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THE FRANTIC WOMAN AND THE GROGSELLER.

have occurred,
where the wife
of a drunkard,
y driventodesper-
y ation by her pov-
erty and .nffer-
ing, and having
no law to protect
Y4 her— has “Dbe-

come a Jaw unto her-
5 self,”—and sought re-
(//dress by executing

\ “summary justice”
¥V on the cause of her
woes. Contrary to law,
against the peace of the
9 grog-seller she has “wan-
tonly, maliciously, wick-
edly, and with force of
arms,” committed sundry violent
assaults on the heads of bottles,
demijohns, casks, &c., disregard-
ing the sacred rights of property,
and exposing herself to the wrath
of the rum-seller, the penalty of
the law, and the sympathy of the
people.

Ona cold winter’s morning, some
years since, in a quiet New Eng-
iand village, a frantic woman was
seen in the street at an early hour,
making her way through the newly
fallen snow towards the village
tavern. Her dress was disordered,

ANY instanees!her hair hung over her shoulders,

and her face was bruised and badly
swolen. As she strode rapidly
through the street in this condition,
with a hatehed in her hand, she
presented a frightful appearance,
and attracted the attention of the
few who happened to be out atthat
carly hour.

She entered the bar-room just
as the smiling landlord had kindled
the fire, replenished his bottles,
swept out the room, and got things
in order for another day’s work.
Without seeming to notice the
presence of Mr. Toddystick, the
frantic woman proceeded within
the bar, and smashk went the newly
filled bottles ; the astonished keeper
sprung forward to protect his pro-
perty, but he was suddenly arrested
and transfixed by a most defiant
look from ‘the intruder, with the
startling exclamation, ¢ keep your
distanee, wreteh, or your head shall
share the fate of your bottles!?
And without further ceremony, or
opposition, she proceeded to de-
molish demijohns and casks, until
the liguors were all on one common
level with the other filth of the bar-
room.

Having finished her work within
the bar, the frantic woman made
hasty steps towards the middle of
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the room, where stood the terrified
landlerd and several of the neigh-
bors, who Dy this time had collceted
together to wonder at this strange
proceedure.  They started back as
she approached, and Mr. Teddy-
stick made special haste to get ocut
of the way.

“Don’t bhe vlarmed,” exclaimed
the poor woman, addressing her-
self to the landlerd. «I shall not
harm you. IfI should spill your
bloed as T have your liquor, I should
yid the world ofa curse; but the
law would punish me for killing a
man. But never would there be a
greater mistake! What, you a
mar,—you who deliberately ruin
your neighbor, soul aud body, for
time and cternity!

“You smiled on my husband
when he came to this place ten
years ago, a yourg man snd a re-
spectable physician. e was sober
then, and we were happy in our

- new home. You sct the bottle be-
fore him and urged him to take a
glass with you. You often sent a
hottle of wine or brandy to our
house, and {requently called him
in when he was passing by, until
your object wasaccomplished, He
began to want your liguors, to seek
your bar-rom to spend his leisure
hours where his wit and song

omused your customers, instead of

cheering his own fireside. Yox a
man !

“ At length he became a drunk-
ard, his business was neglected, the
people lost confidence in him, an-
other physician took his place, and
he was going fast to ruin. T caize
to plead with you to have merey
on his poor family, to let him have
no more yum. He told me if you
would refuse him he avould do
well,enongh, as there weas no other
place to get it in the village. I
plead with you to refuse him, hut
wyou ordered me {rom your house
with sbusive words. 1 fell onmy

knees and wept hefere yeu, and
you vepelled me with violence.

“ Again I visited youand ofltred
to pay you weekly as much as you
would get of him for liquoy, if you
would refuse him, but you heeded
menot. Andwhywasthis? Yes,
wiy? You had a mortgage on our
house and lot, and if he did not
continue to erink you might not
have the privilege of turmng his
wife and children out of doors,
houseless, pennyless, and friendlcss,
as you have the families of poor
Peterson and Anderson, who are
now in the poor-house, while you
receive rent for the houses they
once owned! You must have cur
house, too. You A sax!

“ Last night my husband came
home intoxicated. He asked for
feod that I could not get for him.
In his madness, he upset the table,
broke the dishes, smashed up the
chairs and fell to beating the child-
ren. I interfered to save them,
and he threw me on the floor, and
bruised and heat me as you sce.
The noise called in the neighbors,
who came in time to prevent him
from killing his family. But he
fancied that he bad done it. And
through the night he has been rav-
ing with deléirium tremers. The
doctor says he must dic, and soon
you can take cur home, while I
must go with my little children to
the poor house. Or youn may send
me to jail for this work. The law
will protect you and your rum, but
for me, and my home thereis no
protection!

“« You aman! No! a monster,
A FIesn!  Go on, fill up your cup.
Twill not harm you. Butremem-
ber that God has said, ¢ vengeance
is mine I will repay P’

The frantic weman went 1o her
home to find her hushand a corpse.
He was soon buried by the town,
and she with her children went to
the poor house, while the Tavern-
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keeper made cager haste to take
possession of his ill-gotten property,
apparently satisfied that he lad
worlked the card to admiration.

THE ELDER SISTER.

LY ADA GREY.

¢ Nor look, nor tone revealeth aught,

Save woman’s quictness of thought,

And yet around her is a light

OF inward wajesty and might.

OT to-day, mo-
ther, fur yottare
faintandweary.
but to-morrow,
or auother time,
for now you
need rest.”

“ Look at me,
Edith ; — there
will be no to-
morrow for me.”

