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Be-Ww Mr bursting hurts m.y swell. 
They km w roles their woes to toQ,

As tAhnltsts hose dimmed.
They conoot cry, O Lord, how les*
Wilt Tbtm, the patient Judge snd strong

01 thou Thy blood redeemed r

Tot ere they «tient ? need they speech 
His holy sympettier to reech,
Who by their Ups could prophets 

And tor their sokes would spore ; 
When, wrsstlles with his own decree. 
To use repentent Nineveh,
He found, to strengthen mercy’s pise, 

“Someaycettls" these?

_ el Angels know,
Who tubs cessant et ersry Now ;
And there ere enrol heerts below 

On whom the Zternel Dore 
Hie Psnteeeetel gift both poured.
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Oh, blest ere they the creetares blew ! 
And yet thet weolth of tenderness,

Might well the thoughtful spirit grieve, 
Believing—es we most believe—
How tittle they from men receive.

To whom they give so much !

They msy be silent, es ye wy,
Bel woe to them who, dey by dey,

* et be ‘Unthinking lor whet boon they prey, 
Repast, " Thy Kingdom oome,” 

Who, when before the greet white Tti Throne
They pleed thet mercy msy be shown.
Find ewfnl voices drown their own—

The voieee of the dumb !
—Seed Words

CLARY’S TRIAL-
BT BOS* TIBET OOOKB.

••Gomel hurry up there 1”
In nnawer to the oeerse, strong voice of 

Goody Jnkewny, who kept the Bliseet 
tavern, her hendmslden came from the 
kitchen into the parlour with a mug of hot 
lip for the traveller who had just alighted.

It was not itrange that Guy Morgan for
got hie comforting cup as he looked at the 
bearer. Clary was only a bound girl, but 
nature had made bar an aristocrat outward
ly and inwardly, es the proud lift of her 
beatifnl head, the serene calm of her greet 
brown eyes, and the lithe grace of her 
figure bore witness. If hard work red
dened her little hands, it had not destroyed 
the dimples and taper of her fingeri, or the 
exquisite turn of her slender wrist ; end 
her short, dark skirt of lineey-wooleey no 
more hid the email arched foot, than the 
ooarae, short gown of linen check concealed 
her noble whits threat or graceful shoul
ders and slight waist She was pale, but 
the curved, red lips showed that her palier 
was not that of illness, and if yon but 
looked at her too hard the very hue of a 
pink lilly flushed thet dear fairness even 
up to the shining masses of dark brown 
hair, tucked away behind her tiny ears 
and braided in a heavy, coiled knot like 
the trews os of a Greek statue. If Clary 
bed been born a duoheas the world would 
have heard of her ; but the was bora a 
pauper, and wee bred In the poor honse. 
Perhaps the best blood of Old England ran 
in her veine, but nobody knew it, and the 
orphan child of an unknown woman 
brought in from the road-side, dying with 
exhaustion snd odd, is not often credited 
with noble lineage.

Guy Morgan was Judge Morgan's ton, 
of Litchfield. The Morgana were an old 
Connecticut family who had a genealogical 
tree to fall back on, and Guy was now on 
hit way home from Harvard and its law 
school He had been petted in Boston society, 
for hia family were of the Brahmin sort, 
and their record indorsed him ; he wee 
mentally brilliant, too, and handsome as a 
young prince la supposed to be. His high, 
regular features and dark blue eyes were 
alight with intellect rather than feeling ; 
but there ley a depth of unrevealed pension 
and devotion below them.

Clary did not look up at him, for she 
knew what eyes were upon her from be
hind the bar ; but he looked at her, and 
hie very heart thrilled at that wonderful 
beauty, that gracious shape and faultless 
colouring. He half drained the mug of 
flip and set it down on the table, turning 
to speak to this mortal Hebe ; but she had 
'..«appeared, and nothing was left for Guy 
M -rgaa but to pay his reckoning end 
- ant his horse, reflecting In himself, as 

rode stray, that Bliseet was not ten 
i lee from Litchfield, and he ooold and

•old see that face again.
Now he had seen all the loveliest women

> lioeton over end over ; they had dsusoed
' ib him, walked with him, and done their

l to spoil him, as women will spoil a 
' 'liant and handsome young follow. Bat
> « one of them, in all the pride of satin, 
c. loads, or jewels, had ever entered so

i ctoriously into his oonadooraem as this 
j an try maiden in her ooarae clothes ; 

dress adorned them, but she adorned dress. 
He was a well-read youth, and ae he 
trotted briskly over the rough roads, up 
hill and down, the old ballad of Sir John 
Stickling kept jingling in hia head :—

" Her lest beneath her petticoat 
Like little mice stole in snd rat,

As they had feared the tight.» • • » •
“ Her eyes so guerd her fees 
I dont do more upon them esse 
Thaa oa the eon in July.*

As for Clary, she did not even give him 
a thought ; for behind the bar, watching 
her as an Hl-ooaditioned oat glares at its 
prey, eat Lou Jakeway, the son and heir 
ef her mistress, and the man poor Clary 
loved.

Goody Jakeway had taken the child from 
the poor-house when she was ten yean 
eld, finding it would be handy to have a 
pair of quick feet to run her errands, and 
ready hands to wait on her ; for her only 
child, this same Alonso, then about six
teen had ran away to sea, and her husband 
was a wretched drunken idler. It was she 
who kept the family np, and on her rested 

' all the care of the tavern and farm both, 
aa much while her husband lived as after 
his timely death.

In the servies of tide rough, hard woman 
Clary Kent grew np, just as a harebell
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■ one s eve 
ye,” snapped < 
at s natch wl 
you’ll have tre

by stinging frosts, scorched by midsnfltmer 
eons, hut by the grace of God a harebell 
still clad in a beauty and grace that defy 
position and ignore circumstance. That 
aha had food and clothing she owed to her 
usefulness, yet they were doled ont grudg- 
inglv, however hard she earned them ; 
while her sunny temper, quick perception, 
fidelity, and serene activity made her a 
real treasure,

“ Well she’s pretty oonslder’ble help
ful” owned her mistress to Polly Mariner, 
the tailoreae, ae she eat by the tifthen 
window mending Steve the hostler’s over
alls, for It wan haying-time, and neither ef 
the women of the hones ooold spare a mo
ment ; Steve had to hire hie sewing done.

“She’s ever lastin’ smart, now, I tell 
ed out Polly, vioiouriy snipping 
which would not fit; " bet 

i trouble, Mis' Jakeway. She’s 
a right .too good-lookin' for a tavern gel ; 
somebody or mother will many her up afore

Îou ean wink, so te speak, eeemln’ly.
’ou’d ae good get what you can out on 

her whilst she stays’’
“ My land, Polly Mariner I I guess 

folks ain’t in no gre’t packer to marry gala 
from the poor-house. I don’t feel no call 
whatsoever to fetch trouble out o’ that Idee. 
She Is reasonable good-lookin’, I allow 
for’t ; hot I’ll bet ye a oookey aha won’t 
marry them that wants her, end them she 
want* won’t look at her. Shtife real high- 
strung, considerin' ; but she dees well by 
me, and she’s got faculty."

“Well if she’s got faculty,” that’s the 
end o’ the law, I expect ; but If I know 
human natur’, —and it’s everlaetin’ queer 
if I don’t, considerin' how many years I’ve 
dons tailorin’,-you’ll reap trouble yet out 
of that eretur I never was pretty lookin’ 
myself, mid I allowit tried me whilst I was

yearsyenne : but rinse I’ve got along la 
some I’m free to confess I don’t seei free to
th’ Almighty makes girls good-loekin’. ■ 

stokes heaps of mischief late creation, and 
do no great V good, aa fur as I

cons, Polly to find Birat

eternal Providence that way. “ You don’t 
think, do ye, ’t you're smarter’n the 
Lord ?”

