastern section of the province.—Co- 
operation solicited.

Circular from Mr DD Hays, 1mmi- 
grant Agent, Ontario, expressing his 
willingness to confer with the County 
Council, if they desired it, on the sub 
ject of supplying the wants of this county 
with mechanics, laborers, or servants, 
from the immigrants brought to the 
Province.

Copy of resolution passed by the 
Wentworth County Council, praying the 
Dominion Government re-impose a daty 
on coarse grains imported from the 
United States for distilling and other 
purposes. —Co-operation solicited.

Circular from Mr J B Burrowes, See- 
retary of the Kingston General Hospital, 
requesting aid from the Lanark County 
Council. The reason given for the re- 
quest was that the Ontario Government 
having changed their pelicy of making 
grants to hospitals by donating to such 
institutions at the rate of 20 cents per 
head for each patient, and an additional 
sum equal to one-quarter of the amount 
derivable from other sources —the object 
being to stimulate municipalities to ex- 
tend aid to hospitals —the Kingston Gen- 
oral Hospital, not having been endowed, 
like the Toronto Hospital, with extensive

left of my precious bo was a blackened, 
bloody mass.

Isaw it—yes, saw in all its hideous 
ness, and laughed and screamed in an 
insane frenzy.

There was a confu ion of loud voices 
at the door. I turne to behold John 
frantically strugglin to come to me, 
while Monsieur De B ag, who seemed to 
my distorted vision t have grown a per- 
fect giant, forcibly h d him back.

I laughed a loud no eking laugh, point- 
ed to the mangled r mains of our baby, 
and again began that horrid dance.

There was a the derous roar of the 
machinery within ‘b r;” the wheels went 
round with fearful r pidity ; John broke 
from the detaining arms of the Pro- 
fessor; the iron mo ter rushed towards 
him! "John! Job ! John! my hus- 
band ! my darling ! I hoarsely scream- 
ed. It was too late one more despairing 
cry, and-------

I woke up to find John bending over 
me ; Bob observing e with great amuse 
ment, and little Jo a crowing in Sister 
Sallie’s arms.

"Oh, my darlig, darling baby !"! 
cried, catching him o my breast. "Oh! 
John, my husband my dear husband !" 
and I hugged little John and big John 
both together.

"Oh ! John," I ried again, “where’s 
the Professor, at 1 where’s the ion 
monster?‘‘

“Ha: ha! ha!‘ roared Bob: ‘The

A MECHANICAL BIDDY.
NELLIE M. GABABBANIT.

1 was literally tired out 1 I had only 
been married two years and had been 
housekeeping just six months. 1 thought 
when 1 first moved into that dear little 
Gothic cottage, all covered with roses 
and woodbine, that I should be perfectly 
happy; indeed. I was fully convinced 
that life in that charming bird’s-nest 
with big John (that’s my husband) and 
little John (that’s the baby), would glide 
on, as the poets say, like one "suelodious 
dream.’ But I hadn’t been there two 
weeks before I found out that there is 
at least one thing in housekeeping that 
takes all the melody out of it, and that 
is Biddy.

-. Oh ! that dreadful, incomprehensible 
bugbear. Biddy ! What if your house 
is a perfect little palace ? What if 
your husband is just the dearest fellow 

• and the baby the rosiest pet in the world, 
if that provoking creature in the kitehen 
is to keep you iu a const int we rry, and 
turn all the honey of your life into 

, vinegar ?
The Bird’s-uest was a coney little 

place, just the thing for a youug couple 
to begin life in ; it had a nice garden all 
round, with plenty of flowers, two great 

a shady trees in front, and currant bushes 
and quince trees in the back yard. I 
liked it, and so John bought it, and had 
it papered, calsomined, and painted 
throughout. We went together to 
select and buy the furniture ; then John 
came home from business at 4 o’clock 
and worked till ten every night, putting 
up curtains, laying down carpets, and 
getting to rights—all by himself, for he 
wouldn’t a low me to enter into the 
house until all was finished. I must 
say that he exhibited the most perfect 
taste in its arrangement, though I re- 
member that when he took me to see it 
1 thought to myself that I co uld arrange 
the furniture so as to produce a far 
more artistic effect. So the next morn- 
ing as soon as John had gone / took the 
key and went over to the Bird’s-nest, 
took everything out of the parlor and 
placed them according to my OWL fancy ; 
out when I stood in the door to take in 
the effect it didn’t look hardly so artistic 
as John’s way, 80 I put everythin; t back 
in its original position and never e bang- 
ed them afterwards.

