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death, was the same Pauline as she whom he 
had laid in the grave.

The secret of his soul however, which he 
would not have told her by day and awake, 
the wretched Philippa gathered from him in 
his unconscious mutterings in the night When 
the suspicion flashed upon her, it fell upon her 
soul like a weight of lead.

A few days after the occurrences of the 
evening to which we have alluded, the living

A GOOD STORY of Chari ES MATHEWS’ 
Irritability.

Charles Mathews had an appointment with a so- 
licitor. They were to meet at a particular hour 
at a small inn in the city, where they might hope 
to be quiet and undisturbed. Mathews arrived at 
the trysting-place a few minutes too soon. On en­
tering the coffee-room be found its sole tenant, a 
commercial gentleman, earnestly engaged on a 
round of boiled beef Mathews sat himself down

But the more the oyster was pulled, the stone’s cast from the door. Perhaps she grew 
more he would not let go : and so poor Cuffe suddenly faint ; (or mother, who stood at the 
danced and yelled; hie frantic efforts to rid him- window, saw her coming more hastily than 
self of bis uncomfortable nasal ornament were usual across the field. She went to meet her. 
both ludicrous and painful and was in an arm's length, when her daughter

"Hit un with g stick,” said a buxom wench, gave a faint moan, and falling forward, twined 
and in a moment the oyster was knocked right her arms around her mother's neck; and looked 
and left with a hearty will, but Cuffe’s head up into her face with a look of agony. It was 
went with it. only for a moment ; her dark eyes became

"Pinch he tail,” cried a little nig, "and he fixed—they grew white with the whiteness of 
sure to let go" 12 / death, and the mother carried her child’s body

But there wre no potto pinch, and Cuffe into its desolate home 
sormed doom d to wear the oyster forever. If her father wept it was at right when there

Torfry. ;_
"Crush the Dead Leaves under thy Feet.”

BY RUTH.

"Crush the dead leaves under thy feet,” 
Gaze not on them with mournful sigh;

Think not earth has no glory left, 
Because a few of its frail things die;
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BE DISCREDITED.
idenee in our possession we select

chill who had come in the place of the dead, 
told Philippa she had dreamed a dream. Shu 
recited it, and Philippa shuddered to hear a 
repetition of one she well remembered listen-

Spring-time will bring fresh verdure as sweet- by the fire and and took up a newspaper, mean.
“Crush the dead leaves under thy feet.” to while away the time till his friend arrived. Oe- 

casionally he glanced from the paper to the beef, 
Look not back with desparing heart, and from the beef to the man, till he began to 

Think not life’s morning has been in vain; fidget and look about from the top of the right- 
itieh broad fickle lie before thee yet, ! hand page to the bottom of the left in a querulous

manner. Then he turned the paper inside oyt, 
and, pretending to stop from reading, addressed

4t this momet t no “intelligent contraband " was no eye to see. The Hungarian dog howled
whipped out a knife and it severed the oyster, over the dead body of his young mistress, and ing to long ago, and which she had ever since 
Cuffe looked at the shells with amazement, and the old domestic sat by the unkindly hearth, | locked 4P in her own bosom Even in sleep, 
finding the oyster toothless, threw it away and grieved as for her first horn ; but the father 

loaded his gun as was his wont, and went 
away among the mountains.

Even in sleep, 
if seemed that by some awful mystery, Pau- 
line was living over again

Time still passed on, and the pale child shot 
up into a girl. She was thirteen ; and a

IN.
with the remark, “Um got no leaf, but be gum. 
it powerful !"

Ready to yield their golden grain.
Autumn may bring thee a fruitage sweet—- 

“Crush the dead leaves under thy feet."

Murmur not if the shadows fall, 
Thick and dark on thy earthly way;

Hearts there are which must walk in shade, 
Till they reach the light of eternal day.