Land I how you talk, Mis' Jakeway ! 
Folks can have Ideas, 1 guess, without 
faultin’ Providen*. Well I won’t say no 
mdFe,—time’ll show. And here’s Steve 
after them overalls ; my work on ’em', 
worth ninepence, it’s worth a cent.”

And in a wrangle over the ninepenoe this 
ominous conversation ended ; but not with
out leaving a troubled corner in Goody 
Jakeway’e mind, for of the three things 
that never return to their first place one is 
the spoken word.

Two year» rolled away, end Clary at- 
load the stature of womanhood : her 

what slender figure rounded into fuller 
outlines of beauty ; her girlish grace de
veloped into stately poise and superb 
curves ; her soft eyes learned to darken 
with soon, or flash with passion. But so 
far Goody Jake way’s judgment was cor
rect : the drovers who oame to the tarera 
only disgusted the proud girl with their 
coarse admiration, although more than one 
would gladly have married her ; the stage- 
drivers who stopped for a daily dram, and 
seasoned their flattery well with oaths, 
pleased her no. better ; those who as
sembled in the bar-room toHalk and drink 
and smoke day pipes, were all loathsome 
to Clary,

Somethiag in bar whole nature revolted 
at the idea of passing her life in any of 
these companionships, and beside the still 
but Irresistible voioe of nature she had 
found for herself e certain sort of education. 
Years before she went to the tavern to live, 
an oldman from Hartford had come to 
spend the summer in Biiaeet He was a 
lawyer, and a native of the place, but, 
having a massed enough property to live 
on, returned like a wild animal to hia old 
hannte to die ; for die he did before the 
summer, for which he had engaged board, 
was over. He left hia property to a college, 
but the books in hie trunk and his olothee 
were never claimed. Old Jakeway wore 
out all the linen, and the olothee were out' 
over for Alonso’s jackets ; the hooka re
mained—volumes ef what were once called 
the English classics, the Spectator, the 
Rambler, the Tatler, and all that genua, 
with a volume of Pope and one of Dry den, 
besides a fine edition of Shakespeare.

All these had Clary fed upon at odd mo
ments with the avidity of a keen mind de
prived of any other food, and they 
had been to her instead of a liberal educa
tion, Perhaps in the deepest sense of the 
term they had educated her liberally ; at 
least, they had lit the lamp hitherto 
fiameless, in the alabaster vase of her 
beauty, and added to that fair sculpture 
the brilliance of lofty thought and ardent 
feeling ; but alio they had unfitted her for 
the stolid life about her, and filled her soul 
with that restlessness which is the penalty 
of knowledge.

Clary was not quite eighteen when the 
prodigal eon of the Jake ways returned from 
sea faring ; not as the prodigal returned, in 
evil case outwardly, but bringing spoils of 
gold and garments to make him welcome. 
His father had long slnoe drank himself 
to death, but the tavern prospered more 
end more, onoe relieved from the drain of 
drunken extravagance. When Alorzo 
oame hack, he found a warm greeting and 
a good home ; the sunniest room in the 
house wee swept and garnished for him , 
the ohoieest food and most deft attendance 
awaited him. He stepped at onoe into the 
headship of things with the inetinot of 
manhood : lorded it in stable and her-room, 
ordered about his mother and Clary, swore 
glibly at old Steve, and conducted him
self in aa ill conditioned a fashion as his 
nature dictated,

There was little, one would think, that 
was attractive about Alonso Jake way : he 
was below the middle height, but hie broad 
shoulders and ldng arms, his powerful mus- 
cular development, and his large, sinewy 
hands gave him a strength disproportion
ate to his height ; he stooped a little, aa 
most sailors do, and his walk was ungrate
ful Nor was there anything pleasing 
about hie face exoept a pair of handsome 
keen gray eyes, deep-set under bushy 
brows, but capable of expressing every sort 
of emotion ae ostly grey eyes can. Other
wise hia features were coarse, hie month 
large and assumai with a loose uader-lip, 
betraying, when he smiled, e set of strong 
white teeth, looking carai varans aa a 
tiger’s. All this wee capped with a shook 
of straight pale-brown hair and a half- 
bronzed forehead that told of foreign suns. 
And the picture was not altogether attrac
tive to a calm observer who discerned it 
it to be the Index of a nature passionate, 
vindictive, selfish, and un disciplined ; in
telligent enough, and capable of attach
ment to a certain extent, but over all 
brutal. No doubt he irai superior to the 
men who frequent Bliseet tavern la many 
ways • his experience of the world had 
heightened his natural self-conceit to each 
such an extent that hia opinion was ready 
«n every subject, and pronounced in that 
dictatorial manner that always imposes on 
conscious ignorance. Then his sullen tem
per and self-absorbed reserve gave him an 
aspect of unhappiness that is the surest ap
peal to a thoroughly feminine character. 
Yet this offers no explanation of the fact, 
which la as stubborn as facts proverbially 
are, that Alonzo had not lived In hie 
mother’s house twenty-four hour» before 
Clary had lost her heart out of her bosom 
sod dropped the jewel at this swine’s feet. 
If there be metaphysicians who say this 
thing is impossible, I cannot confute them ; 
it is true, bat inexplicable, that there are 
women, end men too, who are struck ae if 
by a bolt from the clouds with the one love 
of their fives, and reason or probability has 
nothiag to do with it.

Why did Mary of Scotland love black
B thwellj__or delicate Beedemona 1
Moor t Why have the wont ruffians ef 
history always had some woman alleging 
to them or to their memory until death ? 
And what evü woman has not shipwrecked 
tome good man’s faith and honour, and 
made bis life a drifting, wretched wreck ? 
And In obedience to this mystic and dread
ful exception, which Is more stringent 
often than law, our poor little wayside 
beauty fell desperately and utterly in love 
with Alonao Jakeway. Now this fellow 
had had the ordinary experience of sailors; 
he was not unacquainted with women,—of 
the baser sort, no doubt, but still women. 
He knew very well that Clary was as far 
above the level of those whose society he 
had frequented in pert after port aa the 
blue iky In heaven Is above its reflection in 
a muddy pool ; vet even from these low 
amples he had teamed something of a 
man’s nature, which is not always stamped 
out even by degradation and sin, and it did 
not take Alonso Jaka way long to see that this 
beautiful young -creature worshipped him 
entirely, without any perception of hia 
real character or inetinot of hia baseness. 
At first he was naturally flattered ; but 
that mood only lasted long enough to put a 
tender expression into his eyes, a setter 
tone into his rough voies, and add a little 
consideration to the moody and sullen man- 
nars which were hie home wear ; and to 
the girl’s hungry heart these crumbs were 

mob ae thi

n «un asy ne stopped in 
lie mug of "flip. He might 
of the “ plough joggers,” ae 
tly styled the rural fiurmers

they seemed to her in
fallible promise of returned affection, and 
fed her day-dreams with the very bread of 
heaven.

In the bar-room, oondesoending to hie 
Inferiors, or amusing himself with the dis
play of hia own information and supreme 
experience, Alonso oeuld be agreeable at 
times and affable ; hut there were dark 
hours when even the established frequenter 
and wit of the place, Pete Stebbins, found 
he was not to be approached.