"Well, Lucia," said John one day, 
"our house is all ready for us ex sept 
one thing—that is a kitchen maid. We 
must have one servant, for all yo ur 
time will be monopolized by baby, be 68 
its fader’s treasure,"—stooping over tl w 
cradle and covering the sleeping baby # 

face with his great blond moustache.
Big John is perfectly devoted to little 
John ; he sayshe is convinced there 1 
never wasst : a the world, and I 
vows that he looks just like his mamma..
I don’t agree in that last statement. 
I’m sure that he is the perfect image of 
John.

“Certainly, John,” said I, answering 
him, "we must have one girl ; but do let’s 
have a German—they make such supe-

• rior servants,”
“All right, my dear," said Joho, "I’ll 

go down to the intelligence office and 
tell the agent to send up a nice, tidy 
German girl, and then we’ll go to house- 
keeping in earnest, and won’t you make 
a dear little housewife, hey, Dolly ?" 
And here John—well, he covered my 
face with his big blond moustache.

So the next day I took the last of 
John’s things, viz., the baby and myself, 
into the Bird’s-nert. I examined the 
latter all over again, and, feeling my- 
self queen of all I surveyed, eat down 
in my cosey sitting-room, sang little 
John to sleep, and awaited the arrival 

of my tidy German servant-girl.I 
pictured her to myself with a florid, 
good-natured face, strong active figure, 
clad in a fresh calico dress and apron, 
I thought of her bursting around the 
house, keeping everything clean and nest 

À with her busy hands.
In the midst of my reflections there 

came a thundering knock at the kitchen 
door, that nearly startled me out of my 
chair. Was it the new maid? I gave 
the baby’s cradle a jog and ran down to 
see, I opened the door, and good 1 
gracious ! was this my ideal servant? 
There she stood on the door-sill, a 1 
woman twice my size. Florid? I should 
think so I Her face was the color of 
a live coal. Strong? Yes indeed 1 
She looked as if she could knock a man 
down with one finger. She was attired 
or vies reap os berksis : 

bundle in her band. I comprehended 

l2.

Agriculture is the most certain source of 
strength, wealth and independence. Com- 
merce flou ishes by circumstances precari- 
ous, contingent, transitory, almost as liable 
to change as the winds and waves that 
waft it to our shores. She may well be 
termed the younger sist r, for, in all em- 
ergencies, she looks to agriculture, both 
for defence and for supply.—COLTON

The first three men in the world were a 
gardener, a ploughman, and a grazi-r ; and 
if any man object that the second of these 
Wass murderer, I desire he would consider 
that as soon as he was so, he quitted our 
profession and turned builder. —COWLEY.

In ancient times, the sacred plough em- 
ployed the kings, and awful fathers of man- 
kind.—THOMSON.

In the age of acorns, antecedent to Ceres 
and the royal ploughman Triptolemus, 
a single barley-corn had been of more value 
to mankind than all the diamonds that 
glowed in the mines of India.—H. BROOKE.

Trade increases the wealth and glory of a 
country ; but its real strength and stimina 
ar to be looked for among the cultivators 
of the land —LORD CHATHAM

In a moral point of view, the life of the 
agriculturist is the most pure and holy of 
any class of men : pure, because it is the 
most healthful, and vice can hardly find 
time to contaminate it: and holy, because 
it brings the Deity perpetually before his 
view, giving him thereby the most exalted 
notions of supreme power, and the most 
fascinating and endearing view of moral 
benignity —LORD JOHN RUSSELL.

The farmers are the founders of civilza- 
tion.—DANIEL WEBSTER.

And he gave it for his opinion, that who- 
ever could make two ears of corn, or two 
blade fof grass, to grow upon a spot of ground 
where only one grew before, would deserve 
better of mankind, and do more essential 
service to his country, than the whole race 
of politicians put together.—SWIFT.

Command large fields, but cultivate small 
ones.—VIRGIL.-

The frost is God’s plough, which he 
drives through every inch of ground in the 
world, opening each clod, and pulverizing 
the whole.—FILLER

It appears from the Custom House re- 
turns that the amount of opium imported 
into this country (reaching now nearly 250 
000 pounds annually) is ten times more 
than it was thirty years ago, and that, in 
the opinion of druggists and physicians, not 
mo e than one-third is used for medical pur- 
poses In reply to questions sent to drug, 
gists through the State it was found that 
they sold, without any prescription, large 
quantities of opium, morphine, and lauda- 
num to individuals who are in the habit of 
using it for its stimulating effect.

