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FATE IN A TIN DII’PER.
ISAAC BOWMAN, M. D.,

Graduaic of <hc Uiiivei>i<y of Vic
Coll. & Provincial Licentiate,

‘Want to buy any tin ware to-
dav,ma’am 1— pails, brooms, needles,
thread, scissors, washboards—all
kinds of glassware, cheap for old
mi’s, iron, money or credit ? Want
to purchase ? Should like lo trade
with vou!”

This was the salutation of a toll
handsome youth, as he opened Mrs.
Phillips’ kitchen door, one fine morn-
ing in August and addressed the lady
of the house at her seat by the win-
dow. Now Mistress Phillips was
a lillle netlled with the disobliging
conduct of a skein of yarn whicr. she
was winding and she answered the
fellow’s string of inquiries rather
tartly for her :
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‘No ; 1don’t want any of your
trash.’
JOS. GREGOR'S Mrs. Phillips' eyes snapped por-

Fountain Kestaimint :

King Stkkkt, East, Toronto

tentiously and her eyebrows drew
imo closer relationship , as ifdeter-
mined that no pedlar should be suf-
fered to annoy their amiable owner.

1 Lunch eveiy day from 11till 2.

@ GIES oysiers, LABAS & Please, Mr. Peddlerman, | want
QS T
m ﬁHI\HEFH‘[BgI a tin dipper  called a childish voice
from a back porch, and little Eva
Charles C. Keller 1Bl phillips, the first and last born of

her parents, came bounding into the
room. Eva was a beautiful child,
and the young pedlar gazed at her
in undisguised admiration.

‘*And prav, for what does my
curly headed girl want a tin dipper?
he asked, with an arnnsed expression
on his face.

‘Oh, to dip up wator from the
- OTEL brook—to get perries down on Black-
_ berry Hill, and, she added, with
f charming Naivete. ' to see my face
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i alﬂ'ﬂ\eﬂ(ﬂigd over,” he muttered lo himself; then
o

— “but my dear girl you shall have
J
i

the dipper. The best tin in the
world might be proud of mirroring

3 i such a face I Come out to tiie cart
3 Wclhigton Hotel, Aurora ! and get it.’
Al OPPOSITE THE TORONTO HOUSE. Eva ran merrily down to the
p BHEY brown-gate-where-the peddlen%%d system
()‘(H) m natured horse was patiently awaitin,g which

Ihe master’s coining, her happy head
[l of the grand times she’d have
with the tin dipper. The peddler
opened the box.and took from thence
a very bright dipper, and then with
ttie point of his knive engraved his

MAT®—+ugene

V\N% Fuller—upon

out side, and gave it inlo lhe child’s
I\Ajellyﬂm hand.
George "Wilson, ‘There, my little Miss, what is

(LATH FROM ENGLAND ) your name \%

tEva Pearl Phillips,” said the girl,
inspecting her g;ft with sparkling
eyes.

‘Miss Eva, a pretty name— well
accept this dipper as a love gage
'from Eugene Fuller, who, when he

gets older, is coming back to make
F(@Cﬁ'm]you his little wife. Good bye wifey !
|land the laaghing boy sprang nii*bly

jjarch 14, 1862, 172-iy upon his seat and drove off.
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“His little wife!” mused Eva on
her way back to the house. ‘1 won-
der what mother will say i | won-
der if she will begin to make pillow
cases and sheets just as Aunt Ethel
did beford cousin Carrie Pear was
married ? | must tell her about it.’
And Eva dashed into the kitchen full
of the important news. ‘Mother,
mother | the peddlerman says he is
is going to marry me one of these
days—ain’t it funny } Only think,
then | can have just as many tin
dippers as | like,?

“ Au manv fiddlesticks! Go help

ane shell the beans for dinner. |

do wish there hadn’t been a peddler
created ; they’re a pest!’ Mrs
Phillips rocked violently back and
forth in her cushioned chair, and
made an extra knot in the refractory
yarn.

