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creep in,” said the man.
mean by that ?” :

“Well, sir, it’s so. Sometimes L get a
bed in a cellur, and sometimes in a garres,
just as it bappens.”

“Do you pay for it ?”

“Q, yes, indeed. They won't let you
sleep for nothing.”

"ﬁow much do you pay

“Sixpence or a shillin
where it is 2"

“Why don’t you stay in one place P”
asked the man. “Why do you go from
cellar to garret, as you say, just as it hap-
pens ?" s

“Cause, sir, they get drank, and swear
and fight so, most everywhere I get in,
that I don't care to go again; and so I
keep moving' round. Shine your boots,
sir 7"

And, secing a customer, off the boy ran,
for he had his living to earn and couldu’t
stop to talk when there was business to
do.

_The man walked away more than ever
interested in this brave little fellow, fight-
ing, at so tender an age, the batiue ut&iﬁv.

A few hours later in the day—it wae
mid-snmmer and ¢h¢ alf DOt and sultry—

as this man was passing the corner of a
street where an apple-woman had her
stand, he witnessed a scene that we will

describe.

The apple-woman had fallen asleep.— |Jimmy, trembling all over, while ine
Two boys—a newsboy and the little beot- | face lighted up suddenly with bopethad
black just mentioned—were at the stand, [JOY- '
The newsboy, who was largerand stouter “Yes, my r boy,” answered the
than the boot-black, seeing a good chance | man, whose heart was feeling yery
to get apples without paying for them, |toward the child. “I will be" your
was just seizing two or three of the larg- always, ‘E' you will be hooest, truthful and
est, when the little boot-black pushed Ub""]""l- :
bravely in, and the man heard him say : “I'll try to be as good as I ean, sir,"

“That’s stealing, and it can't be done!" |Sobbed out Jimury, losing all command of
The newshoy grew red with anger as l‘"j feelings. _ 3
he turned fiercely upon the little fellow;| Then the man went with him to a store
raising his fist to strike him ; but his well. | Where they sold boys' clothing, and selec-
aimed blow did not reach the suft, yet |ted everything he needed to wear. But
bravely indignant fuce, for an arm strong- | before Le let him dross up in bis new gar-
er than his caught the descending fist and | ments be took him o a bath bouse, thgt
held it for an instant with a firm grip.— he might wash himself clean all ovor, snd

will be & good boy, he' will always take
care of you. Do yohg know that it was
God who led me to the woman's
stand just in time to see yuur ve and
honest act ?* | R

I‘fyhe boy opened his large eyes, wonder-
fully.

“Wo cannot see God, baut God jean seo
us; and what is more, can look isto owr
hearts, aod kyows all we think ¢e feel,”
replied the man. \

“Oh yes, sir, my mother told ni
But I don't know how He led you

“He leads by ways that we oW not,
my child. I think I can make youwh
stand. God sees and knows

He knew that you would see the b 3| !
boy try to steal apples, and that yo kid|sad-wiilkh an u
do all you could to stop him. TN y 4 :

ut it into my thoughts and K ' “off off."
p g g0 .,l
b, ] blood

“What do you{ those holy, piercing eyes

' beaming wrath
upon bim. He could bear the call for
judgment. It was louder than oy sound
mortals ever heard. Usclogs it was to
stop his ears; the sound rose fearfully dis-
distinot above the roaring and bmungno(

¢

e‘ then in s violence.
'w of dovils was
about to ‘at him, and drag bim, re-

luctant as by was, in all his si

hhw(:‘;ﬂ and his doom, -
th unnatural strenglh and activi

be started from his bed ﬂ flee, and hide
. himself in death from the indiscribable
torment and horrors of the moment. His
wife _throw ber arms around him 1o arrest
dight. He seized her by the @hroat,
nyielding grasp, aod demon
at arms . exelaim-

was discovered
well. Upon rem the
tle it was found that

i

for a bed f" ‘
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ing Captais
bimselfl tlup.th ubi
water. From all the
smoke rolled up in decse vola re
ing the blacknoss of ¢ more in
aud ncarly suffocsting the crew, In
to the air from the ship's
hole, wot sails were Lhrown over the chain
lockers, and desperate exertions pat forth
to run the vessel into the land on the
Guif comst. As 10 o'vlock the docks be-
g30 10 beat, and the Jead in the
on the pert side to wmelt, pitch runal
the same time from 1he seams ou :
hope ¢ : lp was pow

s
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man wlgoee stgre I could not reach \ tongue lolied out ; her eyes

I went by the apple-stand, and this brg shot. But he held oo laughing and

me to the spot just at the rig;{lt" og wigh shouts, “off, off.”

