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i3 tt0um B And the silken sad uncertain
llus.tling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—tilled me with lautustic
Terrors never felt before j
So that now, to still the beating
Of ray heart, J stood repeating,
“ Tis some visit or eutreUtiug
Fatrauce at my chamber door—m
Some U.te visitor 4nil-eating
Entrance at my chamber door ;

This it is and nothing more.”

.0 t"ectarg .

DR. HOSTETTER,

Hember of the Soya! College of Surgeons
TEnglar.d>
Opposite the Elgin Mills,
RICHMOND HILL.
1-y

OR. JAS. LAMGSTAFF,

li*L generally i fo«ml at home before
half-past 7a,m and frem 1to2 p.m.

Juno 9, 18f>5.

Presently my soul grew stronger ;
Hesitating then 110 longer,.
“.Sir/’ said i, “ or Madam, truly

Hichmond Hill, June, IHG5 1 Your forgiveness | implore;
But the fact is | was napping,
JOHN" M. REID, M. D ., And so faintly von came tapping,

Tapping at my chamber door,
COa - YONZE AND COLBURNE SrS_, That | scarce was sure | heard you —
. Here | opened wide the door :—
NIOBNH ILL. Darkness there and nothing more.

Cotvsultalians in the ofljne en the mornings
of Tuesdays, Thurday* and Saturday.l, 8 to
40, a. m. Ha"™All consultations in tiie oflice,
<Jasli ¢

'Thornhill, June ft, 18G5

Deep into that darkness peering,
Long | stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals
Ever dared to dream before ;
But the silence was unbroken,

LAW CARDS. And the stillness gave no token,

JAMES M. LAWRENCE,

Clerk of the 3rd Division Court,
CONVEYANCER, AND

COMMISSIONER 1N THE QUEEN'S BENCH

Office opposite R. RAYMOND'S HO IEL,
Richmond Hill.

5
-

Was the whispered w?>rd, d L(;(?Ige
This 1 whispered, and an echo
Murmured back the woid, “ Lenore 17
Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning,
All mv soul within me burning,
Soon again | heard a tapping
Something louder than before,
“ Surely,” said 1, “ surely that is
Something at my window lattice :

Deeds, Mortgages, &c., drawn up with neat-
iioss and despatch.

Richmond Hill, Juno 9, 1865. | Let me see, then, what thereat is,
And this mystery explore-—
M TEEFYg ESQ T Letmy heart be still a moment
. L} And this mystery explore:—m
N otary IP-uxTtjlio, 'Tis the wind and nothing more.”

COMMISSIONER IN JHEQUEEN'S BENCH,

CONVEYANCER, AND
DIVISION COURT AGENT,

RICHMOND HILL POST OFFICE.

Open here | iW gthe shutter®
W hen, with many a Hilt and flutter,
In there .stepped a stately Raven
Of the saintly days of yore.
Not the best obeisance made lie :
But with mien of lord or lady,
Perched above my chamber door-—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas
Just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

GREEMENTS, Bonds, Deeds, Mortgages,
Wills, tVc, tVc., drawn with attention
and promptitude, r*erins moderate.

. Richmond Hill, June 9, 186". 1

CHAS. C. KELLER,

Then this ebony bird beguiling
My sad fancy into smiling,
By tiie grave and stern decorum
Ofthe countenance it wore,
“ Though thy crest be shorn and shaven,
Thou,” | said, “ art sure 1l 1craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven
W andering from the Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is
OLthe Night's Plutonian shore 17
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

ttorney -at -law, solicitor
A in Chancery, Conveyancer. *fcc. OfFice
in Victoria Buildings, over the Ckroniclc office,
jBrock Street, Whithy.

Also a Branch Office in the village of Bea-
verton, Township of Thorah, and County of
Ontario,

Tho Division Courts in Ontario, Richmond
Hill, and Markham Village regularly attended

W hitby June 2, 1865. .

