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Home Circle.

DEATIH OR MARRIAGE,

The ancient clock in Deacon Shermer’s
old-faslioned kitchen was slowly chiming
the hiour of nine. It was no smart toy, no
trifle of hronze or alabaster, bat o tall,
square, solid relic of the last century, look-
ing not unlike a coflin-case set on end, in
the corner—a clock that had lasted through
fonr generations, and, judging from appear-
ances, was quite likely to last through
several more.  Deacon Shermer cherished
the old heirloom with a sort of pride whicl
he himself would have seareely confessef to.

There was a great, raddy fire of chest-
nut logs in the red brick fire place; and
the candles in the brightly-polished brass
sticks were winking merrily from the Ligh
wooded manteldwliere they shared the post
of honor with a curious seasshell and a
couple of vases, each containing g fresh
osawre orange, from the hedge that skirted
the elover-ficld belind the barn.  Av the
window, a eartain of gaudy chintz shut out
the tens of thonsands of stars that were
shining brightly on that autmanal niglt,
and ou the cozy mg of parti-colored rags
a fat tortoise shell eat puwrred away the
slowly lapsing minntes.  But the tortoise
shell eat was not the only inhabitant of the
Camu-Lionse kitchen.

“Thmothy!™ said Mary Shermer, decided-
1_\’_. “if vou don’t behave youwrzelf, U'll——="

M hat she would doy, Mary did not say;
the sontence was tor

inated by a laneh
that set the clim]nlml dronnd her mouth in

motion, just as a benpa of June sunshine
Ia!.;_\'.-‘ aeross & clistey of red l'i}w cherries,

Muary Shermer was just seventeen—a
pIiimlI, rosy girl, with jet black hair, brosh-
edd hack from a low forehead, and perfeetly
arched eyebrows, that gave a bewitching
expression of surprise to a paiv of nelting
hazel eves.  She was rather dark; but the
sovergst eritic wonl:d not have fourd fank
with the peach-like Lloom npon her cheeks,
and tle dewy ved of her fully daiutily-cory-
ed lips.  Evidently Mr. Thoothy Marshall
wias gquite satisfled with Mary's peculiar
style of beanty.

“Come, Mary!™ said Tim, moving his
t?li:tii' \\.I.‘t:l'(' ].‘(r «'-.ii]-! Lest wateh the i!‘.b-].-
of the firclight upen Ler face, and piceking
up the theead of the eonversation where he
!::l-_! !il"’i’i"“: i'(_. when it became necessavy
for Mary to bid him ~belave himself™—
“vou wmight prowmise. It's uine o'clock and
.'.'ulti' Elcllil"l' \\i“ SO0 }-l.' l;ﬂ!.'l-‘."

“Promise what, T said ?‘1[:11‘}'. dem-

arely, fitting a square of red in bher pateh-

wrk. mine i':<:\-'--:',!_\- observing the eficet.
*Noasense, Mary! You know what very

well,  Promise to marry wme betore Uhirist-

mas! T tell von what, Mary, it's pll very

well for Nint ko {:,}u'.!:il-.‘_-’ a fellow --Ii'.
but I ean’t stand w. What with vonr fath-
l'-ll‘ilz-l-:'itl-_f e the lIIlH:‘-'i‘, and that ro-
mantic Tom Staniey’s comine Lere every
Satnrday el

) =

Or s

.‘-!.:1_'.' ey her preiy head a toss,  “As
if el Standey’s cotning bere made any dil-

ference in my feelings, Timd”

“Noj bt Mary, it isn't pleasant, yon
kl!li'.\'. I.Ill 15 _'_:'*llH! I s ‘l‘f‘lll :"“Yilli'

levy i 1 don’town raitroad shaves aud keep
an gecount at the Hamiltonville Bank; and
I love yoir, Mary, from tite very bottom of
my Leart ! Now tl hevween

; no other person in the

Now this matter Hes
vou amnd e only
workd has 2 viehit {o lntaetere between us,
Coe—proudise me !” e held both her
hands in Ius, aud looked caynestly into the
lignid hazel cyes.

“Do you Yove me, Mary 27

“You kuew I love you, Tim.”

“Then we may just as well
that??

