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LOUIS DON.

She came into the room—my teacher, Miss Ellen
Norton—in a swift, flurried sort of way, and sitting
down by mamma’s chair, she burst into tears.

“Why, Ellen, what is the matter?” asked mam-
ma, in a voice full of surprise and solicitation, and
she leaned forward and took her hand.

Miss Norton is quite at home at cur house, and
would bring any trouble she had to mamma’s sym-
pathy, for whom, T beliee, she has more love and
reverence than for anybody in the world.

My mother and Miss Norton were old and very
dear friends, and when my teacher's father failed
and died, and_ her mother followed her husband in
a little while, and left their daughter in her youth,
and grace, and sweetness, in the cold and loneli-
ness of the world, mamma sent for her to come to
us, and offered her a home for life under our own
roof. But Miss Norton would not consent to that.
She said God had left her still health and educa-
tion, which must be employed in some service for
herself and the world; and when she insisted,
mamma and papa used their influence, and ob-
tained a situation for her among the teachers at
the academy.

That s a long time ago, at least it seems so to
me; but they say the years go swifter as they
grow beavier heads ; at any rate, I became,
a pupil at d emy the very week on which
Miss Nortone it as teacher, and that is three
terms ago.

# - Miss Norton did not enswer for a minute, but
the tears\flowed through the hand which shielded
her eyes, and mamma stroked the other, and asked
in her soft, tender voice, “Ellen, my child, what s
the matter?” At last she looked up with her
stained, flushed face and quivering lipsi

“I've got o give him up, Mrs. Hammondg!

“Give who up?” asked mamma.

“That boy—Louis Don. There's
tempting to screen him any longer.”

«Has he been guilty of any new offence ?”

«Yes; and Mr. Allen, our President, says that
this time he cannot overlook it ; an example must
be made for the sake of the other scholars; and T
had not the heart to make any plea in his behalf.
He must go, and yet, Mrs. Hammond, T have loved
that boy. T hoped to save him ! and the tears of
Miss Norton flowed afresh.

«T'm sorry—D'm sorry,” and mamma shook her
head, still holding Miss Norton’s hand.

“That's all we can say, I know, for to do now
scems beyond my power. This last disobedience
of his was like the rest, not malicious, but daring,
foolish, defiant. - Just beyond the academy grounds
there stands a large pear tree, bending under half-
ripened fruit. M. Allen alluded to it the other
‘morming after prayers, and absolutely interdicted
any boy's approaching the tree. It did not belong
to the academy, and he added, with much impres-
siveriess, that any pupil who violated this command
would be guilty of theft, and could no longer be an
inmate of the school.

“And this boy took the fruit afterwards. It was
& grave offence, and doubly aggravated under the
circumstances, Ellen.”

I know it, dear Mrs. Hammond. T donot seek
to excuse him ; and yet, remember what this boy's
‘moral cultivation has been ; remember that he was
le fatherless and motherless before he could know
either of his parents, and that he has been, so far,
‘brought up by a careless, indifferent, good-natured,
half profligate uncle, and that all his perceptions of
right and wrong are confused and obscure. He
has been tanght to regard an act of this kind as
something shrewd, brave, fine, manly, and this
very night his uncle will laugh at the boy at hoine,
when he recounts the whole transaction, and slap
him on the shoulder approvingly, and say it was &
jolly lark, and that “that boys nobody’s fool,’ and
he's ‘bound to make his way in the world.’”

0, most shameful !” said mamma, and her voice
was pendulous betwixt indignation and pity.

“Yes ; and what could one expect from a boy
whose moral instincts were thus warped and per-
verted! And yet what noble possibilities there are
ig that boy ! what @ power for good or for evil he
will be in the world! How he shrinks from, and

use in at-

loathes anything that he really sees is mean and
contemptible! What a bright, warm, generous na-
ture hisis! Iwould trust him, at any time, with

A TRUSTY MES|

uncounted gold.  He would sbrink this moment |

from a lie, that is, what he would call a low, mean,
sneaking lie, with profound indignation. He has
more influence over the boys than any other
scholar in my department; and O, if conscientious
and judicious parents had planted the xight seeds
in that affluent soil—if true, solid principles had
taken their strong, deep roots in that boy's soul,
what a man he might become! and now he will be
lost—inevitably lost !” and here poor Miss Norton,
my fair and sweet young teacher, sobbed as if her
beart would break, And mamma laid her hand
once more soothingly and caressingly on the young.
lady's arm.

“Don’t say that, my dear child,” she said. “You
know in whose power it is to save him.”

“I koow it, O dearly beloved friend of my
mother ; and yet, my heart has yearned so over
that boy—I have so longed to be the means of sav-
ing him ; and when he goes out from the academy
| he will go out from all right influences into an at-
mosphere which can only nourish the weak and
evil side of his nature;; and be is so impressible,
so strongly gregarious, so full of high animal spir-
its, that are always effervescing in fun and frolic,
{and what he calls ‘scrapes,” and all these will in-
evitably lead him into temptation. May God de- |
liver him from evil, poor fatherless, motherless
child!” said, fervently, my teacher, Miss Ellen
Norton.

1 went up to her—I don’t think anybody had no-
ticed that I was in_the room before—and put my
| arms about her neck.

“0O Miss Norton,” I said, “I am sure that if
TLouis knew how bad you felt he would try to be a
better boy !”

She smiled through her tears.

“I believe he would, my dear, if he could only
understand it, for he really seems attached to me.”

Just then my brother Guy called me to come
out and look at_the fine trout which he had caught
in the brook, and when I returned, my teacher had
gone.

Late on that same afternoon mamma sent me
with some early strawberries to old Mrs. Mat-
thew's grand-daughter, who. is just. convalescing
from the typhoid fever. The wind blew fresh from |
the distant shore, and suddenly it seized the napkin
which covered the fruit, and tossed and whirled it
in the air like a swarm of snow-flakes, and another
swift gust caught my bonnet, and swept it over the
bars into the wheat field.

SENGER.

“O dear, whatshall Tdo ?” I cried, in my dis-
may, not knowing which to start ater first.

“Hurrah {—that's jolly!” cried a clear, merry
voice, close at my ear, and turning, I beheld Louis

Don, his great black eyes flashing and dancing for

fun.

“O Louis, how can you laugh at me now ?”

cried, just ready to break into tears.
“Well, I won't again, Mary; it’s too bad.”
Making a dart for the napkin, seizing that, and
then springing over the fence, he returned in a
moment with both the lost articles, and held them
up to me, triumphantly saying—

“Wasn't that pretty well: done, now 2”

“Yes ; thank you, Louis,” and as I took them
from his hand, and looked in his handsome, boyish
face, the thought of all that had transpired betwixt
mamma and Miss Norton that afternoon returned
to me, and I exclaimed— .

“O Louis, if you ouly did everything as well !”

Those great, dark eyes of his grew full of serious
wonder, as he asked—

“What do you mean, Mary ?”

“T mean, Louis, that it wasn't well for you to
climb Farmer Stewart’s pear tree, especially after
what Mr. Allen had said to all of us.”

He started and looked confused a moment,

“Where did you learn that?” he stammered,
“Have the boys found it out? But t's safe with
you, Lknow.”

1 think Louis likes me very much, as I do him,
for he is always bringing me some pretty shell, or
early flower, or deserted robin’s nest, which proves
that [ am a favorite of his.

He did not wait this time to get my answer, but
he burst into a loud laugh, and clapped his hands.

“0,” said he, “it was fun, the way I came it
over old Farmer Stewart, Uncle John said it was
the best joke of the season, and he nearly split his
sides laughing when I told him.”

0 Louis, don't—don't; it was stealing to take
those pears, which didn't belong to you.”

“Stealing!”  He gave a low whistle, which ex-

pressed a great deal of skepticism and contempt, a |

litle anger, too. - “You are a little prude, Mary
Hammond; but for all that, you don’t think I'm a
thief ?”
Ve won't talk about that now, only I want to
ask you a question, Louis.”