DAVID EYER, Jun.,
Slave & Shingle Manufacturer
ESIDENCE—Lot 26. 2nd Con. Markham,

R on the Elgin Mills Plank lload.
A large Stock of Stavks and Shin'Gi.ks kept
-constantly on hand,and sold at the lowest Prices.
ID" Call and examine Slock before purchas-

ing elsewhere.
Post Office Address—Richmond Hill.

Much | marvelled this ungainly
Fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
ough its answer little meaning—*
Little relevancy bore;
For we cailnot help agreeing
That 110 living human being
Everyet was blest with seeing
Bird above-his chambcr door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured
Bust above his chamber door,
W ith such words a3 “ Nevermore.”

June Ifc65. *o 1-tf
M iTCHEL HOUSE ] But the Raven, sitting lonely
On that placed bust, spoke only
AURORA. That one word, as if his soul in
Thai one word'he did outpour.
T'VWID McLEOD bogs to announce that

Nothing farther then he uttered ;

Not a feather then lie fluttered—

Till I scarcely more than muttered,
“ Other friends have flown before—
Then the bird said “ Nevermore.”

A J he has Leased the above Motel and fitted
it up in a manner second to none on Yonge St.
wh>ere lie wili keep constantly on hand a good
supply of first-class Liquors, &.c. This house
possesses every accommodation Travellers can
desire, those who wish to stay where they can
find every comfort are respectfully invited to
put up at this establishment.

Aurora, June, 186-5.

Startled at the stillness broken

By reply so aptly spoken,

Doubtless,” said I, “ what it utters
Is its only stock and store,

Caught from some unhappy master

Whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster
Till his songs one burden bore—

Of ‘Never—nevermore.””

1-tf

But the Raven still beguiling

2 THOMAS SEDMAN, All my sad soul into smiling .
. Straight | wheeled a-eushioned seat In
Carriage and Waggon . Front of bird and bust and door;
MAKER, Then upon the velvet sinking,
| betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking
&c. &c. &c. W hat this ominous bird ,pfyore—
. Residence—Nearly oppositu the Tost Office, W hat this grim, ungainly, ghastly,
Richmond Hill. Gauntand ominous bird offyorje
Junel18GS5, 1-tf Meant in eroaldng “ Nevermore.’

RICHMOND HIlili,:

Thus | sat engaged in guessing,
But 110 syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now
Burned into my bosom's core ;
This and more | sat divining,
W ith my head at case reclining
On tiie cushion's velvet lining
That the lamplight gloated o’er,
But whose velvet violet lining
W ith the lamplight gloating o’er
She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then methought tho air grew denser,
Perfumed from an unseen censer,
Swung bv.Seraphim whose footfalls
Tinkled On tho tufted floor.
“ W retch" 1cried, ‘thy God hath lent thee,
* By these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe
From thy memories of Lenore !
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe,
And forget, this lost .Lenore I’
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet I” said I, “ thing ofevill—e
Prophet still, if bird or devil —
W hether tempter sent, or whether
Tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate, yet all undaunted,
On this desert land enchanted—
On this home, by Horror haunted—1
Tell me truly, 1 implore—
Is there— is there balm in Gilead ?—
Tell me—tell me, | implore I”
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

“Prophet !” said I, “ tiling of evil—
Prophet, still, if bird or devil |
By that Heaven that bends above us—-¢
By the God we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorow laden
If, within the distant Aidenn,
ItiShall clasp a sainted maiden
Whom the angels name Lenore—-
Clasp a rare and radiant, maiden
Whom the angels named Lenore.”
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

“ Be that word our sign of parting,
Bird or fiend,” | shrieked, upstarting—
“ Get thee back into the tempest.
And the night's Plutonian shore!

Leave 110 black plume as a token
Of that lie thy soul hath spoken |
Leave my lonelinessunbroken |I—
Quit the bust above my do r |
Take thy beak from out. my heart, and
Take thy form from off my door |
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting,
Still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas
Just above my chamber door ;
nj.Jiis BreAjviw alLAlmjk w hj. t
fa demon’s that is dream hig
plight o ¢
Throws hisshadow on the floor
And my Soul from out flijfjitI*knv
That lies floating orf the ‘SWhbr
Shall be lifted— nevermore.

