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PRESENTIMENTS.

Dark boding shadows, auguries of jll,

Vawelcame visitants, though duly bidden ;

Drear omens, conjurcd by my own sad will,

Grief’s ministers most real when darkliest hidden;
Woerds cannot name the images ye bear,

And feeble language leaves your voice unspoken ;
And sober reason calls you thingsjof air,

Night's truthless phantoms, by clear daylight broken*

&

Yet not unreal the burden ye have pressed, \
Pull weig'iing on the heart inly groaning,

' When the pent pangs of anguish unconfessed
‘To silent night entrust their stifled moaning—-
When painful memories kindlc freshi remorse

. ¥or shame and sorrow past—not eeli-forgiven;
When hope despais, and faith hath scarce the force

Fo pierce the gloom anud keep her hold of heaven.

Al, fools! that search the mysteries of man,}
Body, soul, sprit, fearfelly combining j—
Only when trusting to a wiser plan

Joy is not sin, and sorrow not repining.
Hence, no more 1’1l heed
Vour subtle bodings of the uneertain morrow ;

dark presentiments !

Let good or il! betide—help cemes with need ;
Sufficient to the day its

. own appointed sorrow '1

From l’u' New }ml. Jmunul of ( ommerce,
ARNER GEREY.
A BEAUTIFUL SKETCH.

Sne was a winsome girl.  Never was one more g0.—
Fier home was in the openimg of a gorge of the mounati
where the ravine spreads out into a valley, not very wide,
watered by the steen o that dashed \\lh!lv over the rocks
a little farther up.  T'he broad, low cottuge of the widuw
Geey ‘as | will eadl ber, by your Jeave, .shn(m ohy 1 need
not huy I use a fictitious nune) was concealed hnm view
i the day time by a dense mass of vees and shrublery,
except on one side where the lawn sloped down 1o the
bank of the ereek. Here were usually moored two or three
bude skifls which might easily be forced up the rapids
rquite into the mountain gorge, and which we:
bearing Annie and her brother down the ¢ uwur, return- |
ing from some expedition on the hilis, )l,ul You passe M
along the road which crossed the mouth oi the revine be-
fow the cottage, you would not have suspected that a
house was in tac thicket above you, unless u had beenin |
the evening, and you saw the gleam of the light, or pans-
ed, as & often have pansed, 10 let your horse drink at the
edge ot the broad cre: ‘l\. and then perbaps vou migin
huve heard meong flanting ont of the durk wood, and il
you rode on till nudnight it would Hinger in your cars, and
you would taney you had heard a spirii,

"That tan must have a hard heart thet did not love An-
nie Grey. She was the impersonation of loveliness, |
never could deseribe a face or form. 1 do not remembey

s Often seeh

friends by their features, and 1 have not the remotestides
of the color of their eyes or hair, in nine cases our of ted, |
But ) do remember her with distinet memory.  She was
tall, that is, rather abiove the medinm height, and Slender,
but gracefully and beauntitully shyged,  Livery motion was

aatiral and tnaflected, snd her footstep was as light os
her heavt—and ihat had not & heavitess. Sweet Aunie
Grey! 'I'he musie of her laughter rings fromout the innc
some vears like the mvlmlu,u- carol of & bivd in lh': arch-
es of a ruined temple! Her eve was dak ; quick as sun-
shine in its changes, uml full of unspoken poetry,  You |
might read all manuer of besutiful faneies and holy thot's |
there., But 1 linger too long on this deseription of Yier,— |
Her orother was a fine fellow, a yesr or two older than
she, and one of the merriest boys in all the country.  He
loved his sister too, and, as § have hefore remarked, love
has a reflecting force which makes the lover lovely.

1 am completely lost in a whirlwind of memories now
that 1 return to those days and scenes, There were a
thousand incidents of my early life that are brought vivid-
Iy before e the moment | recall the old cottage in the
"len and its beloved inmates.  How startlingly does the
tulu remark, that ¢ we live in a clianging world,” recu
10 our tlmnghla every day. In faet it cannot become trite.