Life is not long, and the years are fleet— 
"Crush the dead leaves under thy feet"

The priest came, and the coffin, and n few 
of the simple peasants. She was carried forth stranger would have thought her some years 
from her chamber, and the father followed older, Il was manifest, that she, too, was dy- 
The procession wound dpwn the valley. The ing. There was a di-mal doubt haunting her

the gentleman in a tone of ill-disguised indigna­
tion and with a ghastly smile :—"I beg your par- 
don, but I don’t think you are aware that you 
have no mustard.” The person thus addressed 
looked up at him with evident surprise, mentally 
resenting his gratuitous interference with his tastes.

Interesting Cale.
tinkling of the holy bell mingled sadly witli father’s mind whether she had ever lived. — 
the funeral chaunt. At last the little train **7*THE PALE GIRL. When they asked bei as to how she felt, she 

shook her head, and stretched her arias to- 
wards the churchyard.

disappeared, fur the churchyard Was among 
the hills some miles distant

The mother being left alone the fell upon 
her knees, and lifted up lier eyes and, clasped

The building was a solitary one, and had a 
cold and torbidding, aspect. Its tenant Adol 
plus Walstien, was a man whom few likedi 
not that they charged him with any crime, but 
he was of an unsociable temperament ; and he 
ever since hr came to the neighborhood thinly 
inhabited as it was, he bad contracts d no 
friendship—formed no acquaintance. Ile 
seemed fond of wandering among the moun 
tains, and his house stood far up in one of the 
wild valleys formed by the Rlæ ian Alps, 
which intersect Bohemia.

He was married ami his wife had once been 
beautiful She even yet bore the traces of 
that beauty though some what faded. She 
must have been of high birth for her features 
and gait were patrician. She spoke lutte but 
you could not look on her and fancy that her 
silence was fur lack of thought.

They had only one child—a daughter: a 
pale but interesting girl She was very young 
not yet in her teens—but the natural mirth of 
childhood characterized her not. It seemed as 
if the gloom that had settled round her parents 
had affected her too ; it seemed as if she had 
felt the full weight of their misfortunes, almost 
before one could have known what misfortune 
was She smiled sometin>*, but very faintly 
yet it was a love ly smile, more lovely that il 
was melancholy.

Much did the parents love the gentle child. 
Yet it was evident that Pauline could not 
live ; al least her life was a thing of uncer-

and coldly bowed. Mathews resumed, his paper, To that churchyard her father went one 
moonlight night. It was a wild fancy ; yetand curious to see if bis well-meant hint would be

Bravely work, with a steadfast soul, 
Make others happy, and thou shall find

Happines flowing back into thy heart;
/ A quiet peace and contented mind ; 
If earth be lonely, then Heaven is sweet — 

* Crush the dead leaves undur thy feet."

The following curious catalogue of Dickens’ 
works is worth preservation.

"Oliver Twist," who had some very “Hard 
Times" in the "Battle of Life," and having been

acted on, furtively looked round the edge of his 
paper, and finding the plate to be still void of mus­
tard, concluded the man was deaf. So, raising Ins 
voice to a higher key, and accosting him with sar- 
eastie acerbity, he bawled out with syllabic pre-

3., RACINE, Esq., her bands to God, and prayed, fervently prayed he resolved to open his daughter’s grave, an1 
from the depths of her soul that he might look once more upon her mouldering remains, 
never curse her with another child. The He had a reason for Lis curiosity, which ho 
prayer was almost impious, but she was frantic scarcely dare own even to himself. He told 
in her deep despair, and we dare not judge her, the sexton of his purpose, and with pickaxe

A year has passed away, and the lonely and shovel the old man commenced his task, 
house is still in the Bohemian valley, and is After digring fur a considerable time, the 
friendless inmates haunts it still Walstein s sexton »aid. 1 have not come to the coffin yet, 
wife bears him another child; and hope almost and I am past the place where I laid it thir- 
beats again in his bosom a- he asks with teen years ago; may the Holy Virgin protect 
somewhat of a fathers pride, il he has now a me, there is not a vestige of thu colliu or the 
sou? But the child was a daughter, and his body left.
hopes were left unfulfilled. L, | Walstein groan d convulsively, and leapt

They christened the infant Pauline ; and into the grave, but in chief—the sexton had 
many a loug day and dreary night did, the reported truly. He had just stepped up again 
mother bang over its cradle and shed tears of into the moonlight, when’a cold hand was laid 
bitterness, as she thought of her who lay uns, upon his shoulder. IT- started, and turning 
conscious in the churchyard among the hills, j raund, saw his daughter be side him.

