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“Jlo will not Woo Again.
_but a word, a careless word,
side and passmon spoken;
i} that word the chain th
oloving hearts was broken.
'gprv_ wrath has pas<ed away,
eb.i'uw words remain ;
in the lady weeps and sighs—
 will not woo again.

p

or love may light fer path;
other move Ais heart;
Janging seasons come and go

| who or -what they might

at bound |

|
|
|
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uch of what ‘was said, u?
mmﬁ Yoices
eager eyes all that passed near her, and
busied herself with conjectares agﬁ to
‘be. She had
observed, & greafer part of the evening,
l'fqil.eliluéking"hﬂy-*very' ainly dress-
ed, sifting in a cornér, and, as she saw 2

the confused

and took possession of it. * As fhe per-
sonage who had =o attracted her atten-
tion came ifto view again, she ventured
to address the
knew who she was. T
ed"ye:{ pleasantly—

* I received an introduction
the beginning of the'evening.

hre !Q’dy ‘answer-

“to her in
‘Her nam

‘|is Flanatord, T Believe, Mrs. ‘Hanatord.

“*Really,' Mary said, ‘I can ‘searcely
imagine her'a common' person. . She has
the air and manner | had always sappos-
ed pertained to persons of nobility.’

“T'had no suspicions,’ returned the

incog ;' and she smiled a peculiar smile,
as she said this, that Mary’ did not quite
understand. She seemed so affable, and
answered all her questions so pleacaatly,

part of the evening, talking to her in
quite a patronizing manner, not doubt-
ling xhe was glad to have ‘some one to
talk to, as she learned she was somew hat
a stranger, like herself.

On the next dax, «iting with her enn-

d find them still apart;
once bright eheek 15 paler now ;
s bears a trace of pain;

days are so_rropu'lul, and yet
will not woo again.

- mo]el as strangers, ealm and cold,
_ cahfnly. coldly, part,
none may guess that tranquil _mien
snceals a tortured heart,
im the lworld hath los! its light,
het all joys are vain ;
anep\por memory bring relief—
will ot woo again.
,ﬂmt love long tried and warm,
okl wither in an hour,
tihat pride o'er human hearts
bould wield such fr-mljnl power

sin in the parlor, and the topic of the
I party coming up for discussion, Mary
| asked— :

i * Who was the lady that attracted so
much attention, last evening, and 'who
had such a distingnished appearence ?
| I thonght she must be some person of
| distinetion.
| .
ilnm{ air.’

' Julia langhed. * Why that was Mrs.
' Hanaford—an ex-milliner who has late-
lv come into possession of an immense
Hfortune, and who seems now
to repay the world some of the scorn
<he met from it when in a subordinate
position.’
* I= it possible?” Mary exclaimed.

wonld never have believed it.

‘1

I observ-

| she looked down npon those around her;
| I canght her eve once, and she gave me
a look as though she would annihilate
me.

ot spproach her, so she contented,
out “and making’
ot distinguish

ary [illd=tfate some of the pe

, but shé watched with

vacant seat near her, she crossed over

quiet lady to ask if she’

I'am sure she had a high- |

resolved |

ed, though, the airof disdain with which |
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enius; there are many things in human
: hrkéf,ar Ay

‘o, of which your, philoso-

ledves a: moment, *listen, and [ will
read it lo you :— v ALAIR
‘No oneever possessed superior in- |
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phy has not yel dreamed. " Here is the| |
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‘I'H get rested first. Yes, I'll ind me a

nice, cool, shady place, and sit down
there, and think awhile.

she tripped away in
8 I LV T

search of'a musing
. ‘But puddénl ¥y her.at'rim._ were arrested ;

tellectval qualities, without knowing
them. The alliteration of modesty ‘and

is grest, the veil of that modesty you
admire, never disguises its extent trom
its possessor. It isthe proud conscious-
ness of certain qualities, .that it caonot
reveal to the every-day world, that gives
to genius, that shy and reserved arnd
troubled air, which puzzles and flatters
yon so when'yon encounter'it. Do not
deceive yourself, viin worldling, with
the thought thatthe embarrassed air of
von great man, iv e sign he does not
know his suoperiority to - youw. That |
which yon take for modesty, is but the |
struggle of selfl-esteem; he knows but |
(too oppressively [ how immeasurably |
‘greater-he is than you, and is only dis-|

| counter him, he finds himself suddenly
|descended to your level. He has nnl|
conversalion—he has not thoughts—he |
[ has not intercourse with snch a< you. Tt-

his own,'

| I believe this lo he true,’ said Julia, |
Er‘Tn.-:iug the book. ' Persons possessed ll
|of true =aperiority are not, themselves,
amaware of the tact, thongh they may

| somelimes appear so. The very diffi-

{dence that seems to belong to them ; ol-

ten has itx origin in pride. They know

their own superiority, but feel conscious

that itis not always apparent to others.