PART THE FIHST.
Continuedfrom our last.

That very day | got a letter from
Fred saying lie had been sick with
a lever, owing to his anxiety about
his business, and especially at the
step he had driven me to lake by
his own want of ir.oney. If1 had
a few thousand dollars I could take
advantage of the state of the mar-
ket, said he, and make a specula-,

lion that would set me on my feet jStt' 11J®v J

again, and you with me, Aunt
Avery. Then you could buy the
dear old place back and live just
as yon used to live. But alas
this paltry sum is waiting.

Money wouldn't set them old
trees a crowing again ays 1 to
myself. nor make our old house
ever look old again, al least not in
my time. But if it could pul Fred on
his fjel again, why it’s a pity he
shouldn’t have it. And I've had
hard thoughts I ought not lo have
had, and called him mean and sel-
fish, and that isn't the way the
Bible tells us to feel. Jf 1thought
f could get to being as quiet and
happy as 1 used to be in the old
times. I'd give him every cent 1
have left, and welcome. But then
where should 1live and who*d lake
and clothe and feed me for no-
thing 11li tikes all Ihe widow Dean's
grace and nature having me to
board even when | pay her every
Saturday night, and | suppose
people wasn’t made to live together.

Just then Sam Avery he came
sautilering in, and says he ‘Aunt
Avery, the doctor says if you don’t
go off on a journey your head’ll
split in two, and I'll tell you what.
I’ve got a first-rate plan in my head
that’ll set every ihiiu straight in
no lime. You set here all day a
worring about Fred and a pitying
him ’cause he can’t pay his debts;
now if you could put him in the
way of what he owes you, would-
n’t it take a load ol your mind ?

‘Goodness Sam,” says I, of
course it would. But there ain’t
no way unless it is to let him have
what 1got for the farm. And [I’ve
‘a good mind to do that.’

Tcould you coutul

FRIDAY ,-:JU

'If you do. I'li have you put m
the asylum ,5saysl Sam. ‘You don’t
know nothing' abot}! ihe world
and | do, and | want you
rnise me that you won't let® Fred
have that money without consulting
me. Do you think your gored old
father worked and toiled arid got
his face sun-burnt and his hands a*
hard as Iwo horns, just for Fred
Avery ? What do you suppose b’ed
say it he could rise from his grave
and see strangers rampaging over
tlie old place, and Ilhetri trees cut
down, and them red and yaller car-
pets all over the floors your mother
used to keep so clean and shining?
Why he'd sneak back where he
rose irorn in less than no time.

I am so bewildered hearing him
talk, and 1didn't know what 1was
about, and 1lbegan to think there's
two ways in looking at things, and
maybe 1 hadn’t reflected whether
or not my father won Id have liked
what | had done. But 1 knew I'd
tried to do as i‘d ought, and so 1
says to Sam:

Don Italk so Sam. It makes me
sort of shudder to think of my father
that’s gone lo heaven, caring any-
thing about the, old place now, and
what color Squire Jackson's Car-
pets are, and such things. And if
you’ve got any plan for Fied’s
good in your head, | wash you’d
tell it, for I'm afraid | haven.l
sliovn a Christian spirit about him.

W ell, says Sam, you've got to go
a journey and so have I, for i'm go-
ing to New York 011 business —
And you can go along with roc, and
see Fred and tell him you’ll take a
part of his debt in board. That will
relieve his mind and his wife’s
mind, and be as Christian an act as
need be. And then, if after trying
’'em you don’t like their ways, and
don’t feel to home, you come right
back here, and me and my wife
will make things agreeable fcr you.
Amanda is a litlle woman anybody
could live with, and if anybody
fl'yoU like your
tea hot—

I do, says' I, biiin’ hot.

Well, if you like it hot, she does.
But then if you change your mind
and like it kind of insipid and luke-
warm, she’ll change hers, and like
it insipid. Amanda and i never
had no words together, and she's a
nice liltle woman, that's a fact.