“There was a portentons sonnd of draw-
ing bolts, and rattling latches, in the porch-
room Leyond, and s;-'r:q-iu::-; ol heavy hoots
alope the Hoor. Mary rose to Lier feet
with sulden scarlet-suffused lrow aud

Hnl.-h.

whnt's

checks.
“()h, Tim, it’s father!”
“Suppose it is?” -
“But he musn't find yon here, Tim!
Hide yourself somewhere, do!” 0
“W Lat nonsense, Maryv!” said the young
man, resolutely standing Lis growwd. 1
Laven't come to steal lis spoons.  Why
boutd 1 ereep away like a detected bur-

~
alard”

“For my sake, Thn. Oh, Tim, if you
ever loved me, do as Isay! Not in that
tloset; it is close to his bed-room: not
throueh that window; it is wnailed down
tight. 1leis coming '—he's comiug ! Here,
Thn, guick ”

And in the drawing of a breath, she hal
pushed Timothy Marshall into the square
pendulnm case of the tall old clock, and
tarned the key upon him, It was not a ple:}-
sant place of refuge, inasmuch as hLis
shioulders were squegzed on either side, and
his Lead flattened against springs and
wheels above, and thig air was unpleasantly
close: but Tim made-the best of matters,
and shook with snppressed lauglhter in his
solitary prison cell.

“Well! a jolly scrape to be in,” thought
Tim, “and no knowing when 1'll be cut of
it. Mary’s a shrewd little puss, however,
and I ean’t do better than to leave matters
in Ler hands.”

“S0 vou Laven't gone to bed yet, Mary?”
said Deacon Shermer, slowly unwinding
the two yards of woolen scarf with which
Le generally encased his throat of an even-
ing. .

“Not vet, father,” said Mary, picking up
the scattered bits of patch-work with a
elowing check. “Did you have a pleasant
meeting 27 E
' “Well, yes,” quoth the deacon, reflect-
ively, sitting down before the fire, greatly
to Mary's consternation—she had hoped he
would have gone to bed at once, according
to his nsnal enstom—* it was tol'bly plea-
sant. Elder Huskler was there, and Elder
Hopkins, and—well, all the church folks
pretty mach. Why, how red your cheeks

are, Mary ! Tired, ain’t you! = Well, you |

needn’t sit up for me, my dear; it must be
getting late.” ' .
The deacon glanced mechanically round
at the clock. Mary felt the blood grow
cold in her veins. “Twenty minutes past
nine—why, it must be later than that!
Why, land ¢’ Canaan ! the old clock’s stop-
ped!” The old clock had stopped; nor
was it wonderful, under the circumstances.
“1 wound it up this mornin’, I'm sartin,”
said the deacon, very muel disturbed. “It
neverssarved me such a wick afore, all the
years it stood there.  Your aunt Jane used
to say it wasa sign of a death or a marriage
in the family before the year was out.”
There was a sappressed sound like a

{ chuckle behind the elock-ease as Deacon

Shermer fumbled on the shelf for the key.
“These springs must be ont of order some-
Low,” said the deacon, decisively.  “Ilow
scared yon look, child! TLere ain’t no
cause for being scared. I don’t put no faith
in your Annt Jatie's old time superstition.
Where, in the name of all possessed, isthat
key! I could ha' declared 1 left it in the
case.?-

“Isn’t it on the shelf, father?” asked
Muary, guiltily, conscious that it was snugly
reposing iu the pocket of Ler checked ging-
L dress.

“XNo, nor 'taint in my pocket neither.”
And down went the deacon, stiilly enangh,
on his knees to examine the floor, lest per-
chance the missing key might have fallen
.l]l{'l'll‘-

“Well, T never knowed anything so
strange in all wy life)” said the deacon.

<1t is " faltered
Mary.

“I'll have a regular seareh  to-morrow,”
said Deacon Sheriner. 1t must be some-
where aronnd.”

“Yes, it must,” said Mary, tremulonsly.

“Only,” the deacon went on slowly, ro-
suming his place before the fivre, “kind o’
don’t like to have the old elack stand stiil
a single night.  When I wake up, you
know, it scems like it was sort o' talking
to me 1 the stillness.” The deacon looked
ihonghtfully at the Hery back log. Mary
Hdeeted uneasily about the room, straioht-
euing table covers, setting back chairsgand

Suiige,

1;_‘.'1u seritical

thinking—oh, if he only would o to hed !

