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EVENING.

Hush’d was the hour, the god of day—
W ith many a quivering glorious ray,
And gorgeous flush of crimson.light,
That lit with fire each stream and height,
Aad tipt with gold the greenwood gay,
Transform'd as by. a magic sway—
Upon his throne, Car in th®'west.

Sank slow majestic to .his rest;

And dim as grow his sweepihg train,

A fading beam again, agajlly

Foil quiv'ring, trembling, .then away,
As if the haughty- brilliant day

Would ro-assert his might,

And from her throne vvith angry ray
Disperse tho hazy tw light grey

And quench swoet Luna’s light

| said the hour was hush’d and still;
But from the distant murm’ring rill.
And from Tweed’s rich and gushing flow.
And from the green leaves rustle low,
And feathered warblers, as they sank
Upon the fragrant heathy bank,
A strain of liquid music fell,
Ringing and echoing down the dell;
So soft, so dreamy, rich and rare,
I't floated through the twilight air
Like notes of Fairy quire,
j\o preludo sweeter than this strain
E’er welcom’d night with stairy train,
Or fell from minstrel’s lyre,

0 lovely in that pearly light
Romantic; Neidpath look'd that night,
So sweet—methought it might allure
The midnight stay of angel pure
oh 1 here for holy cloister’d cell,
1 could bid all the world farewell;
And 'mid its soft and peacoful shade
M ight ov'ry strife and grief evade.
Row itching was the lovely scene—
So fresh, so silv'ry and serene—
That burst upon my sight,
The ancient hills like guardiaus hoar
A pale resplendent beauty wore,
And silence from each healthy crowa
seem’d like a spirit looking down.
And many a poarl bright
Glanc’d merry from the gowan’d ioa,
And hung from ev'ry flow'r and tree
Like lamps o’er elfin bow'r ;
And fairy creatures seemed to sport,
And gay and merry, to hold court
In that delicious hour.

literature.

BLOWN OFF LAND.

Four summers ago | was storm-
strayed at midnight on a barren islet
off the coast of Antrim. Our place
ot refuge was sublimely grand;
towering above and around our fire
loomed gigantic masses of columnar
basalt. Along the cliff's face while
seabirds glimmered like scattered
stars. High aloft, the rugged edge
of the sheer precipice lifted its out-
line clear against the yellowish glare
of the drifting sky. Below, to-
wards tho south, the pale cliffs ot
tho mainland hung over the black
tumult of waters that rolled against
them. Eastward down the channel
white-crested ridges ran high in the
stormy moonlight, hiding at times
from our sight the high land of Can-
tyre and tho revolving light on
Sanda.

My companions did not share in
my admiration of the wild, and then
to me most novel, scene. They sat
around the blazing logs of drift-wood
thankful for our timely escape, and
patiently waiting the calm.  Occa-
sionally tho eldest of tho group
glanced upward to the flying clouds
and out to sea, then silently resumed
liis gaze into the eddying flames and
smoke, while the olher furtively
scanned his faco to read the chances
of better weather—but never did
they turn iheir own eyes but to sea
—no northern fisher willingly looks
upon a storm. After a long silence,

~ihe youngest of the party abruptly
~exclaimed :—

“ Lad’s that’s a heavy scud on
tho carry over-head; it’ll not calm
these twa days, | think.”

‘You're wrang, Charles, replied
the senior; “the shares will fa’ wi’

' the next tide. Ishould ken, I should
ken; wlia better] Ay, ’twas a hit-
ter bought, this woather-slull. All
day | have it in my heart. It is the
very day—it was sic a night as this.
Sit closer boys: come here, voung
gentlemen, and hoar an auld fisher's
waesome story he ne’er thought to
come oyer to mortal ears again.”