“Well, let's have it,” putting his hands in his
pockets and looking comically serious.

“Don’t you love our teacher, Miss Norton ?"

His eyes answered for him, so did his lips—

“Of course T do.  She's just a darling, I tell you,
Mary ; Id go a long way to serve her!”

“And it would really trouble you to know she
was deeply grieved, so that she cried as though her
Heart would break #*

“Yes, indeed, Mary. Has anybody been trou-
bling her#”

“Yes, Louis, troubling her more than you can
guess.”

“Who?” And this boy of eleven years looked
fierceras the picture of some old paynim knight in
his armor.

“You, Lonis.”

¢4 2—what do you mean, Mary Hammond 2

And then, I hardly know how I did it, but there,
| standing before the bars of the great wheat field,
| with, the, winds running in and out of the silver
| tresses; -and_shaking them up until they seemed
| like drifts of snow, I told Louis all the conversa=
| tion that had transpired betwixt Miss Norton and
| mamma that afternoon—I suppose that I did not
[ use just the language that my teacher did, though

her words seemed to come right to my lips while T
| talked, and I know that T did not lose one of the
ideas she expressed, and that when I ceased I found
myself erying.

Louis Don had grown serious—serios 1
never saw him before in my life, while he listened,
and those large, black eyes of his scemed to have
melted into.a mist.of tears when I stopped. !

“I didn't think of Miss Norton when I went up
the tree,” he said.

“And if you bad, and known just how it would
grieve her, you would never have taken the pears
—would you, Louis "

“Of course 1 wouldn't; T would have cut my
right hand off first. - But now it's done, Mary.”

“Yes, and you'll be turned out of school, Louis.”

“I #'pose I shall. - I can stand fhat /” and for a
| moment the handsome face. was xeckless, dofiant.

“But just think how Miss Norton will grieve for
| you, because she loves you” I saw that was the
tender place in his heart.

“Yes,” and he winced

though the thought hurt

l‘him— Td do almost anything to save her from

feeling bad."

“But O Louis, if all she said was really true, and
you should grow up and become a bad man, after
all

He was serious enough, now.

“Inever thought of it in that light,” he said.
| “You know, Mary, that T love fun as I do my life,
|and to run my neck into all break-neck scrapes,
{and generally to have a good time ; but as for do
| ing anything real mean or bad, why T'd scorn it

with all my heart.”

“I believe you mean what you say ; but Louis,
there is one way in which you can gladden Miss
| Norton’s heart—you who have grieved it so many
times.

“How? T will go a long way to do it?”

“It will be only a short one. Go to President
Allen; tell him all you have done, and that you
are sorry for it.”

He buried his head in his hands—

“O Mary, anything but that— can't do that,
said Louis Don.

“It s the only thing now, Louis, that can be
done, and it will be for Miss Norton’s sake.”

“But you don’t know=—you can't tell,” he went
on, half incoherently, talking to himself—tyou're
| girl, Mary, and dow’t understand how it would
| hurt my pride.”
| “Yes I do, Louis, and I know you will be a bet-
| ter, braver, nobler boy always, if you do this.”

“Why, Mary, you talk like a preacher;* and he
looked at me half in wonder, half wavering.

1 said some more words—I can’t remember what
they were, but they came right out of my heart.
At last Louis took my hand.

“T think I will go,” he said, and he wrung my
hand; and then he started off, and there was a
Took in his face which made me think he would. go:
| straight to President Allen. +

the President rose up, for I knew that unless Louis
had acknowledged the truth, that the time had
come for his dismissal and disgrace. But the Pres=
ident went on to speak of some trivial matters, and
then in 3 moment dismissed us all to our classes,

The next morning after prayers T trembled when.

Et

et



f

‘f?ar

THE YOUTH'S

COMPANION.

and a it weight and anxi nel“edlnddmly
vty S A

1 caught 3 1p him
S o a gl eyl kot

to
. “You see 7 did it, Mary,

iss. Norton's into bis stomach. -
camire oo ho o i o10 st O T ma | Nor wa,thi all. Ther was an after part to
. As for Louis Don, he seemed serious and | th :
tful all day—not like his usual self, and I ness and uprightness of the hero of the book.

:;n‘:vg, as nobody else did, what had occasioned this
To , I told her all

To-night, sitting by mamma’s

you know  here, reader. listened intently,
without a word of comment until_the conclusion,
when she took me in her arms, and kissed me fer:
ver

little seed-sower,” she said, and I knew
then how decply glad shio was foral that 1 had

ne. 5

#And mamma, if Louis should from this time see
things in a truer light, and become a different boy,
and some_ time make a good and noble man, what
a good thing it would be "

“Surely a most blessed thing, my darling,” and
bending down, mamma kissed me again, and there
were tears in her eyes.—Arthur's Home Maga-
zine.

¥ THE FAMILY.

A TRUSTY MESSENGER.
01d Mrs. Richards complained that the boys she
employed to bring milk from a neighboring milk
establishment, would sometimes help themselves
from the contents of her pitcher.
“Why don’t you send Growler for it #” observed
alad who had just returned from sea, pointing to
a buge dog that lay at the old lady’s feet. “I have
‘made our dog Towser, on board the Mary, do things
twice as hard for a dog to do as that, Mrs. Rich-
ards.”

“0, Growler indeed; he would serve me worse
than the bo; He's as fond of milk as a cat, and
would be sure to lap it all up before it reached my
hand,” returned the old lady.

“Not a bit of it!” replied Jack. “If you will al-
low me to do so, I will engage to teach him a few
days while I'm at home, and will almost guarantee
that he canvbe taught to fetch your milk.”

“Train away, Jack,” said Mrs. Richards. “Tt will | 5

serve to amuse you, if no other good comes from it.”

In Jess than a week, the young sailor had Growl-
er in first-rate training. He had merely to put the
money in_the pail and say, in'a commanding tone
—4Go fetch milk for the mistress, sir,—and away
the dog would go, as intelligently as a human being,
taking care on his return to hold the pail steadily,
lest a drop of the milk should be spilled.

It was quite amusing to see the other dogs
watching him as he went along, and to observe the
knowing look he would give them, as much as to
say “Stand aside now; I'm too busy to talk to you.”

" Butwo to the boy who should attempt to take
hold of his pail ; a growl like that from the cage of
an enraged lion would put a stop to any interfer-
ence of that sort.

Mrs. R. was of course sufficiently grateful to
Jack to make him a present, as a reward for his in-
telligent kindness. The good lady had a massive,
old-fashioned silver ring, that had, to be sure, more
value as silver than it had beauty as an ornament,
‘but she knew that Jack would love it for her sake, so
she placed it in his hand, remarking, “There, Jack,
that is the symbol of faithfulness and truth; its
value is not much, but the lesson it teaches is
‘more to be desired than gold.”

————
“THE PIONEER BOY.”

A new book entitled, “Trz. PioxzzR Box, AND
How He BrcaMe PRESIDENT,” being the early
life of President Lincoln, has been published by
Messrs. Walker, Wise & Co., of this city. The
ook has been prepared by Rey. Wm. M. Thayer,
author of “THE BoBBIN Boy,” and other works
for the young. Much time has been spent in the
preparation of the work, and the material has been
derived from. the most suthentic sources. ~Among
the many facts of his eatly life, illustrative of

energy, perseverance, industry, honesty, temper-
- ance, and other points of interest in his character,
is the following relating to his temperate habits :

He was always a foe to intoxicating drinks, and,
though living at a time when whiskey was the daily
‘beverage,of both men and boys at the West, he
steadily and persistently declined to use it. ' At
house-raising, log-rolling parties, and other places,
when his companions joined with older ones in the
drinking usages of the day, he refused; and one of
his boon companions, who was intimate with him
from ten_to twenty-one years of age, testifies tl
he never saw him take a dram of strong drink.
But the following incident is a striking one, as
showing his persistency upon this subject:

He was very strong at twenty-three years of age,
stronger than any other person in the region. One

o bis companions, a few years younger
self, made a bet with a man, that “Abe,” as he was
called, would it & bareel of whiskey containing

e thar Ao wt Ac-
mhe subject. w-:zn:d to him, and the
o strength was He lifted the bar-

would Jift a ten gallon keg
But, instead of swallowin,
the whiskey, he held it in his mouth until he coul
set the barrel down, and then he spirted it upon
the floor, unwilling that the vile stuff should go

hole, as another man
aud drink there

His friend who made the bet was several years
ounger than himself, some have said, and he took
im aside on the evening of that day, and asked

him if he was in the habit of betting. His friend

assured him that he never bet before in his life.

