
  

  
OLMSTEAD & CO., PUBLISHERS. 

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- 

  

i pathy, for whom, I believe, she has more love and 
F reverence than for anybody in the world. 
i 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- 

e 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 is a long time ago, at least it seems so to 
i me; but they say the years go swifter as they 

grow heavier | heads; at any rate, I became 

    

a pupil at t lemy the very week on which 
Miss Norton e: it as teacher, and that is three 

terms ago. 

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 is 

the matter?” At last she looked up with her 
stained, flushed face and quivering lip 

“Pye got to give him up, Mrs. Ham 
“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 I 
had not the heart to make any plea in his behalf. 
He must go, and yet, Mrs. Hammond, I haye loved 
that boy. I hoped to save him!” and the tears of 
Miss Norton flowed eter. 

“[’m sorry—I’m sorry,” and mamma shook her 
head, still holding Miss Norton’s hand, 

“That’s all we can say, I know, for todo now 

seems 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. Mr. Allen alluded to it the other 
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*# Miss Norton did not answer for a minute, but} 
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uncounted gold. 
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 Q, if conscientious 

  

He would shrink this moment | 
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His eyes answered for him, so did his lips— 
“Of course Ido, She’s just a darling, I tell you, 

May) ; I'd 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. 
bling her?” 

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

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

“Yon, Lonis.” 

“Z2——what do you mean, Mary Hammond ?” 
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 
mammnia 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 I 
| talked, and I know that I did not lose one of the 

| ideas she expressed, and that when I ceased I found 
| myself crying. 

| Louis Don had grown serious—serious as I 
never saw him before in my life, while he listened, 

and those large, black eyes of his seemed to have 
melted into.a mist. of tears when I stopped. e 

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

“And if you had, and known just how it would 
grieve her, you'would never have taken the pears 
—would you, Louis ?” 

“OF course I wouldn't; I 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 spose I'shall. I can stand ¢hat !” and for a 

Has anybody been trou- 

“O dear, whatyshall Ido?” I cried, in. my dis- a 

may, not knowing which. to start after first. jmenaant the handsome face. was reckless, defiant. 
“Hurrah !—that’s jolly!” cried a clear; merry! “But just think how Miss Norton will grieve for 

voice, close at my ear, and turning; I beheld Louis | you, because she loves you.” I saw that was the 
Don, his great black eyes flashing and dancing for | tender place in his heart. 
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  morning after prayers, and absolutely interdicted 
any boy’s approaching the tree. 
to the academy, and he added, with much impres- 

Be 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 

a grave offence, and doubly aggravated under the 
circumstances, Ellen.” 

“J know it, dear Mrs. Hammond. I do not seek 
to excuse him; and yet, remember what this boy’s 

_ moral cultivation has been ; remember that he was 
“deft 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 taught to regard an act of this kind as 
something shrewd, brave, fine, manly, and this 
yery night his uncle will laugh at the boy at home, 
when he recounts the whole transaction, and slap 
him on the shoulder approvingly, and say it was a 

_ jolly! lark, and that ‘that boy’ 's nobody’s fool,’ and 
he’s ‘bound to make his way in the world.’” , 

«“Q, 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 a power for good or for evil he 

will be in the world! How he shrinks from, and 
loathes anything that he really sees is mean and 
contemptible! ‘What a bright, warm, generous na- 
eal! I would trust him, at any time, with, 
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It did not belong | 

     

fun, 
“Q Louis, how can you laugh at me now?” I 

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, se 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 nn ate returned 
to me, and I exclaimed— 

“O Louis, if you only did every: one as well!” 
Those great, dark eyes of his grew full of serious 

wonder, as he asked— 
“What do you.mean, Mary ?” 
“I mean, Louis, that it wasn’t well for you to 

climb Farmer: Stewart’s pear tree, eoperially after 
what Mr. Allen had said to all of us.” 

He started and looked confused a moment. 
“Where did you learn that?” he. stammered. 

“Haye the boys found it out? But it’s safe with 
you, Lknow.” 

I 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 I 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. 

“O,” 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.” 

“O Louis, don’t—don’t; it was stealing to take 

and judicious parents had planted the right 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 
heart 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. 

know in whose power it is to save him.” 
“I know 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 say- 
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 
eyil side of his nature; and he 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. | 

I 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. 

“OQ Miss Norton,” I said, “I am sure that if 

Louis 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 | those pears, which didn’t belong to you.” 

gone. | “Stealing!” He gave a low whistle, which ex- 
Late on that same afternoon mamma sent me} pressed a-great deal of skepticism and contempt, a 

with some early strawberries to old Mrs. Mat- | little anger, too, “You are a little prude, Mary 
thew’s grand-daughter, who. is just. conyalescing| Hammond; but for all that, you don’t think I’m a. 
from the typhoid fever. The wind blew fresh from | thief?” 

the distant shore, and suddenly it seized the napkin | “We won't talk about that now, only I want to 
which covered the fruit, and tossed and whirled it | ask you a question, Louis.” 

in the air like a swarm of snow-flakes, and another} © “Well, let’s have it,” putting his hands in. his 
swift gust caught my bonnet, and swept it over the | pockets and looking. comically serious. 

“You | 

-|ident went on to speak of some trivial matters, 

“Yes,” and he winced as though the thought hurt ~ 
him—I’'d 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. 

“I never thought of it in that light,” he said. 
“You know, Mary, that I leve fan as I do my life, 

and torun 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 I'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 haye grieved it so many 
times.” 

“How? I 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—I can't do that, 

said Louis Don. 

“Tt is 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—“you're 
a girl, Mary, and don’t understand how it would 
hurt my pride.” 3 

“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. 

I 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. 

“I think I will go,” he said, and he wrung my 
hand; and then he started off, and there was a 
look Se ae ee 
straight to President Allen. 

The next morning after prayers I trembled when’, 
the President rose up, for I knew that unless Louis 
had_acknow! the truth, that the time 
come for his dismissal Mak ngrsed But the Pres- “a 
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tela moment dismissed us all to our 
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and a great we iaty sewed (enadent seed Tae re ce al 
Tea Louis’ eyes as I him on my way 

to m: oak, and Chey said, Beant triumphantly, 
You see I did it, Mary,’ 
And then Miss Norton’s of wonder 

leasure as he resumed his old seat—O, it did me 

knew, as nobody else did, what had occasioned this 
change. 

‘To-night, sitting by mamma’s side, I told her all 
you know here, Perle She listened intently, 
ithout a word of comment until the conclusion, 

she took me in her arms, and kissed me fer- 

little seed-sower,” she said, and I knew 
ow deeply glad she was for all that I had 

wi 

ane 
then 

lone. 

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. 

Old 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 

a lad who had just returned from sea, pointing to 
a huge 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 doas that, Mrs. Rich- 
ards.” 

“OQ, Growler indeed; he would serve me worse 
than the boys. 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- 
Jow me to do so, I will engage to teach him a few 
days while I’m at home, and will almost guarantee 
that he canbe taught to fetch your milk.” 