These glooms, which Clary’s tender 
heart laid to the account of ohronic pain, 
oread recollection, or weariness of this dull 
life he lived, srere la fact nothiag more 
than attacks of ill temper which he had 
sever learned to subdue or oonoeaL If he 
over-eat, or drank too muoh liquor for hie 
digestion to endure,—though to do him 
justice he tree never drank,—he felt, can- 
eeqaently, uncomfortable and angry, and 
the world aboqt him had to bear it, espe- 

the women. Had he been brought 
up in polite society, where the outride 
friction of well-bred people from infancy 
does, in spite of the utmost self-indulgence 
and uncurbed temper, modify a man’s man 
ner and speech, he would still have been" 
like a hundred others, " street angel anj

house devil’’and 
he did, even hero in Rlisset, restrain hie 
evil tongue somewhat among men ; but hie 
mother and Clary were at Ua mercy ; they 
ooold neither knoofc him down nor return 
his oaths. « Whenever things internally 
went wrong with him, or outride matters 
swerved from the line he ordered, it iras on 
these two shrinking women that hie temper 
bant ; for even his mother, hard, rough, 
enduring ae she was, cowered before Alon
zo,—because she loved him 1

It was this utter absorption of herself In 
Alonso Jake way that blinded Clary’'■ sight 
to Guy Morgan that day he stopped in 
Bliseet to get hie mug ofifiip.
have been one of f..................
Alonso derisively 
thereabouts, or a pig drover, for all the 
notice Cary bestowed on him ; but from 
his retreat behind the bar. Alonzo notioed 
the long and unmistakable stare of admira
tion Guy bestowed on his handmaiden, and 
a sort of wolfish jealousy sprang up in his 
breast, mingled with a sudden greed of 
money hitherto latent. Up to this time he 
had no thought of marrying Clary ; he 
knew very well what hie mother would say 
to that, and he did not himself care to be 
tied up in legitimate bonds. But when he 
saw Guy Morgan’s look et Clary, and per- 
oeived that a man’s admiration could be 
respectful, it shot across his mind that the 
girl might become a great and lucrative at
traction in his business. This young spark, 
whose aspect and drees proved hie wealth 
and position, might be the opening wedge, 
and spread the fame of the beautiful bar
maid in adjacent towns. Bliseet was on a 
frequented turnpike, and stages from 
Hart for# to Litchfield, and so on to Albany, 
ran through it A little exertion might in
duce them to stop there for dinner instead 
of at Litchfield ; and Aen-Aell, if some 
crazy city fool M he phrased it, saw this 
girl »he might be mapped up out of hie 
reach and nee. As hie wife, this would be 
impossible ; she would be a fixture in the 
tavern, and an attraction, while in this 
Puritan country whatever shame attached 
itself to a leee honourable connection would 
redound to hie. discredit and injure his 
business.

So, following the devices of his own craft 
and will he began to word the love he had 
hitherto ostly looked at poor Clary ; a 
whisper now and then, a pressure of the 
soft utile hand in hia own, a stolen kiss, 
gentle carefulness,—all these produced 
their effect on the guileless and tender 
heart of title lonely girl Busy about her 
house, Goody Jakewav saw nothing of 
Alonzo’s mac oeuvres ; he was "not ready 
yet that ehe should ; he did not, indeed, 
mean to have any- previous storms. The 
plan that suited his ease and assured him 
suooees was that on some pretext er other 
Clary should be sent to Hertford, and be 
either follow her, or take her there ; thet 
she should stay long enough to make their 
marriage legal ; and then, when the cere
mony was onoe over, they should return to 
Bliseet, and let hia mother help herself if 
ehe ootid.

He found ehanoe enough to insinuate hia 
design into Clary’e ear : if she went to the 
barn to hunt eggs, he wee rare to be there 
before her, with some excuse of inspecting 
harness or examining the strew, and in 
among the bean-vines, where ehe went to 
gather long pods for dinner, he would be 
diligently at work also ; when she was 
sent to gather wild strawberries on the 
hill, he lurked in the edge of a neighbour, 
log wood, and joined her, till at last, be
tween her overpowering passion and hia 
plausible arguments, she consented to ac
cept his arrangements, and be in readiness 
to set out for Hartford as soon ae hie plots 
matured. But “ God disposes,” let ua 
thankfully own. Before anything was ever 
fixed upon m Alonso Jake way’s mind, a 
very small household matter, the mouse 
that gnawed the lion's net, intervened. 
His stock of shirts began to wear out, and 
his mother, who had inwardly resented the 
feet that he oame home with a goodly sup
ply of these articles, when ehe had a web 
of the finest Irish linen laid up these seven 
years waiting hia need, and yards of linen 
cambric bought in order to ruffl « them, was 
only to glad to instal Polly Mariner in the 
keeping-room, with patterns and shears, 
thread of the beat, and store of needles, 
in order to take in hand a dozen of raffled 
shirts for my master ; for Polly was ae 
skilful at nice sewing aa at tailoring, and 
her etitohlng was not to be matched in 
Bliseet, even by Parson Piper’s daughter. 
She had acaroe been at work throe days on 
the dainty fabric when there was an Inter
ruption to her duties from a very ui
peoted quarter. As the left her door__
July day to go over to the tavern, she al
most stumbled over the prostrate shape ef 
e man lying with his head on her doorstep. 
At first the thought him some drunken

back door, to oome and help her, she soon 
discovered that the man was burning with 
fever and quite ufloonedoos. He was evi
dently a sailor, and there was good store of 
pieces of eight and guineas in his
pocket, but no cine to hie name anywhere 
about hie person. Pete was ready enough 
to take him in and shelter him when he saw 
the gold pieoee, and Polly promised to stop 
for Dr. Root. . All of this made her late for 
her sewing that day, and Goody Jakeway 
sent Alonzo over to see where the seamstress 
wee, bring in a hurry to get the shirts

He did not find her at home, for she was 
in the doctor’s office ; so he sauntered into 
Pete’s house to make inquiry, and finding 
no one in the kitchen went on into the bed
room. Just ae he entered the doorway the 
strange man recovered consciousness and 
opened hie eyes. Alonzo started as if he 
had beets shot, turned the colour of ol»y, 
and drew hack. A sort of spasm convulsed 
the stranger ; he clenched hia hands and 
tried to spring at Alonso, .but his muscles 
refused to obey the angry will ; the fevered 
brain gave stay with the effort, and he 
sank again into stupor and delirium.

1 In Alonso’s astonishment he quite forgot 
that Pete Stebbins stood by the bedside, 
and had eyes who* acuteness seemed to 
make up in rapidity of perception for the 
inborn usina* of hie temperament.

That night when Polly went over to 
watch srith the sick man (for Mrs. Stebbins 
Was a deaf and dumb woman, and of no sit 
here), Pete aooosted her srith, “Say 1 ye 
ben to the tavern to-day ?”

“ Well, I guaae I have,’’answered Polly. 
I’m a-rankin’ Ixro Jake way a set o’ shirts 

fit for a lord, and he’s in an everUaiin’ 
takin’ to get ’em dene, I do' know what 
for ; but Mis’ Jake way she pesters me so, 
teems as if I should caterpillar. I can’t 
*w no f*ter'n I can, if the sky falls, 
Stitohin’ain’t flyin’work, now, I tell ye ; 
and it’s seventeen hundred linen, * rare as 
You're alive ; and them raffles ! Goshen 1 
i’d just ae soon put them things on to the 
old ram * on to Lonzo; there ain’t no fit- 
°e*e, so to speak, seeminly, in dreesin’ 
*oh a-feller fa purple an’ fine linen.”

“ F\ -e-U, ” drawled Pete. “ I expert he’s 
a hard eretur. I don’t reelly want to tell 
on’t ‘ a-fiyln’ all abroad,’ * the hymn- 
book raye, but he oome in here to-day for 
ratifia' or ’«other, and opened the door jest 
* this tick feller kinder oome to. I'd gin 
him a awingein’ do* of brandy, ye see, 
fourth proof, only jest sort o’ Uoed srith 
wet*, an’ I guess ft stung. He riz up In 
bed and he see Loose, and Lon he see’d 
him. Good Jernslem I I wiaht you’d

XLonso’s phyrimogony ; he was jest the 
ir of a oold tiled turnip. I never did ! 