“Then promise me that you will never bet again,”

aid young Lincoln. “It is a species of gambling

fobwhich ouly the meaisst oy over egage = H

friend hesitated to give_the pledge, when he pro-

ceeded to expostulate with him. “Come, promise
me now. Your mother will be rejoiced to know

that you have taken such a stand.”” His friend did

promise him, and now, thirty years after, he says

that he wept by himself on that might over

“Abe’s” serious lesson, and has kept his pledge to

this day. The book abounds with similar inci-

dents that illustrate his character.
o
THE TEMPEST AND ZEPHYR.

A Zephyr was fanning the dew from a flower.

‘When the Tempest came by in the rage of his power,

And he says to the zephyr, “ 'Tis time you shiould go,

For I treat all contemptible creatures just so!™

it £ the word, with his

| Then, suiting the a with his breath
He tossed him on

And he said, “I must lét your impertinence see
That the business of blowing belangs all to me,

“I can fan all these flowers and brush all these trees ;
Can accomplish my work with the greatest of ease ;
ind whether T hinder the rain-drops or dew,
I neither have room nor employment for you.”
So saying he starts on his orazy career;
He fils all the beasts of the forest with fear,
he trees in the rage of his fury he trims,
And crushes the flowers with the crash of their limbs;
He sweeps the poor birds from their shelter, and then
Lays violent hands on the dwellings of men.

trade;
t has made,

The zephyr resumes his benevolent:
He weeps o'er the havoe the tem
Then has th diligence, labor and care,

sten.
AII the injurics done to look up and repair.
‘And soon are new branches adorniz e trees,

And flowers send new odors abroad on the breeze ;
And the track of the tempest is lost in the blaze

Of the earth’s verdant robe and the sun’s cheering rays.

terror, an wide:
en the thunder may roar and the tempest affright,
But the zephyr brings treasures of peaceful delight.

SCRAPS FOR YOUTH.

For the Companion.
GIRL-BOYS AND TOMBOYS.
T
“Bah! Jack Jones is a girl-boy. 1 saw him
throughi the window washing dishes and sweeping |
floors the other day. He kissed his mother and
said, ‘Good bye, mother,” when he went to school
yesterday. Just as if I'd kiss my mother!" She’s |
glad enough to get rid of me, and would'sooner |
give me aslap than a kiss, any day. Then he takes |
hold of his little sister’s hand and leads her out to
walk.” 8o said Harry Brown, as he leaned cn the |
gate and whittled a pine stick with his jack-knife. |

“I took my little sister out to walk the other day. |
Shell want to go again, T guess. 1 pulled her, and
scolded her, and treated her so politely generally,
that I think she'll be glad of my company in future !”
said Steve, another boy standing near him. |
“Jack Jones stands and shivers in the cold, and
never plays rough games, like other boys. Then
be has those little curls all over his head. T say,
why don't his mother dress him up in pantalettes
and petticoats, like a girl ?”

“They say he helps his mother, though.”

“Poh, 1 wouldn't do it 17 |
“Who's that you're talking about #” said a voice.
Steve looked down, and Harry looked up at a |
chamber window and saw Anne’s face half hidden |
behind some geraniums and heliotropes. Anne

was a sedate young lady. |
“You know, if you've been listening,” said Harry.

“Well T don't like girl-boys, I confess, and I

don’t like man-boys either, little boys who feel as |
grand and smart as if they were old men instead of |
small youngsters.”

“0, you get out!” said Harry. |
#1 should think you would like girl-boys, you |
are a girl,” said Steve. |
“No Idon't! Tlike to see boys.full of life, who |
are not afraid to play games that will make them
strong and manly. T like to see boys help their
mothers and kiss them too. Aint you ashamed”— |

t| Annie finished her sentence to the gerniums, for |

Harry and Steve didn't like to be lectured in par- |

ticular, any more than boys in general do, and had |
kicked up their heels and run off down the street. |
Immediately after a little boy with the cleanest!
possible face, without a particle of dust on his
white jacket, and with his hair parted exactly
in the middle, rang at the door.

“I have brought you some flowers, Miss Anne,” |
he said, making a bow so low  that all his curls |
were exactly perpendicular to the floor. Miss|

el of whiskey, and took a swallow from the bung-

Anne was heard to soliloquize, as she ran up stairs, |

| child in the way he should go, and when he is old

| times!”

“That boy'l never be good for anything if he don't
have any boyhood. - He'll never get hardened, he'll
have no character, no constitution, nothing worth
living for. If he was my child I'd shave his head,
put a stout frock on him, and turn him out with
other boys, with directions to play like them or
starve.” At this point she shut the door.
ToxBoYS.

“Get out of the way; I'm coming?” shouted
Emma, as she ran down the street with her hat in
her hand, and her hair like that of Fairy Bell, in
the song, “like the thistle down floating in the
wind.” In her flight she knocked over one or two
small boys who happened to stand in her way.
One youngster would not be knocked down, and
she attacked him with her fists, till he was glad to
beat a retreat. Amid the noise of the children
whoni she had upset, she sprang upon the fence,
and stood on one of the gate posts.

“Emma’s a tomboy!” shouted a little fellow,
putting his head out of a window.

“Be careful! Next time I catch you, you'll get
it

The little fellow immediately collapsed.

Three or four lady-like little girls came by look-
ing aghast at Emma, on the post.

“You can't get up as high as I can!” she said,

“My mother won’t let me climb fences. She
thinks it is not proper, and she won't let me go
with you because you are so rude,” said Florence.

“Poor little child! You don’t dare to say your
soul’s your own. My mother lets me do as I
please.” Sometimes she says, ‘Emma, love, I would
not do so.” But father says brooks must run, and
flowers must grow, and birds must sing, and water
can't go up hill, and I have grand times.”

“I wish,” said another little girl, “that I could
frighten the boys as you do. They plague me half
to death.”

“Can't T scatter them ? - If they give me a saucy
word they get their pay for it. What have you
got there? Paper dolls? They are all nonsense.
My dog is better than a doll. I can play marbles,
and fly kites. Father said that I was quite an
Amazon the other day. Ilike father; but mother
can't make me mind, I guess. Can’t I jump down
there ?”

“Oh no, youll hurt yourself !”

“Hurt me!” she replied, contemptuously, as she
gave a great spring and alighted on the ground.

“What is a tomboy P” asked Florence.

“A girl who acts like a boy, I guess,” said another
girl.

Emma rushed off down the street to meet a girl
who had a dirty face, tangled hair, and a loud
voice.

“They say we are tomboys. I don’t eare. Come,
let's climb the old apple tree, and sit there and tell
stories,” said Emma.

A stern voice called them back. An old man
spoke.

“Come here, girls! What's that T hear about
you? Do you like to be tomboys? Wil any one
love and respect you? Do you mind your parents
better for being so wild and lawless ?”

“Poh, old man, you needn’t lecture us. T guess
we can take care of ourselves,” said Emma.

The old man’s eye kindled as he leined on the
top of his staff. “Is that the fruit of being tom-.
boys—disrespect t0 old age? When I was young
we never met an old man without a courtesy or
bow.”