We gathered round tho old man.
He sat full in the firelight, with his
back against the base of lhe cliff—
a striking figure cn such a spot.
Evidently once a man of large and
robust mould, he was shrunken and
wan with ago or care; his thin mas-
sive hands were spread, broad and
nervous, on either knee; his hair was
long and thick, and raven black,
while his beard and whiskers were
white as the foam at our feet. Look-
ing into his dark, stern, wrinkled
face, his deep, restless eyes, burning
with the memories of his grief,!

listened almost with awe, as he be- lips.

gan:—

Our banks arc scarce of fish by
what | mind. Fourscore years ago,
here was plenty, and to spare,
I’he cod and grey lord were amang
the shore tide and about this very
isle: but it didna last. The peop'e
grew wicked and thankless for God’s
bounty, and the fish nigh left the
coast. There was big distress then
in many a house where waste and
misrule had run furious; and many
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a wife nnd weans and monv a des-I

peraie ane took tO
king’s revenue, at peril ot his liie
and fairje. 1 was gratefu’it was nu

sye in my house. Three sous and a
winsome girl | had then living wi’
my wife and me, near the YVliite
Well o' Camplay. They were braw
men. and bonny; naebody ere saw
them daunted to do the right and
scorn the wrang; never their mitlier
nor 1had to cheek them for idleness
or folly; the auld minister loved them
well, and often blessed their labours
as they east loose frae shore; and |
was proud, too proud of my strength
and wealth stored in their hands and
hearts.  Rut oh, it was hard for a
father lo bo less than proud of them
the hale country praised: for when
thejjgreat ship frae.India was wreck-
ed ort Hanlean, and nano wad launch
to save the drowning crowd, they
manned their boat, and 1 steered wf
them thro’ the rawin’ waves again
and oyer again, till all were safe on
shore and the hale parish saw is, and
cheered them liaino, and the women
cried wi’ love o’ them, and wished
our bairns were theirs; and the auld
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but o'er our ain
like an isle o’ clouds an-
chored on the sea. I kent it was a

n; 1hoped it might be mo wlia
ne'er wade see the hamewalls again.
| heard the thoughtless boys speak
merrily.

‘See ye lhat speck o’.white on
Liminca, Ally?’ speered Bryan;
d’ye ken wha lives there V

‘And Ally’s face burned red, and
he held down his modest face aboon
the lino. Then kindly Jamie iaugh-
ed, and said—

‘Dinna becastdown,laddie; times
will mend, and Elise wili bo the bon-
niest wife upon tiie green grass o"
Camplay.’

“And the puir lad, for aesvver,
looked up and smiled; butin a while
he looked o’er the gunwale oa that
wee white speck, and big tears ran
dropping frao his young cheeks into
the salt sea; the want and her proud
friends had sundered them; but she
was leal as oak. and kept her plight
ed word on rny puir boy. i felt twa
I bitter tears stealing down my rough
| faco-—it was because i ken', weel

master came frae’ the castle in the jthere wad soon be greater breach

rain and storm, and took tlieir hands
ane after ither in Ills, and said, wi’
big tears in‘his eyes,and swore that
narie o’ our blood and name should
want a friend and a hame while he
held Camplay ground.

1Any, the youngest, was elate
nnd shy, and turned awa’ his head,
while he gripped his hand; and Jeiri-
mie, he laughed right oul, and
said—

“It's naetliin’ to speak o', laiid;
but thank ye kindly for your kind
wish.’

‘But my eldest, frank and fear-
less Bryan, took the laird’s twa sma’
white hands iu his broad big anes,
and said loud enough, 1 trow—

‘Not for your promise, but for
your manhood, laird, 1gi’e my hand
ye’ll never want a loyal friend and
four good oars in time o' need while
We can serve ye.’

*But where was 1?7 Aye, the
sair summer. At first we didna feel
it much; but what wi’ helping those

about in outer need, we soon felt]

pinched wi’ the general want. 1
saw my boys try hard to hide their
hunger and trouble frae their sister
and mitlier and me; and oft, at dead
o’ mirk night, | missed them, and
found they had slipped out to try
the barren sea for a morsel for the
morn. At last the distress lay so
sternly over us that we needs must
pari, or find some speedy sustenance.
At evening Biyan stood at my bed-

stock, and spoke wi’ a low voice
deep in his breast.
‘Father, dinna think ill if we’re

between him and her than human
hands could make. | saw it in his
face and running tears; and | thought
! could spare a’ but him.