It is used fully as extensively in the 
country as in the city : women are more 
addicted to the habit than men, and this 
rpecies of intemperance prevails more a- 
mong higher and better educated classes than 
among the poorer and more ignorant. It is 
a singular fact that amid the temperance 
reform this pernicious habit should be re- 
vealed as an evil worse in some respects 
than intoxication fom alcohol.

little woman’s be 
thank God I had.

dreaming ;" and so

But frightful it that dream was, I 
have many times 1 shed, from my heart, 
that at least a pz tof it would prove a 
reality, and that some philanthropical 
genius would inde linvent a “Mechani- 
cal Biddy."

(N. B. by "I b.”—She seems to 

have forgotton one important item, viz.:was a murderous-looking opening, where 
several wheels could be plainly seen. ,.

"Good gracious, John !" 1 shrieked, and were burnt 0 a cinder ; a fact
those cakes share the fate of the pies

which, as a lover of truth, I feel it my 
duty to add to th authentic history.

Ror RT DAVENPORT.)
N. B. No. 2.- beg my readers will

"take it out of ny sight ; it frightens 
me !"

"Nonsense, my dear," replied John; 
"it is nothing to be afraid of. Wind 
it up Professor."

"If madame vill kindly bring ze knife 
and ze fork, and ze vat you call him to 
clean him; den I dakes pleasure to vind 
up de—vat you call him ?—Beedy, and 
den madame vill see how beauteeful he 
do ze work." J

I hardly understood what the man was 
talking about in his broken English, but 
caught the words knife and fork and 
things to clean them with. So I obedi- 
ently brought them. The l’rofessor 
stood behind the iron monster and, tak- 
ing a huge key from his pocket, put it in 
a hole in her back, turned it around 
twice, rolled her close to the table, and 
moved one of the many springs that orna- 
mented her back. Wonder of wonders! 
The wheels in her neck revolved, her 
arms began to move, one skeleton hand 
grasped a knife, the other seized the 
brick ; rub, rub, rub, and the knife was 
laid va the table clean and shining. 
Another and another was disposed of with 
the regularity of clock-work. Io two

TERRORS OF THE WEDDING DAY. ERIN’S BEAUTIES.

A writer says "Physically Irish women 
are probably the finest race in the world— 
I mean taller, better limbed and chested, 
larger eyed, and with more luxuriant hair 
and freer action than any other nation I 
have observed. The Phonecian and Span- 
ish blood which has run hundreds of years 
in their veins still kindles its dark fire in 
their eyes, and with the vivacity of the 
northern mind and the bright color of the 
northern skin, these southern qualities 
mingle in most admirable and subetb har- 
mony. The idea we form of Italian and 
Grecian beauty is never realized in Greece 
and Italy ; but we find in Ireland height- 
ened and exeecded. Cheeks and lips of 
the delicacy and bright tint of carnation, 
with snowy teeth and eyebrows of jet, are 
what we should look for on the pallet of 
Angelo could we recall the painter and 
reanimate his far-famed models, and these 
varied charms, united, fall very commonly 
to the share of the fare Milesian. Modest 
to a proverb, the Irish woman is as unsus- 
pecting of an impropriety is if it were an 
impossible thing ; and she is as fearless and 
joyous as a midshipman, and sometimes as 
noisy In a ball-room she looks ill-dressed, 
not because her dress was ill put on, but 
because she dances, not glides, sits down 
without care, pulls her flowers to pieces, 
and if her head-dress incommodes her she 
will give it a pull or a push. If she is of- 
fended she asks for an explanation. If she 
does not understand you she confesses her 
ignorance. If she wishes to are you next 
day she tells you how and when. She is 
the child of nature, and children are not 
stylish.

Since the world first heard of the terrible 
blow struck by Mr Augustus Moddie at the 
heart of Miss Pecksniff, when, on what was 
to have been her wedding morning, that 
happy young lady found her bridegroom re- 
presented by a letter rIvising her of his 
flight, and offering the some what imprac- 
t able consolation. "Be the proud bride of 
a ducal coronet, " there have been no incon- 
siderable number of similar disappearances

excuse the above impertinence of my 
brother-in-law.