“Very well, old gentleman, here's a courtesy for
ou "

-

“What kind of women will you make if you
grow up this way! The Bible says, ‘Train up a

be will not depart from it. You are not being
trained up. You are like vines left sprawling on
the ground, running where they will, instead of
climbing up as they ought to.”

“T guess we'll come up as well as you have !

“Well, well, miss, your father can make you
mind, T understand. T will report to him thege in-
salts, and you will meet the punishment you de-
serve.”

The old man turned sadly away, with a tear in
his eye, murmurig, “The old times! the old

Emma was not afraid of punishment. They
would not whip her, and if they shut her up in hor
room she would jump out of the window. - She
had done it before. But she had a good heart
under all her roughness, and she felt touched that
she had wounded the old man's feelings. The
haughty light died out of her eyes as she stepped
up to him.

“Well, any more impertinence 2

“No sir,” she said, with drooping head. “Dve

doe very wrong. Tim very sorry that T spoke so |

to you. You are right to be angry with me, and
T beg your pardon. T'm not afraid of punishment,
but I'm really sorry. Won't you forgive me »
The old man grasped her: hand, and exclaimed,
“That's noble! that's worthy of the spirit of '76!

iu the battles of the Revolution, but it came harder
to me one day to ask o man's forgiveness than to
face the cannon of the enemy. Yes, T forgive you
my dear, and hope that your high spirits will not
fiy away with you, and that you will grow up into
o handsome, gentle, noble woman. God bless
you?” CHRISTIE PEARL.

HOW A PIG WENT TO A PARTY.

“Once there was a rabbit whose name was Butter-
fiy, and another whose name was Brownie. But-
terfly was called Butterfly because he had two little
places on his cheeks which looked just like a but-
terfly’s wings ; and Brownie was called Brownie
because. she rown ears and a brown tail.
Well, one day Brownie said to Butterfly,
“Butterfly, we must have a party |”
Butterfly was reading the newspaper, and all at
once he stopped, and took off his spectacles and
laid down his paper, and said he, “Why, Brownie,
what do you want to have a party for ?”

Q1" kaid Brownie, “all the neighbors have had
parties, and we must have one.”

“Well,” said Butterfly, “if we must, we must,”
and so he wiped his spectacles with his tail, put
them on and went to reading his newspaper again.
So Brownie began to get ready for the party.
And the first thing to be done was to know whom
to invite. So the next night, when Butterfly had
got. his slippers on and was warming his feet just
before going to bed, he and Brownie had a talk on
that subject.

“How many are you going to have?” said But-

“O! T don’t know,” said Brownie; “let us count
them all up. In the first place there is Tabby, the
cat; and then there is Towser, the dog; and Pip,
the hen, and Rattle, the rooster.”

“0, I wont have the rooster; he will split our
heads open with his crowing,” said Butterfly ; but
Brownie said “poh ! poh ! Butterfly, if you invite
it o et it 4l Yo KR

“Well,” said Butterfly, “I hope he’ll clear out
his throat before he comes.”

“Tll get some molasses candy ready for him,”

said Brownie,

“Well,” said Butterfly, “go on.”

“Next comes the bossy—what in the world is
his name?” said Brownie. “O, Lremember—it's
Bruno; yes, we must have B Then Cosset,
the lttle lamb, and then the p: d the canary
bird over to Mr. Jones'; and I'beliéve that's all 1
can think of.”

“But you have forgot the pig,” said Butterly.

“What! that dirty pig?” said Brownie, “he +

never shall come into my house.”

“Why, what will he say ?” said Butterfly. “You

know he lives right across the road, and_ he'll sce

and hear everything, and hell eel dreadflly if you
i

don't invite him.

“Nonsenise I” said Brownie; “pigs haven't any
feelings

“Lghess youd think they had if you could hear
al as I did the other* day, when the man
i said Butterfly. “Besides, you
c wipe his feet clean before he comes
in, and put a large bib on him, and spread a piece
of oil-cloth down  before him, and I guess he wont
be very dirty.”

“Well, P1l see,” said Brownie. But she made
up her mind to invite him after what Butterfly said
about the pig's feelings, for she was a very kind-
hearted rabbit, and was president of a charitable
society, and did a great deal of good to the poor,
and in every other possible way. So next day,
when Butterfly went to his work, he carried the in-
vitations, which Brownie had written on nice little
pieces of paper, something like this :

“Butterfly and Brownie present their compli-
ments to Mr. Pig, and request the pleasure of his
company to-morrow afternoon.”

When Butterfly handed the invitation to the pig,
he tried to take hold of it with his dirty paw, but
was so clumsy that_he let it fall in the mud. But
be contrived to pick it up again, and then he
opened it, and said he, “What's all this? I can’t
read ; I'm not a learned pig, you know.”

So Butterfly told him what it was, and the pig
grunted out that he'd try to come if his master
would let him.

. So the next day Brownie had her house all put
in order, and her table set for supper in the dining-
ro0m, and she put on her best gown and apron, and
smoothed her "hair so that she looked her very

rettiest, and then she sat down and waited for

er compuny. Buterfly had not got home, but
was expected every minute. Pretty soon the bell
Tung, and Brownie, looking out of the window, saw
the dog.

“O, he's here soon enough, T'll warrant,” said
Brownie, “he smells the victuals. But he's wel-
come,” said she. “Come in, Towser!”

So Towser came in, and pretty soon came the
cat, and the parrot, and the canary bird, and the
lamb, and by-and-by came the pig. Brownie saw

im as he came into the gate, and she saw that his
feet were very black and dirty, and that his nose
Was monstrously big. At first she thought he had
tumbled down and “hurt it, but she soon saw that
he had been sticking it into the pudding, and that
the pudding had stuck all over it.

“Here piggy,” said she, “please to wipe your

 clean your nose before you come in.

But piggy said he guessed he I’mked well enough
for her house; so he bolted in, tracking his mud
all over the clean floor, and sticking his nose into
everything he could find, till Brownie was ready to

vexed. When Butterfly came

he contrived to draw piggy out in-
and there he made him_wipe his
ass, 80 that he was a little more
decent. And he fent him his pocket handkerchief
and made him clean_bis nose, “for you know, -
dea

” said he, “that Brownie has taken a good
of pains to fix up the house, and. you

and you must keep
as clean as you can.””

That's true heroism! Beg forgiveness of an old
manlikeme? Bless your little heart! I've fought

‘Uh! uh™ said the

: ig; but ‘as he went back
into the house, he mehp:.ge pal and

swill pail, and rushed
/
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at it and tipped it over, and got both his fore feet| nlzed and scanning the woodsawyer a moment, he

in it, and in half a minute was dirtier than ever. | sai
“0, what shall Tdo?” said Browais, when she
sawhim coming in “He must go home ;|
he shan't stay another minute.” [
40, let him stay,” said Butterfly ; “he can't do
any more harm than be has done.” So Brow,

Fiow do Jou keep your books, sie
T keep no books,” sid the

T iia s anf e wmm,

with marked emphasis ; “and you excel those o

nie |are satisfied with the double-entry system. You

wiped e eyes and carpt, and mlde the best of it.| keep your books upon o riple-entry plan, T ob-
Well, they sat down to igey and all | serve.”
There was & good.deal of whispring becseen But. Tearing up the account, Mr. Webster added :

“Go, sir, and be honest hereafter. I have no ob-
|jections to paying these litcle bills Lwice, but I can-
ot pay them hree imes.  You may reire

eft the room feeling as e Sl
el S g v learned
lesson that lasted through life.