As lie sat there, his evelids began to
droop, and his hewd 1o nod somnolently.
Mary's eyes lighted up with a sparkle of
].'HI

“Chilil,” e said, suddenly straightening
himeelt up in the stifi-bhacked clinir, “yon’l
1 I'll sit up wwhile longer

e,

LHetier '_‘"ur.['} hed.
tll the legs barn out”

=Hut, furher, I'm not sleepy.”

“Go to bed, my eliild ! reiterated

degeon, with cood Linmored

the
arthority that
liracked no a'r;n}:t‘.f?:f.\n: and ?\!;H‘}' l‘l'i'.'-i‘{ ont
of the roam, ready to cry with anxiety and
wortification. .

“1fThm will ouly {keep quict a little
while fonger”™ she thonght, sining en the
stairs where the newly-risen moon stream-
ed in elillly splendor.  “Futher sloeps so
soundlv—aud Le is sare to go 1o slecp in
hic chdr. I conld just steal in and velease
him as (uietly as possible.”

She sat there, her plomp  fingers inter-
laced, and her eves fixed dremnily on the
tloor, while all the time herenrs werve stratned
to the utmost capecitgto caich every sound
in the kitchen beyondl.  Hark! that
the wail of the windd or was it something
to Ler literally “nearer and dearer.”  Yes;
she could not be mistaken now; it was actu-

ally 2 snore,

wits

ly ta her feet with renew-
e }anlu._‘. :".‘1!!‘!*1:\' now was the :“":'l;l?t'-l
time.  Noiselesslv as the floating shadow,

she crossed the lLall, opened the kitehen

Mary rose soft

door, and stole aeross the ereaking Loards
of the Hoor.  "Plie caadles were bumied out,
but the shifting lustre of the firelight re-
vealed ber father nodding before. the  five,
with elosed eyes, and hands Langing ot Lis
?‘i‘l{'s.

With a heart that beat quick and  fast,
like the sirokes of a winiature hammer,
she drew the key from her dress-pocket, and
proceeded in spite of the nervous trembling
of her finzers, to fit it in the lock. Soab-
sofbed was she in her task, that she never
noticed the sudden cessation of the heavy
i:rr.-ul{in_;;—-nc\'(-r saw the deacon start sud-
denly into wakefuluess, and look around
him. Love is blind, and it is equally true
it is deaf. The deacon rose quietly ap
with a shrewd twinkle in his eyes, and
Mary gave g little frightened shriek as a
hand fell soltly on her arm, possessing  it-
sell quictly of the key.

“Let-me help yon!” said Deacon Shermer.

“Pather, I—I fouwnd the key,” faltered
Mary.

“Fomnd the key, eli?”returned the deacon.
“Well, that’s lucky; and now we can find
out what's the matter with the clock.”

Mary’s heart, throbbing so wildly a mo-
ment or two ago, scerned to stand absolute-
1y still as Deacon Shermer turned the key
and opened the tall door of the elock case.

“ITal—lo ! ejaculated Deacon Shermer,
as Mr. Timothy Marshall tumbled laugh-
ingly into-the rcom. “So you was the mat-
ter with the old elock, eh?” ‘

“Yes sir,” said Tim, composedly, “I
hope T Laven't seriously interfered with the
works of the clock.”

“You've seriously interfered with me /7
gaid the deacon, waxing indignant. “W hat
do yon mean;sir, by hiding in my house
like a thief”

“Indeed ! indeed ! father,” cried Mary,
bursting into tears, *it wasn't his fault,
He didn't want to hide, but I put Lhim in
there.”

“You did, eh? And may I ask what
for!”

“Father,” faltered Mary, rather irrelev-
antly, “I love him, and—he loves me!”

“Is that any reason why he should hide
in the clock-case, miss?”

“No—but—father ! I can never marry
Mr. Stanley. He is so soft, and 1
Mary’s tears finished the sentence for Ler.
The deacon looked down (not unkindly)
on her bowed head and the tender arm that

supported it.  Apparently, “the course of
true love,” ronghly thongh it ran, was over-
whelming all his own worldly-wise arrange-
ments in its tide.

“And so you two young folks really
think yon love cach other?” said the deacon,
meditatively.

“I love her with all my heart and soul,
said Tim Marshall, earnestly. “I’'m not
rich, I know, but I ean work for her.”

“And I ean work for myself too, father,”
interposed Mary, with tears that shone
like softened stars.