‘ Soon it made me tremble to hear
the loud laughs of the other two;
not as they used, but long and reck-
lessly they laughed, and mad bursts
o’merriment rana frae their lips out
into ihe waste 'o” air and sea. It
had an awsomo sound, i kent (hen
my three bonny sons, who sat beside
me on that lonely place, far frae
mortal help, we o doomed men to
dee. 1prayed; but it was the pray-
er o' angry despair, and not 0’ sim-
ple faith. | felt my life breaking up
within me, like a wreck burster! wf
a wave ; but i didna speak or stir,
but steered on in the nor’-west,
where the burning crown of sinking
sun glowed in llie shining sea.

‘By dawn the boat was laden wi’
fish; the sun rose, large and fiery,
behind Gantvre; a broad track o’
Ipleasant light poured o’er a’
“varid; east and west, north and
Jsouth, it shone and played, but no
Isunbeam fell on our boat.— Around
the air looked warm, but we were
chill and cheerless. Darkness and
sorrow were appointed us. | kent
it; but] never spake. They step-
ped to the mast and spread the sails.
A while, a saft, hameward breeze
hovered, angel like, around us—it
fell near stern ard bow, vet itcould-
na reach us, for the spell o’ fate was
the strongest. We floated in a calm
like where oil floats in summer pools;
and the good breeze, wi” a moan,

late home; we are boun’ for the out-) went slowly from us to the land. 1

er bank.
us there.’

‘It was a fatal and an eyresome
place the outer bank. Mon feared
to speak of tho crews lost anti the
things seen there. | tried to turn
fhem: they went. At next evening
late, they brought wi’ giee a load o’
fish into the port; but 1eouldna join
tlieir mirth—fear was over me like
a cloud. They went again.—-They
bade the neighbors come to the nctv
place,1but hunger and bitter want
could tempt nane to go sae fare and
liigti to sea.

*At last | went myself. Many
warnings 1saw, and heeded not. 1
kent they would sutler, but 1 would
suffer wi’ them, whato’er it might be
Cheerless 1 took tne helm; and cold-
ly and dull the words of neighbourly
cheer fell on me.  The wind blew
frae the East softly’, the sea was
like a lough, and 1steered full upon
the setting sun, | was ant awsome
sign to s.eer by; but for that month
it alane led straight out to the bank.
| hadna lain lang upon our course,
when three black lines passed slow-
ly o’er the face of the sun. i kent
ii boded ill; but never a word |
spaked ; whatever was to bo would
be. 1feared an’ | tiembled, and
sieered on.

‘The lads were trimming thoir
lines, and heeded nothing ; bnt wvao
was mo | |saw each ahe ever and
anon, secretlv to his brisher, dip his
hand into the salt sea, and wet his
Then i knew that evil mnst
befall tho voyage; but I said nought

It may be he will relieve

— | steered still out into the broad
sea upon the setting sun.
“Just as the last rod light lay on

tho water, and the boat was nigh
the fishing ground, the lads bade me
look back upon tho land. It seemed
far down below us, dim and golden
in the light; the shores mixed wi’
the mountains and the inland fields;
some white homesteads flecked il
like tho first specks o’ early snow;

jthen was sure we were given o’or to
some sair distress.

‘It came. Like arock ilrapt frae
heaven, tho wind Coll on wus, fierce
and heavy; it laid the good boat o’er
maist under the hissing sea ; il shook
Ithe sails and drove them oul
foarfu’ gusts, it swooped us out like
a thistle down, and drove us like a
cursed beast pursued 'by raging
hounds. Out lives were on the suiis.
1 watched them warily, kept her fair
before it. 1 had no hope; but 1was
calm, and resolved tu fighl for their
dear lives to the iast.

‘But anon, | did despair. Tney
said,. * Tho storm is due south, fatti-
er.7 Clearer than if writ with light-
ning | saw the manner o’ the doom
we should suffer.  1could not speak;
but down in inv soul’s .wrath | said,
“Is this His mercy | His mercy]

r lreland is clean gane,” they said.
1heard; but | did not look at them
for anguish.