And this fell* he sot hie teeth and kinder 
give a spring. Law I he couldn't do It no 
more'n a broken-kneed grasshopper ; he gin 
out dy*rt, and went off stupid agin. But 
you bet there's entilin’ out o’ shape be
twixt ’em I"

“Well Ib’lieve you I" exclaimed Polly. 
And what’s nfore, I mistrust Lonsoie 

kind of sweet on Clary Kent. I hope 
'tain’t ao ; she’s a real pretty girl—ea good 
a girl * ever was ; but I keep an eye on’t, 
yon may rely on’t, and things looks real 
dubious, 1 don't wy nothing for Goody 
Jake way ain’t aware on’t, and she’d like to 
kill anybody short o’royal blood that durst 
to marry Lon ; but I b’lieve 111 speak to 
Clary. I really tifink’t’e my duty.”
“Oh Lard I don’t ye do it, then 1” 

groaned Pete (whew real name, by the 
tray, was Petraroh.) “ I’ve allers notioed

folks got a-goin’ on do- ty, 
they’d .fT th. mesnest, hateftirat thug, 
that ever was! Say ye like to tonner, t a 
gal an’ take her down mortally, an’ you 11 
mabbeeee how’t is, roelly ; but wy it’s 
“ dooty,’ an’ there Ain’t no whoa to ye, no 
more’n to my old mare when ehe gets her 
head. I don’t see where It’s folks dootv 
to wy peaky things, any way ; ef it’s 
sutirin’ real agreeable,, why"—

But here the harangue was out off by a 
cry from the bedroom ; they found the 
patient stupid no longer, but raving and 
crying ont fiercely, “ I’ll fetch him, my
lass ; cheer np, Mary ! D-------- d rascal 1
Let me go 1 let me go I 1 «rant to get at 
him !”
x Polly ww an accomplished nurse, and 
under her medioemente the poor fellow be
came more quiet ; but at intervale through 
the night he talked wildly, always on one 
theme,—a poor girl’s desertion, the girl 
seeming to be his sister, and hie fierce de
sire to get hold of the man and funlah him. 
In the later hoars of the night hit ravings 
grew lew and he weaker ; only on* he 
sprang up and glared at the door, swearing 
a great rath. “It’s you, lait? I’ve ran 
you to earth, you villain 1 I’ve get her 
marriage lines, and I’ll clap you into Bride
well if I don’t kill yon first I”

Polly stroked and ooaxed and sung a 
sweet old hymn to him, till she ootid per
suade him to swallow a oup of strong 
skull-cap tea, and either from puri ex
haustion Or the mild narcotic and stimulat
ing warmth of his dow he fall Into uneasy 
■lumber ; and then the stole out and called 
Pete,.who was making a fire In the kitchen, 
and haked him if he found anything in the 
rtranger’e wallet exrapt money.

” Well, I didn’t look no further ; when 
I oome to the sinners o’ war, why I eee’t 
ww all right. Folks that hez money in 
their pockets ii ginerlly about right, ’oord- 
in’ to my b'lief. I’ll fetch the put an’

“ I wiaht you would," said Mi* Polly.
I've got my own miegivin't, ’count o’ 

what he arid ; seems to hev «tithin’ on hie 
mind,”

So Pete brought the old wallet, worn and 
•tamed, rad left it with Mi* Polly, who 
searched it thoroughly, and at lart dis
covered in Its inmost fold, indeed, where 
it had flipped between lining and outride, 
a dirty and creased but qute legible cer
tificate of marriage between Mary Harris, 
of Liverpool England, and Alonzso Jake- 
way, of Bliiset, America.

Polly was a woman of discretion, though 
•he loved to talk. She resolved not to 
make her discovery public, for to trust it 
to Pete was as if It were printed in the local 
ooinrnn of a country paper ; he served * 
the news medium for all Bliiset, where 
only one oopy of any journal, the email, 
dull ehwt of the Hertford Weekly Courant 
as it existed in 1790, was taken, and that 
only by the minister.

She answered Pete's enqniri* astutely, 
when he oame back from the shed, by dis
playing an old bran ring, a slip from an 
English paper srith ship news on it, a true- 
lover'e-knot of bine ribbon with a curl of 
gold hair caught in its tie, and half a 
rollicking ballad, such * hawkers sold 
about the old country.

“ Had your labour for your peine, didn’t 
ye ?" chuckled Pits. ■ —g

Jakeway’e secret, and perhaps poor Clary’e 
heart-break.

It would indeed have been a good day 
for Alonzo that had spared tint those new 
shirts, and Polly Mariner in another direc
tion ! Bat her discovery bore consequent 
the did not dream of, though they delayed 
long. After It ehe kept a closer wstch 
than ever on Clary, and made up her mind 
that ehe muet interpose at on* to save 
the girl from ruin.

Alonzo had gone to New York the day 
after his interview with the stranger, if 
mob the mere recognition ootid be called, 
but returned * soon as possible. He 
would not have gone at all exwpt on 
urgent business, and he oaifle back by way 
of Hartford, In order to persuade his old 
aunt that she ought to send out to Bliewt 
for Clary to oome and stay with her a while, 
to wait upon her. Aunt Smith ww held 
In great regard by Goody Jakewav. She 
was the only near relative her husband 
had left ; but that never would have com
mended her to the good graces of her niew 
Bliewt, exoept for the fart that aha ww the 
widow of a well-to-do grocer who had 
kindly left her all hie goods add chattels 
to diepow of as she would, to the great 
anger of hia own relations. When Alonzo 
reached home, srith an urgent invitation 
from hie aunt to have Clary oome and visit 
her, it happened that Pally Mariner, w as 
to see better, had taken one ef the shirts 
up-stairs to a south window. The next 
room was Clary's, and Polly ootid not help 
over-hearing a conversation between her 
and Alonzo that betrayed to her their 
plans, far their voices were quite unguarded; 
Goody Jake way being three miles off at 
a qn-’king, and Clary quite certain that the 
tailors* ww where ehe left her two hours
before, in the keeping-room, not in the 
lewt suspecting that the sharp ean of this 
equally sharp-eyed woman were just the 
other ride or a thin partition in one of the 
unused tavern bed-rooms. Polly oould 
bide her time, but ehe saw that in this In
stance the most be prompt. To-day ww 
Tuesday, and on Thursday Clary ww to go 
Hartford ; for Alonso well knew that how- 
ever hi* mother might grumble she ootid 
not, or rather dared not, offend hie Aunt 
Smith by denying her request. So after 
tea, when Polly was ready to go home, ehe 
asked Clary to go along srith her and fetch 
back some red balm flowers she had 
promised Goody Jake way, aa her task at 
the shirts was done now. They stopped at 
the minister's house on the way, and Polly 
made her companion rit down in the hall 
while she herself went into Parson Piper’s 
study, end oame back with a folded paper 
in her hand. Then the hurried Clary on, 
and ae soon as they reached the spinster’s 
queer little brown house, she drew her 
into the parlour, and without a word of 
explanation laid before her*Alonso Jake- 
wey’i marriage certificate. It was Polly's 
belief that a sharp, quick thrust is the 
truest mercy ; but it ww not pleasant to 
see Clary’e beautiful fa* turn dead and 
white as a marble mask. Her hand olutohed 
at her throat a moment as if something 
oboked her, and then (he gasped, “Idon’t 
believe it !"