terfly und Brownie as to where they should put|
pigey; but they finally concladed to put him be-
tween the dog and the rooster, for they thought he
might behnve better if they were beside him. So
they at. And Brownie had a dish of
R e o dog,
and g fittle cup of seed for the canary, and some
corn for Rattle and Pip, and some nice sweet grass I S
for ann nnd Cmset, and a mce pailful of pﬁmo SCRIPTURAL ENIGMA.
arings fc e pig. An 3 all h,d enough, | Whom did his son deceive, because his eyes were dim?
‘and Mh,wd ,e,y olitely, except the pig. For | Who by St. Paul was asked to haste to Rome to him ?
after e had eaten his potato parings, he sivetehed |w
out his paw and seized Rattle’s dish of corn, an
tried to get Towser's bone. And at this, Rattle |
set up such an awful crowing that all the company | Who first employed his skill in iron and in brass?
clapped  their lnnds to their ears, and Brownie | Who heard a solemn voice which cricd, “Al flesh is
cried out, “Wher grass
‘Whom did his nurse let fall, and thereby render lame ?
‘Who was it that the first temptation overcame ?

hat nation’s unbelief made this apostle sad ?
| Where by a proclamation were.the Jews made glad ?

s
And the dog,seized hold of
piggy’s ear, and bit him so that he let the bone go,
and began 't rub bis ear with his paw,ineiad. of
stesing bis neghbor's viotuals with it

And Butterfly had as much as he could

eserve order. And the worst e umJ

rownie, when she brought back the molasses can.
dy, dropped a piece of it on the partoC’s plate,an

Where did God punish Tsrael with consuming fire ?

For whose reception did St. Paul express desire ?

Nigh to what city once sat Jesus at the well ?

Who, slzeping while Paul preached, from a high win-

A stone set up in token of God’s help obtained ?
oo Bl e e e ey b 't | At what place was the ark for twenty years detained ?
open his mouthy and everybody thought he was in
a fit, and Cosset went e doctor, and Bruno |
went to get some hot wlter P sk ]
tea-kettle and burned hi

A ToRh Bttty samie, was oo no o keop
the pig any longer; so he said, “Mr. Piggy, we are | Who loitered, though by angels of his danger told ?

re such @ noisy, and dirty, and uncom- | Who to a godly king his threshingfloor ance sold >

Bostabla creaturo thiat we camot/doianythinig. with| Who b wo oy han s6Ré s o cast way ?
you; but you must go home.” Who, a king's mind to calm, upon the harp did play ?

“Uh! uh!” granted the pig; but he didn’t stir
an inch. So Butterfly told Towser he must get
him home somehow or other. And Towser took
hold of his ear, and said, “Come along, Mr. Piggy ;
this is no place for iy  politeness i thrown away

The city where the great apostle Paul was born ?

A king, of whom an angel did a good man warn ?

| Who wisely held his peace till elder men had spoken ?
Nor was, until they ceased to speak, his silence broken.

Take the first letters, which combine

Will form seven words, in which you'll find
An admonition given ;

And may the Holy Spirit lead

Your soul with earnestness indeed

upon pigs
PSo rhg “me d Sado T dtent ol g AR To seck the way to heaven.
Towser home, and when he left him he was ———
rooting his nose into the mud as contented as ever. | g e P
e y of some tame
And Towser went back, and the company contrived trout kept inthe basin of  founisin on the grounds
to finish their supper as well as they could. And T Denison, at Norway Village.  They had

afer supper they enjoyed themselves it plays | ¥
and games, and_Brownie, in spite of the dirt and
giaen; old Buterty the next day that she had
very good ti
e Butterfly and Brownie
were sitting together after breakfast. Butterfly
said to Brownie, “Do. you know what you've been
eating, Brownie
e s g e of

Becora it pets of the village, and under generous
freling some o them hgee grown to weigh two an

pounds each. 'They immediately ~gather
near the edge of the water, when visitors are
around, and will readily take fo0d from the hand—
the owner always having a care that the fingers
are not bitten in the operation.

um; but do you know what pig they came
0k CHILDR.

“No,” said Browni IN'S COLUMN.

“Well, it was the dmy pi e had at ou party.”

“Well " said Brownie, “I'm sorry you “NO FATHER TO-DAY.”

from the windows and gaze up and down the street,
looking out for father, and. “No father to-day” will
back upon their hearts like a knell of

ny (how many God. o

sorrow.

knows), the “No

the great loss will become & part of the daily life.
Many will watch and wait, and wait and watch,
never know whether they will ever see “father”
again, and never hear of his sad fate, whether slain
on the battle-feld, or died in some’ fur-off hon
tal; and to many the anxious looking out for father
will be umwered Shot through theheart,” “Found
dead after the ” &e.
el pmy for all such lile anes who
mourn “No father to-day,” that they may find a
Father in Him who has tuupht us t0 say, “When
my father and: my mother forsake me, then the
Lord will take me up” and who has said, “Leave
thy fatherles children, T will preserve them alive ?”
ittle reader, that the sad lot of “No father to-
oy, taimorrow; . to, orrow, mey ot beyoum,
we carnestly pray.— Well-Spris
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Brassels from the auction trade sales in New York, and will be
50ld for $1,00 o $1,25 per yard. These Carpets are the cheapest
e have had his season, and are very much under tho reguiar
pri

pleces Tapestry

To
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SKIN DISEASES, SCROFULOUS SORES AND ULCERS
D WITH ROX ONE TO Stx Borries op
DR. RADWAY'S CLEANSING SYRUP,
carten
RADWAY’S RENOVATING RESOLVENT.
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ding

y bust
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A
rth what e phi ana
0 sl o Vil

e; but e was a dreadful i pig; andifa)
dmadful iny pigoan be mads o clean,aice sas-
don't know as he can be put to any better

Litle Junie, who s four yeurs old, was al
“dressed up” very nicely—his ne
broidered with black beaid, his curling har brushed

s, T
e up 50 finely from his forehead, his hands and face
“Nox 1" said Butterdly.—Springfield Republi-| ushining clean ;” what do you think was to pay ?
can. “Why, father has been away, and is coming home

in the Hancock stage.” Mother bad kept dinner
waiting. “She had such nice things,” Jamie said,
“clean table-cloth and all.”

Jamie stationed himself at the window, standing |
ona low stool, very anxious and very. expectant, |
| while his brother Henry, who is seven years older,

| sat back a little on the sofu, pretending to read.
But he did not read much, for at the least rumble
of wheels up he darted, and run o the windor,

For the Companion.
PONY AND I.
AR ! toss your head and shake your mane,
My bonny, winsome treasure ;
O'er sloping hills and valleys green
We'll keep time to the measure

Otapetaghesok, of singing birds,
‘The wind that

Rings all the e el n the glade,
And laughs among the grasses.

The blue sky, with its sunshine bright,
Ts bending softly o'er us ;

Green, grassy lawns, and meadow lands
Are stretching far before us.

By-and:by the stage oy rolling along, went by
straight ahend, did not
Ah 1" said little hxmz, R vphme,
“No father to-day.
T s T fad b disposed of and
| the ditappointment a litle worn off, Jamie asked
b 0 up to the post office and round

Away, away, my prancing pet, nmm e Athet I postuistes, and Tamis, fis
If care should dare to follow, as if his non-appearance was a public calamity.
We'll bind her strong and leave her long So his_mother i g overcoat with the

In the shades of haunted hollow. is cap and mittens, and putting
hands in his pockets, Jamie marched up street.
Fre . R ey stop and say,
“No father to~d«v1’ Then_he went fo the post
office, and as people came in for their mails he

wauld call outs “No father torday.” He felt that
all must be as much interested in the fact as him-