“Train away, Jack,” said Mrs. Richards. “It will 
serve to amuse you, if no other good comes from it.” 

In less 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 
—Go 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.” 

But wo to the boy who should attempt to take 
hold of his pail; a growl like that from the cage of 
an 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 
yalue as silyer 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 on of faithfulness and truth; its 
value is not much, but the lesson it teaches is 
more to be desired than gold.” 

HO 

“THE PIONEER BOY.” 
A new book entitled, “THe PionzeR Box, AND 

How He Became Prestpent,” being the early 
life of President Lincoln, has been published by 
Messrs. Walker, Wise & Co., of this city. The 
book has been prepared by Rey. Wm. M. Thayer, 
author of “THe Boppin 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 authentic sources. Among 
the many facts of his early 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 that 
he never saw him take a dram of strong drink. 
But the following incident is a striking one, as 

ing his istency upon this subject : 
He was very strong at twenty-three years of age, 

stronger than any other person in e One 
‘of his companions, a few years younger than him- 

made a bet with a man, that “Abe,” as he was 
led, would lift a barrel of whiskey containing 

4 and drink out of the bung-hol 
“Abe” would 

  
   

  

and 

“And mamma, if Louis should from this time see | me now. 
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man would lift a ten gallon keg 
om. But, instead of sw a 

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 
into his stomach. ~ 

    

hole, as another 
and drink: there! 

Nor this all, There was an after to 
this scene that illustrates the unusual conscientious- 
ness and uprightness of the hero of the book. 
His friend who made the bet was several years 
ounger than himself, some have said, and he took 

bios 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 wili never bet again,” 
said young Lincoln. “It is a species of gambling 
in which only the meanest men ever engage.” His 
friend hesitated to give the pledge, when he pro- 
ceeded to expostulate with him. “Come, promise 

n Your mother will be rejoiced to know 
that you have taken sucha stand.” His friend did 
promise him, and now, thirty years after, he says 
that he wept by himself on that night over 
“Abe's” serious lesson, and has kept his pledge to 
this day. e book abounds with similar inci- 
dents that illustrate his character. 

Liege 

THE TEMPEST AND ZEPHYR. 

A Zephyr was fanning the dew from a flower 
of his power, 

> 
Then, suiting the act to the word, wi 
He tossed him on high, frighted almost to death ; 
And he said, “I must let your impertinence se: 
‘That the business of blowing belongs all to me. 

“TI can fan all these flowers and brush all these trees ; 
Can accomplish my work with the greatest of ease; 
And whether I hinder the rain-drops or dew, 
I neither have room nor employment 
So saving e st career; 
He fills all the beasts of the forest with fear, 
The 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. 

The zephyr resumes his benevolent trade; 

it for you.’ 

‘e weeps o’er the hayoe the tempest has made, 
Then hastens, with diligence, labor and care, 
All the injuries done to i 

And flowers 

So children, be virtuous, gentle and kind, 
Of a quiet and meek disposition of mind; 
Let your efforts be always in favor of right, 
And pursue them with patient and hopeful delight ; 
Let the boisterous, blustering chil: ‘ide 
Spread their terror, and havoe, and rage far and wide; 

en the thunder may roar and the tempest affright, 
ight. But the zephyr brings treasures of peaceful delight. 
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For the Companion, 

GIRL-BOYS AND TOMBOYS. 

GIRL-BOYS. 

“Bah! Jack Jones is a girl-boy. I saw him 
througli 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 a slap than a kiss, any day. Then he takes 
hold of his little sister’s hand and leads her out to 
walk.” So said Harry Brown, as he leaned on the 
gate and whittled a pine stick with his jack-knife. 

“I took my little sister out to walk the other day. 
She'll want to go again, I guess. I 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 réugh games, like other boys. Then 
he has those little curls all over his head. I say, 
why don’t his mother dress him up in pantalettes 
and petticoats, like a girl ?” 

“They say he helps his mother, though.” 
“Poh, I wouldn’t do it!” 

“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’ye been listening,” said Harry. | 
“Well I 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.” 

“O, you get out!” said Harry. 
“I should think you would like girl-boys, you 

are a girl,” said Steve. | 
“NoIdon't! Ilike to see boys,full of life, who! 

are not afraid to play games that will make them | 
strong and manly. I like to see boys help their | 
mothers and kiss them too. Aint you ashamed”— } 
Annie finished her sentence to the gerdniums, 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. | 

“LI have brought you some flowers, Miss Anne,” | 
said, making a bow so low ponds spel 
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bar-| Were exactly perpendicular to the floor. Miss   
  

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

   
“That boy'll never be good for anything if he don't 

have een 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. 

TOMBOYS. 

“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 
whom she had upset, she sprang upon the fence, 
and stood on one of the ts. 

“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 
at Ft 

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 I 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. I like father; but mother 
can’t make me mind, I guess. Can’t I jump down 
there ?” 

“Oh no, you'll hurt yourself !” 
“Hurt me!” she replied, contemptuously, as she 

gave @ great spring and alighted on the ground. 
“What is a tomboy?” asked Florence. 
“A girl who acts like a boy, I guess,” said another 

irl, 

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. Idon’t care. 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 I hear about 
you? Do you like to be tomboys? Will 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, I guess 
we can take care of ourselves,” said Emma. 

The old man’s eye kindled as he leaned on the 
top of his staff. “Is that the fruit of being tom- 
boys—disrespect to old age? When I was young 
we never met an old man without a courtesy or 
bow.” 7 

“Very well, old gentleman, here’s a courtesy for 
yu?” oT 3 

“What kind of women will you make if you 
grow up this way! The Bible says, “Train upa 
child in the way he should go, and when he is old 
he 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.” 

“I guess we'll come up as well as you have!” 
“Well, well, miss, your father can make you 

mind, I understand. I will report to him these in- 
sults, and you will meet the punishment you de- 
serve.” 

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

times !” é 
Emma was not afraid of punishment. They 

would not whip her, and if they shut her up in her 
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 ?” 
“No sir,” she said, with drooping head. “Dye 

done very wrong. I’m very sorry that I spoke so 
to you. You are right to be angry with me, and 
Ibeg your pardon. I’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 a man’s forgiveness than to 

faee the cannon of the enemy. Yes, I forgive you 
my dear, and hope that your high spirits will not 
fly away with you, and that you will grow up into 
a handsome, gentle, noble woman. God _ bless 
you!” Curistie Peart. 

  

HOW A PIG WENT TO A PARTY. 

“Once there was a rabbit whose name was Butter- 
fly, and another whose name was Brownie. B 
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 had brown 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?” 

“OQ!” said 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- 
terfly. 

“OQ! I 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.” 

“O, 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 

‘ip you must invite Rattle, you know.” 

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

“Til 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. member—it’s 
uno; yes, we must have B: Then Cosset, 

the little lamb, and then the p: the canary 
bird over to Mr. Jones’; and e that’s all I 
can think of.” 