‘’fsla is liko a mist—"’lis gane " |

heard, and spoke not. | clenched
my teeth, and with a rebellious
heart | steered amang the rising
waves into the north. The sun
went, down, smouldering angrily
amid stormy clouds.  All night the

wind slacked not, and some waves
washed clear away everything cut
ourselves from out the boat. Under
a leech of tho foresail, we still ran
north ward through the darkness.
Toward morning it lulled, at break
o’ day the gale was wholly gone,
and nought remained lo be feared
but tho sullen wash of lhe raised
sea. We watched, for sunrise, with
hearts maist wi’ wild hope and fear.
It rose, as they had never seen, out
of the open sea. No land in sight

nothing like any olher day-"but

, the re(j sun glowering over the bi

waves that thronged to meet him
jwvitti their bloody fronts,

, <Ali that day we rolled helplessly
jarn;a u,u swells. The oars were
,011CJ t|le |oad Of fish clean swept

I,

hame, alack ! there {forth; worst of all, the
spoiling o' the Way a wreath 0’ dark red mist, fixed
:and alarie,

th ~
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lines were say ‘amen’
lost; we had eaten nothing since we said fiercely within myself, «It will
left homo; we could only look down not, it must not, it shall nol be.
into the hungry waves, and fight the ‘Father,” said his voice ; *father,
burning pangs o’ cauid and hunger. pbe a man, be strong ; think of God,
The sails hung straight amidships and bow your heart. 1 am going,
frao tho gaff. The clouds stood un- too. | ne’er shall see an earthly
dor us, steady as some far islands, morn. Father, forgi’e my mony
deep in the calm water, like fairy rash words and thought ess ways
pictures spread over the ocean’s that vexed'ye oft. Tell mither, teli
floor. And night came. Like a Alje, God will provide. O try and
ghost it glinted under us through say, teach them--to say, ‘ Thy will
tlie dark waves; and one by one, as be* done.” | come, Atty—Jamie.;
passing hopes, tho stars disappeared yes-—Amen.’
under tho keel. Nane o’ us spoke; ‘When light fell out o’ heaven it
words could not soften our distress, touched my dead son's face, red-
il was bettor to guess than hear dening his broad brows and shining
wliat every tone would toll.  But jn the coils of his glossy hair; it
when the night was at the midst, | played o%r his-hands, and lay warm
looked ou my three sons. Tho cauld ypon the cold white skin of his open
grip o’ hunger clenched my heart, preast. It eouldna waken him ;
and trouble burned into my very he was tfead. | was now alonu oil
brain; tut it was nought when 1 the cruel sea, keeping watch o'er
saw tlieir fair young faces pinched my sons. | felt no hunger then, or
and thrawed, anti their eyes glow- thirst or pain then. 1 shut my eyes,
ering sae dull and bloodshot in the byt could still see my three sons
moonlight. Nearer 1saw the dread- ¢cold and stark under the sail. 1
ful hour. would havq dee’d, but | eouldna
‘I was tlieir father. It was my leave them. At mid-day | looked
duty, 1thought to cheer them; but forth. AIl was the same; naething,
my lips belied my godless, rebel- save the sun in the sky, and the few
lious heart. far-up thin clouds ; and on tlie sea,
*Trust in God, children dear,- no sail or sign of living tiling. But
He may deliver us; His will isgra- as 1 looked, | saw underneath the
cious. keel a dark shadow passing to and
*Ay, ay I’ they said; ‘He isgra- fro, from bow to stern and stem to
cious. iiis will be done.” bow. keeping its awful watch for
*Awfu’ thoughts filled my mind.— me and. mine." Al times it raised its
Hours | lay and heard them praying shapeless head close by and looked
lor pardon and heaven. | could not jinto my face, and lay in the hot sun,
pray for anything but their lives. gloating and waiting wi’ a fcarfu’
Bitterly 1 besought mercy | mercy | patience and a savage gleam o’cruel
Home Home | joy ill its g'assy een, | thought it
‘Early in the morning light Isatv was the fiend o’ my distress; |
Bryan squeeze ae drap o’ water frae thought it came to Seize the boles
his handkerchief upon Atty’s lips o’ them whose souls it eouldna
whispering, ‘ Take it, Atty, dear ;’ tempt to murmur or doubt in God.
and when he did not heed, lie shook At last, then, 1 bowed my soul.—
his arm and called his name; and | prayed wi’ faith, and wi’ long, ear-
Any ope’d liis calm blue eyes, and nest sigiis bursting from my heart.
said, with his soft, low voice— I slept. It was evening when |
< Whisht, Bryan; dinna wake our awoke. The boat was running fair
father.  I'm dceing; naething can before a northwest wrind, 1 had no
save me now. Come closer, brither. Strength to move. 1kept the helm