The vw'y stars that we worship as changeless, some-
tisnes full, and the eres that we worship with more ot de-
votion than the stars, grow. dim, and the Learts that we
tancy as immutable ehange mournfully ! ‘There is no-
thing immntable but God. It is the attribute of Diety,
which ineludes all others, and to which mortals do ho- |
mage beeanse they cannot comprehend it

A score of years has removed the cottage from the.carth,
and its inhabitants, having separated here, have metagain
up yonder! One by one, their hps marmuring hymns
and prayers, and their white hands folded together, the
friends of my vounger days have passed away and but fow
remain of ail that company,

Annie Grey died thus,  One glorious summer evening.

hand was in his, and he rose, and sitting by her side, g

when the moon was in its full, she and Ned had heeu

bad nearly veached their hio: (tns twilight gathered around |

fstmllmg up the monntain mde, and coming down towethort
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the little skiff” almost under the tnll, and standing on a
rock in the very mildle of the water, she shook her tiuny
fist at the eataract, and held a moek conversation with it

teturning myself from a day’s shooting on the moun-
taing, I saw her on the pedestal betere 1 was seen, and
llncmuw myselt down on the ground, watched her with
.ulmmn-' eyes. Undine lu:'.w'l was not more beautiful.
She talked 1o the water as 1o an old fanmliar friend, and
in trath if there be spirits and ouphes they must have lo-
ved her ii 'r voice was clearer than that of the stream,
and when she laughed as she at length did, at some odd
reply, vhe imagined the fall 10 nmlw the old arclies of the
forest and the ravine gave bhack a musu*.xl echo, so that |
sturted to my feet and listened to it as to the voice of fa-
ries mdeed,

But a ¢ry of half terror and half laughter startled ms,
and springing down the bank, I saw her a single instant
as she di appeared in the water.  Her footing had proved
imsecure, aud she slipped from the rock ino the einbrace
ol the stream she loved.

It wa: the work of an instant 1o spring out te her, and
swwim but a few strolies to the shore, aad she was not a
particle frightened by the ocenrrence—on the contrary,
the woods rang with her uncontrollable laughter as soon
as she was on the shore.

I walked in that sa'ne forest two vears ago, and heard
again the music of that ringing laughter through the long
halls of time ; made w.m.vi.\ more melodious by its pas-
sage throngh thv corridors of years.

Placi ing her m the boat and taking the oars from Ned,
I =oon delivered them safely at the cottage and bade then:
cood night, 'Fhe next day Annie had a raging fever and
waus delirions for ten (‘.x' s, I =aw her several times, but
she did not recognize me, ...lu it ! was a near relative,and
had knowa ber from her 'H’In. Taere was one voiee that
she recognized, and one face that she looked up to with
lofiging love. It was the face of Phil. R , who had
wouo-her-pore young heart,  But 1 will not mtrmle on the
st ered imemory of that love whicli 1s the property of but
few vow living,  Phil. is dead, too.  On the terth day of
her sickness she slept heavily, and awoke in her righn
mind,  Bot, alas for the dear ones around her, it was but
too evident she was near 10 heaven. Her eye was clear

and full ol joy as Lad been, as 1 doubt not she had,
with angels, .

Old Mr, ‘Thomps

e clergyman who had baptized
us all, and had voried o fathers, and bad loved us faith-
fully from the days ot offr fivst lisping, stood by her bed,
and she sniled j joy tully aa she saw him,

« Ab, M. Thompson, I nsed to wonder whether Ishould
die with you all around e, and this is just exactly as 1
wished it 1t seems sirange, 100, that L am dying. 1 den’t
eXu0 llv believe it yet. l hil, am 1 dying 2,

Gad forbid. Annie)

3 ;\h ! that tone, l’lnl. You meap to say God only ean
save mie, for all hope of man s gone, Don’t grieve, thongh,
dou’t grieve.  Why. it ist’t hard 1o die. | love the dear
earth well ¢ nough 1o stay here—and the flowers and birds
and the brooks, m)d the old seat down by the bank of the
streann s Yut 1 dau't feel so very ggorrowin} 1o leave them
a= 1 used to think 1 would., A4 | do love mother and

d, and Mr. Thompson, and —and—and you, Pl and
here her voice, which had been low but cheerful, sud-
denly trem u.c wl and =he was silent

At lenuth she continm d i a renewed tone of eheerfnl.
nesz s Phil—go sometimes avd sit on the ol seat dosn
there hv the \!Hdl‘l!, and vt yenr armn aleno the back ot
it and look up—and if von don’t feel my kiss it will be
hecause angel’s Kisses can’t be lel s for it God will let me
'l come tlxuv and ke the stat which 1 have so often
ant in and lay my head on your shoulder. My, ‘Thompson
Ui going ta heaven, at last, '.n advanee of you, I started
a lone way hehind bot 1 spail be there fnst after all.