Time passed on, and Eva kept the
tin dipper among the most cherished
playthings—she did not use it olten
lo hold berries or spring water, for
fear its lustre would lie spoiled, aud
ine name of the donor effaced. Mrs.
Phillips despised peddlers, and she
would have destroyed the amulet
had not her mother’s love for Eva
pleaded against it.

So when Eva had reached her
tenth year—a bright, blooming little
lassie, full of gaiety and happiness,
the dipper was still in existence,
bearing bravely its age, and i’s oft
repeated struggles for favor with
Mrs. Phillips.

Eva though quite, a young lady,
was as lond ol it as ever ; she kept
it on her pretty dressing-bureau,
that it might meet her eyes the first
thing in the morning. One would
have thought that the little maiden
H'us completely infatuated with
what, five years ago, Eugene Ful-
ler, the pedlar, had styled a *love
gage,” and perhaps she was—we
cannot sav. Certain it is that there
is no accounting for the fancies of a
female head no philosopher has ever
discovered a test by which to anay-
lize the mysterious composition, and
never will.

One evening Mrs. Phillips was
coming inlo the kitchen in something
of a liurrv and it being dusky in the
room, she hit her foot against some
obstacle, and in consequence lost
her balanee and fell down into a
large pan of buttermilk which Jane,
Ihe careless housemaid, had lelt on
lhe floor. There was quite a splash-
ing and splattering, aud Mrs. Phil-
lips though unhurt, was decidedly
put out—not out of the buttermilk,
but out of temper. Her favourite
pooc'le dog was frightened so much
at her fall, that he Hew upon the
cat's back for refuge, and the latter
animal made her escape through tiie
chimney, leaving poor Roche to
dron down at his leisure.

From the ruins, Phoenix iike, Mrs.
Phillips arose ; and on Jane’s bring-
ing a light she proceeded to inves-
tigate matters—wondering all the
time what she could have siumbled
against. The wonder was soon dis-
pelled by the appearance of Eva’
tin dipper,
with a long ramble over the field and
pasture, and returned home so drow-
sy thal her mother had sent her di-
rectly to her room, without giving
her a chance to put away her treas-
ure. The sight of the dipper only
seemed to increase Mrs. Phillips” in-
dignation, and she vowed vengeance
on tiie unfortunate cause of her
downfall.

Consequently, the next mornin
when Eva arose and looked about lor
her dipper,
She went to her mother for

ignorant in the matter;
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it a'n airing and perhaps fill it with
strawberries down in Giant’s mea-
dow. Singing blithely, she went
her way, ihe exhumed dipper still
in its bandages, hanging upon her
arm. She came to the narrow
bridge across Dead River, and was
nearly in the middle of the crossing,
when her attention was attracted
by a large cluster of dragon-star,
clinging to the willows which hung
over the bridge. Thoughtlessly, her
eyes fixed on the flowers, she ad-
vanced to the edge of the bridge—
the plank bent aud lipped with her
weight—one scream, and tho little
form of Eva struggled in the water.
She closed her eyes and gave her-
self up for lost ; but no, the dipper
bound with the silken cloth, acted
liko a life preserver, and kept her
above the surface,

‘Help me! Do somebody come
and help me ! screamed the little
girl as she was borne rapidly past a
field where some farmers were _n-
gaged INpianling their corn. Il a
moment a stalwart man cleft the
waters, and reaching out his hand,
grasped her by the arm and swam to
the shore.

‘Where am | ; and where is my
dipper?’ queried the child, ss soon
as she came to realization.

“You are here’ replied the man ;
1but what of your dipper? Ha, as
I live, ’tis an old dipper rather the
worse for wear—tied up in a rag |
Well, it saved your life.”

Then the good man put her in his
rough farm waggon, and conveyed
her home, taking particular care to
relate to her mother the important

part the dipper had played in the
rescue of the child.
‘1 tell you. ma’am, if it hadn’t

been for that ar’ dipper kcepin’ her
above water, she’d ’a been dead
drowned afore any mortal man would
’a reached her! Thank the dipper,
marm and not me.’