1t’s on my breast—the token she gied Stéady under my arm ; tho boat ran
to me lang syne. .Tell her 'tis to lie °N—1 knew not where. 1 looked
on my heart in the grave, for | loved behind. = Tho gr‘e’a‘t black shadow
her dearest at the last. Tell anther Still followed, wi'its hungry eyes.
to love her for my sake; bid sister _lstrove lo fly faster_and _faster frae
Aiie be thoughtfu* o’ Elisie’s its awfu’ company—in vain.
for rne, God bless them a’. “In lhe gloomin “of what day |
will be done. Amen. amen. cannn teli), as in a dream, | found
‘1took ao hand, his brithers had mysel’ passing the outrocks o’ our
the ither.  Ae gentle smile and lov- port. 1came straight to the beach.
ing look he gied us each—and he was Dimly | saw faces around. They
dead. tried to lift me frae the helm, but
‘They stretched him out, and | turned round to see if the fiendish
spread the mainsail ower him; and shadow followed still to take away
silently wc sat, looking at the spot. my sons ; but it was gone. 1lcried.
| eouldna weep or pray; but they *They are saved | Thank God.—
were riven v.i’ grief, and they look- His will be done.”
ed up. pleading, oft, and oft to hea- ‘They told me, long after,
ven. my sons buried ;
*Another morn rose, like theyes- brought their graves
ter’ morn. Not a word o0’ com- auld church-yard. But |
plaint was spoken; they made nae other faces than theirs.
moan; they show'ed nae fear. Un- mitlier and tlieir sister,
der my brows | watched them. they]l Too soon I kentita’.— My
Nearer it came, and nearer. It daughter lay in tho same grave
was writ in Jamie’s cheek—it shone her three brithers; my wife
like a beacon in his eves. Bryan sight o’ their dead faces, was ta’en
stole o’ei lo bathe his hands and distracted, dee’d lang
wet his brow wi’ the salt water ; calling their names o’er and 0’er to
and ho moved his wan lips weakly the last.
wi’ a flicker of a smile. We cover- ‘A stranger woman, wi’ white
ed him frae the sun that burned hair and grief-stricken face, broke
aboon our hjada—but it availed not. lit to me, bit by bit. One name she
As sunset drew nigh, he sank leouldna bear to speak or hear.—
lower and lower. Ere the suniAt last, |told her of her Atty and
touched the water,he signed to raise Jmine—his dying iove, and his last
him up. He aye loved lo look on ii jwords for her. She has kept wi’
going down in its grandeur; and in me since ; one kind, good daughter
tho sangs and verses ho made, he given when a’ the deer anes were
said it w'as the best and loveliest lost to me on earth. But | wait.—
sight man’s eye can see on earth.— His will bo done. Bairns,be humble
He watched it lang ; and his face in a’ your thoughts and vviys; drive
lighted up as the sea rippled against far awa’ ali the selfish, sinfu’ pride;
its lowermost edge. Then he gi’e yoursel’s quite into His hands
smiled his bonnv smile, as it sank wi’ patience, till the course is run
deeper ; and the golden light glow- and the anchor east for ever. And,
ed broader, as he said, with his lads, dinna speak to me o’ these
auld clear ringing voice, that went waofu’ things again ; it’s mair than
far out and high up frae us like my broken .heart can thole.’
music— Ere morning, it calmed suffici-
«And there shall be no night ently to permit out return. Our
there ; and they need no candle, voyage homo was in silence ; but
neither light of the sun, for the as we touched the shore, one ofthe
Lord God giveth them light; and young fishers caught my eye, and
they shall reign for over and ever.” looking toward old Alick, whisper-
‘As he ended the words, the sun ed soltiy and sadlv into my ear,
went doon, and the water lay dark ‘God pity him.’—Dublin University
and calm on the sky’s far edge - Magazine.
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We looked into his face ; he was
dead.
‘We laid him side by side wi’ . . .
. A Coon Recipt.—A mail coming
Atty, beneath the sail. It would jigre jyst before dinner exhausted, wet,
have rent our hearts to speak.-—

and weary, if he be foolish enough to take
Our hands wore weak. It was a aglass of brandy and water, will eat no
long task to place him rightly ; but dinner—he has arrested the molecular
it was comforting to do it : any- change, the philosopher says. If he drink
thing in that dolefu’ time o’ your the hoi water without the brandy (a most
misery. When a’ was done, night capital recipt, by the way, given me hy an
came on. 1dare not look upon my old fox-hunter), he will find his appegite
only son. | could not hide the ravenous—the philosopher finds he has in-
thought of iii to him, | could not creased the metamorphosis of tissue.

to such a stroke. 1
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FACTS FOR FARMERS.