“And you said yvourself, sir,” went on
Tim, “that #he stopping of the clock meant
either ‘a marriage or a death.” Of course
we don’t want' any deaths; so don't yon
think the most sensible thing we ean do is
to help on a marriage as ccca as possible?”

The deacon langhed in spite of himself.
“It’s late,” lie snid, “Come around to-mor-
row moruing, and we'll talk about it. No,
Mary, I'm not angry with yon, child. I
s'pose voung folks will be young folks,
and there’s no use tryin’ to stop them!”

And the deacon re-hung the pendnlum,
and set the ivon tongue of the old clock
talking again. Tim Marshall pansed on
the frout dlml‘:itl;'p to \\'hi:&p(‘l‘ to M:ll'}' :

“What shall it be Mary ?—a death or a
marringe !’ .

And she in return whispered: “amartiage,
I hope.”

“My darling !” said Thn, “it’s worth
passing a lifetime behind the clock-easo to

feel as 1 do now !”

AYOUNGMOTHER'S BLIGHTED LIFE,
[From the New Yook Graphice. ]

A little Itnlian woman., with a elild in
her arms, hwried throngh the gate of the
Roosevelt-street ferry-house last evening,
and amoment lateriwas scarcely discernible
in the Jdark shadow of the corner in which
she sought shelter. She was illy clad, and
the major portion of the thin, bright color-
ed shawl that covered her head and should-
ers was wrapped lovingly about the babe
in her avins. Her dress of ealico was worn,
faded and patched in places until the ori-
imal pattern was little more than a pateh
itself; vet there were no tattered cinls, no
1':1@'5.' The ¢hild nestled close to the mo-
ther and babbled in a sabdued manner,
scarcely andible a few feot away.,  When
the boat entered the slip the wother was
the first to o on lLoand. Well-dvessed
men and women, and chilidren elotlied in
earments of rich, warm texiare, filled the
cabins, and the little Tralian woman artract-
ed no attention, but remained erouched in
the furthier corner of the forward eabin,
probably  nnseen by more than the twe o
three in-.;':mns tmmedinte o swrronnding her,

Hardly had the Loat eft the slip when
the chatter incident to u pnblie convevance
was arrested by a sinciue of the first lines

of the ballad “Kathleen Mavourneen,” A

momnent later men ceased readine their
papers and listened, Al eves were wurn-

ed to the insicnificant fizare i the dark
corner.  Whoen the last words had Dbeen
sungr & perfeet storm of applanse was giv-
en, and in return the woman sane one of
her own native airs, a ballad plaintive and
touching, of one whose home and friends
mournfully ealled on the sea to give hack
her dead. IIL'I.' volee  was :u:ir\'t."!nllhl_\'
sweet and elear, and the air, rendered as it
wag with subdned stress, was very effective.
Several women sobbed alond, while there
were not a few men present who eoughed
suspicionsly and twued their faces aside
for a woment, using their handkerchiefs
very energetically,  'That woman left the
cabin richer by a seore of dollars, for as
she elided througli the eabin with outstretch-
e ]l-I{III:. 1.':&“[& n_.-[r-:- ani loose t‘h:l.!l;,;‘(' Wore
pressed into her hand in en of the pennies
usaally east to mendicants—Ior she was but

rwere far away, while she, the elild-widow
(

a begear. She related her Listory sub-
seqquently to a gentleman who iwguired in-
to her life.  She was edueated fora publie
singer in her native ¢ity, Genoa. Her father
was chorister of 2 popular churelr,  Foar
years ago she fell in love with an  Aweri-
can who was visiting Genon. Her father
apposed the attentivus of the tourist, who,
Le said, was dissipated,. It was the ol
story from that poimt.  She fled with her
lover, and a few montlis later he deserted
her. By selling Ler jewelry she paid an
emigrant passage to New York. Her baby
was born on bourd slip.  She searched the
streets for the man she believed her hus-
baud till she had no hope left. Even if
she found him, he might vepulse her. Her
baby was sick, and in devoting herself to
its care she had lost her work. Now she
was a begear,  No, she would not give her
name; herfriends shonld never know herfate.