Edith  Willisten
tarred her eyes full
upon the face of her
mother, and now, as
> she saw.its sudden almost
") supernatural beauty, she
comprehended all. She
had heard often of the
strange illumination of
countinance, which is so frequently
the smre precursor of death; and
now the trath flashed across her
half-bewildered mind, and tears
came fust through her quiveriug
eye-lashes, as she fived one long,
mournful gaze upon that beloved
face.

“Be colm, my child ; send Anna
away, that we may be alone.”

Ldith obeyed, by a slight motion
of her hand, and when the attend-
ant had left the room, threw hersel{
upon her knees by the bedside, and
pillowing her head no her mether's
bosom, sobbed in agony. .

“Can you hear me talk of dying,
Edith—of my own death?’ .
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The trembling girl answered
only by a eonvulsive sob, and by
nestling her head still eluser by her
mother’s wildly-beating heart.

For a moment the slender, white
hand of the dying mother pressed
upon the head ofher weeping child ;
then, linking in her own damp,
chilly fingers the warm hand of
IEdith, she said, It is wrong to
shrink {rom this, my darling; you
will not think, when a green turf
lics on my bosom, that our kearts
are sepatated ferever. No, Edith,
your mother’s spirit shall wateh
over her child, aud Iecaven will
seem nearcr {o your heart if your
faith is strong that she awaits you
there.”

Again gently and caressingly
her soft hand Iay upon the head of
the pale, weepiug girl, and her lips
noved in silent prayer.

« Listen to me now, my Edith,
while I tell you of those hittle ones.
{ cannot confide them to the care
ofa stranger—uone can watch over
them with the love and forbear-
anee of a sister. Their carthly
wants will be cared for, but tuey
need mcre. Oh, Edith, how can [
ask it of you?”?

Edith arose from her mother’s
elasp, and laying her hand upon
her clear, white brow, said, witl
unnatiral calmness. -2

«Tell me all, mother; have
cver shrank from obeying cvery
wish of yours?? .

« God has given you a woman’s
feelings in your girlish years, and
he will give you strength to bear
all. May His blessing rest upon
your head forever,aud may you be
true to others as you have been to
me! I must leave my little, be-
loved onesio your carc. Walch
over them as no othcr can, with
such deep love as yours. Butan-
other word, my Edith : do not thiiik
unkindly of Ziém, their father. He

is not your parent, but whenever
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little trials and cares_disturb your
heart, and you would be unkind
or reproachful, think of me, and for
my sake be kind, be gentle, be
patient,~but above all, be forgiv-
ing. Now nearer, nearer, Edith,
let me lay my head upon your bo-
som,~—mine has been your pillow
long. Close, close, my Edith—
there, thus let me sleep.”

The moments went slowly by—
mements like hours to the lone,
young watcher, and close she twin-
ed her arms about the slight form,
almost hushing the beatings of her
own heart, that they might not
disturb the slecper on her breast,
A twilight dimness was stealing
into the curtained room, when she
pressed her cheek against the white
brow resting so calmy bn her breast.
Its touch chilled her very heart.
Now guick tears came in showers
over the faces ol the. living and
the dead; and hours after, the
friends found the two, ed
cheek to cheek: the w X~
hausted girl sleeping a ©ss,
fevered sleep, and the pal®, fair
mother resting in undreaming
slumber by her side.

The morning after her mother’s
death, Edith Williston sat alone in
the darkened room, her head lean-
ing upon her supporting hand,
while thoughtfully she resclved
upon her future duties. After one
night of wild anguish, a twilight
peace had come over her spirit—
a calm, high resolve, to be faithful
to her womanly mission.

‘While shesat thusalone, a sound
of hushed, reverent footsteps reach-
ed her ear,—~then a timid appeal
from a child’s clewr voice. The
latch was softly lifted, and a slen-
der, fair-haired girl, leading two
beantiful children, entering the
apartment.

“ Where is my mother? I want
my mother,” said a sweet, childish
voice.

Edith rose, and, with strangely-
unsteady fingers, looped back the
heavy drapery from a window, and
veiled her eyes, with a sickening
feeling, from the sunbeams that
fell in a golden flood upon the floor.
‘Those joyous, dancing sunbeams—
oh, how garishly they mocked the
stillness of that chamber of death!
Quietly raising the child in her
arms, she leaned over a couch, and
silently drew aside the curtains.
There in pale, serene beauty lay
the dead mother.

“ Who will be our mother now,
sister 17

¢ She will watch over us still,—
but you are mine, now, all mine.”

Thus strong and calm in her
pure and holy love, stood Edith,—
while who shall doubt but o minis-
tering angel whispering peace to
her heart ?

* . L4 « L4 ‘ L

Two years went round, and Ed-
ith 'Williston’s young brother and
sisters were left to her care alone.
The parent they had now lost had
been a man of stern, austere nature,
severe and unbending in his
family-—one who had never shared
their trivial joys and sorrows, but
had ever borne into his domestic
sanctuary the same calm, dignified
business air which he had wormn
abroad in the world. He had car-
ed for their wants—provided food
and clothing—attended to their
education, but there was another
education which he had taken little
heed of—the formation of habits of
thought—the development of social
feelings—thesilent home-influence
that forms character forlife. Thus
a double-wearing lot had fallen
upon Edith ; yet never, until the
night of death approached, did
he appreciate the gentle, self-sacri-
ficing spirit that had wrought a
pure and blessed influence in his
household. He had never seemed
near to her-—never as one to whom
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she could go with her trifling cares
and vexations. FHe knew that her
position in his family was une by
choice, not compulsion—she had
not poverty with its vexing eares
to annoy her—she was honored
and esteemed—what could she ask
more ?