MRS. Jo N C. DAVENPORT,

A MAN BUT NTA BROTHER.--We 
should rather Bs a woman but not a 
sister unless the erm be taken in its 
generic sense. I on the other side the 
lines, especially ir the Northern States 
much has been id about the equality 
of white and blae men. It has been a 
party and even national cry, but, as 
we see by the fol wing extract from the 
New York Hera , this equality is by 
no means ever where acknowledged. 
“Quite a little e citement was created

net Lady,” as she styled herself, who 
stole my handkerchiefs and wore my 
blue silk dress to a colored ball ; the 
Chinaman with an unpronounceable 
name, who nearly drove ine distracted 
with his pigeon English and horrid 
imitative ways---a1most frightened me 
to death by staring at me with a half- 
cunning, half-idiotie expression, that 
made him look, as Bridget Maloney has 
it, "like an owld haythen snake"—laid 
flat on his stomach in front of a dis 
torted little image for half an hour be- 
fore breakfast every morning—ate with 
sticks, and succeeded by various other 

eccentricities io rendering himself the 
ban and terror of my existenee; the 
American girl from Vermont, who 

y ranted to eat at our table and net up a 
qwilting frame in the parlor ; and the 
tour representatives of Erin, who fol- 
lo wed each other in quick succession.

I was io despair at my inability to 
geti a decent maid, and John seemed to 
me unnaturally resigned when, after 
pro euring a sewing-machine for the 
kite hen, he proposed putting a grand 
plat to in the servants’ room for the 
bene dit of one talented creature who 
“hor ed we had a piany, for sure she was 
fond of music—could play like an angel 
and would be gittin’ her livin’ by it and 
she t bought it respectable !"

Th e sudden and unexpected departure 
of the last of the Celtic dames brings me 
back to the beginning of my story, 
where , you will remember, I said that 
I was literally tired out. If was 
toward is the close of a warm summer 
day, a od I had been working until every 
bone a ched. You see, the night before 
John bad picked the quinces that grew 
so abutidantly in our back yard, and I 
had det ermined to devote the next day, 
Saturdi y, to making quince jelly, of 
which Johnis very fond. I had often 
seen ms mms make jelly, and thought it 
a task I’ could easily accomplish myself, 
with the assistance of Eliza Matilda— 
for that was her Celtic ladyship’s name, 
and she • would brook no abbreviations.

Iessily persuaded my sister Sallie 
to come and take care of little John 
while I, 9s Sam Weller would have said, 
“dewotedl” myself to the jelly. I had 

not come to pare the fruit, when she 
suddenly appeared at the door. She 
was dressed in a cheap edition of my 
summer walking suit, and greeted me 

with He wack, “Ie

Monday last we reported anand only on
In the latestaddition to their number.

instance, the bridegroom was engaged in 
a craft which is supposed to render its 
votaries rather callous to suffering, and 
possibly we must attribute to the Finis- 
ter influences of butchery, conduct so 
hea rtless on an occasoin so tender But 
on the other hand, several instances of 
similar behavior have occurred during 
the last year or soon the part of a very 
different class of bridegroom. It was 
not many months ago since a gentleman of 
good position in Pennsylvania, following 
the example of a young barrister of high 
promise in Dublin, selected his wedding 
morning for suicide, there being appar- 
ently in both cases no other cause than 
that of the terror of the impending cere- 
mony. It is not improbable that these un- 
fortunate events arise from the fact that 
numbers of men who would behave with 
the utmost bravery in danger are, never- 
theless, horribly nervous when it befalls 
them to play a prominent part in any of 
the gals shows of life ; and at the last 
moment, they find themselves over- 
whelmed at the prospect of all the form 
and ceremony which they will have to go 
through on the auspicious day. Not one 
man in a thousand wakes on his wedding 
morning without feeling a weight on his 
mind similar in kind, though, ordinarily, 
we may hope, less in degree, to that which 
he would experience were he going to be 
hung.

Here then, is a plausible explanation 
of the untoward conduct on the part of 
bridegrooms. By almost every man the 
show part of the ceremony is. to say the 
least, voted a most dreadful bore, while to 
the nervous and retiring the process of

OPIUM EATING IN THE UNITED 
STATES.

r Prince street by theon Broadway no
presence on the reet of a white man 
accompanied by is black wife and child. Opium enters are found among all classes. 