They know, too, that the crowd cannot

appreciate them, as - persons must pos-

sess superior ment themselves in order

to discern it fully in cthers, and so they

take refuge in reserve, oflten because

thev despise the homage of the vulgar.’

‘given me a good many new ideas. 1
think, after this, T shall judge of peaple’s
ment in a ralio inverse lo their preten-
sion, and pay homage accordingly.’
‘You will as often recoonize real
meril by this course, ‘as by the opposite
one, thongh not all persons possessed of
saperiorily, are averse to display, or des-
titute of vanily.
life  we

Poor Gold=mith, whose

* You have surely, cousin,’ said Marvy, ‘

the light faded from her joyous eye; the
song died on her lip. There, on the

merit is pretty enough, but where merit green turf beside her, the midsummer

sun pouring its torrid rays upon his up-

tarned face, buried in what seemed |

deathlike slumber,ay a man in the prime
o. life. Tattered and torn were his gar-
ments, a battered hat beside him, a bro-
ken bottle clenched in the rig ht hand, a
blotted paper in his hand. :

¢ The pnor, sick man,” sard the . won-
dering child,’ out here in the hot kun
asleep. It's too bad. How sorry his

folks would be if they only knew where

lie was, Heé must have beed: going to
the doctors, for he has a bottle and a pa-

Mother says

oL won't §6 homie qaite yet," daidiehs. |

'.-.‘r '; :

i
shits L A I

RC
2 little purple babe on her Iap, sat on a
ricketty chair, the only one in the room,
close to the hittle window, stitching ' as
fast as her fingers could fly. Onastraw
bed in the corner lay iwo other little
ones, lossing in fever fits, while a boy
of Isabel’s age crouched beside them,
erying, * O, I'm so hungry ! I'm so hun-
gry'"

' Thank God ! yon've come back .at
last, William," said the woman, as they
enlered. o e

“Thank God! I've been broughtback
said the man, with a choked  voice,
“And here is the little angel that brought
me, saved me. Bless her ! Mary : bless
her!" and he led the half-scared child to
the knees of the wondering wife.

‘I aint a little angel,’ said she. I'm
only a little girl—and I saw him sick
and asleep out in the sun, and [ fanned
him, and brought him water, and took

per, and I guess he was so weak he

couldn’t get theie, and fell. down... The
poor, sick man~—~how I wish I could

Iaily. 'Gr h('r beiﬁg a d“c“?sﬁ or pl‘in(‘!i‘.‘s iconcertp(l‘ be{‘.a“gﬁ in lha Placcg )rﬂu ens- l make hill‘l WE“.'

She looked awhile and then hesitating-
ly approached him, and sat down beside
him.

with soft, delicate motion which we give |

to the dying friend.
tears were streaming down her cheeks,
and she was wailing with a hushed voice
but sobbing beart over his lonely lot.—
She was wondering if he had a wife and
little ehmldien—and if they knew how
sick he was ; and wished he would get up
and tell her where they lived that she
might bring them there.’ .

A 1ong while she sat there a patient
thonghtful watcher. Only once she
ceased the cooling breeze—it was lo
fold her little hands as she had been
tanght, and breathe over him a prayer.
That prayer! The angels hushed their
harps to listen, and ‘there was joy in
heaven.' f

At length the sick man turned and
{ossed as though his sleep was mostly
over. *Poor wman, said hislitttle nurse,
‘poor man, you'll be safe and stiff I'm
‘afraid, sleeping so lonr .on the ground
| when it fained only l:ist night. Poor
' man how sorry I am for vou." But now

And all the time|

care of him.., Weren't you. . worried
about him, so sick ?’