I call that God leading me- e e -
1 of (he clo

°
understand ¥’  Sats i '
“Oh yes, sir. atd withia the of-
n were huddled in & corner,

duy,~answered my; a vewlightl g
ing over s - . screwms 10 the more than
ngifduY eatastrophe,

“Aud God, who loves ycu ‘hi!b ‘ 3 4 ol o
ilerw e more m.
R ke

you to be good andbappy, kuew i 1
saw how honest and Lm\'c yom 3 give his drioking companions
a pﬁ admooition. They refused to
! . They dared not witness his death!
H led me 1o preach bis fumeral, and
:A. burial 1o wars bis companions for
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would be your friend.” f
“Ob, sir! will"you? cried out 8§

|

HOII Eeaut-ifrd.

How beautiful this world of ours,
TtsAutumn hues, and Summer flowers,
Its waving fields of ripened grain,

Tts twilight shade, on hill and plain ;
Beautiful, its sparkling floods,

And its leafy, solemn woods,

And its morn, when o'er the brake,

All its songsters first awake.

forsake their thoaghts and
‘They will come,’ be said ‘to my funeral,
although they are uawilling 1o witness the
desth trom which I desire to warn them.’
Just before his death, he desired bis wife
L remind me of his wish, and not o fail
te falfill ic,

1 endeavored to do it fmithfully, plainly,
a!u:ugumely. l:.l‘hay felt iv; tears stood
in thoar eyes. They thoaghs M
boed it, but they .uﬁ not. -yt

They hardemed themselves
trath.

Ou the way to the grave, two of them
were convemsing about the recant alarm.

WAy S,

or

How beautiful—the starry night,
When its meek and mellowed light,
Stealinig through the trees is scen,
On the jocund village green,
Beantiful, the dreams of sleep,
When the spirit, wrapt and deep,
Wanders 'neath Lethean spell,

To a land where Angels dwell.

agaiust the

And oh! how beautiful to see

Love's unchang'd fidelity,

Hearts that beat through good and ill,
True, and fond. and faithfal still ;
Beautiful, when years have sped,

O'er peasants honored head,

Is the watchful cara we bless

Ia a child's devotedness.

How beautifgl —that quenchless power,
Unsubduedin darkest hour,
Unseduced when fortune's beam

Gayly gilds life's varving stream ;
Virtue—thine this glorious sway,
Thou the gem of fairest ray,
_ Thou the fairest flower we call,

Crown of all—most beautiful.

- Seleet Wisco

g

“«Shine Your Boots, Sir?’

The voice was childish aﬁd swect-toned,

but a little unsteady. The man glanced

down from under the brim of an old felt |}, door, then came back and stood guz- |8

hat that had once been white, and a pair
of soft, large eyes looked up into his.

*Shine your boots, sir?”

The man shook his head as he uttered a
brief “No,” and passed on.

But the tender fuce and soft asking eyes
hauunted him. After walking on for half
a block, trying to forget the face and eyes
of thre boy, he stopped, turned round, aod
went back, he hardly knew why.

“Shine your boots, sir?’ It was the
same innocent voice, but a little irmer in
tone. He lovked down at the bare feet
and worn old cloths, and a feeling of pity
touched his heart.

“Not this morning, my lad,” answered
the wan, but here's the price of a shine,”
and he reached him ten cents. -

“Haven't come to that yet.” Anpd the
lad drew himself up alittle proudly. “I'm
not & beggar, but a boot black. Just let
me shine them, sir. Won't keep youa
minnte.”

There was no resisting this appeal. So
the man placed his foot on the boy’s rest,
and in a little while the surface was like
polished ebony.

“Thank you,” said the little fellow, as

“on finishing the second boot he received
his fee.