Butterfly. “But you have forgot the pig,” said 
“What! that dirty pig?” said Brownie, “he + 

neyer shall come into my house.” # 
“Why, what will he say ?” said Butterfly. “You 

know he lives right across the road, and he'll see 

and hear SeeytttDe, and he'll feel dreadfully if you 
i? don’t invite him. 

“Noni !” said Brownie; “pigs haven’t any 
feelin; 

“Tguess you'd think they had if you could hear 
al as I did the other‘ day, when the man 

i ” said Butterfly. “Besides, you 
¢ 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, Fil 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 fallin the mud. But 

e contrived to pick it uw again, and then he 

opened it, and said he, whats 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- 
room, and she put on her best gown and aj ron, and 
smoothed her hair so that she looked her very 
pone and then she sat down and waited for 
er company. Butterfly 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, I’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 aha 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 oe had ee a over it. 
“Here 1” said she, “please to wipe your 

feet and clean your nose ators ‘ou come me : 
But Piggy said he guessed he looked 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 
cry, she was so vexed. When Butterfly came 
ome, however, he contrived to draw piggy out in- 

to the garden, and there he made him wipe his 
feet on the clean 8, 80 that he was a little more 
decent. And he lent him his pocket handkerchief 
and made him clean his nose, “for you know, Mr. 
Pig,” said he, that has taken a good deal 

up the house, and 

em 
was 

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

-_. 

of } to fix you must keep 
z as you can.” x . 

, “Uh! uh?” said the pig; but ‘as he went back 
into the house, he smelt the swill pail, and rushed 

oh i MN ei   

   
   

        

S
a
a
d
 

    
b 
| 

: 

‘ 

  

ee
 

  
    

     



                

    
  

  
  

    
a     

and tipped it over, and got both his fore feet 
and in half a minute was dirtier than ever. 

ee and scanning the woodsawyer a moment, he 
in it, an 

“0, what shall I do?” sai 

  

id Brownie, when ois a do you keep your books, sir ?” 
saw him comin; “He must jome 5 i keep no books,” said the man, al abashed, 
he shan’t bin another minute.” I think you do, 2, gontiage ied Mr. 

“O, let him stay,” said Butterfly ; “he can’t do an marked emphasis 
any more harm than he has done.” So Brownie | are satisfied wit! 
wiped her x orgs and carpet, and aad the best of it. | keep your books upon a Beaty plan, I ob- 

Well, they sat down to supper; piggy and all. | serve.’ 
There was a good deal of whispering between But-| Te: ‘earing up the eet Mss Webster added: 

terfly an and Brownie as to where they should put “Go, sir, ir, and be honest hereafter. I have no ob- 
piggy; but they finally concluded to’ ‘put him be-| jections to paying these tite Sus twice, but. J can- 
tween the dog and the rooster, for they thought he | not Pee them three times. uu may retire 

might behave pews if they were beside him. So} TI ap lel fie ey fecling as ne he was 
they began And Brownie had a dish of dadooatian | for ant of air, He had learned a 
milk for the oe ai a nice bei Jesson that bea iirousu life. 

Seca aaa ted 

Ba bah aie SCeEA. j 

f a| What nation’s unbelief made this apostle sad ? 

oF corm, anc’ | Where by a proclamation were.the Jews made glad ? 
tried to get Towser’s bone. ‘And. at this, Rattle ro & 
set up such an awful crowing that all the SaBEADY 
cael their ae to their ears, and 

seized hold of 
os ’s ear, and bit him so that he let the bone go, 

and began to rub his ear with his = Baty instead of 
stealing his neighbor's victuals with it. 

And Butterfly had as much ashe could do t 
reserve order. And the worst of all was that 
rownie, when ed brought back the molasses can- 

dy, dropped a piece of it on the parrot’s plate, and 
he got hold of it and threw it at the canary bird, 
and the bird stuck his nose in it so that he couldn't 
open his mouth, and everybody thought he was in| 
a fit, and Cosset went after the doctor, and Bruno 
went to get some hot ple and tipped over the 
tea-kettle and burned his toes. 

At last Butterfly saw mit was of no use to kee; 
the pig any longer; so he said, “Mr. Piggy, we are 
sorry you are such a noisy, and dirty, and uncom- 
fortable creature that we ene do anything with 

he 

Who first employed his skill in iron and in brass? 

Who ie . solemn voice which cried, “All flesh is 

  

Whom d ‘aia his nurse let fall, and thereby render lame? 

Who was it that the first temptation overcame ? 

Where did God punish Israel with consuming fire ? 
For whose reception did St. Paul express desire ? 

Nigh to what city once sat Jesus at the well? 

Who, sleeping while Paul preached, from a high win- 
dow fell? 

A stone set up in token of God’s help obtained? 

At what place was the ark for twenty years detained ? 

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, 

Who loitered, though by angels of his danger told ? 
Who to a godly king his threshingfloor once sold? 
Who hid two spies, then sent them forth another way? 

you; but you must Who, a king’s mind to calm, upon the harp did play ? 
Fy ae #” granted the e pigs Sihushendidn’b stir) 7.40 tha pee Meeeeh ceabinbd 

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

And may the Holy Spirit lead 
Your soul with earnestness indeed 

To seek the way to heaven. 
fee ge 

So Butterfly told Towser he must get 
him home somehow or other. And Towser ae 
hold of his ear, and said, “Come along, Mr. Pigg: 

this is no alae for you; Politeness i is thrown eas, 
e along!” 
ited again, and went out. And 

ome, a when he left him he was 
se into the mud as contented as ever. 

  

THE Oxford Democrat tells a story of some tame 
bay Mes be in the basin of a fountain on the grounds 

Denison, at Norway Village. They had 
e the pets of the village, and under generous 

to finish their supper as well as they could. And 
after supper y tee enjoyed bape ie Fie plays, e 
and gai rownie, in spite he dirt an 

Satusion, told Butterfly the next ny that shaihad teing Ath os ie He grown to weigh two and 
had a ‘ood time. 
Uabouti went afterwards Butterfly and Brownie near the ed 

were sitting together after breakfa: utterfl 
aid to Brownie, “Do you know what ‘you! ‘ve been 

eating, Brownie ?” 
“Rating?” said pide “why sausages, of 

  

Nes but do you know what “pig they came 

CHILDREN’S COLUMN.   SIN,” sid Bro 
“Well, v was he ‘icty pig we had at our Nae 
a ” said Brownie, “I’m al sorry you 

tol ati he was a dreadful dirty pig; andif a 
dreadfal dirty pig can be made into clean, nice sau- 

sages, I don’t know as he can be put to any better 

ieee 

“NO FATHER TO-DAY.” 

Little Jamie, who is four years ou was all 

“dressed up” yery nicely—l ray suit en’ 
binicered with black braid, his curling hair brushed 

0 finel; from his forehead, his hands and face 
‘shining clean ;” what do you think was to pay ? 