If you invest money in tools, and
then le~ve them exposed to the wea-
ther, it is the same as loaning money
to a sperdthrift without security, a
dead loss in both c&ses.

If you invest money in books, and
never read them, it is tho same as
putting your money into a Bank,
but never drawing either principal
or interest.

it” you invest money in fine slock,
and pot feed and protect them, and
properly care for them, it is llie
same as dressing your wife in silk:
to do kitchen work.

If you invest your money in
choice fruits, and do not guard and
give them a chance to grow and
prove iheir value, it is Ihe same as
putting a good hand into the field
with poor tools to work with.

If you invest your money in a
good farm, and do not cultivate it
well, it is the same as marrying a
good wife and so abusing and en-
slaving her as lo crush her energies
and to break her heart.

if you invest your money in a
fine house and do not so cultivate
your mind and taste as to adorn it
with intelligence and refinement, it
is as if you wore to wear broad-
cloth and a silk hat to mill.

If you invest your money in fine
clothes, and do not wear them with
dignity and ease, it isas ifa plough-
man were to sit at a jeweller’s table
to make and adjust hair-springs.

If you invest your money in
strong drink, il is the same as turn-
ing hungry hogs into a growing

corn field—ruin will follow in both
cases.
If you invest your money in

every new wonder that flaming cir-
culars proclaim, it is the same as
buying tickets at a lottery office,
where there are ten blanks to one
prize.

If you invest your money jn
the ‘last novel,” it is the same as
employing a tailor’s dandy to dig
your potatoes.— Valley Fanner.

SUN POWER,

The changes of the seasons are
severe ; and if they were instanta-
neous, few men would bo able to
endure the shock ; out still they are
working a good work for the benefit
ofthe world. The frosts of winter
shake up and pulverize the soil for
the husbandman. The huge piles
of snow protect the tender plants so
that they live through the severe
season. Winter has a wonderful
tonic-power over the most of men ;
they recuperate cn frost, and come
forth in the spring with increased
vigor and strength. But continued
winter would be an awful calamity,
and would soon work the world’s
destruction. Sun power is de-
manded. A contest must transpire
between heat and cold, and the sun
gain the victory for the preservation
of man. it issingular to witness
this contest in the early spring. In
the morning frost reigns. An hour
or two after he begins to give up
the contest; the ice softens, melts ;
pools of water stand by the way-
side; Noon conies—as pleasant
and tempting as a summer day.—
The sun has triumphed for the day,
only to lose his hold on the earth
again when he retreats for the night.
Day after day, and night after
night, the contest is continued, un-
til the sun finally triumphs for the
season.

What amazing power there is
in the sun I it releases the monster
icebergs of the northern regions,
and bids thorn float to the tropical
seas. It melts the last snow pile
from the northern sido of our New
England mountains. It penetrates
the earth, and brings up the frost
from its lowest depths. It starts
vegetation from its long winter
sleep, sends the sap through the
trunk and out into tlio branches of
the largest and tallest trees, and
clothes them with fruit at the ap-
propriate season. It clothes the
field with grass and flowers, at
once agreeable to the eye, and fur-
nishing food for the multitudinous

inhabitants of the open air.  All
this power is good. God save it
for good—a motive power in his

vast laboratory—the world-

But this sun power is an emblem
—a type. There is a sun which
mortals eyes see not, but which,
nevertheless, drives away darkness
and cold, which arc often and
deeply felt. The Sun of -Righte-
ousness bursts forth to break up the
moral winter of the world.—Herald
of Religious Liberty.
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DISEASES'NOW AND TWO
CENTURIES AGO.