The babe grew, but not in the rosiness of Paulina! Just heaven ! what can have 
health. Yet it seldom si ff red from acute, brought you so far from home ?—at night too, 
pain ; and when it wept it war with a kind of and weak as you are ; it will bo your destruc- 
suppressed grief, that seemed almost unnatural tion. ‘
in une so young. Ft was long ere it could | She took no notice of the question ; but 
walk ; when at last it did it was without any fixing her quiet look upon the grave, she said, 
previous eff rt. Father, 1 shall soon lie there

Tire passed on without a change, and •• 
without incident. Pauline was ten years oil | It was the thirteenth anniversary of Pau»

Often had Philippa with maternal fondness ’ line’s death, and the swollen brook was brawl- 
pointed out to her busband the resemblance ing hoarsely down the mountaing—for a tem- 
which she alleged existed between their sur. pestuous autumn had already anticipated win- 
riving child and her whom they had lain in the ter. The shutters of the upper chamber were 
grave. Walstein, as he listened to his wife closed, and Philippa sat by the sick bed of

** laying ex;artensed the; 

ey. "For nine’ 
a severe and 
e pain in the 
caacur 24

cision ; "Are —you ir,—that—y ou-
have—been—eating—bolled—beef—with—out- - 
mustard?" Again a stiff bow and no reply. Once 
more Mathews affected to read, but no response, 
while he wall really pursing his wrath to keep it 
warm* At last, seeing the man’s obstinate viola-

om which I found immediate relief. 
ed four bottles I was completely
have used she Ratram in y Jam- 

it to my children. With the happiest. 
Jatsuch Canadians as use the Bai- 
in its favor. It is a preparation 
e tried to be acknowledged as the-

RWHOOPING COUGH.
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saved from “The W reek of the Golden Mary by tion of conventionality and good taste, he jumped 
"Our Mutual Friend," "Nicholas Nickleby, had up, and in the most arbitrary and defiant manner 
just finished realling "A Tale of the Two Cities snatched the mustard-pot out of the cruet stand, 
to "Martin Chuzzlewit, during which time "The banged it on the table, under the defaulter’s nose, 
Cricket on the llearih" had been chirping right and shouted out "Confound it, sir, you shall lake 
xperrily, while "The Chimes" from the adjacent mustard!" I! then slapped his hat on his head 
«larch were heard, when "Seven Poor Travellers" and ordered the waiter to show him into a private 
icommenced ringing a "Christmas Carol ; “Bar- room, vowing that be had never before been un- 
naby Rudge" then arrived from "The Old Curio- der the roof with such a savage. . and that he had 
sity Shop with some "Pictures from Italy and been made rpurite sick by the revolting sight which 
"Sketches by Boz" to show "Little Dorrit,” who ne had seen in the coffee-room.
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ling a speedy 
to make any 
shall induce 
d, for I have L

P. GUITIE, 
f the Courrier de St. Ilgacintha..

Lawyers, Singers, 
ceupation requires an unusual exed. 
is, Will and this the ONLY Ramsor 
y and Instantaneously relieve their 
medy, unlike most others, is es-

was busy with the "Pickwick Papers," when "Da- ____________***** _______ -
vid Copperfield," who had been taking "Ameri- Ax AWKWARD MISTAKE.— Another of these 
can Notes, entered and informed the company type-setting bandits baa branded himself as a fit- 
that the "Great Expectations” of "Dombay A tjllg victim for the knife of the assassin. The 
sion” regarding "Mrs. Lirriper’s Legacy" had not editor of a paper in Wilmington, Delaware, cut 
been realized, and that be had seen “Boots at the from an exchange an obituary poew, and sent it 
Holly Tree Inn" taking "Somebody’s Luggage" up into the composing room with the following ex- 
to "Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings" in a street that has planatory remarks: "We publish below a very 
"No Thoroughfare" opposite "Bleak House," touching production from the talented pen of Miss 
where "The Haunted Man," who had just given Louisa Heury. It was written by Miss Henry al 
one of "Dr. Merigold’s Prescription’s" to an "Un- the death-bed of her sainted mother, and it over-
/ Commercial Traveller," was brooding over “The 
Mystery of Edwin Drood."