“Why, father has been away, and is coming home 
in the Hancock stage.” Mother had kept dinner 

For the Companion, waiting. “She had such nice things,” Jamie said, 
PONY AND I. “clean table-cloth and all.” 

Ah! toss your head and shake your mane, Jamie stationed himself at the window, standing 
Sg hy winkonie treabutd ¢ on a low stool, very anxious and yery expectant, 

ear? d while his brother Henry, who is seven years older, 
O’er sloping hills and valleys green 1 4 fi terials t a: 
Myer keen’ tinié WS thie HeNate sat back a little on the sofa, pretending to rea 

: But he did not read much, for at the least rumble 
od wheels up he darted, and run to the window, 

  
Nor 1” said Butterfly.—Springfield Republi- 

can. ; 

Of dancing brooks, of singing birds, 
‘The wind that, as it passes, 

Rings all the blue-bells in the glade, 
And laughs among the grasses. 

The blue sky, with its sunshine bright, 

Is bending softly o’er us ; 
Green, grassy lawns, and meadow lands 

‘Are stretching far before us. | 

Away, away, my prancing pet, 
If care should dare to follow, 

We'll bind her strong and leave her long 

ay. -and-by the gage came rolling along, went by 
straight ahead, did not stop. 

“Ah?” said little sd Jamie, choking baek his tears, 
No father. to-day 

After the nice a had been disposed of and 
the disappointment a little worn off, Jamie asked 
to be dressed to go up to the post office and Tound 

  
In the shades of haunted hollow. boght buttons, his cap and mittens, and putti 

. both hands in his pockets, Jamie marched up street. 
. Good-bye, good-bye to foolish Fear, Every gentleman he met he would stop and say, 

For nought can e’er betide us * “No father re: n_he went to the post 
While you and I, my bonny steed, iit and a: came in for their mails he is people 

‘ould call out, “No father to-day.” He felt that 
all must be as much interested in the fact as him- 

Have nature’s smiles to guide us. 

Lizzie G. Bese. 
PRD iiteen Ped am 

_ MR. WEBSTER AND HIS BILLS. 

The late Daniel Webster was not so careful in 
his pecuniary matters - om men, and this fault 

of, At one time a 

self. 
The next day the father did come home, and 

Jamie was not Tooking out of the ee ite. 
He and his mother were in the dining-room, and 
did not even hear the stage; but "the first thing 
they knew father stood in the doorway, all muffled poor e 

ed his bill, it was promptly paid by Mr./ up, with his valise in his hi s not Jamie 
Webster. The laborer ihokaaed i tee Borinhe ack ay appy? One doesn’t often see a happier fy. 
and a neighbor advised him to call upon Mr. Web: fe clung about his father’s neck and could n 
ter for the payment of his vill say eno neh and when the trunk was opened, ai Ma 
“But he aid me, ox of blocks ‘to build a church, and a miniature said the mi 
“#No mae lied. his dishonest a adviser, “call 

: with ‘ie don’t know, and don’t mind 
<< he Were Itis ee eee common thing a8 him to H 

iS ice over. 

Pathe 1 a and carried in his stdout the 
second tim ebster looked at it, looked at 
the man, remember ed him—but paid the bill rel 

det 
three or pak a ” 

y and pechehy eht him of the gen- 
Len We ot Wel rere in his 

A 

1 i thought so much of little Jamie’s exclama- 
tion, “Ne ee 1 !” in reference to little ones 
whose fathers fhe gone off to fight in this terrible 
war. How many anxious little faces peep forth 

jis bill for sing the wot Mr. wee 
ter took the account, which he immediately recog-     

  

Fiteh said ws 

reath' 
othe pain sy inptoms, are ‘quickly feu remed y'a dose or two 

ating Re 

parations of Opium, when 

dy pearly as bad a ie disease. 
been proved in’ mont n dishreaslig Cases 
without it, 

    
oe 

THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
from the windows and gaze up and down the eet 

poking out for father, and No father to-day” wi 

upon their hearts like a knell of ies 
(how many God only knows), the “No Te 

tthe today” will be ele till the full sense of 
the great loss will becor rt of the daily life. 
Many will watch and Cae and wait and watch, and 
never know whether they will ever see “father” 
again, and never hear of his sad fate, whether sein 

on ie anes or died in some far-off 
tal; and to many the anxious looking out for father 

will ie answered, “Shot (eos the heart,” “Found 
dead after the battle,” &c. 

Shall we not pray for oF pee little ones who 
mourn “No father to-day,” they may find a 
Father in Him who has asttaiche’ us to say, “When 

baa ae me, then the 
up he 0 has said, “Leave 

ink fatherless tire, I <r sipatve them alive ?” 

Little rea hat the sad lot of “No father to- 
day,” to-mori row, a to- sre ae not be yours, 
we earnestly pray.—Well- Spri 

i 

TS.—Don't pay the high prices. 200 pieces Tapestry 
Brussels from the auction trade sales in New York, and will be 

sold for $1,00 to $1,25 per yard. These Carpets are the cheapest 

We have had this season, and are very much under the regular 
Prices. 

One price and cash kar strictly adhered 
eae ‘Canrer 

ROA Ee tie Hanover aides 

CARPETS FOR THE PEOPLE. — The current of trade is sur: 
to fe 2 ee ee oh sete mee lowest prices. Just ae 

mn trade sal in New York, 1000 pieces 

eo Teper nent etree and Medallions. These fd 

Voices of Carpets comprise some of the finest qualities and most 
beautiful imported, and will be sold for much under the 
usual prices. 

One price and cash systems strictly adhered to. 
NEW EN uae? CARPET 

75 Hanover he 

ARPETS.—Althongh prices have aay doubled to import or 
fdbactsart we have been enabled ti stock complete 
from the auetion trade sales and other torn, eae for the pret 
can supply our customers at very much under the ruling ra! 

2 atid cash systems strictly adhered to. 
EW ENGLAND CARPET CO. 

75 Hanover Street. 

INA AND JAPAN STRAW CARPETS.—From 
sale 0 the 29th ult., some of the best productions, and ma new 
and beautiful patterns, in ps - stripes, at much less than e ruling rates, just re by 

EW ‘ENGLAND CARPET CO., 
5 Hanover Street, 

One price and cash systems strictly adhered to. 
ea test 

OL CLOTH CARPETS.—The celebrated Enamelled siege 
in Marquetry, Tapestry, and other beautiful designs, for sale a 
manufacturers’ prices, by the 

NEW ENGLAND CARPET CO., 
—3w cy soa er Street, 

   , SCROFULOUS SORES AND ULCERS 
CoRED WiTH FROM ONE 70 SIX Borris ov 

DR. RADWAY’S i aANAINS SYRUP, 

RADWAY’S RENOVATING ESOLV ENT. 
CURED BY TWO BorT! 

oe WATER, “Men, ., May 16, 
Messrs. Rapw. ed —I ha ave been 

with what the pny aiclaia te consun 
to such a Jow state that I w 

i pal in my bones, wy my stomach, 

pass undigeste: After using 
‘the ‘ay to no effect, < was indaced, 

— ‘eae , to use your 

ic, inform ae that, 

te 
poses my foo 

the most popular medicines of 
through the influence of one of yor ae 
R. R. R., and am happy to have the pleasure 
after using two bottles of the Hevolvelt Tam en 
aly wll has been subject to the ‘dache e, bats since your 

have been introduced int ily, tHe use of the He- Tiethas’ er cured her of this distesing com 
In future E shall keep @ supply of them ‘on ea 4s I consider 

them inval Tei THO 

    

Fropustor 8 Sie. Hotel. 
LUNG ae CURED BY se oe LES. 