The destruction of life, remarks
the Registrar-General, in the report
he has just issued, like everything
else in London, is upon a scale off
grandeur ; if its dead of a singly
year could be brought to life they
would people a large city. Yet the
rate of mortality m London is vary
different from what it was 200
years since. In 1660-1G80, out of
100,000 persons, 357 died annually
from small-pox ; the deaths now
are 42. The mortality then by
fevei and ague, with searlatim,
quinsey, and croup, was 759 ; it is
now 227. A few (8) in the 10©0,-
000 die now of dysentery ; then,
out of the same number. 763 died
annually of that disease ; by diarr-
hoea, however, a milder form of
disease, 120 die now, 11 died ihen.
Women are not yet exempt from
peril in child-bearing ; the mortal-
ity is 17, but it was then 86. Con-
sumption and diseases ofthe brcath-
ing organs were very tatal, the
deaths were 1079 ; the\T are Oil
now. Children were rapidly cut
down ; of convulsions and teething,
1175 died then, 130 now. Dropsy,
a result and. sign: of scurvy and
fever, was exceedingly fatal ; 829
tiled then. 20 now. Scurvy and
purpura bear testimony to tho im-
perfect nutrition of the population ;
the annual death in 100,000 were
142 then, and are now 2. In addi-
tion, London was then ravaged by
the terrible ‘plague.” The returns
show, on the other hand, that apo-
plexy, paralysis, epilepsy, affection
of the brain, and suicide, are rpore
fatal now—151 now to 57 then ;
and of the violent deaths some are
now more frequert, as the forces
by which they are occasioned are
greater. Poison is more accessible,-
tires aro probably more common,
and drosses more inflammable, but
drowning and suffocation were then
rv'oo as fatal (twenty-three and
twenty) as they are in the present
day. The Registrar-General re-
minds us that the diseases would
revive if tho same causes came
again into action. The supply of
food and particularly of vegetables
and fresh meat, was defective in the
winter, so that a large portion ofthe
population became scorbutic. The
houses were nearly as close and
dirty as the houses in Constanti-
nople and Cairo ; the water supply
was imperfect, and parasitic insects
and diseases ofthe skin betrayed its
impurity. The dirt of the houses
struck foreigners. The sewers
were defective, and the soil gave
off marsh malaria in some parts,and
in others was saturated with the
filth of successive generations. One
bv one these evils have more of
less disappeared, and along with this
change step by step the health of
London has improved. The nation,
adds the Registrar-General, exults
justly in the progress of its manu-
factures, but it is surpassed by tha
progress of the health of its capital ;
and further progress is in the hands
of the people. They can work out
their own salvation, wilh the bless-
ing of Providence ; and, as science
succeeds in bringing to light the
causes of unnatural diseases still ex-
isting, wo may hope confidently
that those diseases will be mitigated
or averted.

SECESSION ANECDOTE.

James Jackson, of North Ala-
bama, well known in New Orleans,
particularly to the turfites there-
abouts, volunteered as a private,an |
joined the 4th Alabama Regiment,
Which suffered so severely on the
21st. On the first charge of that
gallant regiment, Jackson was shot
through the lungs, and when the
regiment was pressed back, he was
left among the killed and wounded.
Shortly after, a Yankee approached
him and said .—

‘Friend, you appear to be badly;
wounded ; what can | do for you I’

Jackson replied, ‘Somo water,-
for God’s sake I’
The Yankee, in giving him the

water, noticed a fine fob chain hook-
ed in vest, and said, ‘Young-
man, | see you cannot survive ;
give me your watch and | will send
it to your mother.”

Jun looked at him askant, and
said =—*‘Horse, that game is played,
out; 1know you will tako tho watch

from me, and | want to make a
trade with you. If you will place
me ill the shade and fill my can-

teen with water, | will give you the
watch.’

The trade was struck in a minute,
and after placing Jim ina shade and
filling his canteen until it gurgled
over, Jim told him to unhook her
and draw her out; and before he
left said to him, that if ever ha
should make a match race, and
wished to know the speed of his
horse, to time him with that watch,
for lie had given $285 for il at Liv-
erpool, and there never was a bet-
ter one turned out from the manu-
factory.’

Jim is getting well, having laid
until Monday about 10 o’clock be-
fore he was found,and declared that
his watch trade was the best lie had
made since he had arrived at mail’s
estate.