Tur Nopreyman's Dresy.—There was
once a Grerman nobleman, who led a fool-
ish and dissipated life, neglecting his peo-

le, his family aud his alfairs) in drinking
and gambling. He had a dream one night
which vividly impressed him., He saw a
ficure looking at him with a serious face,
and pointing to a dial, where the hands
marked the kour of IV. The fizure look-
ed at him sadly, and said these words, “Af-
ter four,” and disappeared. The noble-
man awoke in great terror, thinking the
vision foreboded speedy death. - *“After
four!” What could it mean! It must
mean that he wounld die in four days. So
he set his honse in order, sent for the priest,
confessed his sins, and received absolution.
He also sent for his family, and begged
forgiveness for past offences. After ar-
ranging his affairs with ls man tof busi-
ness, he awaited death. The four days
passed on, and he did not die. He then
concluded the vision meant fonr weeks., He
did all the good Le could, but at the end
of four weeks he was still alive. Tt was
plain now, he thought, that the vision
meant four years; and in the next four
vears he devoted his whole life and fortune
to the improvement of his people, his neigh-
bors and the poor, taking an honorable
part in public affairs. At the end of four
years he was elected Empercr of Germany.

NO GLOOM AT HOME.

Aboveall things there should be no gloom
in the home. 'The shadows of dark discon-
tent and wasting fretfulness should never
cross the threshold, throwing their large
black shapes like funeral palls over the
Lappy voung spivits there. 0! faithful wife,
what privileges, what treasuves greater or
purer than thine! And let the husband
strive to forget his care as he winds around
the long narrow street, and beholds the soft
light illuminate lis little parlor, spreading
its precions beams on the red pave before
it. The night is cold and cheerless perhiaps;
and the December gust battles with the
worn skirts of his over-coat and snatches
with a rade hand and wailing cry at the
rusty hat that has served him many a year.
He has been harassed, perplexed and per-
secented.  Ile has borne with many a eruel
tone, many a cold word, and nerved him-
self up to eneroy so desperate, that his
frame and spirit are weakened and depress-
ed, and now his limbs ache with weariness;
his temples throb with the painbeat caused
by too constant application; he sedarcely
knows Low to meet his wife with a pleasant
smile, or sit down cheerfully to their lictle
meal which she has provided with so much
care,

But the door is opened, the over-coat
thrown off. A sweet voice falls upon lis
ear like a winged angel; it flies right into
hiis bosom and nestles against his heart.

The lateh is lifted and the smiling face
of his wife ¢gives an earnest welcome. The
shining hair is smoothed over her fair brow;
indeed she stole a little coquettish glance
at the mirror hanging in its narrow frame,
just to sce if she looked neat and pretty
before she eame ont,  Her eye bemms with
love, her dress is tasteful—and—what ?
Why ! ke forgets all the trials of that long,
long day, as ho folds her in his arms and
imprints a kiss upon her brow.

A lhome where gloom is banished, presid-
ad over by one who has learned to rale her-
self and her louschold—Christianly—ol !
heds thrico consoled forall his trials.

He cannot e unhappy; that sweetest,
1 est, dearest solace 1= his—a chicerful home.
Do youwonderthat the manisstrengthened
anew for to-morrow’s cares ?

Woarax.—Mrs. Stevenz, the “sweet
story writer,” h:ls, B[:Iun:“‘ht-z‘;', thrown off
this eloquent passage:

“Woman, woman !—truly she is a mir-
acle.—DPluee Ler amid flowers, foster her
as a tender plant, and she is a thing of
funev, wavwardness, and sometimes of folly
—:i!.l!'!'-.'_'\'(‘.fl by a :h-w'v-ﬂz‘n;r, fretted by the
tonch of a Latterfiy’s wing, 1eady to faint
wt the ruztle " bat. The :’.(‘.llll}'!‘.-:»’:::ri:
too rontwh, the shiowers too heavy; and she.
is overpowered by -the perfume of a rose-
bud. But let real calamity ecome, rouse
her affections, enkindle the fires of her
hreart, and mark her then,  How her Leart
strengtlhiens itself! how strong is her pur-
pose!  Place her in the heat of batdle, give
her a child, a bird, anything she loves or
pities, to protect; and see lier, asin a re-
lated instanee, where she fally in the heat
of fierce strife, raising her white armns as a
shield, and as hier own blood evimsons her
uptarned forclierd, praving for life to pro-
teet the helpless.  Transplant herinto the
dark places of earth, awaken her energies
to aetion, awl Ler breath beeomes a heal-
ing, and her presence a blessing; she dis-
putes, ineh by inch, the stride of the stalk-
mg pestilence, when man, the strong and
brave, shrinks away pale and affrighted.
AMisfortune daunts Lier not; she wears nway
a life of silent endnrance, or goes forward
with less timidity than to her bridal. In
prosperity she is a bud full of imprisoned
odors, waiting bat for the winds of adver-
sity to scatter them abroad—pure gold,
valuable but untried in the famace. In
short, woman is a miracle, o mystery.”
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How A Hoxe was Mape.—There is
an interesting story connected with the
origin of one benevolent institution in New
York city— “The Strangers’ Rest.” Many
vears aro a friendless lad went to the city
of Philadelplia to obtain employment. He
soneht work, and found none.  Homeless
and monevless, without recommendations
and nuaecquainted with city ways, he was
doomed to that bitter disappointment which
comes to so many who seek to better their
condition in the mazes of a great city. He
glept wherever he could find a semblance
of shelier, and lived on the scantiest food.
In the midst of Lis wretchedfiess a resolu-
tion was formed that if ever he were pos-
sessed of means enongh, he woald build a
resting-place for those who were as poor
and friendless as he wasthen. Time pass-
ed on; the boy became a man; ho was sue-
cessful in business, and le did not forget
his youthful purpose. The resnlt was the
establishment a few years azo of *“The
Strangers’ Rest,” in Pearl Street, New
York. Inthisretreat those who find them-
selves suddenly without employment and
destitute of money will receive a welcome,
and their immediate wants be. relieved.
Two substantial meals are furnished each
day, warm bath-rooms are at the service of
applicants, and elean, comfortable beds are
supplied. Washing is done gratuitously
twice a week, and all the arrangements en-
courage personal neatness and a sense of
self-respect. In the “Rest” there'is a warm
and cheerful sitting-room, where are con-
veniences for writing, books, and newspap-
ers. After an early breakfast, those who
desire to find employment examine the ad-
vertisements in the morning papers, and
Lasten to make early application. Suchis
the work of one man for the homeless in
New York eity. 04

A reviewer in the London Spectater de-
scribes a new story as “just the sort of nov-
elette for a young lady or a young gentle-
man with the toothache.”

The Persians say of noiey, unreasonable
talk: “I hear the sound of the millstone,
but I see no meal.”

L,

- THE PLEIADES,
“Many a-night T saw the Plelads, rising through
the mellow ghade,
Clu.s{er hlk‘:a a swarm of fire-flies tangled ina silver
A,

The Pleiades were the seven danghters
of Atlas and the nymph Pleione. They
are said to have died of grief for the loss
of their sisters, the Hyades, and the pity-
ing gods changed them into stars, in mem-
ory of the purity of their lives, ahd as an
eternal testimonial to the power of the
“riendshipsof women,”

This charming cluster of stars is situa-
ted in the shoulder of Taurus, which is now
the sccond sign and third constellation in
the zodiac, and may be easily, traced on
antumnal evenings in the evening sky. It
receives its name from a Greek word, mean-
ing o sail, becanse it was considered at
this scason of the year, by the ancients,
“the star of the ocecan” to the benighted
mariner, Itisalso ealled the Seven Stars,
and sometimes Virginie, or “Virgins of the
Spring,” biecause the sun enters this clus-
ter in the gseason of Dblossoms, about the
18th of May., It comes to the meridian
ten minufes before nine o’clock in the eve-
ning of the 1st of January, and then, with
royal grace, this constellation sits enthro-
ned high in the empyrean, and leads the
Lost of glittering stars that uake the winter
sky “tremulons with excess of brightnesg.”

There is a fascination about this group
of stars which is not attached to any other
in the broad concave; there is a mystery in
its history which lends a churm to its spark-
ling gems. One of its brilliants has ceas-
ed to glitter within the azure depths of
space. What has become of the missing
one among the bright sisterhood? My-
thology tells us that Merope married a
mortal, and therefore is her stardim among
her sisters.  Whe was the favored mortal
for whose love ghe gave her immortality
and shining place iu the starry sky? His-
tory is silent ag to the details. We once
saw a stereoscopie view of her, as just fal-
ling fiom the sky; she had reached the

earth; she lay extended on the ground, the |

sleep of death stealing over her beantiful
features, while the torch of life, grasped in
her dying hand, was pointed, downward,
and was just expiring. Byron has immor-
talized her memory in—

“Like the lost Pleiad, seeu no more on earth,”

Mrs. Hemans has written her eulogy, and
every time we count the shining six we
breathe a sigh over the lost glory of the
mystic seven.