The good old man to whom this part of her sentence
was .1(]({|(\s~.(‘)l sobbed ..|(Hx(‘, bhut at l(.‘ll_‘.,!ll l(,‘('.()\'ﬂl’.lll;_"}
composure, he kiselt nt the side of her bed, and his loug
white locks 1011 over the connterpane as he commenced a
praver of earnestness. I stood sull at the foot of the bed,
and watehed the face of our angel girl,  As he spoke of
heaven her eye lightea, and as Iu, begeed Geod 1w spare
her to us yet a fittle onger, 1 saw hc hand steal along
until it reachied Phi‘s head, and her tiny fingers were
amot g his thiek loeks of hair, and the next moment her

zod into her faee with unutterable love ; and as the suh-
lime words of hope escaped trom the lips of the clergy-
man, T saw hers imove, as it to say—* Kiss e, Phil/ and
he stooped down to her, and with her arm round his
neck, nnd that last foving kiss upon her lips, she went

Aforth by the unknown path that all noust n'mul.

But she went not forth {eebly nor alone,

Strong i her stmple faith, and leaning confidently on
her Saviour, she, who was fairest of our ¢hildren here has
long ago hecome, § cannot doubt, one of the fairest of
God’s elnldren there,

Peace be with her  On her grave violets bloons, and 1
have seen ehildren, who have wandered over the hLills
senrcli of flowers all day long in vain, refuse to phick thoge
which hloomed helily over ull that was earthly of Annie
Grey.  Peace be with her!  lu that sunny land whereof
l dream in summer, Sabbath morning dreams, I trust one

Ay to meet her, Hu-u- the voice lln.t wis low and plain-
tive us the night wind here, has renewed its tones in thril-
(ing melody.,  There tl e last sound of sorrowfu! discord
is hushed, for as she left us those sounds died away,faint-
by, searee heard, then gone forever! and she did not hear
them when she eame back, as she did at times to keep
the trust with Phil.  8he beard then no sounds but 1he
bentings of his heart,

Ope summer morning, ten years afterwards, she ealled
him suddenly, aud lis spirit sprang forth at the eall. The
bonds of earth were broken. None knew whereof he died.

In A roor Fix.—Mr. Cobden says that Russia has an
army on paper without a commissariat, n navy without
ailors, aud a military chest without a l"rthmg mn it.
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WaaT Trov Doest po QuickLy.—Quick, \mmg: an
life is short. A great work is before you, anet yon bgve
no time to lose. 1 you would succeed in buginess, weork
your way to honour, and save vour sonl, you must work
qunickiy. The s!u;,.gm'd dies. The \\hoels of time roil
over him while he sleeps.  Aim high and work hard.—
Lite is worth the living, death is worth the dying because
worth gaining,

er!\. ve men of might, in the road of life ! Your life
is more tham half gone dhv.ui\. You are going down.
the hill, and the shadows begin to fail around yvou. 1r
yon have anght to do before vou die, doit quuklv The
morning lins fled, mid-day has passed, and the nighs
cometh,

Quick : ye aged men, quick. Onee vou thought three
seore years to be endless time, and that they never could
pass away. They have come, they have gone-—men,
what liave they left 2 T'he days of pleasure have passedd,
and the days of darkness are here. Have you left any
work nedone ?  Have you come to infirmities and trem-
bling and ne preparation for death ?  Ah, quick, ye aged
.ltlqu and grey bearded sives,  Alveady the messengers
of death sre beginuing to render thew serviees to hring
you to the sepulchres of your father. With the fecble
remnant of existance, striggle tor fteaven. Work, pray,
seek while life lasts ; merey waits, and God is gracious.