Sam, says |, you’ve hit the right
nail on the hey.d this time.. I’ll do
what is no more’n Christian, anJ
go to Fred’s. Poor man, how glad
he'1l be, and their lillle children
too. | wonder | never thought of
it before ?

So the next week we set off, Sam
and I, and all the way | kept taking
back ihe thoughts 1'd had about
him, for it was plain now lie had
Fred’s good at heart ; and all along
I had fancied there wasn’t much
love lost between ’em. How plea-
, | declare, says | to
myself, 1 can take hold and help
Fred’s wife about the work, and
them children ; and there’s my old
black silk, 1can make that over for
one of ’'em. if they arc any of ’em
big enough to wear silk, and then
there’s my de laine ! | hadn’t felt
so happy since lhe day | set in the
gallery, but just then we drove up
to a very high brown house, and
Sam cried out :

Wake up Aunt Avery, here we
are !

W hy,twe ain't going to a tavern,
are we ?says I, i thought we was
goin? right to Fred’s !

Well, this is Fred’s; jump out.
Aunt Avery, for there’re opening
the door.

W hat! this grpat palace ! says
all struck up. Oh Sam
they’ve took boarders !

Sam kind o’ laughed, and says
he, Then it'll come all the handier
having you, says he.

We wentup the steps, and pretty
soon they let us in, and Sam pulled
me along into a great, long, splen-
did room and set me down on a
sofy. At first I couldn't ee much
of anything, for there was thick
curtains over the winders, and the
blinds shut to, but after a minute |
began to make out tiie things, and
there was a sight of ’em to be sure,
chairs nnd tables and sofys and |
don’t know what not, all in a muss
instead of setting regular and tidy
up against the wall.

Things is in a dreadiul confusion,
ain't they? says |1, but | suppose
Fred’s wife is a getting supper, and
ain’t had time to clear up yet.

By this time a lady came

l,
1'it must be

into

the' room, and stood a staring first New York ?says she.

to pro-1
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No, | never vras out of Goshen before,
till now, says I, and Goshen’s ways ain’t
like New York ways, at least 1 expect
they ain’t. But wliat is it you was a
saying about dressing for dinner ? Are
they going to have company ?

No, only I though you’d want to fix
up a little, says she.

jat me and then at Sam as if we
[was wild Indians or lloltentots, and
Isays she :

You’ve probably mistaken the
.house, says she. Sam got up and
says he Isn’t Fred at home? says
lhe. Upon that she stared worse

than ever, and turned quite red, but 1 gyess it ain’t worth while if they ain’t
Sain up and toid her who be wa? going to have nobody, says I. And Il
and who I was, and that he was a jist lay down a little while aud get rcs-
going down to lind Fred, and would 1ted, ifyou'll call mo when dinner's ready.
leave me in her care. So she went down, and | tried to get a
But i’m surprized he ain’t to nhap, but some how I couldn't, I was so
home, lor | made an appointment faint, and beat with the journey and the
with him for just this time ‘o day, need of something to eat, if twasn’t more
says he, and it's rather awkvvard than a cracker. And when they come
ot to find him. m free to say. 0O SAGE me o diner | e rankt
Just then in walks Fred a look- !

. dinner after dark.
ing as black as thunder, aud he We all set down to the table, Fred

takes 110 notice of me but just goes ,ng his wife, and me, and there wasn't
up to Sam, as if he was going lo nothing on it but soup.
catch him by the throat, and says I suppose they economize in their vic-
he, Well Sir ! tuals, thinks I, to pay for living in such
Well, Sir! jays Sam. a big, handsome house.
And they slood a looking at each say 1 never cat such good soup, and it
other just like two roosters that’s a must have taken more'n one bcef-boiie to
going to fight. make it, I'm sure.
Bui after a minute Fred turned COUSL” Avery, sayf) ! to_fFIre(Xs (;/vife,
round shook hands with me and YOU Makeyour soup eautiful.-And you
says, This is my Aunt Avery, all dressed up like a lady”®, too.

think h do it. N h
Maria, and the lady that had been i how you €0 ! ow wheu
a standing there all this time, she keep nice and tidy.