The names of the Pleiades are Aleyone,
Merope, Maia, Elcctra, Taygeta, Sterope,
and Celeno. Five of them, of the fourth

‘and {ifth magnitude, are grouped around

Aleyone, of the third wagnitade, which,
from being the brightest star of the clus-
ter, is called the Light of the Pleiades. On-
ly =ix stars can be seen with the naked
eve, but the telescope reveals from fourteen
to two hundred, according to its power.
Oue of the first uses that Galileo made of
his newly discovered teleseope was to ex-
amine this eluster, and, finding there forty
stars, to triumpluantly refute the doctrine
of the human destiny of the universe that
the fixed stars were made ouly to light the
earth. =

The ancient poets have celebrated them
as an index of time, and a gnide to the sur-
rounding stars. Hesiod says:

“YWhen Atlas-born, the leiad stars arise

Sefore the sun, above the dawning skies,

"Ti= time to reap: and when they sink below

The morn-iHumined west, s time to sow,”

Virgil savs:

“Theu first on geas the shallow alder swam,

Theu sailors quartered heaven, and found a nawe

For every fixed and every wandering star—

The Pleiades. Hyades, and the Northern Car.

Nicroras IL—The Ewmperor of Russia
was very fond of masquerade balls, and one
night he appeared at one, in the character
of the devil, with grinning face, horns and
tail, and appeared to enjoy lis character
very much.  About three o'clock in the
moruing he went out, and, throwing a fur
cloak around him, he called a coachman,
and ordered him to take Lim to the Quay
Anglais.  As it was very cold he fell a-

sleep, and when he awoke le found that
thie man had taken him in the wrong di-

rection; for the Quay Anglais is one of the
most clegant portions of St. Petersburg,
while hefore him were only miserable hou-
ses. Nicholas began to remonstrate, but
the coachman paid no heed to him, and
presently passing throngh a stone gate-way,
bronght him to a cemetery. Then dis-
mounting and approaching the carriage-
door, he drew a large knife from his girdle,
and pointed it at his passenger's throat,
saving: “Give me your money aund your
furs, or I will kill you!” Aud do yougive
me your soul!” exclaimed Nicholas, as Le
threw off his furs, and disclosed his person-
ification of the devil. All Russians are
very superstitious, and the coachman was
so terrified that he fell senscless on the
ground, and the emperor drove himself
back to his palaee.
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Correspondence.

5 FOIL THE GAZETTE. =
Reminiscences of & Sejourn of Many Years in
the Various Kingdoms and Empires of Europe.

XNO. XII

Messrs. Eprrors:—We sent our valet
de place to procure us a passage on a steam-
er for Rotterdam, Holland. He returned
with our tickets, and with the word that
weanust be on board by 8 o'clock that
night: At 7 o'clock that night we took a
cab for somewhere, and were put out on
the bank of the Thames, whence we got
into a small boat with our trunks and were
rowed. It felt to me like we were out at
full sea. At last we eame to an old Datch
hulk. To our surprise we found that the
captain, officers, erew, and all the serv-
ants spoke only their own language, and
that our English, French and German did
not avail anything; so we eould only make {

F

cellent hiouse.

and eenteel looking.

place.

ourselves understood by signs. Rotterdam
isacity of abount 100,000 inhabitants. How
unlike what one sees in America and Eng-
land, and how soon one is impressed wi
the great change! The steamer goes close
to the wharf and stops; but the guards are
kept closed, and no one allowed to
near. Two or three armed policemen then
come on board.' I felt all the time asif X
would be arrested. We counld neither under-
stand nor make ourselves understood. But
at last we found out that they wished to
sce if we had passports, and after taking
our passports in their hands 'and seeming-
ly scrutinizing them, they returned
apparently convinced as to their genuine-
ness.  After that, those on the wharf com-
meneed to put down the gangway with
much formality and precision. The gang-
way was 24 feet wide, with a bannister on
each side. After all was , ‘the
guard was taken away, I thought that I
could run off on to the wharf, as” one does
at Philadelphia or New York; but soom
discovered that T was mistaken. We had
to leave the boat single file and at a fune-

ral gait. As each man left the boat, and

got on to this narrow gangway, he was
made to hand up his passport, which was
taken by one of the armed soldiers or
licemen, before he could put his foot on
land.  Our trinks were retained, but we
soon received them, after they had been -
examined on the boat. We went to the
Bath Hotel. The proprietor wrung from’
us exactly how many days we would stay,
and then went and reported the same to
the city authorities, who, through the good-
ness of their hearts, graciously granted to
us permission to remain just that many

days, and sent us a receipt for ‘our
ports.