This unbiased account of the
praiseworthy behaviour of tho dip-
per, softened Mrs. Phillips toward it,
and she allowed Eva to keep it
wherever she chose.

Months and years rolled away,
and when Eva Phillips was fourteen,
she was sent to a celebrated semi-
nary iu a neighboring State, from
which,after a three years' course she
was emancipated a ' finished young
lady.” But her learning and accom-
plishments had not spoiled her, and
she was the same gay. light-hearted
lijtle fairy who had begged a dipper
from Eugene Fuller™ twelve years
before.

Shortly after Eva’s return to
Wheatwold.her mother sickened and
died, and although in many respects
a harsh woman she was long and
sincerely mourned by her daughter.

With the coming of summer,
Phillips, at Eva’s urgent desire,
his farm for a couple of years,
with his child set out upon a Euro-]
pean tower.
the most fervent admiration wher-j
ever she went, but, although she re-
ceived many offers of marriage, she

letl

lor the child, wearied out jpreferred- to remain with her father.

They visited all places in Southern
Europe—sighed over desolate Rome,
walked upon the lava of Vesuvius,
beheld the magnificent prospect
from tho highest peak oi Mount
Blanc, floated upon the waters of
Lake Constance, admired the im-
pregnible fortress of Gibraltar, and
sojourned for some months iu the
French Capitol.

At last they took passage from
Livsrpool to Now York, and with

it was not to be seen —Jmeh'ng hearts looked out daily to-
infor- jwards the blue distance where they
mation, but that lady was profoundly Iknew
and Jane! passage was theirs;

home was. A prosperous

and from the

proved, on being brought to the in-J bustling American Metropolis they
quisition by Eva, to be in a like bliss- |took the express train ou the Eas-

lull state of tier mistress.

\tern Railway, which would set them

Tnen Eva went through with aldown at home.

of reconnoitering, j
resulted in the tocovety of

Jdrpp\er ffem a mass of rubbish in .
a corner ol the wood-shsd. It was

But alas ! how little do we know

of coming events. How little do we
reatize upon"“whm a slender conl
hangs our desimg! At lightning

bruised aud haltered a little, but inmspeed the train which carried our

other respects, as good as new, anil
Mrs. Phillips, though guilty of the
intent, was not exactly guilty ol tne
sin of the iconoclast.

Resolved to guard against all fur-
ther profanation of her idol, Eva
carefully tied the dipper in a piece
of strong silk, which had been given
her by the village milliner’ to make
her doll a dress ; wliich she deposit-
ed all in a little hollow at the foot of
tho pasture, and covered the aper-
ture with a fiat stone.

Some days afterwards she was
sent by her mother on an errand to
her Aunt Ethel, and as her wav lay
down the pasture lane, she thought
she would take out her dipper, give

travellers, sped on, Eva joyous and
cheerful in view of beholding once
more the dear old place ; her father
rejoicing in hisdaughter’s happiness.
In crossing a bridge built on a broad,
bul shallow river, the machinery of
the engine became disordered, and
in an instant the foaming monster
plunged into the river dragging the
train after it.

At the first shock ot the overthrow,

a young man, who for the whole
journey had been regarding Eva
with a fixed attention, dashed to-

wards her and clasping her in his
arms, reached the tottering platform
just as it was going over—on fran-
tic leap and lie, with his senseless

M r.ther time since her return.

Eva's boauty excited |involuntarily opon
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burden, went down beneath the wa-
ter to raise a'most instantaneously
and strike for shore.

Boldly he swam on, and at last
in safety reached tho land, when af-
ter giving Eva into the care of some
benevolent people who lived near
the bridge, he leturneifrto the scene
of the accident, hoping to be of
some service in rescuing, those vet
imperiled.