I'm

Not that |

round to work a getting dinner, I can't time.
ever The merchant of a village, despise him who

things, such as you expect to smell,when
Satan is a prowling round; -1 ffeUlalfeilf
I should choke, and then as if I:should
smother, and turn which way | would

couldn’t get to sleep. My head felt
worse than it did before | left home, and
| began to wish 1°d staid there,, and not
come to this new-fangled place where
everything seems so strange. At last |
got up and dressed me in the dark,~and.
went out into the entry to sec if.Tjeouli|>
get a breath of fresh air, and who should’
be coming up but cousin Fred’s wife; m"

Why, ain’t you to bed, yet ?says-1,

No, says she, I ain’t, but where does
this horrid smell of gas come from ?,
What have you been about V says she. /

| ain’t been about nothin’, says I,,
only | couldn’t get to sleep, and I didn’t
know what was the matter after 1 blowed.
out the light.

Blowed out the, light ! Goodness’! It’s
lucky | ’ve.got a nose, or you’d have been’
dead before morning, for aught I know:,
and she ran into my room and set such ij.
light a blazing that | was half dazzled.

Don't, never blow out the gas. agait},
says she, but turn it off so, says shej and
she put out tho light and went away,
and there | stood in the dark, and didn’t
know where the bod w;s, and went feel-
ing round and round, and kept getting
hold of till sorts of things, till at last |
found it, and was thankful to undress
and creep in and hide myself under the
clothes.

To be continued.

ONLY A VILLAGE PAPER.

Says some hair-brained, but pompous in-

But 1 must dividual when asfeftd io give his support to a

local journal. “ Oh 11 hate these
little papers,” when the fact is that these-

little despised sheets, have each more iuflu<

nasty

ence over lhe destinies of the world in one
| can't week, than a thousand such as he ever had,
or would have, did they live to the end of

All rivers are small at fhe source.—

stared harder than ever, and says have such handsome clothes as your'n, dare, Tor without such the wholesale houses

she, indeed? says I, for | see her a clouding up and

Thinks 1she feels bad at having didn't know what I'd said to vex her.—
me see her parlor in such a clutter, There was a man a clearing off tho tabic,
and so | made believe not to look at and I see him a laughing, and thinks 1

any thing, but for the lile ol me | \INhe_lt',St hde Iaughltnhg_ at !t f‘t T]e ?t d
couldn't help seeing them chairs all ain one nothing to faugh at, an

: . most likely its his
askew, and so i got up and Ia'ld pleasing him.
my bonnet on the table, and while

“ Leadkec.”

would soon be abodes of owls and vampires.

W ithout a local press no country village

can thrive, they are the; life's blood of .the
But body politic, and tho 'grout,“ Globe ", oi'

are valuable, only in proportion

own thoughts are as they enunciate in the aggregate the scnti-
But just then he in with ments of their smaller, but really more im-
a great piece of roast beef and a couple portant compeers.

W hile a city press pre-

1 was a doing of it 1 just set a of poiled chickens, and ever so many  tends to lead, in reality it does no more than

couple of ’em straight and even, in
the w ndow. The minute, she see
me she run and pulled ’em out and
put ’'em askew again.

kinds of vegetables, enough for twenty.
Why, Fred, says I, them chickens

look as plump and fat as if they'd been

raised in the country. | had an idea

Fred he kept edgiug off while New York-cliickcns was only lialf-growed.

we was a moving of ihe chairs, and
at last he got Sam into the back
parlor, for he didn’t seem to wan'
nobody to hear what they was talk
ing about.

common, don's you ?

Fred smiled a little, but didn't say
nothing, and it got to be kind o' silent,
and | kept thinking what a number oi

Fred’s wife didn't say nothing, thiugs was brought on to tiie table and

sosays |, Do you keep boarders, so much troublejust for me, so says I : |

raa’an ? Don't put yourself out for me, Cousin
Keep boarders! gracious ! says AVery. saysl. —Ifyoumake a stranger

she of me | shall wish 1 hadn't come. There !