At first she had seemed tohim as
a dependent, but when he thought
of the future, of his children, he
felt how in patient affection his
quiet step-daughter had moved
among them, and left them to her
care. Thuswithanew and solemn
promise upon her heart, and that
beloved mother’s trust, Edith Wil-
liston entered upon her early wo-
manhood. She could not share a
deep sympathy in her new trials
with even her truest friends, for
few could understand the firm con-
viction of duty, and the love un-
bounded, which had impelled her
to take that burden upon her. For
awhile her spivit almost sank, as if
an iron chain were around it, weay-
ing away the free, elastic freshness
of her girlhood ; but ere long her
character, early developed, took a
strength and firmness unusual to
her years, Hers had always been
a serious, guiet natuve ; not mejan-
choly, but calin and thoughtful, and
now it became strengthened, and
elevated, and yurified, from a con-
sciousness of her duties and require-
ments.

A lovely and happy group was
that in Edith’s home-— Mary, a
mild, sweet-tempered girl, with her
mother’s soft smile and her eyes of
light,—Grace, merry-hearted and
gay as a summer bird, a child of
the spring-time ; and George, a
bold, daring, fearless boy, with
many faults, and a spirit {ree and
aspiring asa youngeagle. Hewas
Edith’s idol.

The gentle, dove-eyed Mary
seemed almost like a Zent treasure,
that-must early be returned to the

giver, God ; she was so pure and
lovely, in the freshness of” her un-
sullied nature, so abnoest faultless,
that Edith could not dream of
moulding to her will one who seem-
ed so perfect from the Creator’s
hand. She was the sweet dove of
pence in their home~—an angel that
had nestled among them in her
wanderings from an upper world—
a light-hearted, delicate creature,
fragile-looking, and graceful as o
young willow, with soft, shadowy,
dreamy eyes that scemed to have
stelen their purity from heaven’s
own blue. Idith did not fear for
her, or for her joyous,darling Grace.
She knew from her own life, that
woman’s character and feclings are
more than those of man dependent
upon others—that her naturc re-
ceives more casily, ond retains
longer, an impression from outward
influences. And knowing this, her
only thought was, as the clasping
of their hearts revealed
to give them some-

nourish the unfolding flowers with
the dew and the sun-light of love.

But her restless, wild-headed,
fearless-hearted George—she look-
ed wpon him with many eager
hopes, yet with a thought of
auxiety, for her own finger had
traced out for him a life of noble-
ness. A fearful duty seemed her’s
—to curb and calm his strong, im-
pulsive feelings; his undeveloped
energies to aid ; to give his mind
a direction that should form for him
a character of strength, and integ-
rity, and decision. Her heart clung
to his, she joyed in his beauty ; she
saw in him much that gave promise
of a noble manhood, and humbly
she prayed that the little seed plac-
ed in her care might not fall by
the way-side. The boy was kind
and loving, and reverenced that
elder sister asa mother, yet he was
wayward, and spurned the control
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of a eniding hand, antd longed to!out, and rab de ground agin deir
trust himself aloue ; but sh2 wept noses to take away der tashte.
over his funlts—guiied, guarded Hogs couldn’t shiand it, now how
and supported him as none but :1!——makc dem orful sick. Old dad
mother could have betterdone, and shid, “ neffer geefs it up dat' way 5
daily and nightly for him herheart'so nexht week, I geefs der hogs
went up in besseching prayer to anoder of der cherries, and when I
God. comes mit der bucket to feed ’em,
right away dey scem something
wrong. Up dey all walks shlowly
to der feed 5 and when dey schmelt
dey cherries, afl turned right aroud
A TILANKSGIVING STORY. mit deir hind quartiv to de trogh!
Ever since dat time, mine boy,
when drr prandy subject comes up,
T shoots rights ubout face, and
,hothin to do mit der subject.”

We felt as though we had heard
an impressive temperance lecture,
and congratuluted ourselves that
Unele 8. had strengthened the con-
viction that temperance is better
than indulgence.—Jowr. Com.

(70 3z concluded in our noxt.)

@y N Thanksgivingalternoon we

& went to sce anold gentleman
Unecle S , who lived on' Long
Island, on his furin newr Srooklyn.
Mr. S. iz from Germany, and has!
been fer somne years a sirong tem-
perance man. although' brought up
with an ardent appreciatioa of the,
virtuss of grape-juice. « Uncle,”,
said we, winle putaking at his,
bountiful table, ** ow came you
to relinguish the use of wine?” L.EGISLATION.

« Well,” 1'95%“‘3’1(1'3“! the hale old'¢rp following extract is taken
gentleman, unbuttoning lus vest to| 5¢° 500 sermon. delivered b v
make room fir the third plate of Rov. Mr. Kirk, i