(To be Continued. )

C. Bazaine, nephew of the French Mar
shal, is keeping a liquor shop In Minnea
polis.

Whitman's Ideal Poitrt.—A corre
spondent of the Philadelphia Pres», who 
has been talking srith Walt Whitman, re
ports him as saying “ The fault I have 
to find with Tennyson, although he is a 
master of his art, with Longfellow, Whit
tier and all the rest, is that they are too 
muoh like sainte. The work of heaven is 
not done on the earth by means of sainte. 
Nature is strong and rank ; this ran knew 
it mss everywhere ; in mtn ; and it is to 
this strength and rankness that I have 
endeavoured to give voiw. It please* me 
to think, alio, that If any of my work 
shall survive, It will be the fellowship in 
it; the comradeship—friendship is the 
good old word—the love of my fellow-men. 
A* to the form of my poetry, I have re
jected the rimed and blank verse. I have 
a particular abhorren* of blank verse, but 
I cling to rhythm; not the outward, 
regularly measured, short foot, long foot- 
like the walking of a lame man-that I 
oaro nothing for. The wavw of the tea 
do not break an the beaeh, one wave every 
to many minutes ; the wind dow not go 
jerking through the pine tree, bat never- 
thelew m the roll of the wavw ank in the 
soughing of the wind In the tree there is 
a beautiful rhythm. How monotonous It 
would become, how tired the ear would 
get of it, if it were .regular I It ia this 
under-melody and rhythm that I have at
tempted to oateh, and years after I have 
written a line, when I read it to mytelf, or 
my friends read It aloud, I think I have 
fouad ii It hw been quite a trial to my- 
•tif to destroy some of my own pretty 

-1»* I hararlgidly excluded every, 
thing of the kind from my books. ”

Conceit.
Thetis, daughter of Jove, and goddess of 

the tea, had on* eon to whom ehe was pas
sionately attached. But though his mother 
ww a goddess and hia grandfather the king 
of gode and men, he iras but mortal, and 
no effort of the queen of the wa ootid 
avert hie destiny. Still she made the 
attempt, and plunged him in the river 
Styx, whereby he became Invulnerable. 
Only, to preserve him from being drowned, 
•he held him by the heel end left that one 
«pot liable to attack. Everyone knows, 
w, indeed, everyone might guess, the 
■equal. When the dauntlew Aohillee|went 
forth to battle, an arrow struck him in the 
heel and he died of the wound.

Now oonwit, which, as a quality it is 
nanti to disparage, ia for the happy posses- 
•ore a veritable river Styx. It defends 
from all attacks. It softens all trial or, 
rather, it averts it. We scarcely realise 
how large a share of every-day troubles are 
due to mortified vanity. A whole family 
of misfortunes may be olawified under that 
definition. And pleasures also oome largely 
in the form of vanity gratified. Conscience, 
of ooarae, Is above all The Justus et tenax 
propositi vir it superior to every misfor
tune. But take the minor consolations of 
life, how many of them will be found 
ranged under the simpler gratification of 
«ratty? A professional man devoted to 
his-calling, a statesman to the good of his 
country or hie party, a man of science to 
the furtherance of knowledge and the 
growth of information, all these have keen 
pleasures that arise out of their several 
pursuits. But push their suooew a little 
further, bring it within the realm of am
bition, and at on* you seem to oome 
near the border lice ef gratified vanity. 
The approbation of the world, end 
of what a man calls his fellow-oltizens, 
is very flattering. Bat ire muet remem
ber how largely our own imagination hw 
contributed to our enjoyment. There le a 
subtle truth in that story of the plaintiff in 
a railway accident caw, who raid he never 
realized how muoh he had gone through 
till he heard his counsel describe hit suffer
ings. Our imagination stimulât* the joys 
of our suooew, and insensibly contribute 
to that popular fame which it w soothing.

Now oonoeit brings to the man of little 
mind the kind of gratification which ambi
tion brings to the stronger character. A 
great author, warrior, statesman, philoso
pher is rarely a conceited man. The nature 
of hie attainments presupposes an amount 
of ballast in the mind quite inconsistent 
with so «light a quality- And thus ambi
tion and oonoeit are not often found to
gether. For there is this difference be
tween them, that one livw on popularity 
and the other on self-approval. And so 
we hear of disappointed ambition, but 
rarely of disappointed conceit. The 
vain man, plunged in his own self- 
importance, is as Invulnerable as the 
son of Thetis would have been 
had he rank for a moment under 
the waters of the Styx. And this is so 
true that what we observe In individuals 
we may also follow in the character of 
nationalities. The vanity of the French la 
proverbial Sterne, in hie own inimitable 
way, describes how when he commenced 
hia sentimental journey, and had got at far 
as Calais, he made the casual acquaintance 
of a lady whose naine and oironinstance» 
he was mort anxious to ascertain. He 
formed a score of different plane, one after 
another, to aid him in putting hia ques
tions, and in tara renounced them all as 
impossible. Presently " a little débonnaire 

•French captain came dawning down the 
street,” introduced himself to Sterne, beg
ged 8tome to introduw him to the lady, 
and, in so many sentences, but the very 
questions he wanted to have answered. He 
was perfectly self-satisfied and perfectly 
happy. He pot the intelligence he applied 
for, and having got it, “ danced down the 
street again.” It ia more than a hundred 
years sin* the “ Sentimental Journey” 
was taken, and at that very time another 
traveller was making the tour of Europe, 
sod ripening the judgments which have 
sin* become world-renowned. And hie 
verdict is the same—gaiety and self-com
placency.
“ Gay, «Brightly land at social mirth sad ease,

Pleased with thyeell, whom all the world era

are both givra, 
lals

L°

The fact and . the ____________
The hsppinew of a nation that hw always 
been famous for its light-hearted pleasure 
ii due to the completeness of ite self-satis- 
faction.

In the Homeric fable the heel of Achillea 
alone escaped contact srith the Styx, and 
at that point the hero was vulnerable. 
And in reading the “Iliad” osie feels, 
somehow, thet the warrior would have 
fared better but for the Intervention of the 
goddess. Panoply srith a single weak 
point is perhaps lew to be desired than no 
armour at all. At least, the combatant is 
more cautious. And w it ia with the con
ceited man. He must have complete 
faith in himself. He most be utterly 
and entirely given over to self, 
complacency, else all hie triumph ia 
turned into defeat. If Sterne’s little 
dancing captain had had the smallest idea 
thet he was ridiculous in the eyes of the 
sombre and melancholy English traveller, 
he ooold never have asked all those ques
tions in his jaunty, easy manner. A com
plete and entire faith in oneself is necessary 
to the full enjoyment of the pleasures of 
oonoeit. The admission of a single doubt 
troubles the smooth surface of the mirrhr. 
It lets in the power of ridicule, which ie 
fatal For neoewarlly the conceited men 
ia a man of email mind, srith a strong love of 
approbation and a perilous - raving for the 
praise of others. If he never doubts hie 
owu powers he believe* in hie complete enc
orne. He hw the reward for which he hw 
struggled. His friends are all laughing at 
him, rad he thinks they admire or are 
jealous of him ; the truth la of «wall mat- 
■er. His pleasure la assured, hie eelf-en- 
oyment undisturbed. But if the armour 

weak In a single point, it is wonderful 
how the arrow-heads all point to that spot. 
The conceited man who doubts leads a 
dreary life. Hie thoughts are always on 
himself, and yet he hw no faith in himself. 
He fancies slights where nothing ie meant. 
He tracks eut inuendo where really there 
wai no thought of him In the mind of the 
•poster. He is huffy with hie friends, and 
miserable because he hw been huffy. All 
events, all étudiés, subject», theories are 
wen in the narrow frame of hia import- 
saw. He la perpetually excusing himself 
from a blame Which no one thinks of at
taching to him. This kind of oonoeit Is 
happily the vice of little men. The finer 
natures are busied with greeter subjects. 
They are absorbed by larger interests than 
the gratification of their own vanity. They 
have their own rewards ; the satisfactions 
of success, and the pleasures ef ambition, 
and yet gratified vanity, even to little 
man, ha* a completeness which neither 
sueoew nor ambition brings with it The 
pleasure ia unalloyed, the enjoyment un
troubled by doubt and undisturbed by 
buy arrière pensée.—London Globe.