KERS, WE: X27, 
T was troubled with = lung complaint sehich Dr. wiunte 

‘as consumption. I had six severe attacks of bl 

    

ing. Thad great pains in my sides sand shoulders, and aye 
Twould sometimes cough one hour time. ears 
matter streaked with blood. I unter one hundred do 
and Fitch, considerable, i and still was not cured or reli 
have ta bottles of Hesolvent, used the Reliet to ret ; 

chest wilh, and oon bow well n't believe 1 gyer had the ‘con 
aa OLN IRLING. 

Cough, Hacking Dry Cough, stitching, or wren: 
mth ‘the Side, sidden Pains around the Hea ws of a 

Pains-whi ng Breath, anc nd a 

PRICE, ONE DOLLAR PER BOTTLE, OR SIX BOTTLES 
FIVE DOLLARS. 
DR. RADWAY & CO., 

FICE 87 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK. 
§2~ SOLD BY roar 3—2w 

BOWEL cnrnlaes PAINS as hebNecrie, AND REAL 
(OLERA MO. 

‘These complaints are most always pd with Opium, 
‘and after the pain 

follows, which makes the reme- 
The cathartic character of ew. 

its perfectly natural 0 oplate eh 

s relieved an unpleasant debility 

id. no fi 
je most perfect and natural Pain 

88 Fac-simile of J. L. 

A mally sho yanoaid Ube 

Hunnewell’s signature over corks of 
HUNNEWELL, sine R Boston, Mass. 

For sale ay Rp dealers everywher 
‘s00d reference supplied on commission, 

genuine only, 

  

23-1m 

NEW SPRING STYLES. . 

THE LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT 
F 

MEN’S AND BOYsg’ CLOTHING, 
FURNISHING GOODS, é&e. &c., 

AT LOW PRICES, 

“Wholesale-and Retail, 
CAN BE FOUND at 

OAK HALL, 
32 and 34 NORTH STREET, BOSTON, 

GEO. W. SIMMONS & CO, 

  

21-tw 

: . SPRING, 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
ANUFACTORERS or 

ov EVERY DesomIPTION. 
oe HARVARD PLACE, (opposite OLD SOUTH CHURCH.) 
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PUBLIC BENEFACTRESS. 

MRS. A. ALLEN, 
A LADY OF WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION. 

‘Hons for the Hair have not only the largest sale in| 
the United States and Canada, but wars the past few years, to 
supply the immense demand countries, depots for 

exclusive sale have been ieee, in London and Liverpool. 
Also in Paris, Havana, Vera Cruz and Valparaiso. 

MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 

WORLD'S HAIR RESTORER 
Is suited to both young and old. It strengthens the Hair, pre- 
y iis failing or turning grey, and imparts to ita beantiful, 

Y appearance. It never falls 

    

TO RESTORE GREY HAIR « 

To its Original Youthful Color. 

IT Is NOT A DYE, 

but acts directly upon the roots of the Halr, giving them the nate 
ral nourishment lucing the same vitalits oe Juaed 
Hous quantity ay if youth at wil estore it on 
guires no peaparsiie: ‘of the.-hair, and. is easily 4 
self. One bottle will usually 1 jer the 
nee restored, occasional applica ce in three months will 
ensure against grey"hairs tothe most advanced age. 

THE RESTORER REPRODUCES. 
THE HAIR DRESSING CULTIVATES AND BEAUTIFIES, 

MBS. 58.4. ALLEN’S 

WORLD'S HAIR DRESSING, OR ZYLOBALSAMUM, 

    

plied by one's 
cen    

  

is essential to use with the Restorer, but the Hair 

often restores, and never fails to invigorate, eae ma ind 
fresh the Hair, rendering it soft, silky and glossy, and dispoi 
it to remain in any desired position. 

FOR LADIES AND CHILDREN 
whose Hair requires frequent dressing, it has no equal. No lady’ 
tollet is complete without it. ‘The rich, glossy appearance imp 

is truly wonderful. It cleanses the Hair, removes all dandruff 
say imparts i fo ita most delightful fragrance. It will prevent 
Hair from falling out, and is the most economical and valuab 

Hair Dressing known. Millions of bottles sold every Year, 

MBS. 8S. A. ALLEN’S 

WORLD'S 

HAIR RESTORER_ 

2z LOBALSAMUB. 
THE GREAT UNEQUALLED PREPARATIONS FOR 

RESTORING, INVIGORATING, RLsoEs aa 
AND DRESSING THE 

VALUABLE TESTIMONY. 
rex, Boston Me. writes: “Ihave used, throngh 

ersonal frien‘ 8. A. Allen's World's Bair 
Zriobalsamum, "ior severai months part, with great 

Satiatactioa: Tam ‘now welther’ bela nor gre! 
My hi bale as sary and brittle, but has regained the softness of its 
earlier 

Rey. A. 
the advice of} 
Restorerand 

  

eb STRANGER THAN FICTION. q 

Rev. H. V. DeGen, Boston, Mass., writes: “That Mrs. 8. A 
Allen's Work fair’ Restorer and Zylobalsamum remote the f 

growth of the hair where baldness has commenced, I have ae 
Kicnee of my own eyes. 

  

REPUTATION ee 

  

FAs Aut, Bag Reams wn ay in a letter recent- 4 
ly, of jen’s alsa t dressing. 
de thehalr we gaa. Bet, anid the most called ie ee Hair Re- 
storer ies valuable aoe the baldness Ad grey syness. 
rocure many testimonials, but their fame is already too 

e established to require them. 

DOCTORS APPROVE. 
DES. R: Dustinowhy, Edgartown, Dukes Co. writes | 

“One ef my family whose bait bad boen or a tite 
years, commenced using Mrs. 8. A. Allen Va Hair Restor- 

alsamum, any. fai er and Zylob: ‘with 1e8, but o 
trary to expectation, the hair is Bow of @ hatural color, life-like 
and beautiful.” 

ONE ee DID IT. 

Y, & B. Mosier, Attleboro writes : 
Mrs. Me liair Restorer has been to teh, 
crown not lor" belonging 10.0] 

‘This lone by a single bottle. Others of my acquaint 
have used it with the same effect ¢ Zylobalsamum I 
as an invaluable dressing for the inal 

EVERYBODY PRAISES. 