ne ev. Mr. Kirk, in 1846,
turkey to which he had helped o
himsslf, ¢ I tells you, den. When| The legislatuves have one of
T first comes {rom Jurmany, we;three courses to pursue — man-
moved iuto Lancashter county, in!agc and restrain the traffic—let it
Penusylvania, and dere was nojalone —prohibitit.  Of the license
wine; so cvery year we make o, system 1 will say, that with the
barrel of cherry bounce, and we all{ kuowledge now possessed, it is in
gets trunk reguiar cvry Saturday:the first place utterly indefensible
cfening. Nexhtsphring,when dar as asourse of revenue. My, Ever-
bonnce was all drinked up, T geefs’ ctt computes that the use of alco-
der chervies to der logs. Der,holic beverages has cost the United
consequence was, der hogs gits| States in the last ten years, $120,~
shoost as trank as a lot of peeple.{000,000;5 has burned or otherwise
By and by the hogs get soher again,! destroyed $5,000,000 more of pro-
and I trics em mit aneder 1ness. |perty ; has destroyed 300,000 lives s
Der hogs was very hungry, and sent 150,000 persons to our prisons,
come runnin up for ther frogh,|and 100,000 children to- the peor
schquerling, like der teyful; den|house; bas made 1000 maniacs,
dey shtick in deir shnouts, and|and 200,000 widows; has caused
shmack leir chops till dey git tashte} 1500 murders, and 2000 suicides;
of deir cherries; aud den dey alliand has bequeathed to the country,
run svound der yard mit der tongues| 1,000,000 of orphain children. It
wide open and der mouthshanging |is, then utterly unwise to authorize
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the traffic, as a source of revenue.
And it is utterly uscless, if designed
for prohibition, when, if thcre be
any right to prohibit at all, there is
a right and o duty to probibit cu-
tirely. Tt is utterly inetlicient as a
guaranice, that the trade will be
conducted iu the way most condu-
cive to the public good, when
Julges Jay and Edwards, and
many othersadd their carnest testi-
mony, that the traflic in spirituous
liquors is among the most fruitful
causes of erime; the former thus
strongly expressing himself—¢1
have spent too large a portion of
my life in the administration of
criminal justice, not to have seen
many melancholy proofs that cur
accursed license system is a prolific
source of crime.” The traffic itself
is unquestionably an immerality.
In a duy of so much light, it cannot
be other than 2 erime, to continue
administering to the depraved ap-
petites of men the means of self-
destruction. And if it be wicked
to contributc by furnishing the
means to the spiritnal and immortal
saicide of a man, then by construc-
tion, a legislature is at least “an
aceessory after the fact,” if it lend
its influence and authority to the
traffic. Prohibition is then the
duty of legislatures.

- A Westery Editor, in an article
addressed to ligquor dealers, who
contend that tihe Bible sanctions
the use of alcoholic drinks, recom-
mends that they read aloud to such
of their customers as may call cach
day, two or three chapters of the
Bible, by way of advertising and
defending their business.

Tre man who never speaks to
nobody was married last week to
the lady who never speaks ill of
10 one.

. Do-good with that thou hast, or
it will do thee.no good.

DISGUSTING CUSTOM.

child dies not
exceeding three
cr forr years of
age, its parents
donotlament cr
gricve lor it,
which they
woull consider
heresy. As soon
as the child com-
mences to sufler the
agonics of death, its
purents make pre-
puarations for feast-
ing it. The day of
AN, its death, they kill the
RF) T fatted calf, and all the
;‘o Y turkeysand fowls there in

the houte 5 they also buy
a barrel of Mcsto wine, hire singers
and dancers, and spread the repert
that Don Yo-and-so will celebrate
the Little Angel.  When the child
is dead, it is dressed and decked
with flowers cf all kinds, its face is
smeared with crimson, and it is
then seated on the table to preside
and authorize the feast. The Lit-
tle Angel I saw was adomed just
as I have deseribed it.  Morcovey,
that the child may appear alive,
they place two smali sticks between
the cyelids—the eyes remaining
thus forcibly open. At the airival
of the singers, revellers and dane-
ers, the feast commences, and very
soon it is converted into the most -
furious, licenticus and unbounded
carousal.

The parents encourage and stim-
nlate the revels ; and the more the
father drinks and cncourages the
company, so much more glory will
the Little Angel enjoy in Heaven,
The parents do not give this feast
with the sole object of celebrating
and iucreasing the glory of their
Litile Angel. The carousal helps
them to sell their  beef, cazuela,
chanchito arrollado, cider, andthe
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Mosto ; and after twenty-four hours
find that they have made a clear
profit of $20 or $30. ‘The father’s
speculation dees not end here.
After he has speculated with his
child’s body, he lets it out to the
highest bidder for twenty-four
hours, whe, fullowing the father’s
cousse, recovers his expenses, and
ten or twelve dollars into the bar-
gain. In this manser, the Little
Angel goes round as vile merchan-
dizé, giving its hirers, the menn
{fruit of a corpse’s profanation. The
Little Angel T saw was in its third
hire, and beginning to decay, in
spite of the incense and cau de

cologne that soothed the smell of

corruption.,
_
A STIFF-NECKED GENERATION.
EV. DR. BURNS, in his ad-
dress at the Caledonian So-
ciety, in allusion to the difference
ameng temperance men, velated
the following toillustrate that there
is enough for all 10 do. 1t is too
good to be lost.

There wasa poor fcllow in Scot-
land, who, from his simplieity and
inoffensiveness, had scquired the
sobriquet of Duft Jock. flc wasa
constant attendant at chureh, and
having got there one Sabbath
morning before the minister, he
mounts the pulpit, to the surprise
of the wholc congregation, to

whom he was known. ‘The min-

ister soon made his appearance,
and called Jock to come down.

“ No, come up here,” says Jock.

« Come down I tell you,” repeat-
ed the minister with some warmth.

# No, no,” replies Jock, “you
come up; this is a stiff-necked gen-
eration, and there is work enough
for hoth of us.”

QuerY.—Does a man feel gir-
lish when he makes a “maiden
speech

NOW.

Anssc! for the day is passing,
While you lic dreaming on ;

Your brothers are cused in armour,
Aud forth to tae fight are gone;
Your place in the racks awaits you ;

Fach one has a part to play ;
The past and the future are nothing
In the tacc of the stern To-day.

Arise frem your dreams of the future —
Of gaining a hard-fought feld ;

Of storming the airy fortress;
Of Lidding the grant yield ;

Your futarc kas deeds of glory,
Of hosor (Gud grant it may !)

But your arm w.ll never be stronger,
Or needed as now — to-day.