James H. Shafer, of Bellefontaine, 0., 
had a wife whom hie brother George M, 
Shafer loved. The upshot was a transfer 
of the woman, by means of a divoroe, and 
James received in payment a mortgage for 
$1,600 on George’s property. This bar
gain, made several years ago, was kept a 
secret until lately ; but a quarrel over the 
mortgage has carried the matter into 
eoart

Effb’ Cocoa.—Grateful and Comfort
ing.—" By a thorough knowledge ef the 
natural laws whioh govern the operations 
of digestion end nutrition, and by a oaro- 
tul application of the fine properties of 

-selected ooooa, Mr. Rppe hw provided 
our breakfast tables with a delicately 
flavoured beverage which may save ns 

ly heavy doctors’ hills. It la by the 
judicious use ef eooh articles of diet that 
a constitution may be gradually built up 
until etreng enough to remet every ten
dency to diras*. Hundreds ef subtle 

floating around ua ready 
to attack wherever there Is a weak point. 
We may escape many a fatal shaft by 
keeping ounelvw well fortified with pan 
Mood and a properly nourished frame.”— 
CM Service Omette. Sold amly hi packets 
labelled—“ Jambs Em A Co,, Homme- 

London, Eng,

LITfilmn AND AST.
Wndpal Dawson’s new work on “ Foe- 

ell Men ” le just out in London.
Sir F. Goldsmith’s “ Life of Sir James 

On tram ” will be published in May.
Mr. G. W. Cable, the author of “The 

Grandissimes, ” ), e cotton broker, living 
*1 New Orleans.

The family of Jules Michelet were euro 
he would be a great man because he had a 
large head aa a baby.

“ The Grist Navigators ” la the title of 
Julie Verne’s latest volume in the Explora
tion of the Worl# series,

Henry Thomas Bookie was the typical 
-itérer? bachelor. " There are two things,” 
he laid, “ for whioh I never grudge money, 
books and cigars."

Hep worth Dixon wrote all one day and 
part of the evening on the third volume of 
“ Boyal Ayindeor,” snd the next morning 
at htif-pert six he died.

Edmond About says thet Zola’s origin
ality ie “borrowed from the gutter,” and 
pronounces “ Nana” “even more doll and 
tiresome then it ie scandalous.”

A book of Chinera stories, by P’n Sung- 
ling, has been translated Into Edglieh. It 
is said to be more remarkable for abandon* 
of ite incidente than felicity of plot

The next volume in the Variorum edi
tion of Shakespeare, to whioh Mr. Here* 
Howard Fnraiw has given the beet years 
of his life, is devoted to “ King Lear/'

The death It announced of Mr. Charles 
Leee, R.S.A., at the age of eighty. He 
ww one of the oldest members of the Scot
tish Academy, having been admitted in 
1836.

Mrs. Mary Jane Holmes, who* novels 
wll more largely than those ef almost any 
other American author, gives aa the reason 
why ehe has written very few short stories, 
that she finds it “ hard to Mte them off.”

An exhaustive work on Fiji it likely to 
appear during the present year from the 
pea of Baron Anatole voo Hugel who re
sided some years on that group of islands 
for the purpose of studying them.

In honour of the seventy-eighth birth
day of M. Victor Hugo, which took pie* 
on the 26th of February, Mr. Swinburne 
has written a birthday ode some 600 lines 
in length, whioh will be published imme
diately.

The Nashville Centennial Commission 
offer a prize for the bett centennial ode to 
be rang on that city’s birthday, the 24th 
of Apru. One hundred lines are allowed 
the pwt in which to sing the praises of 
Nashvillle at a dollar a line.

When the Rev. Joseph Cook needs some
thing to soothe hie nerves after hie ardu
ous literary laboura, he hires a wandering 
Italian band of three or four instrumente 
te play under hie windows. ' The hideous 
discords of these etrdet musicians find 
favour in hit ears, Fortunately for Mr. 
Cook’s family he does not do Me literary 
work at home, bat hirw e room in another 
house for that purpose. That Mr. Cook’s 
writings should be what they are Is not 
surprising on rooh inspiration.

London Truth “It-ia useless to ex
pert publie rapport if one wye or dow 
things contrary to the current feeling of 
society. Friends in private will pat one 
on the book warmly enough, laud one’s 
courage, admire one’s pluck, uphold one’s 
views, carry the torch of glorification all 
round one’s action apd not leave a square 
inch unilluminated ; they will even make 
a whole lapful of pellets for future shoot
ing, and urge one on one’s grand career 
with all the power there is in praise, all 
the strength there 1» in sympathy, But 
thoee very people will shrink’ from one in 
public, and deny both the banner they 
have bowed to, end the friend they have 
just encouraged."

Edmond About, writing from Paris, 
taye “ Some of the new journals which 
struggle, with no great euoowe, to estab
lish tnemselvw at Parie, are trying to at
tract the readers of ’Nana’ by similar 
merits. They offer on the first column of 
the first page, hi piece of the leading article, 
aneodotw that would make a dragoon 
blush. The public, whioh it cowing to be 
surprised at anything, confines itself to 
shrugging its shoulder» ; but the courts, 
guardians of public deoenoy, have deter
mined to make e striking example. They 
have fined a publisher of rare and ourlons 
books, guilty of having printed for the 
satisfaction of bibliophiles 300 copies of 
the 1 Dialogue* of Aretino. ' ”

The publishing firm ot Hem pel, in Ber
lin, arc distinguished for their issue of 
cheap editions of the German Masaioe. A 
volume lately published had attracted the 
attention of a competitor in the house, and 
he took it home In order to become better 
acquainted " with ite contente. He hap
pened to meet a friend in the street, to 
whom he showed the book. A. policeman 
passing by was (track srith the blood-red 
•raver and the title of the book, which ap
peared to him a grow violation of the 
Socialist laws. The book ww at on* con
fiscated, and on the following day the

Eli* searched the whole wtabBehment of 
were, Hampel Nothing compromising 
.was found ; only innumerable copies of 

Goethe, Schiller, Lessing, and w or— 
nothing that smelt of Nihiliste or Social- 
lets. The poli* withdrew discomfited. 
The objectionable volume, which bore the 
title “ Frelheitebttohlein. " proved to have 
been written by Jean Paul Friedrich 
Richter, while ite eon tents are of the meet 
harmlew nature, treating at great length 
of the pwt’e admiration for the Grand 
Duke Karl August of Weimar.*

M. Hippolyte Taine’» rewption at the 
French Academy in January, furnishes a 
curious illustration ef the way in which 
the intensity of political passion sets in 
France. For many years the bold char
acter of hie philosophy had caused him to 
be regarded as a leader by the representa
tives of the Revolutionary party, and dur
ing this time the Clerical party wae w 
bitter against him, that M. Guizot ooold 
not obtain a prise from the French Academy 
for the “ History of English Literature,” 
whioh ie still M. Tame's best title to fame. 
But sin* M. Taine in studying the French 
Revolution, hw reached the oo&olusion, 
with Carlyle, that the revolution was, above 
all a revolution of famished men, and that 
behind the diplay of great principles, the 
real revolutionary for* ww the urgent 
need of « people driven to extremities, the 
low of Clericalism have begun to aoonw 
the historian of apwtaoy. The result was 
that when M. Taine, who is enough of a 
man to think for himself, was remived at 
the Academy, he found that his old foee 
were hit best friends, and hia old friends 
hie present bitterest foes.

