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PEACE,

Peace I leave with you m peace I give unto you: not
as the world giveil, #ive I tnio you. Jon ery’, "t
Peace be unte you. John xx: 11,

“Oh blessed peace ! Oh le avenly ealm! Elysium

of the breast,

When will this sad and weary heart ‘neath thy
white pinions 1est 7

When will these weary feet of niine, rest
thy pastures fuir,

Where the voice of dimpling water
music sweet the air?

Oh Ulessed peace! Ol holy calm! 0l re
din and strife !

From all the spiteful, Lateful ways, that hell,
make of this life,

l-‘nnujuulny and malice, and from selfish acts
unkind

That blanch the cheek, and wring the
and leave a sting behind

Sharp as a serpent’s tooth, and a Laneful
ever fling '

Across our path, and to our souls, like o dread ’

l

fills with

heart,

!

shadow

vampire, cling,

Oh peace of God | Ol sacred rest ! from warrin¢
words afar ;

Oh heavenly calm ineflable !
carth can mar,

Be mine, all sinful though 1 be, and full of wild
unrest,

Shrive we, and take me to thy leart
unworthy guest,

which naught of |

y 4 Inost

Lead me, Oh Shepherd of the sheep ! Leside
the shining

Of life's glad river ¢ iding past Lheaven's ever-
lasting palms,

Give me by faith to see tho light, the
dazzling light,

That falls around thy pic
the blest in white,

Give me by faith to feel the airs that
ing sweet and low

Amid the trees of life
flowers blow ;

Give me by faith to catch the notes of the
glad triumphal song

Which rolls along the hills of heaven,
through its groves of balm.

Give me, Oh Futher o, me, thy blessed,
blessed peace —

s

“lorions

) feet, where walk
are sweep

on high, where immortal

and
give

The sweet tranquility o heaeen,
sorrows coase.,

wheve carthly
Girow Wonw,
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TORCII.

eat his gran lmother might draw the popular
Lweek, T fearit has always been
[ %0 during a Ligh civilizition,
| out.
| My geacions and illustrions friend the Cardi-
nal Masuceio Polichinello, w hen recently search [
[ ing for his bible (which had Leen mislaid),
| chanced to come aeross an extea of the Roman
Vereury, of date ides of March B. ¢, 14, which
16 was good enongh to send me, and which 1
present to the readors of the Tonen in con-
firmation of the alioy e theory, Some commen-
| tators iave expressed an opinion that there
ent o
I'he extra is neatly
W papyrus. and 4 memo-
randum on the wargin, made with a stylus,
gives the foreman’s aMidavit that DMCVITLX
XVIT copies of the first edition we re struck off.
The following is a free transl tion

heart—fin
= Reverence dies |

several anachvonisms in the fra
[ antiquity, but 1 think not.

* Second Edition!
OF J. CLESAR !!

Bill Suvkesrean up!!!

“In onr first edition we gave full particulars

of the assassination of the bloated aristocrate,
I. Ci

(T |
from the
lars that ean be had in no other paper. Our
cotemporary the Fiese slime
of hix own mendacity, and that scurrvilous ruf-
fan the Lictor, may howl his lies in the market
place, pretending to give particnlars: but as
the Fusees r there at all, and
the Zictor man was picked up by the police in
his usual heastly state of intoxication, we are
in a position te give onr million readers an ox
clusive acconnt in that high-toned style that has
made the Mereury (e organ of the masses, and
the banner paper of Rome.
dollar per

<y by our estecmed townsmen Bratus
|

cene of eperations with full pariien-

1w rest,

Our veporter has just retury

cay grovel in tl

reporter was neve

Subseription one
wnnum, invariably paid in advance,

“BRINGING IN THE BobY,

“The corpus of the late swell havi 2 been
placed on a streteher was brought ont and laid
on two dry goods boxes in full view of the
people.