Sad to relate, Mr. Phillips was
among the killed, and Eva. on the
return of consciousness found herself
orphaned and alone in the world,
among strangers. It was a new and
terrible experience to her and her
shrinking spirit was nearly broken
by the shock. She suffered herself
to be guided entirely by the advice
of her unknown preserver-—depend-
ing upon him with tho trust of a
helpless child. Under his protec-
tion Eva set out lor home, home no
longer now that there were none on
earth lo care for her. The house
at Wheatweld had boon closed the
greater part ol the time during the
absence of its owners, and had only
been opened a few weeks before, in
expectation of their coming. Every-
thing was damp and mouldy—the
curtains weie falling to pieces in
the continual moisture of the atmos-
phere—everything bore the impress
of gloom. Still heaviei fell that
gloom when the closed coffin holding
tho remains of Mr. Phillips was
brought inlo lhe long dark parlor—
awaiting the funeral service of to-
morrow’s morn.

Eva’s affliction was dreadful to
witness. She took notice of nothing,
neither ate nor slept, and refused all
attempts at consolation from her
sympalhysirg friends. The young
stranger, who accompanied her
home, took charge of everything,
aud tho good peopie of the vicinity,
supposing him to have been an inti-
mate friend of the deceased, made no
inquiries concerning his right to aet
as lie saw fit.

Mr. Phillips was buried by the
side ol his wife, and Eva, on the arm
of the pitying old clergyman, went
down to the grave, iceily tearless-
like a stone statue. She exhibited
no emotion—uttered no sigh—her
eyes looking vaguely into vacancy
with a fixed immovable stale. The
funeral over, the strangey engaged
two trusty servants, a man and his
wile to take charge of domeslic af-
fairs about the place, and then he
had made preparations for imme-
diate departure. The morning on
which ho was to leave, he sent a
messuge to Eva, requesting a pri-
vate interview. It was granted,
and she met him in the little boudior
attached to her chamber, where she
had passed the greater portion of
Ho came
in with a little hesitation in his stop,

and jand took the chair her silent nod in-

dicated. As he did so, his eyes fell
the tin dipper,
which still retained its olden place
upon her dressing bureau. He start-
ed up and approaching it, took it
into his hands and examined it long
and attentively. Still retaining it,
he came to Eva’s side.

‘ Miss Phillips P

Slio looked up drearily on hearing
her name spoken, but her face
brightened instantly when she be-
hold he'- old favorite plaything.

*May | ask how you came
this Miss Phillips I’

‘It was given to me hy a peddler,
very many, many years ago. His
name is on the side.’

Andyou have preserved it through
all this time? Strange. You evi-
dently prize it !”

‘Piizoit!—sir it has
lifo. But who are you
tion mo thus ?’

‘ Would you like lo see the giver
of ‘hat trilling toy I— would it please
you to see Eugene Fuller?’

‘Yes, it vvould gratify me above
all things. Then 1 would thank him
for tho pleasure his gilt has procured
me.’

1Then, Eva Phillips,
my face and thank me.’
gene Fuller !

The girl rose hurriedly to her
feet, and threw a long, searching
look into the face of lhe young stran-
ger. Then her eyes fell, and she
said, with something of doubt :

‘It is true V

“And it is Eugene Fuller to whom
| owe my restoration from a teni-
ble death in that time when’—her
voice failed—a sigh heaved from the
inmost depths of the heart, shook
her frame, and tears, blessed tears
flowed like rain down hen face,—
| They were t' e first she had shed
since her orphanhood, Eugene

by

saved my
that ques-

look up into
I am Eu-

blessed them, for he knew that only
through much weeping, could the:
burden whiclv crushed her be light-
ened. When she was calmer he-
drew her down beside him on- the
settee, and- said,.

‘Eva,- it is fifteen years ago, that
I, a peddler—a mere youth of four-
teen—charmed with the childish'
beauty of a little girl,, gave her a tin*
dipper with my name written there-
on, telling her that when I vvasolder,
| s-hould come hack and make her
my wife ! Dost remember this,.
Eva'7

Eva’s voice was low and subdued*
as she answered him.

‘“Yes, | remember it.”