While great attention hw been mid to 
the early political history of the English 
colonies in America, the social and personal 
history of the people who put in motion 
the fore* which have made the nation 
what it 1» has been largely overlooked. 
So muoh It this the oa* that there is not 
any book whata*ver that professedly 
raven the subject. The materials exist, 
but they are scattered through town and 
oounty histories, collections of societies, 
monographs, old tracta, diaries, news
paper», and the accounts of foreign travel
lers. Mr. Bancroft has not deigned tc 
notioe rooh trivial matters, and Mr. Hil
dreth's plan entirely excluded them from 
his pages, to that an entirely new field is 
opened for any painstaking and adventur
ous student who desires to pat colour into 
American history. ‘ Mr. Henry Cabot 
Lodge, the lecturer on Amsrioan history 
at Harvard, and editor of the International 
Review, has been attracted to tide field, 
and for the last five years has ransacked 
nearly every garret in New England, and 
all the public collections in the country, 
for materials whioh show what the people 
of the ooloniw at 1760 were, what were 
their trades, professions, religion, manners, 
education, literature, society, and amuse
ments. Hie plan ia to publish a hook to 
be called “A Short History of the English 
Colonies in America." The general public 
will look forward eagerly to the publica
tion of a book whioh, if ita rioh material ii 
wisely and imaginatively handled, can 
hardly be surpassed in interest by any
thing that has been written on American 
history.

’ HUMOROUS.

A RHYTHMICAL REPORTER,
A rewnt number of the Brampton Times 

contains the following poetical report of a 
church ranwrt. It ie a good deal more 
readable than the general run of local 
item». We give a few extracts
A concert was giyeu on Inst Monday night 

In the 0. M. church ot this place 
good, th*

MOTHERS’ DEPART]

The arrangement* were

And Iliad

the house looking

every space.
Three splendid duets were rendered well 

By the tar-tamed Tandy Bros.
In sacred song there are few can excel—

Ia that they surpass many others.
Two very «ne solos they also gave- 

One singing his words very plain—
Coins Animant,” and the “ bailor's Grave,”
We trust soon to hear them again.

Mr*. Bradley’s rich well cultivated-voice—
Much we admired indeed—

Her singing and smiles caused os ell to rejoice— 
Asa teacner she'll surely succeed.

Her “ Almost Persuaded” enraptured us all.
And speil-bound’us every one ;

We thought once again, to give her a call—
But when we looked np—she wae gone.

Mise Maggie Bare took the audience by storm,
When singing “ Come Unto Me 

The “ Chorister,” too, she did nobly perform—
The oompsny were pleased yon could see.

Mrs. Caldwell, ot course, we say, was the iter.
Her tones being distinct and clear ;

Her «qnal is not—without going afar—
It cannot be found around hers.

Four beautiful solos were the» by her given, 
Aiticulating every word ;

She sang like a lark tearing up to heaven,
Or some little canary bird.

Misa’Bella Lowes, the accompaniments played, 
Wh>ch gave satisfaction to all ;

Her playing was good, and it cannot be said 
That her talent for muai : is small.
March weather consiste of the odds and 

ends ot ell the other months.
It must oome easy for a photographer to 

■ay No. Hd is never out of negative.
Ten little pareona pr-aching love divine.
One kissed bis eervant-girl, then there was 8.
When there vas a “belt from Jove,” 

who got elected ? Troy Prêts. Giant, by 
Jupiter l—New York Commercial Advertiser.

About July we expect to hear Mr. Edi
son claim that every lightning-bug has 
one of hia electric lamps attached to its
toil

The man who just cam* in to tell us th* 
he had solved it will be around two month 
from now to inform ua that he caught a 
156-pound trout.

Fifty-raven years ago the New Yorkers 
srere gazing in wonder on their first gas
light. To-day they are gazing in «render 
on their last gw bill 

Four of the widows of Brigham Young 
have found rest and consolation with 
second husbands. The rest ate ao homely 
that they are waiting to die.

While, playing Juliet recently Miss Mary 
Anderson was seen chewing something. 
Some think it was gum ; others ere of the 
opinion that it was a piece of the scenery, 
while still others believe it was a part of 
Romeo’s left ear.

When a man takes a bad hat from a hotel 
dining-room and leaves a good one he can 
generally lie ont of It ; but to be always 
getting new hate for old ones will bring 
suspicion even upon an honest politician.

I a lazy tramp came down the street 
With free and easy gait,

Ae i 
With i

This welcome sign Ü1 eyes did greet :
*' Free chop to thoee who wait."

” Now here," he «aid, “I'll get some food. 
Without the slightest tax ;”

But they led him to a pile of wood.
And handed him an ax.

AHamilton attorney recently took strong 
exception to a ruling of the Court that cer
tain evidence wae inadmissible. “ I 
know, your Honour,” laid he warmly,
“ that it is proper evidence. Here I have 
been practising at the bar for forty years, 
and now I want to khow if I am a fool ?” 
“That,” replied the Court, “is a ques
tion of fact and not of law, snd to I shall 
not pais upon it, but let the jury decide.”

Professor - “N^hat method does man 
employ to express his thoughts ?" Scholar 
(after mature deliberation)—“Hehabituai- 
ly employe speech.” P—"Right; but 
when be cannot employ speech, what dow
he do, eh?” 8.—“He---- ” P.-“Sw
here ! Suppose you were a hundred miles 
away from some one yon wanted to wy 
something to, what then ?” 8.—“I would
—I would----- P.—" Suppose you had
to announw to your father that you had 
been plucked—had failed in your examina
tion— what would you do, eh ! How would 
you announce it?” 8.—“Ob, Pd write 
him a letter." P.—“Go and mite him 
one then?”

An Inoffensive young man of Chicago, 
who hw been paying seme attention to a 
highly cultured girl of Boston, and en
deavouring to make her stay there aa 
pleasant as possible, ww somewhat sur
prised while chatting with her a few 
evenings sin* to have her ask him what 
time he arose in the morning. Pulling up 
hit striped pants to that they would not 
wrinkle at the knee, and throwing one leg 
over the other, he replied in his careless 
South Side way that he “ generally kicked 
the clothes off about 9.” Looking at him 
over her clear but cold eye-glasses, the 
Beaoon-Hiller asked : — “Do yon know 
what Benjamin Franklin raid ?” “ Oh, 
yw,” responded the Chioagoan, “ I know 
that yarn about Ben's entering Philadel
phia with notiiing but a loaf of bread and 
a plug of tobacco.” "I do not refer to 
that particular episode in the life of the 
greet philosopheY,” laid the young lady, 
“but to bis proverb, * The early bird 
* tehee the lumbieus terre stris—which, as 
you are no doubt aware, is an articulate 
animal belonging to the abranchiate di
vision of the daw of annelids*,v and the , 
fascinating creature resumed her occupa
tion of crocheting the American constitu
tion into a pillow-sham whioh she ww 
manufacturing. The. young man laughed 
hysterically, «aid she wae doubtless cor
rect, and soon left for home, where be re
ceived prompt treatment for approaching 
brain fever.

Li-Hung Chang, Viceroy of Chi-Le, it to 
receive from U. 8. Grant a $300 silver 
pitcher. An announcement of that sort is 
extraordinary, as the gift current usually 
sets the other way. The explanation is 
that Li-Hung Chang “entertained Grant 
and hie suite royally for three days, and 
loaded him srith presents on departing, the 
cost to the Viceroy being over $20,000."^ 
Li-Hung Chang gets a larger percentage, 
then, on his investment, than some other 
of Grant's foreign boats.