‘Yes; so sick—so sick said the
man. *And  when they ask you
what ailed me, tell them I was sin-sick,

| sin-sick. Go home, now, little angel—

go back to heaven; you've saved .me,

. ' marde me well.’
She took out her handkerchief and |

wiped. away the great drops that had ga- |
that Mary remained near her a greater ';iu your littleness disconcerts him—not ' thered on his brow, and then fanned him

With fleet steps Isabel ran off and

reached her home, all ont of breath, just
as her father was descending the steps
in search of her.
. “ O, father! father!' she exclaimed,
‘ come into the house, quick, quick: I
want to tell vou something.” And she
heeded not the many questions showered
upon her by her worried parents till she
had told her «tory. :

“And O, father! O, mother! if you
conld have seen where he lived. A
poor, sick man down in a cellar: only
think—a damp cellar fora sick man, and
nothing but a bed of straw, and two lit-
tle sick children and one boy crying, for
some'hing to eat, and a little baby that
was hall-starved; and sucha poor, sick
looking wite, and only one chair. O,
the poor folks! '

* And he would have it that I was a
little angel—and he told his wife so.
But I told him I wasn't, and I told her
so; Twas only a little girl. But she
kissed me over and over again, and said
[ was a ittle angel. Do I look like an
angel, mother I’ Do let me see,’ acd
she ran to a mirror. * Why, no; I look

her little cheek is laid close to his bloat- tjust like what [ am, a little girl. What

would hear his words.

weep thou not for those who die— |qnm=nly in her appearance, and it seems | by, but this' was veuallv under cireum- | dible ang pleading.

r them all ‘ears are vain;
weep o'er living hearls grown cold,

ho ne'er may love again.
e e
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I'rom Arthne's Home Gazetle,

DGING FROM APPEARANCES.

BY HELEN R. CUTLER.

|
{couain l\lut'}“!\atl aot mingled much

he world, and was not au fuil to
heages of fashwonahle rociety, and
u:ly unaware of the curious medley
hich it is somelimes composed. In

implicity, she i-nagin2d that ail that

red was pure gold, and the greater

The conse-
go was, that upon her first ntro-
on {o society, her unsophisticated
were dazzled by a vast amount of
el, :

he went to visit a cousin in a gay lit-
town about a hundred miles distant
her father’s residence.
Julia Seaman, was a showy, fash-
able girl, fond of gayety and excite-
t, but possessing besides a fund of
rvation anl good sense. Soon alter
arrival, she was invited, with her
un, lo a party, All the elite cf the
e lown, she was told, would be pres-
vand she was in a flutter of expecta-
hall the day preceeding, and felt
¢h solicitude ahout her appearance.
weat, and was almost bewildered
the display of beauty and flash of
tity—~the ‘want of genuineness of
ich she was not skilled to detert.—
¢ra while, becoming separated from
tonsin, she souzht a seat where she
ild observe at her leisure the crowd
d her. There were gay young
l:l‘&:th in their blooming bea.ty, and
tng beaux, with a background of
Matrons and their dignified lords.

-~ ¥wone lady in particular who,
$0€ often passed near Mary in prom-
¢, altracted her attemtion by ' the
*ndor of her attire and ker lofty de-
or. “She seemed one blaze of jew-
iand then Mary could not help no-
8 lhe fine white and red of her com-
Yon.  She noticed that those around
Iteated her with particular deference.
tircle gatheied about her, and seemed
"8 on her words ; and Mary observ-
W3t they laughed with peculiar zest
r sallies, the words of which she
U not catch ; and she thought—* She
'!',‘3. ton, as gell as noble and beau-
- andthe wonder with which she
" '*@arded her increased. She was
Mar of the evening, the cynosure of
f¥es: and as Mary sator ghded about
“liced and unknown.. she thought
¥ Pleasnt it must be to be so endowed
"ture and fortune—to be so caress-
'."' honored and looked up-to. And
_VWished, in her simple heart, (hat
_. Was some way in which she could
nzuuhdhenelf. and tower above her
 And receive their homage. . But
'y useless for her fo aspire g:o anys |
» ofthekind. She had neither heau=

falent, or wealth, and she ‘sighed as
hought she showld m:&:l the
o O dazzling the eyes! ré.—t
oy nted torfind Jotia, w0 ask her!
{ s lady wae, but the- volatile girl

vesoiten her lttle lcounbry “eotisin,

olare the mofe worth.

Her cou- |

to it naturally on her, as one .accus-
| tomed to deference.’- _

| *She s usad, [ suppose,’” =ail Mary,
lsmi!ing, but in a =arcastictone, ‘to oh=e.
|

| whom <he has had to rule.’

* What a severe airl von are. But
| xhe 1= surely beantiful.™ What a brilliant
leomplexion she has.'

e Youn amu<e me, cousin,’ Julia,
|'l[m-_:l|ing stll more, *and ca'l to my
lmind some lines [ once read, by N. P.
| Willie, I think. [ cannot recollect them
| all, but some unsophisticated person
\wa.« struck. in a crowd, by the appear-
ance ol a lady, whom he or she, thought
J_f-xtremely beautiful, aml among other
lexpressions of “admiration elicited by
'the pbject of atiraction, exclaimed—

‘Beautiful tresses. See, Colanthe !
how gloriously they float vpon a neck
that rivale alabaster. See the color
steal up to the lucid forehead. Who is
she, Colanthe ' * A milliner from Par-
18; who wearsa wig, and paints egre-
gionsly I'—and the last is certainly true,
with regard to the lady of your admira-
tion.’ .