* Good-bye, good-bye to foolish Fear,
For nought can e'er betide us .
While you and I, my bonny steed,
Have nature’s smiles to guide us.
Lizzre G. Besus.
—
ME. WEBSTER AND HIS BILLS.
The late Daniel Webster was not so careful in
his pecuniary matters 1 tome men, and this fault | )
was, at times, taken advantage of. At one time a did not even hear the stage; but the first thlnx
e U E . o hi o e iy Aion i b, bt I e doonray, all muffled
ing presented his bill, it was promptly paid by Mr. |up, with his valise in his not Jamie
ebster. The laborer took. nck during the winter, 'very happy? One doesn’t often see a hlppl!r boy.
and a neighbor advised him upon Mr. Web- | He' clung about his father's neck and could nnt
ster for the payment of his pin o
“But he hu aid me,”
“Nn mlller, hed hu dnshonut adyiser, “call
ith EP don’t know, and don’t mind
g very common thing for him to
p- ek mmll bills twicé over.”

e man got well, and carried in his asdounit the
second time. Mr. Webster looked a it, looked at
the man, remembered him—but paid the bill with-
out demurring.

e fellow et “short” some three or
months afterard, and hethous o gen- | cei
ity and loose manner of Mr. Wnb‘ler in his

’money ‘matters—and a third time he called and
presented his bill for uwmg the wood. Mr. Web-
, took the account, which he immediately recog-

Jamie was not
He and his mother were in the dining-room, a

‘5

hnnemen
on the turrets of !he church and cannon peepin
out between the pillars. His mother said he ba
pl yed with them almost every minute since he re-
ed the
1 hlvs z ht s0 much of little Jamie's exclam:
otk b e day !” in reference to little one:

-
whole fat ers have gone off to fight in this terrible
war. How many ansious litle faces peep forth

four

b w i oy
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LUNG (‘o)(n.\u:r CURED BY $IX BOTTLES,
s, Wstoneste Co.
1 was troubled widh » Tong o plairt which
Fiich sad was consumpton |
1 had great puing in m
1 wou
atter

Max 7,
1

e and shoulders,
0 sometimes cv.u,d. one hour at
th b

ke

o o el et

L STHRLING.
ueh, Hacking Dry Cough, n.m.nw.wmcmn Lame | Wi

Ada shaden P
, Shar

= of
ottt .,.mmx .\,.,pw.m, w

1 aking o Long reat, and.
«mckl) mna\at by a dose or two. ‘"

PKICE, ONE DOLLAR PER BOTTLE, OR SIX BOTTLES
¥o3 LLARS.

DR. RADWAY & CO.
FFICE §7 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YoRe,
87" SOLD BY DRUGGISTS.

BOWEL COMFLAINTS, PALNS 1%  STOMACH AND REAL
o S,

most el
g i e B

Which makes the rome:

k;.eEm,ﬂmm,m.m.,n..,.

s Deroctly natural opias

11 proved in most distressing o o,

a0 4 e

S Fac-simile o J. L.
genuine only,
%

e o Sl et
mast pertect and atuat aln Kok baiog | N
Hussewel's signature over corks of
F, HUSEWELL Proraaos, Boson, s
s e

ofiod

Eersaiey

Sapplied on_commis

jon,
NEW SPRING STYLES.

Blm

THE LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT

or
MEN’S AND BOYS’ CLOTHING,
FURNISHING GOODS, &e. &c.,
AT LOW PRICES,
Wholesale -and Retail,
CAX BE FOUND AT
OAK HALL,
33 and 34 NORTH srum'. BOSTON.

GEO. W. SIMMONS
2w

C. & A. SPRING,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
MANCFACTCRERS OF
SEWING MACHINE NEEDLES

oF EvERT B

prices. Just v | pho

)
s, and many new | e
I hecke aut sipe,af mach lxsth | 8

o Hair Dressing alor
igorate, beautify and res
and glosey, and disposing}

the R
ostores"and mover e
the 'Hair, rendering It sof
o rematn In dny desired positioa.
FOR LADIES AND CHILDREX
10 equal. Nolady
. The rich, glossy appearance hup
¢ cleanses the Hair, removes all dandru
hiful ragrance. It will prevent
thie most. cconomical and valuabl
‘Stillons of bottles sold cvery year.

MES. §. A. ALLEN'S
WORLD'S

HAIR RESTORER

ZY¥YLOBALSAMUM.
THE GREAT UNEQUALLED PREPARATIONS FOR.
RESTORING, INVIGORATIN UTIFYING
AND

estorer bt the
x5

‘Halr Dressing known.

DRESSIN

VALUABLE 3 emma

i with great

T am mow” neither' m.: nor

SE5 half i dry and Driiie, bat 1as Tegained ihe sofmens oF 16

canlier years."

TRUTH STEANGER m.w FICTION. €
. V. Duwx, Bosion, Mase writes: “That 3

obatsami pro aite e |

Saldness bas cominenced, 1 Lave e ovg

y

's Zylobaisdm e best dressing.
13 thehair we can get, -m e “most aled for. - Her Hair ReS o)
idves d0d groymess. Teonld
Dus thelr Tame 1 alveudy 100

“ ' .,{mn,.‘.'.'n".x.mm oih
LRI
.
ERiies nam

BTy ot
“and eyl .:':v“i i

THOROUGHLY TESTED.

i Hescrie e Ayt
l] ‘wish 10 lAn
T tahsed st

B Booughly temed i

FROM A DISTINGUISHED -nnn.

Rxv. B. P. Stoxs, D. D., Concord, . H., writ
made an éxperiment ofMrs. 'S. A. All

heir grey hair
he Hestorer s nota.

PRIZES nn:x HIGHLY.

B 5t BT M H e kv
o 4 Workas i ievtorer

ey A vie Bave HG e v T o ek
Biteory Tt Thest Pepsehins b exporel Arest

world-wide reputacion,

. THIRTY YEARS YOUNGER.
Rev. B. Brvcs, D. D Newmarket, Gallatia, Co., Tl writes
pihave wed Mes: 8. 4, Alles World ttae Bitari and Zgke:
balsamum.  They acied like a charm. My har s as It s

eara ago. 100 Wish & Feerence frum e, wil v wi-

PERFECTLY SATISFACTORY.
- a8 HoxT, Pastor ot Tirst
‘writea - °I Have Osed Mrs. 8.
Bk e vm:;lm Freat be
eansing and i, Femor
e .,...'. ...m... .mﬁ "?

S5, Rl

i my
< danerul nd %
o seiness, surpe et

£ murs e
ot B
ftorEninae o St

e e
i GrE

tablished to require them.

B Wethink that i these fail fo eonvince, nothing
rial il Soma fow desirt ry 1o el ariies on ek hy can

make more proft than on these; alicays IXSIST on haring thete.
We aspire to have the best, o the lowest priced, One bottle
of the Restorer will last a year; L0 per Balsam 375
cents per bottle.

« MRS. S, A. ALLEN’S
WORLD'S

HAIR RESTOBEB}

mosmm:u:

THE GREAT UNEQUALLED PREPARATIONS ym
RESTORING, INVIGORATING, BEAUTIFYIN(
AND DRESSING THE HAIR.

8old by Druggists throughout the World.

11 HARVARD PLACE, (ohposiés OLD soutn cnue)
-1y

DEPOT, 105 GREENWICH ST., NEW YORK,
-1y




THE YOUTH'S

COMPANION.

YOUTH’S COMPANION.

BOSTON, JUNE 18, 1863.

g» H A GARMENT
MORS TRRNBLE THAY THS FOISONED SHINT OF NESSCS.
~ While visiting M—— Wallie Wilson, a boy of
ight summers, lay stretched out upon the sofa by
my side, amusing himself, and, as he played, the
sweet cadences of a happy song filled the room with | "
‘melody. “Ah!” thought T, “how unconscious the .
child is of the wonderful talent he possesses,” when
snap went some internal string, that had held Wal-
. lie’s temper in tune, and a wicked oath grated upon
my ear.
E 0, Wallie,” said 1, wishing my words might
 move his heart as much as sorrow had my own.
0! Wallie! what a word for such a boy as you
toutter! Do the boys in M— talk like that!
1 never hear such words at home.”
“Don’t,” was his matter of fact answer; “well, if
{ you lived here you would.”
And as T reflected upon the uselessness of this
great sin, T said, “It is a ‘more terrible habit than
| Nessus’ poisoned shirt.”
As you will meet many allusions to this garment
in reading T will tell you the story.
| Hercules was the son of Jupiter, but as he had a|
@ ‘human mother he was mortal. Juno, the wife of .