The man walked away, holding.in his
‘mind very distinctly an image of the boy
that did not fade.

Ou the next morning, while on his way
to business, he was grected by the same
lad with—

“Shine your boots, sir?”

And in a voice steadier than the day
before. The little boot black was gaining
confidenco in his new calling.

The man stopped, pluced his boot on

¢ boot-rest, and the boy set his brushes
to work in the liveliest way.

“Where do you live, my little man ?”

The boy brashed on, seeming not to
have heard. As he finished one boot, and
was about commencing the other, the man
said, changing the form of his question,
“Where is your home 7"’ .

“Haven't got any.” Asthe boy made
this answer, he looked up into the mau's
face for an instant, and then let his eyes
fall upon his work.

“No home!™

“No, sir.”

“Where do you sleep 7

“Most| anywhere that Fean creep in,”
replied the boy, as he brushed away with
all bis might.  Then, as he rose up, he

said, with a business air.
“That's a good shine, sir!"
“First-rate,”” answered the man,

be beat. And now what's the ¢h
“Ten cents, sir
The ten cents were paid.

arge ?”

~ “Sleep most- anywhere that you can

d . whose
interest in the boy was increasing. = “Can’t

In the next moment, the scared newsboy
had broken away, und was scampering
down the strect as fast as his legs could
carry him.

“That was well done, my little fellow !
exclaimed the man, turning to the yourg
boot-black. “And now,” he added, “you
musi come to my store.”

“Where is it, sir ?” asked the boy.

“Not far away.” “Come,” said the man,
as he moved on; and the boy followed
him. They walked for a distance of two
or three blocks, and then entered a store,
the gentieman moving along through
bales and boxes until he reached a count-
ing-room, at the rear end. Laying off his
Lh:u, he ook a Ch“H T TIPS H.‘:émi‘m'
wondering Tace—h@s foot-rest, containing
brushes and blucking, slung across his
shoulders, he said. «

“Take that thing off and set it outin
the store, or throw it into the strect, ]
don't care which,” said the man pointiag
to the dirty box.

The lad took it off and set it ontside of
ing at the man carnéstly.

“What is your name "

“Jimmy Lyon, sir,”” answercd the boy.
“Is your father living ?"

“No, sir.” .-

“Your mother?”

“She's dead.”

“How long has she been dead ?”

“Not long, sir.”

“And there is no one to take care of
rou 7"

“No, sir.”

“How old are you ?”

“Ten, last June, sir.” 1

The man thought of his own little bey
at home, just ten last June, and a shiver
of pain crept through his heart.

“What are yon going to do?”
“Take care of my=elf, sir.

I've got to
do it now."

And Jimmy drew himself ap
and put on a brave look, which touched
the than’s heart.

“Wis it in the city your mother died ?
inquired the man.

“Yes, sir."

“How long ago ?"

“It’s only three weeks, sir.”
ok went out of his eyus.
“Where did she die ?”
“Down in Water street. We lived in a
garret. She was sick a good while, sir,
and counlde't work. Father died last win-
ter. But he didn't do anything for us.”
A shadow of pain was in the child's faee,
and the man saw him shudder.

Ah! he understood too well the sad
story that little boy could tell—the story
of a drunken father, and a sick, heart-
broken mether, dying in want and neg-
lect.

“Your mother was good, and you loved
ber,” said the man.

Instantly the large, soft eyes gushed
over with tears,

*“What did she tell you before she died?”
asked the man, speaking in u low, teuder
voice.

“She said,” answered the boy sorrow-
fully yet wish something brave and manly
in his voice—* Never steal, never teil a lie,
never swear, Jimmy, and God will be your
friend: and I've never done any of ‘em,
sir, and never will.”

“Your mother taught you to pray, Jim-
m}, ?n ‘

“Yés, sir, and I say my prayers every
night. Sometimes bad boys make fun of
me; but I don’s mind it. 1 just think iv's
God I'm saying 'em to, and then 1 feel all
right.”