* I did not think of that,” said Mary :
‘I have not been accustomed to seeing
people who were painted. A lady of
whom I enquired, told me she was Miss
Hanaford, and she was not aware of her
being anything more ; but, as she was
almost a stranger herself, I thought per-
haps she might not know all about her.’

‘The lady -in a plain brown dress,
with whom I saw you speaking?’

‘ Yes { do you know her ¢’

‘ Very well, by reputation ; she is not
a resident of nur town. That was the
celebrated authoress, Mrs. S LT

* You are surely joking, cousin,’ said
Mary ; witha look of difmay. ‘T ‘had
no idea of her making anv pretensions
to be anybody. She seemed so guiet,
and =at back there, alone, and no one
seemed lo pay any particular attention
to her.

* Few present, I suppose, were aware
of her having any claims to' superiority.
It was her choice, doubtless, that they
shounld not. She would not choose, |
think, to be made a-lion of. She is visi-
ting some relatives in town, and has not
been  out before. But are yon not
aware cousin that those who feel se-
cute of real superiorily, are often the
least presuming, while those who are
consciozs that their cleims are not
well founded, who, by saome chance of
fortune, perhaps, have become elevated
frotn an obscure position, to a station
for which they are unfitted, resort fo ar-
rogance and pretension ‘to support their
unreal dignity ; and though they may
thus awe the vulgar, or deceive the sim-
ple-minded. the "traly eslightened and
refined easily fathom their shallow pre<
tension= ; their innate vifgarity is sure
to peep through. despite all the airs they
puton. [ intended to tell you last night
who this lady was, after T learned, that
you might be aware that you had seen a
live authcress, but other thingsput it ont
of my head.{ i ey

¢} with you had "done so, cousinj [
fear she thought' me rude, I addressed
‘her so unceremoniously. - But, to con<
fess the truth, T thought ‘she would be

F:!if]

lm&aed*by the superiority éf*ihoké-ibolll
," : ’ “‘-‘ - R N TNYTYee] . &

r'- “Please hand me that’ book' lying'iby
yourelbow, cousin,’ snidd Julia, “ondI

© %0 a distant past oficphe! roomy

 wilbresd younipassege in it that will

b — ] ¥

quiousness from® the apprentices over |

pleased 1o have somé one notice her. 1
thought she seemed diffident” and op=
ti

| stances when he particalarly wishied to
| appear lo advantage, and thovght his
'claims were not sufiiciently recognized.’
1 y -
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Tiikk LITTLE ANGEL.

Fram Gleason's
|
|
‘ BY MRS. CAROLINE

A. SOULE.

.
| *May I go on the common to pld%?
['ve been a good gl tn-tla}*,] warbled
the dear little ﬁvt, Isabel Lee, in a voice
that was sweel as the song ol a bird al
sunlight: and up and down the stairsshe
went, singing her childish ditty, and
searching eagerly for her mother that

she might sbtain the desired permission.

* Say yes, do now, that's a dear, good
imnlher.' she exclaimed, when at |P.H§‘lh
'she tound herself in the arms ot the loy *
led one. *Miss Jane says I've been a
(very good girl, indeed; and she SayS,
too, that air and play will do me much
good. And there’snoplace in the world
where T love =0 well to play as on that
dear old common of ours. [ call it our
little country, mother, 'cause there aint
no houses there, nothing butl grass and
‘trees and water.’ .

* And bidlings from human nests,” said
the mother, as she lovingly kissed the
darling. ¢ Yes, you may go, but mind
and not play too hard—and be sure, Bell,
to get home ere the dinner is ready.’

Merrily then patfered the slippered
feet after bonnet and cape and hoop—
and menily sang the happy voice:

*1 may go on the common to play,
I guess I’ll be good then every day.’