Norwegian Trains.—In the elewnew 
of their trains the Norwegians excel the 
Dutch, and yet the latW, for this merit 
or defect, according to the time, nerves, 
and fancy of the individual traveller, may 
pla* themselves as the heart of ether 
European countries. But here all com- 

rison ends, for while the Dutch possess 
t a small territory sufficiently intersect

ed by lines, Norway, with ita great tract 
of eountiy, has scarcely any railways at 
all Nor ia it probable that she will ever 
be much better off in this respect. The 
land Is eo thinly populated that railroads 
oould never pay. From the hilly nature 
of the country their construction would 
o*t much, while the people are poor. And 
lastly, the present mode of travelling h 
all they need. /Time ie of less consequence 
to the Norwegians than to other people, 
because they have lew to do. They do 
not rush through life w we dot for in
stance, giving to one dey the work of six. 
They breathe ; the remainder of the civil
ised world is, for the most pert, breat#- 
less. If they have a hundred miles to 
travel they ran as well devote a week to 
it m half a dozen hours ; or, if they cannot, 
they wisely stay at home. So that travel
ling in Norway le very muon what it ww 
in England a century age. A little slower 
and more leisurely, perhaps, now and then, 
for nowhere in Norway will yon oome 
screw the fine eight ef a oeaoh and four 
tearing np hill and down dale at express 
speed. The average rate of mogrew is 
about four mitos an hour ; and, do what 
you will taking one thing srith another, 
you cannot get much beyond this. Their 
'railways, by comparison, are not much bet
ter—of stately speed, perhaps, but Uritst- 
ing.—The Argo*.

EXERCISE.*
(Continued.)

Can yon devise any method to i 
babe himself to take exercise ?

He must be encouraged to use mu 
exertion ; end, for this purpose, he 
to be frequently laid either upon a r 
carpet, or the floor : he will then r 
his limb* and kick about with ; 
glw. It is a pretty eight, to in a 
fellow kicking and sprawling on the 
He crows with delight and thoroughly 
joys himself ; it strengthens hie bac" 

him to at retch bis limbs, and 1 
hia muscles ; and is one of the beet kin 
exercise a very young child can I 
While going through his performance»! 
diaper, if he wear one, should be r 
fastened, in order that he might] 
through his exercises untrammelled, 
adopting the above plan, the babe qnil 

—ihimself—his brain is not over!
I by it ; this ia an important oon 

tion, for both mothers and nurses are j 
to rouse, and excite very young child? 
their manifest detriment, A babe reqd 
test, and not excitement. How wren 
is, then, for either a mother or a nu 
be exciting and rousing a new-born 
It is most injurious and weakening I 
brain. In the early period of his exis 
his time ought to be almost entirely I 
In sleeping and in sucking.

Do you approve of tossing an is] 
much about *

I have seen a child tossed nearly 
ceiling ! Can anything be more cruJ 
absurd ? Violent tossing of a young [ 
ought never to be allowed ; it 
frightens him, and has been known to I 
on convulsions. "He should be gi 
moved np and down (not tossed) ; ] 
exercises causes a proper circulation _c 
blood, promotes digestion, and sooth, 
deep. He must always be kept quie 
mediately after taking the breast ; if 1 
tossed directly afterwards, it inti 
srith hie digestion, and is likely to ] 
sickness.

SLEEP.
Ought the infant’s sleeping spar 

be kept warm ?
The lying-in room is generally kep 

warm, its heat being, in many insta 
more that of an oven than ef a room, 
a pla* la most unhealthy, and is 
«nth danger both to the mother andl 
baby. We are not, of course, to run| 
An opposite extreme, but are to ke 
chamber at a moderate and comfo 
temperature. The door ought 
ally to he left ajar, in order the 
effectually to change the air and thJ 
make it more pure and sweet.

A new-born babe, then, ought to 1 
comfortably warm, but not very wai 
is folly in the extreme to attemp 
harden a very young child either by i 
Ing him, in the winter time, to be in a ] 
room without a fire, or by dipping 
raid water, pr by keeping him with i 
clothing on hi* bed. The temperate 
a bedroom, in the winter time, should 
aa nearly ai possible, at 60° 

(To be continued.)

. USEFUL RECEIPTS.
^ BEAN SOUP.

Boil a small soup-bone in about 
quarts water until the meat can be 
rated from the bone, remove bone, 
coffee-cup white beans soaked for I 
boon, boil for an hour and a half,] 
throe potatoes, half a turnip and a j 
all sliced fine, boil half an hear long 
lust before serving sprinkle In a fee 
bread crumb», season with salt and ; 
and serve with raw onions aimed 
for thoee who like them.

MEATLESS BEAN SOUP. 
Parboil one pint beans, drain 

water, add fresh, let boil until ‘ 
tender, season with pepper and salt, i 
piece of butter the size of a 
more if preferred ; when done 
half the beans, leaving the broth 
remaining half in kettle, now add 
capful of sweet cream or good 
dozen or more of crackers broken 
it oome to a boil, and serve.

CARROT SOUP.
Fut in soup-kettle a knuckle of I 

three or four quarts oold water, » 
finely-sliced carrots, one head 
boil two and a half hours, add a 
rice, and boil an hour li |
srith pepper (or a bit of red pepper ] 
and salt, and serve.

CELERY SOUP.
Put in pan a tea-cup boiled ri*, I 

quarts boiling milk (or part water), I 
five or six sticks (or a head) of cele 
fine, pla* in steamer over boiling 
cook one hour or till delery is tend 
butter size of an egg, season with i 
pepper, add one or two well-beaten | 
ana serve hot,

CHICKEN SOBP,
In boiling chickens for salads, i 

broth (water in which they are 1 
be used for soup. When the < 
to be served whole, stuff and tie in a| 
To the broth add a dozen ton 
quart can), and one thinly.«lirai 
boil twenty minutes, season with i 
pepper, and two well-beaten 
aatve.-

GREEN CORN SOUP.
One large fowl, or four pounds ; 

knuckle or neck will do), put over 
one gallon of odd water without i 
tightly and simmer slowly till mead 
from the bones, not allowing it to 1 
rags, as the meat will make a ni* <~ 
breakfast or lunch, or even for the < 
Set aside with the meat a cup 
liquor ; strain the soap to remove i ' 
and rags of meat ; grate one doze 
green com, scraping oobe to ran 
heart of the kernel, add com to eouj 
■alt, pepper, and a-little parsley, 
mer slowly half an hour. Just be 
ing add a tablespoon flour beat) 
thoroughly srith a tablespoon 
Serve hot. To serve the chicken i 
nut the oup of broth (which 
In a clean sauce-pan, brat one egg, , 
spoon butter and a teaspoon flour f 
vary thoroughly, and add to the 1 
■alt, pepper, and a little chopped ; 
Arrange the meat on a dish, pour <

- drawing while boiling hot, and 
on*.

MOCK TURTLE OR CALP’S-HEAD

Lay one large calf’s head well 
and washed, bad four pig’s feet, in 1 
of a Urge pot, and raver with a 
water ; boil three hours, or until fie 
dip from betas ; take out head,11 
the feet to bS boiled steadily 
meat is out from the head; i 
oaro enough of the fatty portions 
top of tiie head and cheeks to fill ■ 
and set aside to cool ; remove 1 
■asms, and also wt asld 
rest of tiie meat with the 
vary fine, wans srith salt, 
powdered marjoram and thyme,] 
spoon of doves, one of in»*, 
muoh allspi* and a grated nut 
Ae flash falls from the ban* of 
take out bones, leaving Ae 
meat; boil all together slowly,- 
removing Ae cover, for tiro hoard 
take tin soup from Ae fire and ert I 
until Ae next day. An hour bold 
nee wt Ae stçck over Ae fire, and J 
boils strain carefully and drop in I 
reserved, which should have 
when raid. Into small squares, HsJ 
all ready as well aa Ae foroe-n 
prepare whioh rub Ae yolks of i 
boiled eggs to a paste in a 
mortar, or In a bowl with a back ofl 
4HB1ÉL adding gradually Ae bi 

i Aem, also a little butter i 
two eggs 

i flour Ae hands end ms 
l about Ae size of a l 

, into the soup fiver 
{ it from Ae fire ; stir 1 
. browned flour rub"

1 water, and finish 
e addition of a glass i 

t, and!" 
boa