. . . ‘L be plenty of that cold meat for to-

I'ask you paidon if I've said any- morrow, and I'm partial to cold meat.
thing out of the way, says I, it By this time we'd about got through
looks like such a big house, and as dinner, and the man had gone away, so

follow.
ates the texts,
it, and often badly.
the majority'ofour M.

nod can putthem in Parliament,
less can put them
one dare to despise a village press, for,

the community in which ho lives.

It is tho local press which erunci-
the others only preach from
a fact, that

P's.

it not
P.

Is

represent

But | suppose being brought up on a local conBliluences, and can afford to laugh
farm you know how to raise ‘em more'n at the thunders ofthe
athemas of the

Globe or the an-

“ Leadeh,” but let these

local organs speak and they tremble, for a

and even,

out. Therefore, let no
un-

ess that is pure, the body politic is corrupt,

even as the noble river’s water is poisonous

f (he small fountain is polluted.
Seeing then that such things are so, we

claim as a local Journal, a share of support
from every one who wishes the welfare of

Remem-

if it had such a sight of room in it. Mrs. Avery she spoke up quite angry ber the streets of Jerusalem arc only kept

like and says she :

The idea of my being my own cook
ard making the soup 1 Ha'! ha! Even
John couldn’t lielji laughing !

Why, do you keep a girl ? says I,
quite bewildered. And was that the i
girl that showed me the way up stairs ? t

Did I understand Mr.
say you are his
alier awhile.

Avety to
aunt / sayo she

Yes ma'am I’'m his aunt,
father’s side, says I
Most extraordinary i says she.

by the

No, dear, not extraordinaiy, says
1 Itsas natural as can be. Jere- ing at Fred.
miah Avery and Abraham Avery
they married sisters. And Jerry’s
sisler married a cousin. And
Fred's father, lie—

Fred. Of course everything strikes a
person from the country as more or less
singular. But hero comes the children 1

ing now, says Sam coming in,
member what I've
Amanda;, good-bye Miss Avery, and looking as if they’d just come out of
good-bye'Fred and so off he went, aband-box. There wasn’t one of ’em
And | began to feel lonesome as Morenseven yearsold, and it come across
soon as he went. And | realized mMe it waskind o’ queer for ’em to talk
that | was beat out, what with the ofgoing out to get their living, as their

journey and all. So I said I shoul
De glad to go up stairs if it would-

n’t be too mucli trouble lo show me 1 ,ch more than a baby, but he set up in
the way. a chair, and his pa and ma they gave
Oh no, not at all, says Fred, and him a good many unwholesome things,

had my trunk carried up, and and all the others helped themselves to

re- every one of ’em dressed up in white,

mon kind.

he

way, tho
hence we ask every one here
paper,

. and also to show whither
My dear, I'm surprised at you ! says drifting us.

ally will we strive to do our
battles, and as one of the almighty local

a
! ; ! practice is founded upon the fact that tho
g Pa had said they did, but thinks I they’re nHy emits its eggs in the autumn, and that
smart little things and not like the com- they are never hatched till the next spring,
Tho youngest one wasn’t when the warmth and the fruitful state of
the soil, by repeated ploughings and harrow

sun’s rays.
generally sown; the plant therefore springs
up about the time the fly is

clean by every man sweeping his own door-

local is that doorway and
to take the

and watch the local interests of which

paper

t treats. The times we live in are momen

ous, every day is an epoch of wonders, to

What does she mean ? says she, 100K- record which is the duty of the local press,

these epochs are
Truthfully, fairly and imparti-

part in life’s

rho door opened and in came three press, wc demand the thoughtful, unbiassed
Good-bye, Aunt Avery, I'm a go- children; two girls aud one boy, and support of tho neighborhood, and

hope to hear again a slur on a local press.
told you about with curls a flying and ribbons a flying, — setected.

never

Tue Turnip Fly.— A method of prevent-
ng the ravages of the turnip fly has been
dopted with success in England. The

ir'. admit' of tho generating effects of tho
It is at this period the turnip is

hatched, and a

sent for a nice tidy young woman Whatever they could lay their hands on. gupply of food being thereby afforded, it is

to show me my room. They wouldn’t speak to me, but all they

not surprising that tho fly should multiply
seemed to care for was the good things and thrive.