Very demurely did the littie girl pace
the crowded and fashionable thorough-
fare ; but O, how lightly and joyously she
bounded down tle =tone steps. And
once -on the gravelled path, with God's
green grasa beside her—his noble trees
arching above her— his free, glad sun-
shine quivering on their lops, dancing

{

as she raised her damp face,
|dreaming and thinks they wont give it|
| td him. “Oh. if | only had some; it's so |gazing long and earnestly upon it.
'hard to want!a drink of water and not |none can look without emotion upon that
Here her eve rested on the | pictured face.

broken bottle, and a happy thought struck |
She carefully unclasped his hand, |

* Just one glass more—one, one, only |
I'm dying for it—give, give, one |an

one.
more—only one !

were reading, “often showed | ed face, for his lips murmur and she | made them call me an angel?
'proofs to the contrary of this, and some- |

Do yvou

Broken, indis- | know, father? do vou know, mother?'
But there is certainly something | times subiected himselftoridicule there- | tinct once are they at first but then au-!But they only elasped her in their arms,
] v -

land said: ‘little angel, little angel.’

In the parlor of Mr. W. there hangs
equisite’ painting—a little girl is

'kneeling on the turf, her eyes raised to

‘He's begging for water," sobbed she heaven, and her hands clasped in pray-

to have it.’

her.

‘He's |ler.’

 Is it a porlrait? asked a friend, after
For

‘It s’
‘May I ask of whom ?-and he turned

seized the dark glass and hastened to|lo his host—but was surpri-ed to see

the pond. ‘It will hold some ; it will be
better than none,” said she, as she dip-

giving draught. She poured a few drops
on his parched lips, and then laved his
hot forehead and burning cheeks. That
water, that dew of human love, dripped
through his life pores and down to his
very soul. It broke the stuporthat pal-
sied his nerves. He opened his heavy
eyelids, and gpzed first vacantly, then
wonderingly about him.

‘Do you feel any better?’ whispered
the girl, in tones lew and sweet as the
cradle hymn of a mother ; *do you feel
any better ? I'm so sorry for you.’

‘ Better, betfer.” murmured he, °‘yes,
I feel better. {But where am 1? what
am [? [lay downin bell, a devil tramp-
ling upon me, and | wake up in heaven
an angel walching over me. Aint you
an angel? aint ] in heaven?’ Aud bhe
seized her hand convulsively.

‘ Don't say such naughty words,” said
she ; ‘don’t sir, you scare me. No, |
aint an angel, nog yod aint in heaven.
You are out here on the common. |
found you here asleep in the sun and |
was so sorry tor you I sat down and took
care of you. 1 am nothing but a little
girl. Shall I give yousome more water?’

lipst

Water from an angel’'s hand may save
my soul.’” And he drank, and then he
sat up and looked around, and at the lit-
tle une beside him.

through their interlacing boughs. Here
mottling the soft turf, and there bathing |
it in a golden tide. ' Once beside 1he!
mimic lake, with its leaping, laughing,
musical fountain,—once out in that ‘lit-
tle country,” and Isabel, happiest of the
happy, flitted through the lorg walks,
| with a"step that seemed almost winged,
so fleet, so airy was its tread; 'while her
voice rang now in childich glee, and: a-‘
gain in birdlike songs; and her pulses|
‘beafing with quickened life, sent fresh, )

'an added lustre to the bnrlliant eve, a
warm, glad gush to the panting heart,
and a thrill of joy to the itnprisoned soul.
Out on the common niight be what God
{meant she should be while her years we: @
young. A child, a romping, wild, frol-
icsome child; and gather in her buoyant
sports that strength so needed in the life
to come ; that vigor which shieids the
heart from mufiled notes. She rolled
her hoop; she tozsed her velvet hall;
| she “hipped dand hopped to the barber's
| shop ;- she made friend« with. the little
girls'who romped beside her, and.lent
them her hoop while sheé jumped their
rope; she watched the little boys launch
‘their boats, smiled with them when they
bore a gallant rail;-and spoke a comfori-

g word \when rhey metwith a sardden
ing woecks.she played withine babies—

addened thechearts of the wearyvinuis-
esiWith abindosad adoving ward}:and
then, faivly tirad ‘ont,
{from’ the noisy ?WJMJ*T

i

‘-.
et

L o

waridered 'Iimy h

¢ Little angel.’ said he, * there is hope
for me yet: hope for me. Heaven sent
you to save me. Bless you! bless you,
little angel !’

‘But I aint an angel,” said she, art-
lessly. ‘1 am only a htile girl. Feel
of my hand; you couldn’t tonch me if I
wvas an angel. And see, [ haint got no
wings either.’ But he only |said, *little
angel, and lay his head in her lap and
wept. s '

*Poor man,! s:id she, as she bathed

bright hues to the delicate cheek, gave|his hot temples and flushed cheeks; llan(l even of married Saditie Ho.sadnam.-

nlich their ruin. These altempts, which{

“poor, sick man_ I'm ss sorry for you.
Haint vou got any home ?' He answer
ed not, bat only sobbed the louder.