Arise! if the past detain you,
Its sunshine and storms forget ;

No charms so unsworthy to hold you
As those of a vain regret ;

Sad or bright, it is past forever;
Cast its phantom aims away,

Nor look back, save to Jearn the lesson
Of a nobler strife to-day.

Arise ! for the hous is passing 3
The sound that you daily hear
Is your eaxemy marching to batile :
Rise ! rise ! for the foe is here !
Stay not to brighten your weapons,
Or the hour will strike at last ;
And, from dreams of a coming battle,
You wilt waker and find it past.

Now ! now ! is the time for exertion,
‘Teetotalers flee to your arms?
The armies are mustering strong,
Regardless of threatened alarms;
Confiding in justice and right,
The monster to fell at a blow;
Dow’s far-famed taw of uld Marnz
Will slay the long insolent foe.

THE HUMAN MIND.
“The human mind—that lofty thing”?
The palace and the throne
‘Where reason sits, a sceptered king,
And breathes its judgment-tone..
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NATURAL HISTORY.—Ast. L

E present our young read-
ers this number with an
engraving representing

the Tomtit, or as itis sometimescal-

led tit-mouse, together with i*s nest.

This is one of our American birds,

active, noisy, and restless, rdy

beyond any of its size, braving the

severest cold of our continent, as fay
north as the country around Hud-
son’s Bay, and always appearing
most lively in the coldest weather.

The maleshave a variety of very
sprightly notes which cannot in-
deed be called a song, but rather a
shrill, frequently repeated, and
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often: varied twitter. There are
also various European varieties of
this bird, the greater Tomtit is
about five inches jn length. The
nests of almost every kind are con-
structed with the most exquisite
art, and with materials of the ut-
most delicacy, such as moss, hair,
and the web of spiders, with which
“the whole is strongly tied together.

These wee thingssometimesfight
violently with each other, and are
known to attack young and sickly
birds that are incapable of resist-
ance, always directing their blows
against the skull.

Mr. Knapp, a gentleman who
hasstudied the habits of birds very
closely, says he was lately exceed-
ingly pleased in witnessing the ma-
ternal care and intelligence of one
of this species, for the poor thinghad
its young ones in the hole of 2 wall,
and the nest had been nearly all
drawn out of the crevice by the
paw of a cat, and part of its brood
devoured. In revisiting its family
the bird discovered a portior in
the tangled moss and feathers of
their bed, and it then drew the
whole of the nest back into the
place from whence it had been
taken, unrolled and rescttled the
remaining little ones, fed them
with the usual attentions, and fin-
ally succeeded in rearing them.

“JadiE” said an honest Irish-
man to another the first time he
saw 2 locomotive, “what is that
snorting baste 7 ¢« Sure,” replied
Jamie, “an’ I don’t know at all,
unless it is 2 steamboat splurging
along to get to the water.”

A STREET SCENE.

AN HIS world is a
g great dice-box,
and nobody can
tell what will
¢tupn up’ at the
next throw.
There are inci-
dent and ro-
mance enough
transpiringevery
“day in the streets of
the metropolis to fur-
nish material for the
\ poet and novelist to
the end of time.
A few evenings since, a
well-dressed  gentleman
was passing up Broadway.
Foreign suns had evident-
ly given to a face once fair,
a tinge of bronze,and though near-
ly half a century might have rolled
over his head, yet it had left few
traces behind it, and no ervidences
that the shadows were fading far
to the eastward.

Near Trinity Church sat an old
apple woman. A taitered cloak of
taid was thrown over her shoul-
ers ; her eyes wero dim, her hand
trembling, and the thin gray hair,
escaped from the keeping of a cap
guiltless of lace, lay upon hex
cheek. The old woman was watch-
ing for purchasers, and her eyes
rested upon the form of a stranger
as he proceeded, leisurely along,
pausing now and then as he seem-
1agly recognized some spot familiar
in other days, or noted some unex-
pected, and tohim, doubtless, pain-.
ful changes.

The old woman suddenly drop-
ped her basket, and the apples roll-
ed hither and thither, but she did
not heed them. ¢George!? she
exclaimed, as she sprang to her
feet,* George P The stranger turn-
ed in the direction of the voice.
In an instant his quiet manner
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vanished. ¢ George? ¢Mother !’
and the twain was clasped in each
other’s arms. Greatly did sume
marvel at the seene. ¢ Hastheold
woman fainted ? cried one.
she been stealing ¥ asked another.
Yes, she has been stealing—steal-
ing whole years of care from Time
and flinging it to the winds. But
¢one touch of nature makes the

whole world kin) and there was,

many a heart that beat softer at
the scene. Twenty years ago
George had left his home in Utica,
New York, and gone ¢ down to the
sea, and done business npon great
waters.” After varied fortunes,
that brightened at last, he had
returned to find the old homestead
razed to the ground,a block of stores
oceupying its site, every inch of
svhich had been dear to him. He
found no brother, no sister, to wel-
come him,—but an old man had
pointed out his father’s grave. It
was sunken and without a stone
to mark wherehelay. Of his mo-
ther he could obtain no trace. She
had left Utica long ago to seek her
son in New York and had never
returned.

‘Whe can tell how she watched
and waited and wept for that first
born, wandering son! who can tell
%y what a painful descentshe went
down from comifort and home to
the streets, old age and poverty.

But now it was all made right.
¢ The dead wasalive again and the
lost was found ;’ and to-day, who
thinks she would exchange places
with the most favored of fortune
that dwell in mansions of marble ?

God grant that much joy break
not the pitcher at the fountain or
wheel of the cistern. God grant
anany such meetings in this world
of parting.—N. Y. Tribune.