NT TO TASTE.
allowed to pass over the irritated
■ the dimouity.
F COUNTERFEITS AND 
MITATIONS.
mitate in name only, without pose 
Bay uene unless signed “I. DoTTs"

tainty. She was tall beyond her years ; but 
she was fragile as the stalk of the white 
crowned Lily. She was very like her mother 
though there was at times a shade upon her fixed his dark, penetrating gyp upon his her last child. The sufferer raised her pale 

daughter, and -spoke not The resemblance and languid head, and whilst her dark eye 
was, in lead a striking one—it was a super- |appeared to wander in the delirium of fever, 
natural. She was the same tall, pale, girl, she said, she said with a struggle, ‘M her, is 
deep sunk eyes and long, dark, ebony hair | it not a mysterious imagination, but I feel as 
Her print and hands were precisely of the i‘

brow that reminded you strongly of the darker 
countenance of her father @ It was said that 
when lie went out among the rocky heights in 
search of the red deer, he would forget lis 
purpose for hours, and seating himself upon 
some Alpine promontory, would gaza upon 
his lonely house in the valley below and often 
not until the sun was going down would he 
start into recollection.

One night it was dark ere he camo home, 
and the wind howled fearfully. In their sitting 
room he found his wife plying her needle be 
side the lamp ; and at a little distance the 
fl me of the lire threw its ghastly flickering 
on the face of his daughter. Ilu stood at the 
door and leant upon his gun in silence. They ill 1. ..., 
-22 

Hers, was no common countenance ; the general 1. . ,• . , ,, to dress her sometimes in her sister’s dress:expression was sued as, mice seen, bauated the . ... 11. 1 1.211 ,memory for sshoNone knew in white «... talk to her of the lost Pauline, Mitoiasiaha 
Wilming expression-origunted—there was a mystery had known Ler.

•n it. Her mother- had born in any children, () „., , , 1. ,,eresen... P -E. 

side into manhood nor dil 1m ye düonir of daughter sat musing over the dead embers 
having the .ish gratified. It was shit Lis of a dying fire. A thunder storm was gatl 

dying commands would have given ^ mob Valtein entered : LAeye STS • daughter, and a: the same moment be uttered 
an exclamation of horror ; but he recovered 
himself, and with a quivering lip, sat down bi 
a ditant corner of the room ‘lis Hungarian 
dog was with him ; it seemed to have caught 
the direction of its master’s eye, and as its

flows with those expressions of an overwhelmingLSAM OF WILD CHERRY
a PREPARED BT

FOWLE @ sow, 
wT STREET, BOSTON.
or sale by all Drurgists.

affection which are the natural efforescences of a 
pure, untutored genius that has developed beneath 
the sheltering influences of a mother’s love. The 
reader will observe bow each line glows with ar-

if 1 bail lived before, and that my thoughts 
were happier and better than they are now ? 

Philippa shuddered, and gazed almost with 
terror upon her child.

It is a dream, Paulina ; one of the waking 
anon started and walked wi li hasty strides dreams of over watchfulness Be still, sweet 

girl ; nn hour’s sleep will refresh you.
As she spike, l’aulina did sleep, but there

same mould, and they bad the same thrilling 
coldness in their touch. 1er mother loved to 
dwell upon the resemblance; but her father, 
though he gazed and gazed upon her ever and

Judge .Not I y Appearances.