    

     

Rev. Wx. Porrevs, Stanwich, Ct., writ A, Allen's 
World's Hair Restorer andZylobalsamum haye met my most sane 
fuine expectations in causing my ait to grow on bald spots. 
have recommended it to my friends, and they all spe of 
it, after use." 

THOROUGHLY TESTED. 
Rev. HJ. Carnet, pastor of the First Baptist ch 

caster, NH. under date of Sept. 26, 186), writes: “I have =a 
‘Allen's World's Yisir Restorer and ylobalsamum, 

And can cordially recommend tiem 
theirgrey haif restored to its original colon, 
the Hestorer is nota Dye, as I have thoro tested it.” 

  

FROM A DISTINGUISHED | STER. 

Rav. B. P. Stoxg, D. D., Concoi a, a writes : “Ea 
made an experiment of Mra.’8. Av A orld’ So 

  

erand Zylobalsamum, I can truly say it is sucesssful. 
which was: quite gray, is Bow restored to ois or ee 
recommen 

  

jem to the public as the best 
for the hair.” 

PRIZES Seen HIGHLY. 
jen. N. H., writes : “I think very 

wie othe. Bek ae me Wen’ vs Hair ‘Restorer and Zylobalsa- 
" or eae with the most sat- 

Isfuctory results." ‘These preparations argely in 
Burope-and have a world prepara tadion. 

: THIRTY YEARS YOUNGER. 
Rev. B. Bruce, D. D., Ni Hatin, Co., 111, writes : 

““T have tried Mrs. 8. A. Allen's ne Woah ate Restore ahd ee 
balsamum. ‘They acted like a charm. 
yzeats ago. Ifyou Stok Sefareuise faa ime, twill ve eee 

PERFECTLY as Maan 

  

“writes : “I Nave used Mrs. BATA "s. Uslobusaweanee 

= eco eae SSrartotk ta gat mn a E faehatra nacarel nd a healthy ‘and softness, 
RET 

REPUTATION ESTABLISHED. 

ALL, EsQ.. Sullivansville, N.¥., says,in a 
cenit at ate" 8. A. Allen's Zylobalsamim ? “Itis the be: ea cree 

a aa “Sr Sch gt an ee Restorer isa 
Procare many testimonials, but their fame is already too well ex- 
tablished to require them.’ 

eee: convince, nothing less than @ 
trial will, Some few dealers try to sell articles on which they can 
make more profit than on these; always rxsist on having these. 

Weaspire to have the best, not the lowest priced. One botile 
of the Restorer will last a year; $1,50 per bottle. 31 

cents per bottle. 
« MRS. 8, A. ALLEN’S 

"s 

HAIR BES LOR Aah 

zynomarsasun. a 

. = tevin, poe ve 
Ener @ THE BAIR. * 

"Sold by Drugaists throughout the World. 
DEPOT, 198 GREENWICH ST., NEW YORK, _ 
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‘YOUTHS ‘COMPANION. 

_ BOSTON, JUNE 18, 1863. 
   
    
   

  

    

  

   
     

A GARMENT 

‘MORE TERRIBLE THAN THE POISONED SHIRT OF NESSUS. 

While visiting M—— Wallie Wilson, a boy of 
‘ht summers, lay stretched out upon the sofa by 
side, amusing himself, and, as he played, the 

" sweet cadences of a happy song filled the room with 
melody. “Ah!” thought I, “how unconscious the 
child is of the wonderful talent he possesses,” when 
‘snap went some internal string, that had held Wal- 

| Tie’s temper in tune, and a wicked oath grated upon 

myer, 
_ “0, Wallie,” said I, wishing my words might 

_ move his heart as much as sorrow had my own. 
_ *Q! Wallie! what a word for such a boy as you 
to utter! Do the boys in M—— talk like that! 
I never hear such words at home.” 

“Don’t,” was his oe Sy ie fact answer ; sate if 
{ you lived here you wo 

And as I reflected inst the uselessness of this 
great sin, I said, “Jt isa more terrible habit than 

Nessus’ poisoned shirt.” 
As you will meet many allusions to this garment 

_ in reading I will tell you the story. 
Hercules was the son of Jupiter, but as he had a    

Bae determined to destroy him. She according- 
| ty sent two serpents to make an end of him as he 
lay in his cradle, when the wonderful baby strangled 

f them, and lived on in spite of her malice. When 
he became a man Juno by her artscontrived to 
make him the slave of a tyrant named Eurystheus. 

_ He required the most unreasonable services of his 
: slave, commanding him first to destroy a lion, 

| the Nemean lion, that had defied everybody. Her- 
| cules strangled the monster as easily as he had} 
j done the serpents. But when he came home with 
the skin upon his shoulders Eurystheus, instead of 

i rewarding him, became so much afraid of him that 

he commanded him to deliver all accounts of future 
“exploits outside the town. Hercules was not al- 
lowed to remain idle. He was next sent to mts 
the hydra, a creature with nine heads. - Like 
tain wicked slanders that spring up anew hea dak 
down, these heads grew out as fast as they were 
eut off; in fact, two came up where one had been 

Bi You have studied the Multiplication table, 
E 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 
f sprout no more new ones. The next. labor sur- 
_ passed all the chores ever required of a stable boy. | y4, 
He must cleanse the Augean stables, where 3000 ox- 

en had stood for thirty years. Hercules turned the 
channels of two rivers through stables, and 
washed them out ina trice. What did the oxen 

__ think of this original 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 gooey. They used Ptolemy’s 
Geography without improvement, for 1300 years, 
and that was a ve sire one. * 
a grown up scholar rw 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 7 
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 probably 
the country of Spain. 

It would not do to tell a modern school boy such 
marvellous stories about lands in the rosy West, 
whose sands were gold, for he would begin to save 
his pennies, and as soon as he had enough he 
would 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- 
ident Hitchcock, in his Geology, will tell you more 
about 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 

ed 

  

human mother he ‘was mortal. Juno, the wife of) 

Why, think of 

of the solid heavens. Hercules volunteered to 
take his place while Atlas went after the golden| 

that were so busy doing mischief that such a dan- 
gerous giant could play truant without their 

knowledge. 
You will read of other exploits 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 
his 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 

loye. One day Hercules was about to celebrate 
one of his victories by offering sacrifices to the gods, 
and sent home for a beautiful white robe to wear 
upon the occasion. Dejanira had become a little 
jealous of him, and steeped the robe in the blood 
of Nessus. It appeared all pure and white when 
put on, but soon the poison began to work. Her- 
cules 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 
vain did he exercise his superhuman strength; he 
was mad with anguish, and hastening home built 
his funeral 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 
in 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 wiil ever burn that 
robe away. 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 us,—the garment of 

Christ’s righteousness. 
“Tearless, with that dear garmen 

‘We'll view the erie ot His throne.” 
Mrs. P. P, Bonney. 

  

  

  
VARIETY. 
a 

CAPTURING A REBEL BY STRATEGY. 