Tae young lady who was carried
away by her feelings, was able to
walk back.

¢ Has .

Istring tying it down.

A FISH STORY.

CS OUR clergymen, a Baptist,

Presbyterian, Methodist and
Roman Catholic, met by agree-
jment to dine on fish. Soon as
|grace was said, the Catholic rose,
armed with knife and fork, and
taking about one third of the fish,
comprehending the head, removed
it to his plate, exclaming, as he sat
down, with great self-satisfaction,
' Pupa est caput ecclesiae, (the Pope
is the head of the church.) Im-
mediately the Methodist minister
arose, and helping himself'to about
one-third, embracing the tail, seat-
ed himself, exclaiming Fines cor-
onat opus, (the end crowned the
work.) The Presbyterian -now
thought it was time for him to
move, and taking the remainder
of the fish to his plate exclamed,
In media est veritcs, (truth lies be-
tween the two extremes.) Onr
Baptist brother had nothing before
him but an empty plate and the
prospect of a slim dinner, and
snatching up the bowl of drawn,
melted butter, he dashed it over
them all exclaiming, Ego Bapiizo
vos. (I baptize you all.)

Every school-boy knows thata
kite would not dy until it had o
It is just so
inlife. Theman who istied down
by a half dozen blooming responsi-
bilities and their mother, will make
a stronger and higher flight than
the old bachelor, who having noth-
ing to keep him steady, is always
floundering in the mud. If you
want to ascend in the world, tie
yourself to somebody.

« Mige, why don’t you fire at
those ducks?—don’t you see you
have got the whole flock before
your gun? “I know I had, but
you see, when I getsa good aim at
one, two or three others will swim
right *twixt it and me.”
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EDITORIAL.
OUR TROUBLES.

UCH of our sub-
{,scribers as
W have had the
opportunity o f
seeing the now
discontinued
CADET, but until
lately published
by Mr. Becket,
will no doubt have
been very much sur-
prised, ifnot shocked,
TR0 at the charges
7 & brought in the expiring
number against some ore or
N, other connected with the
*4/ Lire Boat. They will call
to mind that in the issue for, March
last, our then publisher briefly
stated the causes which had mili-
tated against the circulation of the
Lirs Boat, adduced the reasons
which had led to its transfer to the
Messrs. Rose, its present proprie-
tors. They will please oblige us
by taking the trouble of referring
to that article, after which they
will be able to judge whether that
of the Capzr,which is subjoined,
and of which we complain, had
any foundation in truth or magra-
wimity. It has always been the
conviction of the writer hereof,
(Jack Aimicell),that the CADET was
started, not with an honest desire
to serve the Temperance cause,
but with the settied purpose of kill-
ing the Lire {BoaT, and althongh
we 'may have heen mistaken in
our opinion, yet, under this convie-
tion, the CapzeT always appeared
to us as a recurring prcof of this

P

feeling on the part of its publisher.
‘We have the consciousness that
our course hasbeen on the whole
one of great moderation,and we
believe the pages of the Lire Boar
will be examined in vain for any
evidence of emnity towards Mr.
Becket, or anybody else, saving
Johnny Barleycorn. The very
passage in the March number
which the editor of the Caper
characterised asa malignant attack,
is, we are bold tosay, totally unde-
serving of so outrageous a name,
and can only be viewed as the
ebullition of a disappointed and
angry mind venting its impotent
wrath in naunghty words.

It will also be seen that,in ad-
dition to malignity, somebedy is
charged with treachery and hypo-
crisy, and a prediction ventured,
that the future of the Lire Boar
will show how much stupidity the
Temperance public can exhibit, by
suffering itself to be imposed upon
thro’ such abominably base means.
The many good and sensible men
who have sustained the publisher
of the CapxT in his business as a
Temperance man, will know how
to appreciate these compliments;
but we beg to add, that if the writer
intends to fortell the failure of the
Lire Boart, and the event should
justify his foresight, it will only
have shared the fate of the CapxT,
whose demise, we suppose, ke
would not like us to attribute to
the treachery and hypocrisy of its
publisher.

« Our DELAY IN PUBLICATION—

It was not easy to determine
whether the Cadet sheuld be pub-
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lished another year or discontinued.
On seeing the malignant attack
which is made in the Life Boat by
somebody on our publisher, most
people would have resolved to per-
severe with the Cadet ; but he has
magnsnimously resolved to give
way ; and then an opportunity will
be afforded to ascertain how far
treachery and hypocrisy can im-
pose on a credulous public. The
Life Boat is discontinued vy Mr.
Campbell, and professedly goesinto
other hands. Caution is neces
sary, however, in dealing with
slippery people ; and, therefors, we
cannot inspire any confidence into
the minds of our young friends as
to the future of the Zife Boat.”—
Cadet, Morch, 1854

From the above paragraph, it
will be evidert that the publisher
of the CapeT did somebody a serious
injustice, not only by his charges
of malignancy, treachery, and hy-
pocrisy, but by the caution to the
public against the future managers
of the Lire Boar, whom he desig-
nates as sléppery people, or, in plain
English, as people of questionable
honesty. The present publishers
could nof, under these circum-
stances, avoid calling upon Mr.
Begket for a retractation of these
charges, and as there was no aller-
native, he inserted the following
notice in the TEMNPERANCE ADVO-
cATE, which the Messrs. Rose,
whose only desire was to be put
right before the public, agreed to
accept -

« The publishers of the Life Boat
regarding the above—which ap-
peared in the last number of the
Cadet—as an injurions reflection
upon their character, and having
expressed a wish that such should

be removed ; we beg to state that
we did not intend the remarks to
bear any such construction ; we
simply intimated a doubt as to the
continuance of the Life Brat, os
the present publishers had not is-
sued a prospectus to that effect.
As all doubt is removed by the is-
sue of the first number of the third
volume, of course our remarks are
nugatory, and are taken back as if
they had not been written ”—Cazn-
ade Temperance Adueccate, 15th
April, 1854.