By-and-by he looked up and saul to
the pitying child, * little angel, can you
pray?

“Yes, sir, [ can. T prayed for you
while you was asleep.’ ' '

* Pray again—pray aloul—le{ me hear
vou." * And shdknelt beside him, clasp-
ed her hands and prayed, *Our Father
which art'in heaven.” When she” had
ceased he laid his head again upon her
lap and sobbed. -' :

“Shan't 1 go and find your folks for
you, poor man ?* asked she. 1t's get-
ting late, and I must go home soon.’

“*Take me to'them, little angeél—take

\lhn great tears rolling down his cheeks.

* That is the little angel,” said a brights.
ped it in and bore away the cooling, life- | eyed bay, who stood beside him.
ilh

er always calls it so.’

father solemnly. *She was a liltle an-
cel—the angel that made me a man
again. That made your mother-a hap-
py wife . and you a little, purple, sickly
babe, the bright, glad boy you are.’
Yes, thou wert an angel, sweet Isabel.
In heaven thou art the little angel still.

AN OfFER oF MARRIAGE.—An Ore
gon correspondent, in & recent letter to
la Western paper, véntures an account,
as an opening for some well recommen-
ded young white man in Oregon, in
want of a wife:

“The Hayns Chief offers one thonsand
head of horses to any respectable white

man, well recommended, who will marry |

his daughter, a girl .of about eighteen,
settle down among them, and teach
them agriculture. _

« These horses are worth from filty to
eighty ‘housand dollars. I have seen
this valuable sqnaw. She is about the
medium size, with tolerably regular fea-

i head, black eyes and dark hair.

and she held the broken bottle 1o his!; imis square.

: 'her shoilders,
¢t Waler?! water! yes, give me some.

tures, high cheek bones, sloping fore
Her
Her long hair hung over
profusely ornamented
with shells and beads. She wore a robe
made of fawn skins, most beautifully or-
namen‘ed with beads and shells. Her
step wa= light and proud, her gait easy
and graceful.

-
-

-

Dispaich contains a long and interesting
account of the conduct-and character of
Rev. James Cowper, calling | himself a
Methodist preacher, who had almosl

i

|

| Englis

 Clay Street Chapel,

succeeded in getling charge of the Clay
Street Chapel in that cily. C..is an
hman, who is strongly suspected
of having poisoned bhis first wife, and 1=
known to have made diveraaliempts to
secure the affections of young females,

were made in the North; were some-
times but tco successful, and he comple-
ted his career of infamy, by engaging

the affections of a young lady, named

Miss Martha Fletcher,in South Groton,
Mass,, whom, vnder a-false name, he
married and s:ith whom he came to
Riclimond; on a call, as he =aidl, from the
The unhappy pa-
rents/of the girl, Jearning his chancle!'.
determined ta expose him and save their
dangliter, and the uncle.of the latter fol-

e to them," and He ' 'weized her hand

and led et away out “of ‘that beavtiful
greén’spof, ‘::y dcross ‘Weveral ‘st s,

and down into & dark; gloomy, c¢
S i iTE - 1 PDiaae. O LBl x
wotian, with

L

F
214

‘home.
TR POV, haggird Tooking

'has gone_home, with her,uncle.

lowed ‘the raseal fo Richmom! wilh’:‘
abundant proof of his infamy. Miss

" In a late abolition speech, Miss ‘Lu
Stone said t"M'!ﬁM - .
otton in thée ears of men, let ps logk for
c. 3 lfﬁoﬁ&!’mﬁ,‘ofif ei"f.'r v sl
" Wen't you find- cotton there-too] Miss
Lucy? . A e o g 2

H 14,

ly a centary old :]=='Tho’ [ never had

affection has taken so deep Rootin me, |

' Fa-+

* And I call it so rightly," said the

’

REVEREND R.ASCA L.~ T he R-ich.mond '

| [ believe if [ go to the devil dat uma"‘m.‘o the. wilaslingunile Soing
Lin the eastern part of the cily, present-

When he hooks her dress.

? with ils solution, was sent
St | aﬁl-,';?!gqnm!&- 1

1854, .

A Love-Letter n Hundred yéars Old.