‘Well, | am older now—twenty-
nine summers havo passed over my
head giving me wealth and influence;
and to-day the heart of the man but
echoes the sentiments of the boy.—
1have always remembered' you—
have always cherished the fond idea
of coming back to this country town
where | first saw you, and renew
our acquaintanceship, but until last
Thursday my business could never'
be arranged lor leaving. Fate placed
me on board that fatal train of carsr
and the first face which I saw ora
seating myself, was yours. 1 did
not recognize you as Eva Phillips,
but I recognized you as the twin of
my soul, for 1 have been a strong
believer in predistined marriages.—
| saved you from death because 1
felt that my life would be desolate
without you, and when afterwards |
learned that yotl were Eva Phillips,
my contentment was perfect. Andl
now Eva, tiro mate of mv spirit,
may | waive all etiquette now in
this moment when your heart is suf-
fering from your sorrowful bereave-
ment, and ask you to give me of all
the world the right to comfort you V

Eva’s bead drooped lower, her'
lips quivered, she spoke the words
he so longed to hear :

‘Eugene, | give it to< you I

He drew her rnto his arms and
kissed off tiie tears which still clung
to her cheek. And she, feeling again
the warm fold of affection around
her, looked up with hope and trust
to the source of all happiness—to
Heaven.

Eugene Fuller and Eva Phillips
were married two months from that
day, and the health of the bride was
drank by the scores of distinguished
guests assembled, from the tin dip-
per which subsequently became an
heirloom to the Fuller family. Mr.
Fuller and his wife removed to Bos-
ton immediately on their union, and
their lives were blessed to them.

There, dear, bright eyed reader,,
is the story of the Tin Dipper.—
Quite a .dipper, wasn't it

The Mayor’s Nest.—There is a good
anecdote told of Robbie Jotason, who in
the year IYGET, was Provost of Dundee.—
llis services being; required on a cer-f
tain occasion, a messenger was despatched
to his house, who, upon asking for the
Provost, wes told by the guidwife that he
wes *awa’ to the whin hill for a pocketfu’
o’ whins.”  Off scampered the callant to
the cvhilithill,” and soon the Provost ap-
peared, and throwing down his burden,
pulled off his bonnet, and wiping the sweat
from his bald pate, said, *Janet, where’s
my wig, I’'mto sit in judgment the' day.’
“Your wig!” quo Janet; 1did | ever hear
sicaman ! How.can you- get your wig f
D*ye no ken Ihe hen’s laying in’t1’

Mbore's Quinias to Arerica—
About sixty years since, Moore the poet,
writing from the city of Washington to
Lord Viscount Forbes, sang o the *brute-

ruler, and the man-made brute,” as
the liberty Ihat prevailed in the land of
freedom, * which makes like E*ypt, every
beast its god.” He exclaims, “She’s old
in youth, she’s blasted in her prime,” and
ina note he asks, * What wiil b« the old
age of this government if it is thus early
decripid.”

Laughter and Tuahs.—How
near akin laughter is to tears was
shown when Rubens, with a single
stroke of his brush, turned a laugh-
ing child in a painting to one cry-
ing ; and our mothers, withcnt be-
ing great painters, have often
brought us, in like manner, from joy
to grief by a single stroke.

A = Converted Actor” is preaching in'
West of Enjrland.

40 to 45 children outof every 100 die
beiore they are five years old.

The Garibaldians sentenced to he shot
have had their sentence commuted to im-
prisonment for lile.  Garibaldi’s health is
favorably reported off.

The All-England Eleven, in the crickets
ing season%ust concluded, have played 2&
matches, of which they have won 17, lost
7, 1tie, and 4 were drawn.

An editor, recording the career of a
med dog says:— W& are grieved to say
that the rabld animal before it could be
killed, severely bit Dr. llart and several

other dogs.

The French Senate and Legisla-

tive Body.—La France announces that
the Senate and Legislative will be
convoked for 15th .lanuary. The Coun-

cil of State is now sitting, and will inlire--
diately discuss the Budget fr 1863.