! Jupiter, determined to destroy him.  She according- |

ry sent two serpents to make an end of him as he
| lay in his cradle, when the wonderful baby strangled
{ them, and lived on in spite of her malice. When
| he became 4 man Juno by her arts«contrived to
! make him the slave of a tyrant named Eurystheus.
| He required the most unreasonable services of his
poorslave, commanding him first to destroy a lion,
the Nemean lion, that had defied everybody. Her-
cules strangled the monster as easily as he had
| done the serpents. But when he came home with
the skin upon his shoulders Eurystheus, instead of
" rewarding him, became so much afraid of him that

Te commanded him to deliver all accounts of future

“exploits outside the town. Hercules was not al-
Towed to remain idle. He was next sent to destroy
the hydra, a creature with nine hea cer-
tain wicked slanders that spring up anew when cut
down, these heads grew out as fast as they were
cut off; in fact, two came up where one had been
| before. You have studied the Multiplication table,
| and know just how to pity poor Hercules, for when
you have mastered the ones, the twos are twice as
hard, and so on to twelve. Like Hercules, keep at
work until you conquer. He burned the spot
~where one head had been cut off, and then it could
sprout no more new ones. The next. labor sur-
passed all the chores ever required of a stable boy.
‘Hemust cleanse the Augean stables, where 3000 ox-
en had stood for tbmy years. Hercules turned the
channels of two rivers through the stables, and
washed them out in a trice. What did the oxen
_ think of this ciiginal method? They protested
© loudly against it in our valley last spring, when the
Connecticut washed them out of their stalls, and
made night dismal with their bellowings, they and
the frogs. Another feat was to secure the girdle
of the Amazonian queen. Now the ancients were
poor scholars in Geography. They used Ptolemy's |
Geography without improvement, for 1300 years,
and that was a very imperfect one. - Why, think of
agrown up scholar believing that the sun went
down into the Western Ocean like a red hot can-
non ball, hissing and sputtering so that those near
could hear the noise. Hercules found the Amazons,
and secured the girdle. Next his unreasonable
master wanted the oxen of Geryou,—monsters
with three bodies, that dwelt in an island called Red, |
‘because it was right under the spot where the sun
plunges into the Western Ocean. It was pmlnbly
‘the country of Spain.

1t would ot do 1o tell a modern school boy such
‘marvellous stories about lands in the rosy West,| g
whose sands were gold, for he would begin to save
his pennies, and as soon as he had enough he
swould start, off on an exploring expedition. The
land would be surveyed and measured, the sands
analyzed, and the monstrous oxen proved to be
bison, or grizzly bears. On his way to Spain,
Hereules raised up two pillars, one on each side of
the Straits of Gibraltar. The one in Europe was
called Calpe, the one in Africa Abyla. But Pres-
jdent Hitcheock, in his Geology, will tell you more
ahout those rocks and their origin than Hercules
could.

The giant oxen were brought to Eurystheus, who
by this time had set his heart on the golden apples
of Hesperides. These apples are supposed to be
the oranges of Spain, of which the Greeks had
heard some obscure account. Hercules knew not
where to find them. As he searched for them, he
came across Atlas. Our modern Atlas took its
name from this giant, but he was not represented
by the Greeks as holding a round world on his
shoulders. They thought the world was flat, and
umlﬂlndmwhnm Cochin China. At-
las was pmwhhdwmd-g-mn lhtgndl

and been condemned by them to hold up one end
of the solid heavens. Hercules volunteered to
take his place while Atlas went after the golden
apples. We should not fancy worshipping gods
that were so busy doing mischief that such a dan-
gerous giant could play truant  without their
knowledge.
You will read of other explots performed by this
‘mighty Hercules, but we will allude only to the last.
Hercules had shot a centaur, a creature half
man and half horse, who was running away with
wife. The dying monster, Nessus, told Dejan-
ira, the wife of Hercules, to keep a portion of his
blood, and use it as a spell to secure her husband's
love. One day Hercules was about to celebrate
one of his victories by offering sacrifices o the gods,
and sent home for a beautiful white robe to wear
upon the oceasion. Dejanira had become a little
jealous of him, and steeped the Tobe in the blood
of Nessus. 1t appeared all pure and white when
put on, but soon the poison began to work, Her-
Sules was seized with horrible agony. He wrenched
| off parts of the fatal garment, but the flesh was
|torn from his bones by the clinging horror. In
vnm did he exercise his superhuman strength ; he
tas mad with anguish, and hastening home built
lm faneral pile, and burned himself upon it. “Old
wives fables” Paul justly terms these traditions.
But there is a garment to me more terrible than
| the poisoned shirt of Nessus, and it is described
n a yolume more antique and more worthy of our
study than Homer. Are you becoming used to
this awful garment? “He clothed himself with
cursing like as with his garment.” Yes, bad habits
are the garments of the soul, and O, what a fear-
ful, loathsome garment will cling to that unhappy
soul who lives or dies as a bloody murderer died
last week, cursing God and men with his last
breath! Will you appear before God in such a
robe? It will cling to you, it will eat into your
soul, as the poisoned shirt of Nessus did into the
body of Hercules, and no fire will ever burn that
robe avay. Happy are our eyes, that can read of
that precious robe bought by the blood of Christ.
Let us ask Him to give it to ns,—the garment of
Christ’s righteousness.

“Tearless, with that dear garme
e viow the splsndor of s thrdne.”
Mgs. P. P. BONNEY.

VARIETY.

CAPTURING A RESEL BY STRATEGY.
‘We have been permitted to make the following
extract from a letter received by Rev. 8. H. Mer-
rill, of this city, from his brother, Lieut. A. W.
Merrill, who is an officer in the 1st Regiment of |
Kansas Volunteers, stationed at Lake Providence,
La.—The following incident occurred during a
sharp skirmish wuh the rebels in which the 1st
Kansas was engage
One of our men captured a rebel by alntegy,
which being rather a Keen Yankee trick, T will r
late. When going out, he said he was beretaed
to capture a rebel. He advanced with the line of|
skirmishers, and being on the extreme left of the
lme, happened to get some distance in advance,
n he discovered a rebel watching our approach
{rom behind a tree. The rebel saw Norman (that
was his name) who immediately tried the test of
strategy. He, too, pretended to be watching our
advance, and made motions for the rebel to come
to him. ' The rebel, being excited, mistook Nor-
‘man for one of his own party, and stepping frnm
behind the tree, advanced to’ meet him. Norr
100 Gdvisah: BAT Wlien, WHLD dpmkine distoias
the rebel asked, “Where are our men?” Normln
replied, “I believe the cowards have run away.”
They continued to approach each other until Nor-
| man thought he had a sure thing. Then bringing
| his gun to the front which he had before kept from
mght behind him, the startling order fell like a
thunder-bolt upon the rebel, “Move another foot
mmnuc m} order and you are a dead man. You
risoner. Now lay down your gun. There,
do. Now take the gun by the muzzle
and pass it to me.” - The P obeyed the order
and was sent a prisoner to the rear.

s ke et
THE RIGHT SORT OF PLUCK.
oldier came home on a. furlough wuh a
leg, ‘which made him hobble ro
a fellow, meeting - him, ¥ n.-cx«m
you've got nck ol‘ your bargain now, and wish you'd
never enli
“Never,” eried the wounded soldlﬂ, wnh spi
“Sick of my bargain ?  Never. d because
Tknow I have a country which is wmh fighting |
for, and I am ready to suffer any hardship for her
sake. She's got my heart, and she shall have my
leg, my arm, my blood, and my life m help get her
out of this terrible snarl. Though I'm o nine
‘months’ man, I shall enlist again, i by her
to the last. 1 shall never take my ease till she’s
ough her difficulties
————
DESERVED,
‘The Mirror states that a mm;( lady res
the vicinity of Manchester, H., was much u-
tonished the other day on’ receiving a letter from
her “particular friend,” a soldier in one of our reg-
iments, stating that the relation of friendship be-

tween them was at an end, as he did not wish to

s i

mm- letters from a most intimate My friend
expressing a want ofsympu.hy with the gov-
ammenl he had gone forth to st

“EMPTY THE BOWL.”
An interesting incident is related by a ‘mission-
ary who has resided about twenty- five yeats in
Sonhhe.rn Africa.