Harp Up.—A young gentleman quarantined at Panama
writes to his fr iends th.n his long detenton at that inter-

esting place, has not only used up his ianeies, but that,.

for the last four weeks he has been feeding o wearing
apparel.  For a day and a hall he lived on ~|‘nel shirt
and a neck-tie, during which time he drank ap two pair
of silk stockings andd four suspen lers. s hiat he convert-
2d into a mutton chop, und fried it with a coiton shirt.—
He cured himself of the eholera morbug with eight brass
buttons, and lodged for over a week in the ease belong-
ing to his wateh,
and has made over ten gallonsof brandy punch out et
his dark bloe pautaloons, Ifthere ever was a case of
hard up” this, we think, is one of them.

A Harp Ticker.—We had a bhoy in.aur office-—not so
green as he was tanken to be— who lacked a quurter to gain
admittance to the circus whose cvnvass was spread on
Railroad Square.  After seraching his caput until it look-
ed red, he returned with a long plank, which the keeper

supposiig necessary on account of the crowd within,.

cried ontto those thronging the entranee, © Open the way

aJere—give the gents ronm,” showing much solicitude
until they were safe in.  Havi ve passed she robieon,their
mammouth Leket was earvefully t!nn~t heneath the seais,.
and the boys were soon absorbed in exhibitions of's gr rotid
and lofty tumbling.”—Nashua Ouasis.

To rEMovE I'rest INK ErROM A CARPET.-—AR 8001 014
the ink has been spilled, take up as mueh as you esn
with a spoon, and then pour on eold water repeatediy,
still taking up the hquid with a spoon. Nexty rub the
place with a little wet oxalic uneid or salt of sos el, and
wash it off immediate'y with cold water.

When a certain Jady who had been charined by his
writings, but had never seen his person, wrote to Mary
beau saying how much she longed to gee Lim, and beg-
ced that he would descrmbe himselfto her, he complied
with the wish of the enthusiast, inthese heicf and zelt- ad

ulaory terms :—¢ Figure to yoursell'n tiger that has had-
the small pox.”

‘A good story t= told of an nld lmllmn.nn long sinee
gone the way of ali ﬂ<'~h hut awrhilom, a eitizen of annm,

“Were I poor man,” snd ke, * I would not stay in
Boston.”

Said his companion, ¢ Vv imt wonld yon de ?”

With all she honest simplieity in tne world, cur million-
aire replied.

“ [ wonld take three or four 'heuuand doliars, go up”
into the country and buy a tarm.”

A Poser.~—An artist who had been employed to con-
struet an angel for the spive of a churel in a neighbour-
W town, huwhr—d the work with u good pair of shoes on.
Some one tovk oceasion to point ent the ervor to hitn,and
asked, * who ever saw an angel with brogans on 27 The
artist m"unled the work for » moment with an air of mer -
titication, but recovermg himself, rejoined, “ You may be
right, but whe ever saw one wnhuug i

It was u pretty saying ol a little boy, whe, seeing two
ne:tling dirds pwkm" at each other, ingnirew of his elder
hrother what they were doing.  “They arve quarreling,”

was the answer. % No,” replied the chnld,that ennnot Le ; -
they are brothers,

« Charles, do von really ﬁ;« my daughter?” ¢ Yoy
know | do, Mrs. Simpxing.”  “ tlaw ninch do yon Jove
her 27«1 love her—1 love her wrd—as hard as »

horse ean kiek.” Mrs. SimKins was satisfied of the strengits
ol his uﬂccuon.

Two bueks, who were sitting over a pint of wine,mads
up for the deficierey ef port In the liveliness nhheu‘ wil.
After many J(,[\p.. hiad passed, one ot them took up a aut,
and h(,]d")cr it to his friend, said, “ I this nut conld spmk

what wonld n sy F O W hv, it w.:xuM sa; ;,ue me nonw
of your juaw.”

——

Tue Barrre Toxe N.-—IKossuth has ordered 1
sade agninst the invader to be preached m all the h-
es of Hungmy The population s worked to the lnghost
pitch of enthusiasm. A bloody swoid is sent from town
1o town as to arm the people. It iv passed from rumner

to runwer, like the fanous torch of Lhederic Dhu, and
preduces the same eflect.

l‘ﬂ-

He shaves him=e!l with a pair of hoots