Here I will remark that I have
been.much astonished, in reading the tray-
cls of Bayard Taylor and other tourists,
to find that they show such a disposition to
hide things that any one can see in ev

day life—the bumiliation that the
are subject to, and the dis
governments. Why they

the real condition of things it is di tto

sition of the
ve suppressed
say; unless that everlastinﬁ hobby of Am~

erican slavery prevented things from being
shown as they are.

I have so far given
things as I could not help aeemg %ﬁm

and I intend to continue to so do, thongh
some of these accounts may ap)

: rather
I found the Bath Hotel a most ex-
Like most of the hotels in
Holland and all through Europe,there
was a table d'hote, and every attention wag
paid to strangers, and everything was neat
: Most of the houses
are, four stories high, and are built of bats
and broken stones, some rongh, while oth-
ers are a smooth cast, which makes a very
pretty finish. I visited the gallery of fine
arts, and several other places where are
hung great nmmbers of pictures, most' of -
which are gn'mhlctions of Flemish artists,

plain.

and have those dark brown shades so

culiar to Flemish schools. My friend tFne;
I concluded that we would dispense with a
valet de place, so one morning we went out
to take & walk. We saw so many wind-
mills that we coneluded we would up
on one and have a fine view of the place,
and we accordingly went to the door of
oue, and, finding it shut, walked around
until we eame to where the workmen had
nailed cleats for the purpose of getting to
the wings to repair them; so we made out
to clamber, with considerable risk, up to
the platforn at the top. In counting the
windmills, which were 67 in number, we
got rathernoisy, and woke up and bronght
immense, fat Dutchman, who looked

It

ily then we realized our imprudence.
the jovial old soul langhed heartily
over pur erabarrassed situation. After we

Lad gatisfied ourselves with viewing the
level phspect, he made signs that he could

show us 'a better descent. After we had
gotten below we bade the gentleman good-
bye with many bows and foolish gestures.
That cured us of dispensing with a valet de
Rotterdam is sitnated on a short
river called the Meuse, which is a mile
wide at the city. The town is surrounded
by a moat that has some 3 or 10 gates. It
Las passing through it a broad canal, and
the city is intersected by various other ca-
nals, so that it rather reminds one of Ven-
ice. All these canals have drawn bridges,
and it looks rather strange to see schoon-
ers all through the centre of the city. The
city has a very business appearance. There -
are several very long but narrow streets,
which are beautifully built up. The Ex-
change is quite a good looking building.
The church called St. Lawrence is quite
Farge, and one has a finer view from the
dome than from any other in the ecity.—
There are other public buildings, to give
an account of which might be uninterest-
ing. Almost all the fine houses have pla-
ced on the outside, on each side of the win-
dow-facing, a looking-glass. Some houses
have them placed to the fifth and sixth sto-
ry. All the dwellings are built on a line
with the streets and canals, and there are
consequently no pretty front yards such
as we bave in America. :
of these looking-glasses is that the inmates
of the room, from avy part of it, can see
everyone that while at the same
time they cannot be themselves observed,
though they may be ¢lose up to the win
dow. Besides the fine blinds and curtains,
they have the most gorgeonsly embroider-
ed scenes, which reach oue-third up the
window. I have often heard the English
curse the Germans, ing them “d——d
Duteh;” but ifhthere i:lan; time p:}ﬁ:; Ger-
man has a hi oom]I:' ent paid him, it.is
when he is _caglled a . Isaw no
people in Euro who more in-
dustrious, cleanly, (or, as the Frenchman
would say, ‘fous sont propre,’) polite, obli-
ging and happy than the Datch. They
remind me of the Philadelphians, for -

appear 1o be always washing, ‘and, like
Piiiadelphia, the city always Io “ﬁ, it
had been well washed and out to dry.

‘ VOYAGEUR.

The idea