WSO ON THE sTAND,
“As even the meanest eriminals have

sionally a friend, the

ocea-
deceased tyrant fonnd
one in the person of William hhle]nwru,
Esquire, the ent, rprising impressavio of the
Globe theatre, whom we hex to remind that
ntary pass to the dress cirele has
almost expired that
continues to execnte fi

our complin

s Mcrenry job office

s printing, sueh
as wall posters, little williams and the like,

Y T™hig CHEVALIER bE BRASSY,

N On Jowrnatism,

What I adwmire in modern journalism is its
perfect frecdom from reverence, In the eyes
of the inte viewer divinity doth no lonwer hedge
aking. Around some immense criminal a dim
hallo of respect may yet linger, but even Ross
Tweed does not receive the adulation that he
once did.  Cashiers bolting with the funds of
savings’ banks, are <o frequent ard common-
place, that one really cannot keep up for them
the sustained admiration they deserve. A

cheaper than can be done elsewh re in town,

Amid loud cheers the Glohe impressari
climbed the vostrnm of 1% mponius & Co.,
tioneers, O Powp,
Wi pompe funitie,

e~
his facetions friends eull

objeeted, hut finding there
was every likelihood of being torn in pieces hy
the people, gracefully assented, observing in
' nee to the deceased, that * thay impartial
lot had been long going, ving, and was now
Gone,~knocked down—given ay in fact,” —
an observation that was well re ved,

“With a graceful bow such as he uses when

he advances to the footlights, W, x, presented
himself and heg few feehle re-
marks,  [Cries of ean’t do it. hoss !

=0 WMonry

regicide, now, or a person who would fry and

returned ==mnsic ! s with the rag, de.] Un-

Vor. L. No. 9

heeding these interruptions the orater
ceeded

pro-

“ Friends, Romans, fellow-citizens, I come to

bury Casar not to praise him.  [Cries of bully

for you!l  The ovil that — [That' s0 = pro-
pelll He was my friend [great laughter]
centle and just o me 3 [oh! oh !] howorable
man yther 1)

* Here the uproar heeame
“ When our reporter

general,
returned from around
the corner, where ho had been seeing a man,
the orator was show ing the holes in the decens-
ed's ulster where Brutus knifed him. Shots
now hegan to be heard in the crowd, and the
excitement of the people to be wronght up to
the hightest piteh, which was intensified when
Bill said, the lnmented Civsap had left $20,000
to provide free laneh and lager twice a weck
in Central Park,  [1f this is true it materially
modifies our opinion of the defunct.— En.]
*On being thus made aware of the g

'088 Ot
rage perpetrated on our late esteemed fellow-
citizen by Brutus,—who never was of much ae-
count any way,—the erowd rushed to the Quir
inal Hotel. where Brutus and his committee
howrded, on purpose to lynch them, but Jim
Snodjers, lhq-:vnl]vnmnly clerk, got them ont
of baek window, where seizing a hack they
drove rapidly up Bro Iway, My, Shakespeare
mopped his head with a blue banana hand kex
chief, and remarked Dion it
“ Mischief ! thou art a foot to which Dion
ceplied: * Guess so, they've drove like mad
men throngh the gates of Rome
(Further particulars in onr next.)
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REFLECTIONS,

As o rale the genns “homo™ searcely ever
live in the present. The mental eye gene-

rally gazes retrospectively, and scenes that are
gone, and whose harsher lights and shadows
have become mellowed down by distance and
Age, appear in- panoramic vision before the
gnze of the muser.  Somctinmoes the futare en-
ages the attention, and faney conjures npa
pleasing spectacular dynma, which, alas ! is
but a conjuration, and which never shall follow
inthe sequence of the events to come. The
events of the moment but seldom furnish their
quota of pleasnre in the moment.
when they become things of the
become appreciated,
well that it is sueh,

It is only
past, that they
Such s life, and it is
Itis well that the mind
can free itself from corre ling care and present
unpleasantness, and can rever (o the brighter
spots, that are like oases in the desert,

Itisveell that the human mind is 8o created,
and that the powers of the jina
ita pleasure giv ing function,

It is well that athick veil js drawn so closely
over the future, for did we hug know what
shall transpire, our lives wonld he oceupied in
a fruitless and contmual paroxysm of planning
and proje

Our endeavor would be
ends and ignore our (

The result would he

to shape our own
'stiny.,

a world of miserables,
continuadly erying for the mountains to fall on
them. The sorrows alone of the future would
enzige attention, and when added to the cares
of the present, life w ould be unbearable,