We regret being cbliged to oc-
cupy so much space with this sub-
ject, but being desirous of treating
it finally, we have toadd a few
words more, and unless we are
provoked to renew the discussion,
it will be at an end.

1. The Lie Boar has no com-
petitor as a Juvenile Temperance
Journal, and as it is generally be-
lieved the highly important order
of Cadets can scarcely hope to
exist without an organ, we beg re-
spectfully to press the Lire BoaT
upon their attention.

2. We are the more emboldened
to urge _our request, now that the
publisher of the late Caper and
proprietor of the Anvocate has
withdrawn alZ the charges contain-
ed in his offensive article.

8. The first number issued by
the present publishers, and in truth
the present one, will be proof
enough to inspire confidence in the
future of the Lire Boar.

We have done, and now take
leave of our patrons for this month,
by soliciting their kindly interest
in our little book.
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CADETS OF TEMPERANCE.

Rovar MounTt SecTION.—On the
evening of the 14th inst. this sec-
tion held a special meeting, for
the purpose of having their officers
installed, when the following were
duly obligated :—J. W., W, Simp-
son; W.,, W, Mann; U, A. Rose
G., W. Thomson; A. T., Hugh
Harold; T., G. W. Weaver; 8.,
A. Hutchison; A.T., W. J. Thom-
son 3 V.A., D. Buchanan ; W.A., I,
W. Campbell—Worthy Patron,
‘G. M. Rose ; W. Associate Patrons,
W. G. Slack and E. Brown; W.
‘Chaplain, A. Dawson.

After the iustallation services
were over, recitations and vocal
music were introduced, aud the
evening was spent inia most agree-
aable and happy manner.

The attendance of parents and
friends was more numerous than
we have seen it on any previous
-oceasion, and we hope a greater de-
gree of interest will in future be
felt for this hopeful band of total
abstatners.

‘We understand that the section
Is to change its place of meeting
con 1st May-— Howard Division
thaving leased a set of rooms cap-
able of accommodating Royal
Mount Section, Victoria Union, D.
of T., and themselves. We are
happy to hear of this arrangement,
and trust it will tend greatly to the
-extension of these several associa-
tions.

To the Edilor of the Life Boat.

Sir;—At the last meeting of the
Grand Section of Ohio, held at
Cincinnati, Nov. 8, 1853, the sub-
Jject of a National Section, tc be
composed of delegutes from Grand
Sections of the United States and
‘Canada, was freely discussed, and
a comnittee appointed to call a
‘Convention, to meet at Cincinnati,
for the purpose of forming such a

National Section. What course
this committee has pursued, I am
ignorant of, but I know that no
such Convention has been called.
Deeming it of vital importance
that such a National Section should
be formed, T detcrmined to press
upon the different Grand Sections,
through your columns, the import-
ance of appointing committees to
act in comjunction with ours, or of
taking some other decided step in
this matter.

“In Union is strength,” and it is
no less true that in disunion is
weakness. How are union and
strength to be gained by the Cadets
but by having a fountain head?
A National Section is what we
need ; let us have it! Ohio has,
to the best of my knowledge, taken
the lead in this matter; but, Tam
sorry to say,she has taken but few
steps, and those were shori ones,
towards the object to be reached.
‘Will not the Cadets in your Pro-
vince put their shoulders to the
wheel? Let every Section in
Canada instruct its delegates to
advocate this measure —to press
it upon the attention of the Grand
Section,

Yours, &ec.,

GEORGE DE FoREST.
Cincinnati, April 15, 1854,

SENSIBLE HOGS.

OME years age I made a visit

in the Bay of Fundy, and
finding a cozy place there, quite to
my mind, I spent a week ‘or more
in that vieinity. While there, I
had occasion to notice the move-
ments of sundry hogs who came
down to the beach at low tide, to
feed upon the clams that abound
in the sand. You are aware that
the tide rises thirty or forty feet in
that part of the country. The con-
sequence is, that it must come and
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recede very rapidly—so swift in-
deed does it rise, that cattle unac-
quainted with the state of things,
not unfrequently get overtaken and
drowned. The old hogs in those
parts however get accustomed to
the tide. They find out not only
that it ¢ waits for no man,” but that
itwaits fornohog. Oneday, while
Iwason the beach, Isaw a regi-
ment of hogs, as busy as they counld
be, rooting for clams and feasting
on them. Watching them care-
fully, I could not help noticing that
several of their number ever and
anon placed one ear in the attitude
c”listening. They would remain
in that position 2 moment or two
and then go on eating clams. At
Iength one cunning old fellow, after
listening an instant, utiered the
well known note of alarm, and off
he and the whole regiment ran at
the top of their speed, out of the
reach of the tide. When I placed
my ear near the ground, as the
hogs did, I discovered what they
discovered, and what I did not
know before—the rear of the tide
coming in, and found it necessary
to retreat about as'speedily as they
had done. What do you think of
that, reader ?

AN INELIGIBLE SUITOR.