The man felt a choaking in his throat,
he was 50 moved by this, and would not
trust himself to speakfor some moments,
“God"is our best friend, Jimwy,” hu
said, after a little while; “and no ene
trusted him in vain, He has taken cmie

of you since your mother died, and, if you

The brave
lo

|

[

comb the tangles out of his curly hair,

N¢ one would have dreamed that the
handsome, well-dressed boy, wha, a Hitle
while afterward, walked hQeside his new
friend, was the same whose voice, not an
hour before, had been heard erying in the
street, “Shine your boots, sir 7" It was
never heard there again. God bad semt
the brave child, who tried 1o be good, a
friend io need; and be is now a happy
boy, studying with all his might, and no
doubt heé will become a good and useful
wman.— Childrea's Hour:

Death by -3 -
'"’# gmﬁ. v
Some thirty or#dfty yeals ago, Rev.

hos. P. Hout figared as a temperance lec-

turer. He was a Virgiviao by birth, and

a minister of the Presby terian pursuasion.

His personal appearance was peculinr. 1n

childhood disease produced a weakoess in

his back, which rerulted in deformity.

He was thercby hump backed, of short

body, aud of unusually long arms.  Sach

misfortune often tends o sour the Jdis-

position. But on the other hand detormi.

ty sometimes is the convecting link be-

tween the outward world and some of the

noblest souls of the race. Of such was

Mr. Hunt. His large heart was said 1o
beat in sympathy for the woes ol his fel- |
low men, especially the inebriate, but wo

to the hquer vender, whenever he met

him. Such 3 storm as ho never heard in

his bar-room would pour on him from the

man who fearcd nouve of the craft, drunk

or sober. :

Mr. Hunt, as was to have been expected

from his voeation, travelled much. 1o the

time between the years 1830 and 1840 be

visited Wilmington, N. C. la the wwn

there were 38 devotees of the bottle, who

styled themselves “the glorious 38"

This association stuck up posters calling

a mecling at & certain ale house nearly

opposite the Presbytcerian church on the

Lord's day for the purpose of singing the

100th psalm, and of tuking measurcs 1o

give Hunt a leather medal (a cow hide.)
The meeting was held. The next Satur.

day two dronkards died suddenly, and
were buried on Sanday. On the sama
evening (Sunday) “the glorious 33" held

another meeting. On the nesxt Saturday
another drunkard died, and was buried on
Sunday. On the Friday night provicus
to his death Hunt was sent for in an aw.
ful storm of rain, thunder and lightning
to see him. I will here let Mr. Hunt tell
in his own words the remainder of the
fearful story, promising with the remark

that it is doubtful whether the Euglish
language can produce a more graphic
pictare of horrors :

“I found him in awfal agonies, his nerv-
ous system greatly excited, and bis mind
filled with dreadful forebodings of ap-
proaching death and eternal sorrow. |

endeuvored to soothe Lim, and partially

succeeded, so that about 2 o'clock A. M.,
he fell into a kind of sleep, if that hard
suffocating breathing, and hegving, and
twiching, and jerking, which countinued
during bis slumbers could be called sleep.

His heart broken wife like a ministering
angel, was walching by lus side. Ho sud-
denly awoke in awtal horrors. His miud
was wild, and affrighted, and wandering.
Every movement iu the room caused
him to start with “borror. He would
clinch bLis fists, grit bis teeth, compross
bis lips, kunit his brows; then seizing
the Led-posts woald piteously beseech us
‘o save him from them.’

He was under the impression that the
officers of Justive were in pursuit of him
to arrest him for the commission of some
infamoas crime. Then h.i.npprahcudcd
that God was gazieg _on Lim in angor,
He tried in vain to aveid the. urn
which way bhe would, close his eyes, "bury
his bead Iﬂ!‘! the clothes, bo saw

ing deaths u: gn-h. :
r, oune, ‘who will die next?