We have been permitted to mie the Aollosing 
extract from a letter received by Rey. S. H. Mer- 
rill, of this city, from his brother, ae A. w. 

Kansas Volunteers, stationed at Lake Providence, 
La.—The following incident occurred during a 
sharp skirmish with the rebels in which the lst 
Kansas was engaged : 

of our men captured a rebel by strategy, 
which being rather a keen Yankee trick, I will re- 
late. When going out, he said he was determined 
to capture a rebel. He advanced with the line of 
skirmishers, and Scan on the extreme left of the 
line, happened to get some distance in advance, 
when he discovered a rebel watching our approach 
from 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 “stip rebel to come 
to him. The rebel, being excited, mistook Nor- 
man for one of his own any and stepping from 
behind the tree, ive tent meet him. Norman 
too advanced, and when within speaking Salone 
the rebel asked, ¢ “Where are our men ?’ 
eplied, “I believe ie cowards have run ar” 
They continued to roach each other until Nor- 
man thought he had. asure thing. Then bringing 
his gun to the front which he had before kept from 
sight behind him, the startling order fell like a 
thunder-bolt upon the rebel, “Move another foot 
without my order and you area dead man. You 
are my prisoner. Now lay down your gun. There, 
that will do. Now take the gun by the muzzle 
and pass it to me.” . The rebel obeyed the order 
and was sent a prisoner to the rear. 

| 

in sdlaietat ees 

THE RIGHT SORT OF PLUCK. 

A youn, vee came home on a furlough with a 
wound in which made him hobble round. 

“Well,” ph * fellow, met eeting him, “I reckon 

you’ve got sick of your bargain now, and wish you’d 
never enlisted.” 

“Never,” cried the wounded soldier, with spirit. 

“Sick of my bargain? Never. I enlisted fehting 
ee T have a country which i is worth fightin, 
for, and Iam ready to suffer ae hardshi, 
sake. She’s got my heart, and she shall pr my 
leg, my arm, my blood, and my life to help get her 
out of this terrible snail. Phoug a nine 
months’ man, I shall enlist again, nt yoy by her 
to the last. I shall never take cay ease till she’s 
through her difficulties.” 

  

DESERVED. 

The Mirror states that a oe re ae in 
the vicinity of Manchester, Nu was mt 
tonished the other day on receiving a fice: ih 
her “particular friend,” a soldier in one of our reg- 
iments, stating that the relation of friendship e 
tween them was at an end, as he did not wish to   

and been condemned by them to hold up one te F 

apples. We should not fancy worshipping gods}. 

I, who is an officer in the 1st Regiment of 

  

  

Comes a pat intimate lady friend 
t ith the gov- Le 

    

“EMPTY THE THE BOWL.” 

‘An interesting iftcident is related by a mission- 
ary who has resided about twenty- -five years in 

Southern Africa. 
“One aay said he, “I inquired of a little African, 

‘What must you do in order to love Jesus?” a 
must, replied. he, ‘empty the bowl.” I did not at 
first understand his answer, but 2 simple explana- 
tion made the meaning plain. The child was oe 
goatherd, and accustomed, before milking, to 
empty his bowl to make room for the new milk. 
If (he meant to say) we desire the love of Christ. 
shed abroad in our hearts, we must cast out every 

evil thought and every sin. © that many children 
in our Sabbath schools may feel as antelbaenely 
mee at es that hinders them from receiving 

+o ——_ 

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 o1 ar deat pone lies, 

r the daisies. 

Only a year 0 di 
Since they aid hia down in the cold, damp clay ; 

sway from the heart-strings wrung wi with woe, 
Away from the eyes that loved him so, 

er the daisies. 

Only a year on its pinions fleet ; 
But the smile has flown that made life sweet, 
The strong, firm hand, the determined brow, 
And the brave, ae heart are ee now 

Under the daisies. 

Alas! ! for the eyes that 
other’s heart that salad im him, 

The ary days, and the watch she kt 
Ta they bring nie bogie ne yt ne sleeps 

ler the daisies. 

‘he sunbeams rest on the fi moun: 
And the light waves o’er the bowed ground, 
que the distant pouting foamy crest 

mur a requiem as he res' 
Under the daisies. 

Like the tinted shell of the ocean shore, 
Our hearts sigh on for the hopes no more; 
And the lips ‘must smile, though affection cries 
For the buried love that calmly lies 

Under the daisies, 

O, War, with thy stern, relentless han 
Tour proetal land, 

Elsokine the dearest from Taany s hearth, 
i em down in the any earth 

Under the daisies. 

For the faces dear that may come no more! 
that ught him home to us, 

. his kindred’s dust, 
Under the daisies. 

Under the daisies! he is not there; 

e quiet grave where the daisies grow. 

  

Praying = Hake of ets ie riven chain 
By our Say d may be joined again; 
And Jook, “mid tears, to the Home on high, 
‘Where redeemed souls meet ee our Biden lie 

x the daisies.’ 
fournal. Fabece  elictate 

KINDLY REBUKED. 
Willie, who is just entering upon his fourth win- 

go had very attentively rae one of his sisters 
essing for an evening party ; and as it was sum- 

mer time and fashionable, tl e aise did not come 
as far on the neck as Willie’s ideas of ppaety 
suggested. He went to her wardro 
moment came back pulling a close Rttings Means 
pee ihe him, when the following conyersation en- 

Sister—“What is that for?” 
Willie—“For yon to put on.” 
Sister— “But m all dressed now. 

pretty, don’t I>” 
Wi bates giving a modest 

shoulders ; “but somebody might see you !” 
ee pe es 

FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN BIRDS. wi 
this summer, two common thrush- We observed, 

es feu the shrubs on the green in our gar- 
‘rom the slenderness of their forms and the 

freshness of their plumage we pronounced them to 
be birds of the precedin; ‘summer. There was an 
association and friends! ip between them that 
called our attention to their actions. One of the: 
seemed ailing or feeble from some bodily accident, 
for though it hopped ae it appeared unable to 
obtain sufficiency of food ; its 

ait patiently, understand the actions, expect the 
ids of the other, and advance from its asy- 
lum upon its approach. 

a 

SELFISHNESS REBUKED, - 
A poor old man, busily planting an apple tree, 

was rudely asked, “What ee ‘ou Plane ¢ tees for? 
You cannot expect to eat the eh of the He 

a leaning upon his nha, an-/ 
one planted trees before I was 

ea and I have ier the fruit. 
others, to show m 

Tnow plant for 

Thus should we "thi : 
others. 

atitude when I am dead.” 

  

‘HOSE who imagine that type-setti an be 
readily done by any one but experience setaeiray 
will be interested in the following attempt of an 
editor but slightly oe with the art, which 
appearst in one of the papers: “Tye 
on A girtKe jor higher aGeS. We He=ve 
cLuded tO an o=107NtYposm a ie 
EAsy eNough.’ 

No man can avoid his own on company he had 
best make it as good as. 