[ An antiquarian friend  has shown us
(auyaihe-ﬂiu;l:) a very brown old let-
ter on paper and in the cramped chi
l'lpl?y of the period of a hung:ed y::f:
ago—thebody of which letter we here
copy literally for our readers. Wheth-
er it is the original letter, or a copy
from'it, or & copy from some published:
work, we are unable to say. Bat the
paper’and writing before us are certain-

the Happines tosee yon, no, not so much
as'in a preture, and Cansequently can
no more tell what Complexion you are
of, than he' that lives in the Remotest
parts of China; yet, Madam, I'm fallen
passionately in love with you; and this

that in my Conscience I will die a Mar- |

tyr for you, with as much Alacrity as
Thousands have done for their Religion,
tho! they knew as little of the troth for
which they died, asl'do of your Lady-
ship.. This may sarprise you, Madam: |
but you'll gease to wonder, when I shall |
inform what it was that not only gave |
birth to my passion, but has so Effect-
nally Confirmed it.  Last week ridiug‘
into the Country about my lawful Affairs, |
it was my fortune to see a most Magnifi- |
cent Seat upon the Road: this Exciled

my' Curiosity to eaquice after the Owner

of =0 Beantifal a Pile; and being inform-

ed it belonged ta your Ladyship, 1 be- |
gan that very Moment to have a strange
Inclination for you; butI was further
Informed that two Thousand acres of the
best land.in England belonged to that
Nable Fabrick together with a fine Park.
Variety of Fish Ponds and such like
Conveniences. 1 fell then uop te the
Ears in love, and submitted 1o a Power
which I could not Resist. Thought
to myself the Owner of so many agreea-
ble things Must needs be the most Char-
ming Lady in the Universe: what tho'
she be old her trees are green. What
tho' she has _lost all the Roses in her
Cheeks, She has enough in her gardens.
With these thoughts T lighted from my
horse, and on a sudden fell so enamoured
with your Ladyship that [ told my Pas-
sion to every tree in your park; which
by the by are the Tallest, Straightest,
loveliest, finest shap’d trees [ ever Saw;
and [ have since worn ontabovea Dozen
Penknives in Engraving your Name up-
on 'em. [ will appealto your Ladyship,
whether any lover-ever wenl upon more
Solid Motives than myself. Those that
choose a Mistress wholly for her Beautly,
will infallibly find their Passion to De-
cay with that: those that pietend to ad-
mire a Woman for the qualities of her

LI5S ik -

| instruct you; but to let you

-est things.
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03 Certain baoks are written- ot to
suthor knew somethings |
0 At Salem, hmu}
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full believers in the speedy
things were baplized. P"‘Y :

el vt o Lo
‘standing on her dignity’ came very
tumbling off the other i.-yn '

- B3 Many per-ons will make s
remarks, though they are by no
prodictive. Hence they sey the straang-

@ The effect of good music is -mot
caused by its nivelty. . Onthe '

it strike us more. the more familiar we
are with it, : Y
07 Shakepeare’s dramas want esse

ow and then; they are more than they
ought to be. This shows the great poey

n

. 0~ Superstition is the poesy of prace
tical life; heace a poet :x none the worse
tor being supersfitious,

83 [ will listen to any one's convice
tion=, but pray keep your doubieto yours
self. [have plenty of my own. :

07 The decline of literature indicates
the decline of the nation. The two keep!
pace in their downward tendency.

¥ Why smml-l an editor look upon

it as ominous 'When a correspondent signs
himself‘Nemo?' Beecause there is an o«

men in the very letters.

& All clever thonghts have been
thoaght before.  You must try to think
them again. .

G~ The sentimentality of the English
is humecrous and tender: that of the
French is popular and lachrymose, and
mandhin; German seatimdutality is aae
tive and realistic.

07 Literatore is fragmonlary, and:
yet it deals in endless repetitions, show«
ing how cabined, cribbed, and confined
the human mind really 1s,

Give children a sound moral and Jifés
rary education—useful learning for sails
and integnity {or hallast; set them afloat
upon the =ea of life, and thejr voyage will

be prosperous in the best sense of the
word. v

PracTicat.—A petition has been pres

mind, are guilty of o Piece of Pagan su-

| persiition, long since worn thread bare

by Plato and his Disciples; for he that
loves not a fair Lady for- ler form as
well as her Epirit, i= only fit, in my o-
pinton, to make his Court to a Spectre ;
whereas, Madam, yov need not question
the sincerity of my Passion, which is
built on the same foundation with - your
house, grows with your trees, and will
daily increase with your Eslate.. For

all I know to the Contrary, yoar Ludy- || was the daughter of a clergyman,’

ship may be the handsomest woman' in |

the world, but:whether you are or no,
signifies not a ferthing, while you have
money Enough to set you off; tho' you

were ten times more foibidding than the |

Present Red rose Countess of —and ten
times older than the famous Conntess ef
Desmond.