‘1 wonde
‘I will,’ said the other, if you will agree
to'die the Saturday after, so Lhas ui
may keep bis bnd’in of preachiug tom-

perance,’
Jestingly it was to. They went
into the gro

from the grave-y
dariogs in their do-

There were d
- ight, however they
bad sinoed H‘w

; : they

gainst warning and comscience. They
sinned hard. Their rovel bad beca sgldom
exteeded for noise and blaspbemy. The
uproor was furivus,

ings. That wwn
befure,

Twhicn overy suljest holy and profans; miy)

for a while becamé exhausted, it was re
marked that two of them ' Lad agreed o0
die on the succecding Saturdays and be

They were both called upon by accluma-
tion 0 pledge themselves 1o Lheir work,
I'he glasses were filled ; one arvse aud
voluntecred thus 10 die. Amidst shouts
of apprubation, the glasses were draiued
und aguin tiiled.
I'he socond then arose, glass in hand,
and gauve “Here is lor the boour of 38;
success 10 Lhe cause and a pludge W0 dwe
e Saturday alter r

Demons might envy the laagh and
ficuds be afrignted. at the sbhrieks and
sltamps aad yells aod howls, that tullowed
the wast.

They drank a glorions resurrection to
the drunkard—eternanl infamy upoo all
temporsnee men! They called their hed-
lish bacchanal *the Last Supper. The
evening pussed away iu sin, the weck end.
ed in death.

Sirange 10 say the first man died on
Saturday. In the final struggle, in the
ravings of mania a potu, ho believed him-
sclf riding with the Devil to hell, and rais.
ing bimself tu the posture of a race rider,
he shouted, ‘I have beat him! I have wosn,'
and fell back a corpse.

He was buried on Sanday.

When his companion who bad volan.
teered to follow him, beard of his death, be
was 80 mneh alarmed as 10 (ake his bed,
and for a while it was thought be would
die. By skillful weatment he revived,
and on Saturday morning was in the
market purchasing proviswons. Sume one
met bim and began o joke, ‘that you
here? Had you not better be at home?
Did you not kuow that you had w die
w-day ¥

‘It may be fun for you,' he replied, *bul
not s0 for me. 1 would give the world
if 1 could live throughoat to-day. [ was
merely jesting when 1 agrecd w0 die.
But s0o was y and he s gone I

He became sad and dispoundisg, went

bome wok bhis bed, and before sendown
was u corpse.”

A Ship Burned at Sea.--Terrible Night
on the Ocean.

From a New York paper of Saturday
we take the following: The brig Omega,
Capt. Poter Kerr, from Cientaegoes, which
arrived at New York &utcmny. broaght
Lo j)urt Capt. Charles Owen and his wife,
and the crew of -Lha¥ship Thomas Free-
man, which was burtied at ses on Tuesday
inst. From Cupt. Owen's peport it ap-
pears his ship lef\ New Orleans on Tuuvs.
day, April Sk, for Cronstadt, sand bad
light and variablé winds duiil Monday
last, which opefled. with very squally
weather and strong gales from the soulk.

bumied on Sunday for the bonor of the 38. 1.

A Woman Dead Tkm} F!'ulnh

-

Ly &1
Things vm the Grounds—docnes and  the
Iugauf.

| From the Richmond Dispateh.)

Persons residing or baving business in
the lower part of Lhe city are familiar with
an old weathor-beaton oncstory framed
house located on the Souith side of Main
stroet between Tweniy sccond and Twen-
ty-third. It has been ovcupled for years
by two perscss of advanced age, named
James and Navcy Hayes ;’bc" were
brother and sistor. The man bhad the rep-
atation of being deranged, but as he rare-
Iy left the hoase few people knew any thing

the Heart |

TN A0 do Lhis in 1868, agwieet ey
press mstrecticns, becazse the law of 1569
Jdid Bot mention provisions by nawe. It
is 10 be hoped all doubts about the matler
will bfrcalicor cease.

EXENPrTIONS.

By reference 1o, See. - 11, h S,
you will ind that the ux-p.;::‘:r:p de-
dact §300 from the aggreguts palue the
lollowing srticles, viz: Arms for muster,
| wearing apparel and provisons for the
use ol the owoer and his family, boase.
bold sed kitchen furnitere, mechasical
sid agriculicral implements of mechan.

about him : while the woman (sometimes
called Mrs. Michand) was known 1o be ec
conttic. They made a living Appareatly
by raising pounitry and keeping cows;
though remor said there was & good deal
of money stowed away io the house.
Yestorday morning a chimaey in a house
near by taok fire, and one of the neigh-
bors, wondering why M Hayes did oot
come outl daring the excitemont, entored
the gate, and knocking at the duor, which
is= in the rgar of the house, was met by
James Hayes, who said bis sister was
asleop, and had been aslecp for several
days. The veighbor, insisting spon on-
terieg, found the woman lying dead upon
a bandle of rags, and covered with diny
bed clotbes, in a corner of the room.—
Farther investigation discovered the fact
that she had been dead a long time—the
flesh being decomposed in many places,
and the face 30 marred and discolored as
10 make her identification, but for the lo
cality in which the body was found a
doubifcl wmalier.