I look 
fe 

glance at her | fou 

| | pretending to give a 

and act for the welfare of | 

prea | 

SABB. SCHOOLS and Private individu ita cotter 
late re  thelt libraries are finaly invited to give mea 

  

eas es, the books ot all 
duping the past ten years. 

fan fave of of, iste @ adopted, of giving a trade discount to 
sone jools, gives universal favor. Any school sending me 

Satatopuce, and. indicating the amount they wish to In- 
est, can have the golection! wale Oh em with the privilege of 

retuming any books eet after an examination. 
This newt ae commends self to ail our Sabbath 

i am ssa gopplying Wbraries on this 
rinciple | Englan¢ 
ye 

in all parts of New 
HENRY HOYT, 9 CorNuILL. 
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ULD & LINCOLN, 
59 WASHINGTON STREET, ee 

th the following CHOICE BOOKS Fi iE FAMILY, 
diner et which will besent by mail, eda on preeeipt of the 

SSONS AT THE CROSS; or, Spiritual Truths Familiarly 
Exhibited in their. Helations to’ Christ, By Samuel Hopkins. 
bare a ‘75 cent 

‘esoellont and, 1 popalar book. 
EVENINGS re HE DOCTRINES. By Nehemiah Adams, 

ous. PPROGRESS : Discourses on the Development of 
ebitGiot aracter. By Wm. R. Williams, D. D. 12m 
tian ab oot THE BETTER LAND; or, the Believer’s Journey and Future 

A. 6, Thompson DD. 
ime PobuLAR CICLOPEDIA OF BIBLICAL L 
PURE, by J Son itt, D.D. With 500 Illustrations. 8v6, 8 
Cloth, $3, MALCOM 8 SEW BIBLE DICTIONARY, By Howard Mal- 
com, D. imo, cloth, 60 cents 

MOomiens OF ral WISE, AND GOOD. By Jabez Burns, D. 
D._ 16mo, cloth, 75 cel 

MY MOTHER; ot, ‘ecolléetions of Maternal Influence. By a 
‘New England Clergyman. eloth, 79, cents. 

THe CHURCH IN EARNEST. By Key 
cloth, 40 cents. ® 

CHIISTIAN FHOGRESS. By John A, James, 18mo, cloth, 81 
ents. 

MEMOIR OF GEORGE DANA BOARDMAN, late missionary to 
Burmah. With an Iniroductory Essay, by Wim. X. Williams, 
D:D; Limo, clot, 75 cents, 

a Wheat AnoUND THE ‘CROSS; or, Seripture ‘Truths 1l- 
trated. By Rev. A. Morton Brown, Iémo, cloth, 60 cents. 

A “Aa fo Wie PATH; or he Bible in the Heart, fhe Home, 
\d the Market-place. By . tweedie, D. D. cloth, 
eens. 

SEEU-TIME AND HARVEST; or, Sow Well and Reap Well. 
‘A Book for the Young. 16mo, cloth, 63 cents. 

THE GUIDING STAR; or, the Bible God's Message. 
Payson Hopkins. 16in0, Cloth, 50 cents 

PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE; or, Book of Home 
‘ntertainment and Instruction. By S. Prout Newcombe. With 

numerous Pe OTOH 16mo, cloth, 75 cents. 
WORDS FOR CHILDREN, to Guide them to the Path 

Rev Harvey Newcomb. 1émo, cloth, Aeents. 
OUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. By Mrs 

I6mo, cloth, 63 c 

. 

john A. James, 18mo, 

  

By Louisa 

    

Oliphant. 

EVERY ONE HIS OWN PRINTER. 

SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS, m 

Comsrsia BorH PLEASURE AND PRoFT. 
AN IRON PRINTING PRESS FOR $7,00. 

NEW AND IMPROVED PRESSES. 
Tue CHEAPEST AND Best In THE WoRLD. 

Printing Office, No. Lesseseereeees clams Dollars. 
8,5 by 6 inches $7,00 | Can of I 

L font ot typ 300 | tron Ch 
     

        "5 a Furniture... 

Composing Stick, 
Ink Roller... 

Oifice complet desccisivse stacseH988,00   
No. 2 Press wi 
No. 1 Press, pai 

LOWE'S IMPROVED PRINTING PRESSES are THE Bi 
CHEAPEST, MOST DURABLE portable Card and Job Presses ever 

No. 1 office, ee No.1 Be 
ly wood, old style... 

  

    
Bu 

your neighbors, A comfortable living may be obtained in, any 
town, city or village, with a small outlay for press and typcs. 
‘The Press is so simple @ boy or girl of twelve can do common 
and fancy printing with ease. Fait Heads, Labels, Circu- 
lars, &e., can be printed at a trifling ex; 

Paice or PResses ; No. 1,$7; No. 2, 312; Puy 3,$18; No. iy 
Paice or Privtine Orrrces, including Press: No. 1, $12 
$22; No. 3, $32; No.4, $42. 

LOWE PRESS COMPANY, 

b1—ly 18 WATER STREET, BOSTON.   
AYER’S SARSAPARILLA 

Is a concéntrated extract of Para Sarsaparilla, so combine’ 
with other substanced of still greater alterative power as to “i 
an Rages eg pe for diseases Sarsaparilla is reputed to cure. 

is surely wanted by those who suffer from Stru- 

  

, throtigh which the system will 
tself of corruptions, iC not iaeentad to do this throug 

tural: channels of" the alterative medicine. 
Cleanse out the vitiated blood whenever. ‘you find its impurities 
bursting through the skin in pimples, eruptions or sores; cleanse 
it when you find it is obstructed and sluggish in the reine ; cleanse 
it whenever it is foul, and your feelings willtell yo 
where no parti F People enjoy better heaith, aad 
live longer, for. cleansing a blood. Keep the blood healthy, and 

‘with the pabulum of life disordered, there can be 
no lasting health. Sooner or later fomething must go wrong and 
the great machinery erthrown. 

tiring late years the publie as been misled by large bottles: 
wart of Extract of Sarsaparilia for one aol: 

tar. Most ofthese have been frauds upon the siek, for they 
only contain lttey if any Sarsaparilia, but offen no curative ao 

ni inful disappointment b 
followed the use of the various exiructs of Sarsaparills whi ct 

ood the market, until the name itself Je Justly despised, and 
become synonymous with 8 esau : : Imposition and es ea all th 

shall reach fhe name’ front ane) toad ot om a Ue tee foray which rst i 

Pia are ire are irresistible by the ofainary Tun of the tiieiee it is in- 

Price Siper Ber Bottle; Six Bottles in one package, $5. 

PREPARED BY 
J.C, AYER & CO., Lowet1, Mass. 

pe Onldhy WEEKS & POTTER at Wholesale, and at Retsil 
me ERIM peri OE 

.  YOUTH’S “COMPANION. 
A FAMILY PAPER, 

DEVOTED 70 
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OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MASS., 
No. 22 School Street. 
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