Some years ago, there arrivell’at the Cataract 
House, Niagara Falls, an odd-looking man, whose 
appearance and deportment, were quite in con­
trast with the crowds of well dressed and polished 
figures which adorned that celebrated resort, die 
seemed to have just sprung from, the woods ; his 
aress, which was made of leather, stood dreadful­
ly in need of repair, apparently not having g felt 

• the touch of a needle for many a long month. A 
worn out blanket, that had served for a bed, was 
buckled to his shoulders ; a large knife hung on 
one side, balanced by a long rusty fin box on the 
other, and his beard uncropped, tangled, and

dent affection and tenderest regret." Well, the
2.00 editor sent the boem up stairs : and what should 

this infatuated and revolutionary compositor do 
but get the clipping turned over, somehow, and, 
never thinking that there might be something on 
the other side, he went to work and set up in type 
the wrong side of the paper. The consequence 
was that when the popular journal was printed, 
the editor’s introductory remarks prefaced a re­
ceipt for "swipes in swine," and a painful article 
on the "log-cholera in Tennessee." Perhaps a

across the room and sometimes even at night 
rushed oyt into the darkness, as one oppressed 
with fearful fancies. was little to refresh in such slumber. Her 

whole frame was agitated convulsively ; her 
bosom heaved with uni atural beating ; lier 
hands alternately grasped the coverlid, as if to 
tear ii into «Jareds, and were ever and anon 
lifted up to her head, where her fingers twined 
themselves among the tresses of her ebon hair; 
her lips moved incesantly ; her teeth chat- 
tered ; her breath Game short and thick, as if 
it would have made itself palpable to the 
senses ; terrible gibbering succeeds d, and her 
poor mother knew that the moment of disso- 
lution was at hand. In an instant all was still 
—the grasp of the hand was relaxed—the 
heaving and the beating ceased --the lips were 
open, but the breath of life, that had ebbed 
and flowed betweon them, had finished its task 
and was gone ; » damp distillation stood upon 
the brow—it was the last sign of agony which 
expiring nature gave.1

That night Walstein dreamed a dream. 
Paulina, wrapped in her winding sheet, stood 
opposite his couch Hor face was pule and 
beautiful as in life ; lût under the folds of 
her shrouds he discovered the hides us form 
of a skeleton. The vision became double, a 
grave opened as if spontaneously, and another 
Paulina burst the corements asunder, and 
looked with her dead eyes full upon her father.

Walstein trembled and awoke. A strange 
light glanced under his chamber door. Who 
was there stirring at the dead hour of the night 
He threw the curtains aside. The moon was 
still up. indiscribable impulse urged him to 
rush towards the room in which the body of 
his daughter lay II» pa-sod along the lobby, 
the door of the chamber was open ; the dog 
lay at the threshold ; the corpse was gone !

—Next to busy bees, bootblacks furnish the 
brightest,example of improving the "shining hour.”

The latest euphuism for red hair is Canandaigua 
colour ; Canandaigua being, as every New York 
traveller knows, ‘a little beyond Auburn.”

Mark Twain says : "Now is the time to plan 
buckwheat cakes.”1

They had few of the comforts, and none of 
the luxuries of lise, in that Bohemian valley. 
Philippa had carefully laid aside all the clothes
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coarse, fell down upon his bosom, as if to counter- 
poise the weight of the thick dark locks that sup- ton that evening enquiring where arnica could he 

purchased at the best advantage An li perhaps 
Miss Henry’s brother did not call upon that editor 
with a discouraging club?

ported themselves on his back and shoulders.
This being strange to the spectators, seemingly 

half civilized, half savage, pushed his steps into 
the sitting room, unstrapped his little burden, 
quietly tor breakfast. The host at first drew back 
with evident repugnance to receive this uncouth 
form among bis genteelvisitors ; but a few words 
whispered in his ear satisfied him, and the stranger

A man, seventy years old, in Newport, Wiscon- 
sin, had a quarrel with his wife, and takeing his 
shot gin, went out, threatening suicide. He lay 
down in the grass, fired off his gun in the air, and 
waited an hour for his grief-stricken wife and child­
ren to come out. When they failed to put in an ap­
pearance the old gentlemanjwent back in high dud­
geon and said "he’d show them whether they 
wouldn’t come out when he’d killed himself.”