If, instead of sowing immedi-

Well, we went up so many pairs and the nuts and raisins Fred kept a ately, the soil is brought into as fine a state

of stair that 1was all out of breath feeding 'em wi'.h.
when I got to my room, and had to ren's fond of eating, and never would
set down in the first chair | see.— stop if they were left to their own ,?ay.

IIt was one ’o them short days in
ihe fall, and though it wasn’t more strike nine, and to go up to bed.

than four o’clock, it was beginning When I knelt down and tried to pray, it
to grow dark, So the young didn’t seem as it did to home ; there

woman let down the cuitains and w'as such a noise in the street of wheels
lighted the light, and | could see going by, that | couldn’t collect p

hat a b tiful it ith thoughts at all, but | seemed to rus
what a beautitul room it was, wi and drive and tear along with them om-

such a great wide bed, and a white jn~ Ugeg my ponr 0]j heart got to
quilt all svvee't and tidy, and the peating like a mill-clapper. And Satan
brown and blue carpet, and tVie he hung round and kept saying ‘Well,
brown and blue curtains, and all.  what do you think of all this ?° Your
Dear me, says I, this room is too POOr nephew Fred seems very poor, don’t
nice for an old lady like me. Isn't lie, and this is a miserable little mean
there some little corner you could house, ain’t it ? and don’t his poor wife
tuck me into 2 have to_work hard ? Whe_re’s that old
black silk of your’n, that j'ou wasa go-
Oh, this isn’tthe best room by no jng to make over for the children ?
means, says she. Not butit’s a Hadn’t vou better stop a saving of your ;
decent bed-room enough though,— prayers and begin to rip it I Bo Fgolt
Shall | help you to dress for dinner all wore cut, and undressed me, and
ma’am ? blowed out the light and got into bed.
It looked like a nice bed afore 1 gotin,
but as soon as | laid my head on the pil-
lowl, | says to myself, ‘Faugh! what
feathers 1 | never slept on such feathers,
and ’tain’t wholesom?.’
So | rose up on end, and tossed ’em
off on to the floor, but it didn’t make no
in difference, and the air seemed full of

Why, ain’tthey had dinner yet ?
say I, 1 hopej they ain’t waited all
this time for me.

Oh dinner isn't till six, says she.

| stared at her and she stared at
me, and then says she :

lguess you ain’t been

much

But then all child- 2S possible and e sowing delayed for ten
days,
would die for want ol its natural lood.
existence of tho fly in tvheld may bo ascer-
1 was’nt sorry to hear the old clock tained by placing cabbage leaves at night,

But and examining them in the morning.

fly would be hatched,” it
lhe

although

The Heroic Switch Texdek.— The fol-
lowing iucideut is related in a European
paper a.- having lately oeeured in Prussia:
A switch tender had just taken his place
to change the track, in order to turn a tram
which was in sight, so as to prevent a co*
lision with another train from an opposite
direction. At this critical moment, on
turning his head, he discovered his little
boy playing on the track of 1lhc advancing
engine. He might spring to his rescue
and remove him safely, and hundreds of
lives might be lost by his neglect. In an
instant his resolution was taken- “ Lie
down!” he shouted to his boy, and the
child happily accustomed to obedience
promptly threw himself 011 the ground, and
the whole train thundered Over him, the
assengerg little dreaming how much their
iaf'ety gﬁea}cost that father. The trembling
man rushed forward, fearing to find noth-
in<rbut a mangled corpse, but no words can
express his joy atseeing his child alive and
unharmed, the next day the King, having
heard ofthe circumstance, sent for the man
and presented him the Medal of Honor for
his heroism.

Squaring the Ciucle.—if you
think it i« an easv thing to square the
circle, just £0 and settle your wife s bill

brimstone and sulphur and all sorts of|ior hoops.