senied to the Peunsylvania Senate ask«

[tng the creation of a new county, to be

|called *Young America,’ or *Fillibuster.’

| 0% Three Things Modern Young Men
iCulri\'alv—ThP acquaintance of a youn
tady with a plenty of money—a shirf col-
lar as high as a garden wall, and a monse
tache. :

-

§@ A ministeis wife, being asked the
place of her nativity, replied, ‘I am so
‘unfortunate as to have no native place;

0~ Thé Millerites, in New England,
have renewed th=ir zeal, of Iate, and ¢on-
fidently predict tha eud of the world
this year,  They do not name the pre-
cise day.

ArrecrioNaTE.—Samuel Lover, the

T am, a soldier by my Pro- |celebrated novel writer. has married a

fession; and as | Fought for pay, so with | rich old woman, since his return home

pay. All your Othersuiters would speak
the same Language to you, were they as
honest.as myself: this I will tell yvou for
your Comfort, Madam, that it vou pitch
upon mwe, you'll be the first Widow upon
Record. from the creation of the world
to this present hour. that ever Chose a |
man for telling her thetruth. Iam yorr
most passionate, etc.'

How 1o Exsov A Kiss.—The editorof |
the Wilnington. (Del.) Herald, who ap-
pears to know_all about the matter, thus
discourses about kissing ;: Of course you
mus! be taller than the lady yowintend |
to kiss... Take her right band in yours,
and draw her gently towards you. Pass

Heaven's blessing; I Design to love for |

from this country, and has wri'ten 'songs
and sayings of Samuel Lover," to be re-
cited in public.

e A correarnmlent says: ‘My name
is Summerset: ['m a miserable bachelor.
[ cannof marry for how canl h to
prevail on ary young lady possessed of
the slightest notion of deiicacy to tura a
summerset?’

(<7~ The woman who neglects her hus-
band’s dilapidated shirts, to attend sew-
ing circles, and make flannel shirts and
moral pocket handkerchiefs for the
heathen, is ‘kinder,’ made up in bad
style. The sooner sne starts for the
South Sea Islands the better for Mr.
Brown. \

your left arm over her right shoulder,
diagonally down across her back wunder
her left arm, and press her lo your bo- |
som. At the same time she will throw
her head back, and you have nothing tnt
do but lean a litile forward and press|
your lips to hers, and the thing is done. |
Don't make a nvice over it, as if you

were firing percussion caps, or (rying

the water-cocks of a steam-engine, nor

pounce down upon it like a bungry hawk

upon an innocent dove, but genfly fold !
the damsel ia your arms, without deran- |
ging the economy of her tippet or ruffle,
and by a sweet pressure upon her mouth
revel in the sweet blissfulness of your|
situation, without smacking your lipson |

it as you would over a roast duck. |

It Forrowep Him.—When the A-|
merican flag was unfurled from its staff|
in Tampico, an aged Spaniard was heard |
inveighing with logubrious earnestness |
against the pertinacity with. which the!
ﬂgg had pursued his fortunes, ‘I was
de S]mnisliconaul in de Louisanne butl
soon dat flag whas raise and I go to Pen-|
sacola, but soon dat flag was raise over
me dare. Iliveden in de Texas, but
dat flag he follow me dare. Says I, I
go where dat flag never come; | come
to Tampico, but here is dat flag again.— |

flag wil!”folqu me dare,’

_ ‘When does a man rob his wife!'~—

hich Tfa:n &

‘me lrom|

It natgrally, by
8

.. The.above conondrum w

{der of the present Co

still living, spparently. in

i A ma\':l genius is always, in. the
beginning of Nfe, as much unknown to
himself as to others—and it is only sfler
frequent trials, attended with ‘success,
that he dares to think himself equal to
the undertakings in which those who

have succeeded, have fixed the admira-
tion of mankind. -

In the House of Representatives om
Wednesday, A. O, P. Nichdison, of the
Washington Union, was elected printer
to the Houv<e, in place of General . Arm-
stiong. deceased, to serve for the remain~

ngress. _The vote
stood 122 for Nicholson,, which was 20
more than a majority.

@@ Miss Cary has just published s
book of poems, among which is the fol-
lowing parody on Longfellow :

' * Tell me not in idle jingle,

Marriage is an empty dream,

For the girl is dead that's single,

And things are not what they seem,

Married life is real, earnest, '

‘Single blessedness a fib; g

Taken from mep, to mﬁn returnest,

'Has been spoken of the rib.

"
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