The train from Mobile to Jackson recently 
brought up a lot of oysters which was some- 
thing never before seen by some of the dark 
ies present, who began totexemine them with 
great astonishment.

"Whar de mouf ?” exclaimed one of the

1auline was now thirteen but the canker 
was busy within, and even her mother saw al 
last that she too was to be taken from her

Il was a stern dispensation ; the only child 
of her heart—her meditation and her dream 
for thirteen years. But evil had Followed them 
as a doom, nor was that doom yet completed.

She di-d upon an autumn evening She 
had been growing weaker for many a day, 
and they saw it, but spoke not of it. Nor did 
she; it seemed almost a pain to her to speak; 
and when she did, it was in a low, soft tone, 
inaudible almost to all Lut the ear of affection.

took his pace in the company, some shrugging 
their shoulders, some staring, some laughing out- 
right. Yet there was more in that one man than 
in the whole company. He had been entertaine I 

* with distinction at the tables of princes ; learned 
societies, to which the like of Cuvier belonged, 
had bowed down to welcome his presence ; kings 
had been complimented when he spoke to, them; 
in short, he was one whose name will be growing 
brighter, when the fashionables who laughed st 
him, and many much greater than they, shall have 
been forgotten. From every kill top, and deep, 
shady grove, the birds, those blossoms of the air 
will sing bis name. The little wren will pipe it 
with her matin hymn ; the oriole carol it from the 
slender grasses of the meadows; the turtle-dove 
roll it through the secret forests ; the many-voiced 
mocking-bird pour it along the air; and the im­
perial eagle, the bird of Washington, as he sits far 
up on the blue mountains, will scream it to the 
tempests and the stars. He was John J. Audubon, 
ornithologist.

own rested ou Pauline, the animal gave vent 
to a low growl. It was strange that the dog 
never seemed to love the child. On the- 
present occasi n she was probably not aware of 
her father’s entrance, for she appeared absorb­
ed in her own thoughts; and, as the blu. 
flickering flame fell upon her face, she smiled 
faintly.

‘Oh, heaven ! it is ! it is I cried Wal- 
stein ; and fell tainting on floor.

His wife and daughter hurried to his as 
sistance, and he recovered ; but lie pointed to 
Pauline, and said, falteringly, ‘Philippa send 
hor to bed. * . 1

With a quiet step his daughter moved across 
the room ; at the door she was about to kiss 
her mother, but Walstein thundered out, ‘For 
bear r and ruing, closed the door with tremb 
ling violence

lie had watched long and narrowly, and 
now he was unable to conceal longer from 
himself the fearful truth—he knew and fell 
that the second Paulina, born after her sisters
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Yet was the mind within her busy with all 
the restless activity of feverish reverie. She 
had strange daydreams ; life, and the distant

1 most inquisitive. "How amgear, el? Golly ! world often flashed upon her mind in far 
I thinks dem nuffin" "cept a bone. Yah ! yah! ‘ -a ■ * • -
he continued, laughing at his own wit. “I’spec’ 
some white mao link nig a fool when be called 
dat ling ister.”

more than the brightness of reality. Often to 
all faded away ; and though her eyes were 
still open, darkness fell around her, and she
dwelt among the mysteries and immaterial, 
shapes of Rome shadowy realm. It would be 
fearful to know all that passed in that lonely i 
girl’s Spirit.

It was autumn evening—sunny, bit not bean, 
tiful—silent but not serene. She had walked

Just then he discovered an oyster slightly 
open, and seizing it he eyed it closely. Not 
satisfied with this examination, he placed it to 
his nase, but no sooner was the organ inserted
between the shells than they closed, when the 
darkey howled with pain, and called out, 
"Dull em off! pull cm off !"

to the brook that came down the mountains, I 
land formed a pool and baddling cascade not a
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