1ayes, who talked rationally on some

|
|

ics and larwmers, hbrarics and scientifle
imstrumenta  This list strains the coafti-
tation tw its fall capacity of exemptioes;
indeed, gots larther, {ll i o ho
fanit wili be found with the Geceral As
scmbly on that accouat,

It mast be noliced particularly that
only §300 worth of all the asbove articles
| Upet wogether,” exem pt—not by any means

$300 of provisions, $300 of houscbold far.
nitare, &c. Ouly $300 of all in the agyre-
ydf(.

If & man, as you say, makes 500 barrels
of corn, and 5,000 Ibs. pork, &e, sells of
his surplas, he must pay tax on the
Vistons remainiog on hand st Apnil, lg‘;.
also 02 the moncy on Aand ai that date.—
That is, bo pays the property faxr ou his
provisions and mooey. ¢ Joes not pay
aBYy tncome fox on Lhis money, becanass be
pays property tax on his , 8o, and
bosce does not pay iascome tax on the
prodoects of ithe farm.
ﬁ"r’zwn u\; thr:ﬁ kinds of tazen Ist,

¥ tak on properiy (ex $300
of of n-umh)nhzd(s;:"luot
April. Jod, lnvowe mx, on snoeal is.

subjecs, being questioned, said his sister
huJ boen lying there tweive or foartéen
dave. Whoen she first laid down he unIJ
she complained of somothing like erysip-3
clas and pains in ber back, arms and legs, |
and wished she was deadl. MW a .h}|
or twp she quicted, and then he took it
for granted she had gouwe 1o slecp, aw!t
waitedl all this time lor ber 10 wake,
the meantimme be had nothing 1o cat, and
had lived, according 10 his account, on
water and coffee. ing ssked why Le
did not get someting from his ugl;hul,
be roplied that he was walling his
brother Sam to come home frowm Philaldel.
phis, and that he “hada’s been off the Jot
for sixtcen yemrs"

The facta of the Sading of the body
was communicated 0 Deputy Coroner
Seabrok, of Mayor Ellyson's p
soou nfter to the Srst g
resentatives of both police

on duty inthe city were soon .
gmnx and tho house ‘was
Captain Parker.  He

® bag containing aboat

ate money, §18

and
- 4

east. AL 330 P. . the wind changed
sugdenly to the corthwest, and the
cathe over with great violence. While
the crow were cnpgm.l shortenin nil_ at
£16 P. M. a bright flash of lightwing
struck she ship and every persoo ve

was “As soou as the shock
P off the masts were examined, aod

-(’i.ull l“‘ two fine cal c - W m
enused by od, all'
lic apimale abolt the _

hhoh.dh..lul tbe ship w0

dollar or two in_pickels and coppers—
:n the out-hotses wers the caseasce

| A

b

comes. 3nd, Licenss un posed

schodule B of the hh“..ﬂ -h
Nothing that o farmer has on st Apeid

W exewmpt from Lthe firsd tax (5300

ted.) ol the larmer’s income from bis |

fagm s not liable 10 the second tay.

You ask “if -taxiog boge 0n haod It
y 1569 wund l:«l‘:l the Ist A “

Tl 70, tazing the barce made from

same b s Bot taxing Lhe same
iy t-'ao:.c th.i-l;fan.. 8ot
lapd is taxed svery A
~—the same cow
kept on band, 2. The
revesue every year. IfAbe boge
not be kitled they 1o be lted
I hope | have the law nﬂ ,
yoa will exert i
ri;ill-!lowrnv -
. DC"

uhhhrpt
L ]

‘e

Eme

-

| shared 1
worthy uf nols was

entire absence of
o8 was

_pl-nth

samq fate. N