«QOpe day,” said he, “T inquired of a little African,
What must you do in order to love Jesus? I
must,” replied. he, ‘empty the bowl” I did not at
st ‘understand his answor, but & s simple explana-
tion made the meaning plain. The child was o
goatherd, and accustomed, be{ore milking, to
ompty his bowl to make xoom for the new milk.
Tf (ho meant to say) we desire the love of Christ

shed abroad in our hearts, we must cast out every
evil thought and every sin. - O that many children
in our Sabbath schools may feel as intelligently
what it is that hinders them from receiving Lhe
Saviour !”

HEH e
UNDER THE DAISIES.
Fair spring comes on with her fragrant breath,
‘And the flowers wake from their sleep of death ;
Opening the violets’ dewy eyes,
Over the mound where our dea one i
or the daisies.

Only a yeat ago to
Since they aid him e I the oold, damp REF
way from the heart-strings wrung with wo
‘Away from the eyes that loved him so,
uder the daisies.

Only a year on its pinions flect
Dot annie hae o that made lie sweet,
The strong, firm hand, the determined brow,
And the brave, true heart ae seeping nom

x the daisics.

Alas ! for the eyes that grew so dim

‘The mathor’s heart that ss bled for yim,

The weary days, and the wateh she keeps,

Till my Tring him home—DEAD! Ay, he slecps
nder the daisies.

o sunbeams est on the lovly malun
And the light grass waves o’er the Riovea ground,
e i
urmur a requiem as he res
Tnder the daisies.

Like the inted shell ofthe ocean shore,

Our heas n for the hopes 0 more:

A the lips sust smile, thongh nﬁeclmn cries

For the buried love that ealmy I
Underthe daisies.

0, War, with thy stern, relentless hand
Thou hast passed along o'er our e
g he dearest from many
iem down in the chilly eart
AP LA aaliee

God pity the hearts that like ours are sore
For the faces dear that may come no more!

Thank God! that Lhe) bmu it him home us,

That his dear head 13s ‘mic s Mindred's dast,
Under the daisies.

Under !h ds s! he is not there;

His pure

oullive in our Father’soare;
Bt e cherish al that low.
det grave where iaian o
Prayi Tinks of the riven chain
y gur Saviour's hand may be joined agnm.
And Jook, "mid tears, to the Hom
here redeemed souls meet when our Sales tio
lex the daisies.

e
KINDLY REBUKED,

Willie, who is just entering upon bis fourth win-
fgr d very sténtvely mche one of his sisters
y; and as it was sum-

rssing for an evening pas
iy e T MAGuabIE] e AHAR A WAK bors
3 o o Ak dn' Willivs ks of propriety

suggested. He went to her wardrobe, and in a

PARTICULAR NOTICE.
TH SCHOOLS &nd Private individuals who contem-
ienishing their libraries are Kindly invited (o give me s
eep, in ndditio own Seues, the books of all

o New England.

sehool Tends, and [ am mnnnnll!
HENRY HOYT, 0 Comxuriz.
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moment came back pulling a cl

g bas:
after bim, when the folloving ML

" ister—What is that for? 4
Jyillie—For you to put an
ister— Pty B now.
prety, don't T

llis—Yes,” giving 4 modest glance at her

shoulders ; “but somebody might see you !

s ¥ il
FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN BIRDS.
‘We obse

be birds of the preceding summer.

called our attention to their actions.
seemed ailing or feeble from some bodily accident,

for though it hopped about, it appeared unable to

obtain sufficiency of food ;

worms or braised suails, when they mutually par-

took of the banquet; and the ailing bird would
‘wait patiently, understand the actions, expect the
and advance from its asy-

assistance of the other,
Ium upon its approach.

it iy
SELFISHNESS REBUKED,

A poor old man, busily planti
was el adked, “Wins 8o youant Focs oo

You cannot expeet to_eat the fruit  of them.”

raised himself up, and, leaning upon his spade, an-.
swered, “Some one planted. trees before 1 was
born, and I have eaten the fruit. I now plant for |

others, to show my gratitude ' when I am dead.”

‘Thus should we think and act for the welfare of!

others
b
THosk who imagine that type-settin
seadily done by any one but experionced, printers

I look

rved, this summer, two common thrush- | o
s frequenting the shrubs on the green in our gar-
From the slenderness of their forms andthe
oAy O hcie Dloucagt o bbb o o B {".""“ué’.’.."'.‘-'\a""""" o o, Throveh whiel
There was an

association and_friendship between them  that
One of them

its' companion, an ac- | allls
tive, sprightly bird, would frequently bring it| %

ou plant trees fors

‘can be

AYER'S SARSAPARILLA

Is & concéntrated extract of Pars

raparils, so combined
‘with ether substances of still i e

reater alerarive power as 1 anord
ity anidaie oy Wsodses Surapirils e e cire
Suia urdly wantod by (hose who suiler from -
mous compiaina: an that s WhICh Wit wCcomen thl cire
st provo of immense service 10 (his Iarge ciass of our aicied
{oliowelizens, o completely this Goagound v G-t g2
lom-m Au the hllowln(nam laint LS i b
T e
Em:n'nl Disknsas, CLonas, Prarris, Biorcn
ouih Hi, MEonid Btk Drorer, Mroiaicin

ox"FiG Dotonst
Ehvitraies, Kosk' o

Exprioss sn

at promoter of Leal
taken'in the tpnnlvxunxnnlmof il humors Wi ester ' the
lood st bear af ity exphiskos o e

many rankiing disorders %o nipped n the bud. altades can,

roush whieh m.

et 1y id st of Sorupions: e s v

T natural channel of e Bods” by ah Giterative. medicnc.
blood whenstr you dnd s mpurics

it whenever it is foul, and yaul feelings n“ Tl

Where o partenlar dioriae 1 i, eople hjey

v longer oe e ..., i oo Keop 1t bisod hu.uh
i ‘pabulum of life disordered, ther

Fillowed the use of the various .x.ri.,-.. ot s.,?,‘.‘,‘.’..m
PSRk
i

mm.
..'.‘.L“Ea ‘are lmxlsubh by the ordinary run of the disease It i8 i3~
31 5er Bottle; mn«umnnn-m-,w.
‘PRRPARED BT
J. C. AYER & CO., Lowsrz, Mass.

Doty WEEKS & POTTER at Wholesale, snd at Reta

YOUTH’S "COMPANTION.
A FAMILY PAPER,

rvorEn 10

will be interested in the following attempt of an | T1*7? Moraliéy, Brotherly Love ---No Sectarl

editor but slightly scquainted with the art, which

-u-. No c-umwmy

b in one of the papers : “Tye printerS ane e ¥,
glvl]{e Jor hisher maGeS. We Hiove S on- °L“m-ﬁ> & CQ., BOSTON, MASS.,
u.Aude {0 sELoz102 N Yposm futNrel o & No. 22 Sehool Stre
E. }:y eNough. By “:‘lﬂ-’!v $1.00 A YEAR, PAYMENT IN ADVANCE.
0 man can avoid his own com; il invariably be o s
s ke i o s i | L R
Vouguss,

|4
1
¥

e