Clergymen and lawyers whose brains are 
overtaxed are often led to adopt the fatal 
assistance of this drug, and some of the 
finest flights at the bar are in no small de- 
gree due to its use. Many of the back writ- 
ers who manufacture the snsaction stories 
for the cheap newspaper press work up to 
the necessary excitement by eating opium.. 
1 A large number of students at our col- 
leges are opium eaters. This follows as a 
matter of course the free use of tobacco. If 
the excitement of the latter Lo a delight, how 
much greater pleasure must their be in the 
more subtle and refined excitement of opi-. 
um, and hence these many talented young 
colegians who dream away their time, and 
when they attend recitations (which is sel- 
dom) make free use of the “pony.”

Large numbers of nervous ladies in high 
station use opium to give new iife to their

As they moved P Broadway the passers
by turned and 6 ted upon the trio, while 
the street gam is indulged in loud 
laughter and jee ng remarks. The poor 
fellow seemed to realize the fact that he 
was placed in a: range predicament, and 
there were some people still left in this 
-orld who had n as yet become converts 
to the idea of ar ugamation. At Hous- 
ton and Broads y the trio turned into 
that street exp eting thereby to rid 
themselves of e terrible annoyance 
which they were undergoing at the hands 
of the lookers-on Unable to bear the 
taunts of his ir pressible followers, the 
busband assume a belligerent tone, and 
with a formid le umbrella made war

minutes, by the Professor’s watch, every 
knife and fork in the box was nicely 
cleaned, and the iron hands kept work- 
away at nothing. The Professor touch- 
ed another spring, and, on being present- 
ed with a scrubbing-brush and hot water, 
"she" scrubbed the kitchen table with 
an energy and elbow grease that were 
truly refreshing.

Suddenly the whirr of the machinery 

within her ceased, and the iron arms

A BROOKLYN OUTRAGE.

A New York Lady Drugged and Robbed 
in the City of Churches.

A lady Mrs. Honora Vale visited the Pol- 
ice Headquarters on Monday and informed 
the Sergeant of the Detective Squad that on 
Thursday last she met a Mrs. Formell, an 
old acquaintance, in New York, and accom- 
panied her to Brooklyn. On reaching the

effete and exhausted frames ; perhaps the 
largest proportionate consumption is among 
this class. They prepare for the enjoyments 
of a party, or a ball by the use of this stim- 
ulus, and when it has brought the system to 
its acme, they shine with unusual brillancy. 
The use of stimulants as a preparation for 
social enjoyments is prodigious, and in a 
large party perhaps one-half the guests are 
keyed up by opium OF Bourbon to a proper 
state of felicity. The reason why opium is 
becoming more popular is because its de- 
votee need not incur the oppriobrium in- 
He need not carry a bottle with him.

land grants, felt itself obliged to request 
those municipalities within its noighbor- 
hood to assist its funds by pecuniary 
grant, and the Directors trusted such 
aid would be cheerfully given. By the 
action of the Legislature the Kingston 

latter city Mrs. Formell introduced her to Hospital would lose $1,800 a year from 
its revenue The communication stated

upon the enemy It was not until a 
sturdy police • appeared upon the 
scene that the 1 an and his wife were

stopped moving.
“Run down ?" asked John.
"Oui," replied M. De Brag. “I wind 

him up not mooch : just a leetle for ze 
madame to see how he vork.”

"It is truly a most wonderful inven- 
tion,” said 1; “but, John, it can’t be 
possible that you have bought it.”

"Bought it! no, indeed. The Pro- 
fessor wouldn’t sell it, but he wants us to 
take it a while to see how we like it, and 
if it works well he will take out a patent 
for it, and make his fortune.”

“Ah 1 Ze monsieur haf him right, zat 
vat I do. Ze madame like him, he vork 
vell, den I take out ze— ze—vat you call 
him?—and den 1 make the monish. 
Attention, Madame! You take ze key 
and turn him six time, den he vork one 
hour. You vant him wash, turn dis 
spring ; scrub, turn dis spring ; rock de 
cradle, dis.” So he went on, describing 
his machine, wound her up to sweep the 
floor, and, while I was watching the 
eurious wonder, John and the Professor

allowed to wend their way in peace.