N old soldier, with only one
arm, being reduced to mendi-
cancy to obtain a livelihood, made
acquaintance with a brother beg-
garx, who had grown rich by the
craft. “T should be happy,” said
the soldier, “ to ally myself with so
distinguished a member of our pro-
fession : you shall give me your
daughter.” “Hold ! my dear sir,”
replied the warm old gentleman,

“you cannot think of such a thing.!

would draw blood out of a. stone.”*
“ Do you think, then, that you will
find one worse off than I am .1’ % To
be sure! why, you have only lost
an arm ; and ought to be absolutely
ashamed of yourself to expect that
I will give you my daughter. I
would have you to know, that I
have already refused a fellow with~
out legs, and who goes about the:
city in a bowl.”

SELECTIONS.

“ T BeLIEVE the jury have been
innoculated for stupidity,” said a.
lawyer. ¢ That may be,” said the
opponent, “ but the bar are of opi-
nion that you had it in the naturak
way.”

A CincixnaTieditor, being asked
“swhat is the news ?”’ replied :

“ 8ir, T sell my news at ten cents.
a week ! don’t bother me.”

AN exchange says, when David
slew Goliath with a sling, the latter
fell stone-dead, and of course quite
astonished, as such a thing had
never entered his head before!

Jest—Would you jest with the:
tiger, first see that his teeth are:
drawn ; with the fool, first see that
his ears are cropped. With the
silly and brutal you can neither jest.
nor reason. You must cage the:
one and cut the other.

“ ONCE on a time,” an Irishman
and an old negro were figlting,,
and while grappling with each
other, the Irishman exclaimed—.
“You black ,cry ¢ enough!™
Pl fight till I die.”

“So will I,” sung out the aegros;;
« I always does.”

Savs Vanvenargues, our virtues.
are dearer to us the more we have
to suffer for them.—It is the samne-
with our children. All profound.

She must have a better match than {affection admits a sacrifice.

you can make, You are not half]
lameenough. Myson-in-law must
be a miserable looking object, who

How to keep your own Counsel
—Get into a Chancery suit, and
you will never get xid of him.
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ENIGMAS. - CHARADES.
NO. I, No. I.

Sir,—The following enigma, if deemed
worthy of notice, is offered as a contribution
to the Life Boat.

T am a word of 11 letters.

My 4,5, 6, 3, 9, was a Ruoman general.

My 9,2,9,10, 11, wasa Roman emperor.

My 1, 8, 11, 11, 5, 10, 11, was a Roman
patriot. .

My 9,8,4,2,9,10, 11, was a great his-
torian.

My 9,5,9, 5, 8, 3, was a great painter.

My i0, 9,5, 4, 8,13 a city in the United
States.

My whole was a Roman dictator,

I am yours, &c.,

N

Montreal, April 12, 1854.

No. If.
Str,—By inserting the following, you
will oblige.

I am composed of 14 letters.
My 14, 6, 4, an enemy of Temperance.
My 1,2, 3,4,5, 9, a kingdom in Europe.
My 2,12, 7, 9, the name of a flower.
My 1, 3, 5, 9, the index of the mind.
My 8, 6, 4, 13, a mighty Ruler.
My 9, 13, 14, belong to the feathered tribe
My 10, 6, 12, 4, king of the forest.
My 11, 9, 2, 8, the herald of the morning.
My whole the name cf a"celebrated Lec-
turer,
Yours, &c.,

Z. S.
Point a Cavagnol, April 14, 1854,

No II1.
I am a sentence composed of 22 letters.
My16,7,3,10,18 is 2 mountainin Ara-

in.

My 2, 8, 4, 10, 6, 20, 2, is a lake in Brit-
ish America.

My 1, 14, 20, 13, 22, 4, 13, 11, is a siver
in Russia. .

My 12,13, 21,19, 2, 6,15,isa town in
the United Stdtes.

My 3, 18, 10, 3, 10, 22, 17, 13, 10,9, is
a mountain in St. Helena.

My .0, 14, 12, 2, 6, 19, 10, is a small
Republic in Burope.

My 1, 13,19, 3,10, is a town in \frica.
% My whole is a piece of advice to all who
wish to avoid a miserable life, or an un-
timely death. R

M. LEONARD.

Drummondville, E. T., 1854,

With joy it is taken, with rapture return’d ;

Not kept for a moment when lovingly earn’d.

A dish that is served on a platter of pearls,

All garnish’d with coral—despise 1t, yet
churls!

Of nectar, ambrosia compounded the whole,

\\'ithb a b]ouquet that flavors the brim of the

owl.

*Tis a crop that you gather as soon as’tis
sown ;

A bubble thut burstsinto nothing when blown.

Its substance is changed to a shadowy ghost,

If you give it by proxy, or send it by post.

A thrill of delight, an Incendiary spark—

Impulsive, extatic—a theft in the dark,

And should she her loss the fair ravish’d
deplore,

The thief’s ever ready the prize to restore.

And should you, fair creature, this riddle

divine,

The answer Pll give you—it straight shall
be thine:

But boware ! should you fail—TI will, Sphynx-
like to sup,

Witha 'thous:md such marvels, devour you
up !

No. II.
My first, if my second’s first letter you’ll add,
Yowli do, if you fail to solve me;
An affectionate title applied to a pet,
Youw’ll find my second to be ;
My third, were you drinking a cup of hottea,
I think you’d be likely to do ; .
My fourth denotes trouble in vulgar parlance,
(The word is employed but by few ;)
My whole’s a large river—now go get your

map,

Sit down and patiently scek,—

Shonld 1 tell you where it was, then you’d
know where to look,

SoI¢guess’ Il ‘keep mum’ till aext month.

The answer to Enigma in our last num-
ber is—SaINT PETERSBURGH.

The answer sent iz by Z. S., Pointa Cav~
agnol, T. D. Reed, and O. S. H., Montreal,
is correct.

CONUNDRUM.
Why are Cashmere shawls like deaf

yeople 2 Because you can’t make them
here.
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