A few days a 
New York res

lady fromTans She was being trotte 1 out arrayed in an. unusual 
dress for that hour of the day, amid the 
scrutinizing gaze of hundreds of critical 
eyes, while the victim catches here and 
there the little “quips and cranks” in which 
the facetious delight to indulge at such times 
is simply agonizing. It is a fact that under 
such circumstances men have actually been

provided with . handsome wed ‘ing out- & MT. HIc.abe and ayoung woman whose she 
called “Kate;” The parties went to a pic- 
nicat Myrtle avenue Park; On their way 
home in the evening they stopped, at the 
request of Mr McCabe, at an oyster salcon 
on Washington Street, near Myrtle avenue, 
where they pertook of refreshments. They 
then re-entered their coach and the driver 
again stopped in front of a fashionable look- 
ing house, in some street unfamiliar to Mrs 
Vale, who reluctantly followed her friends 
into the building. Kate insisted upon Mrs.
Vale taking a glass of lemonade, after which 
she partook of a glass of wine and became 
sick and unconscious. When she recovered 
her senses she found herself at the Fulton

that as the average cost to the Hospital 
for each patient was 812, every subscrib- 
or of $12 would be entitled to send one 
patient to the institution free of other 
charges.

Report of J W Langmuir, Inspector 
of Prisons, on the state of the Perth Gaol. 
This report was copied into our columns 
a few weeks ago, and it is therefore sup- 
erfluous now to copy it again. Suffice 
it to say that the Gaol was pronounced 
to be “in the highest condition of order 
and cleanliness, and a model of jail man- 
agement and discipline.” The report

fit, and announ d that s 
West in ordert marry a

had come 
a she never

seen, but with hom she had been in- 
duced to open a correspondence by means 
of “personal ad ertisements,” which cor- 
respondence led to an engagement be- 
tween them. er hopes of a husband

and his breath will not smell of liquor.
"And why on earth should the victims Histsbe.Putinuhiszs: 2 

go through all this? The true answer 
is, we believe, is to gratify the vanity of the 
lady’s f lends. These matrimonial 
“spurges” have become an opportunity of 
which noveaux riches are especially pleased

can be used imperceptible to the world. 
Having these advantages over fire water, we 
do not wonder at the increase of the former, 
and only reason why it does not become al-

cruelly nipped in the 
States marshal sudden- 

betrothed as a mail rob- 
sappointed young lady 

sadder and a wiser 
ny decent woman would

were, however, 
bud. A Unite 
ly arrested her 
ber, and the < 
returned home 
woman. That

most universal as a substitute for alcoholic 
drinks is simply because they are social 
while opium is not.

The result of this general use of opium 
is now beginning to show itself through the 
country. The question now is how shall 
the evil be arrested ? Among other means

to avail themselves to display their money and ostentation. How easily even the un- 
willing become slaves of fasion we all know 
full well, and thus Pore?": .who bitcalt terry. Her watch, which was very valuable 

had been stolen. The detective sergeantgo half way aer 9 
a man whom a B
incredible. H vever, unmarried we 
of “a certain a e” will sometimes

the continent to mar 
had seen seems almo "F tie and-themselves driven to whom she told the story, showed her concluded as follows : t 

inmates are vagrants, some is at- 
Be of

re have the advertisements of quacks, who the Rogue’s Gallery, and she pointed out = -........................“‘-" picture 541, as the likeness of the affable
Mr. McCabe, to whom she had been intro-

offer a remidy for the shattered constitutions 

and the half lunatic intelects which are the 
result of this habit, but being quacks they 
only suggest the evil without showing a 
of escaping it. Instead of asylums for cure, 
we need to check the evil in its inception 
and its danger should be clearly published. 
Les every one who may be tempted to adopt 
the assistance or the fascination of this per. 

Jnicious drug learn that its use can only re-

into incurring the cost from the Fear 
doing as others do. If people are anxious 
to entertain their friends on such an occa- 
sion, a ball in the evening or a reception, with good music, is a capital way of doing 

but nine times out of ten it would be
esen.r. Ms the 
pocket of the young couple, who

when they begin to set up house, = any never — - - - - we th e” are overburdened with riches. 1 “ovo 
dagihemed aida when it Shahars in beitted 

d I I I

hances in order to securevery desperate 
• husband.

A breach 
which the dan 
has been come 
five dollars and

duced by her friend, Mrs. Formell, on Thurs-
day last. The fellow in question is known **.==_ _ _  cx-av

waiststatoltsatuitsnastoskolsoln. ill a fatno Orc=ittn,Nontos. th that 71 : racal - 
SFbanE7 ,1781 asanveds garret 21094 .89.08

mysteriously disappeared. Iwas alone! 
I turned the iron monster round and 
examined it in every part ; I laughed 
with joy; I revelled in the ides that I had as fees found a maid who would do 
--=. 
thought and wound hieselles in Nenterky,

RepP.-------- : 
promise of marriage, in

a new chignon. It was

“0),


