gth
not
oly.
} 10
od-
rer-
her
art-
gin
unt.
tter

lit-
had
ow-

the

let-
med
o,
ring
hne’
her
She
ked
vere
ner-
ime,
d of
v all
was
1rie,
rien-
| had
inre-
it.”?
ady,
noral
st of
body
t she
oine,
high-
s she
‘man
- had
see if
made
s 1co
er to
what
mine
You
it to
d set-
- and
fuss!
ou !”?
npor-
| Mr.
d for-
nmu-
sister

soon

Ing in

their
uided
d she

ading
ct his
ITPOs 2
which
court-
es,not
It is
y that
uilice
Il the

1onths

riends
1d his

lating
n with
 him,
union

Eht Cavieton Sentinel,

TR I %

8=

-

The social ceremonies of the wedding-day
were performed soberly—almost sadly. Vome
of the guests (especially the unmarried ladies)
thought that Miss Clara had allowed herself to
be won too easily—others were picturing to
themselves the situation of the poor girl who
was absent ; and contributed little towards the
aaiety of the party. On this occasion, howeven
nothing occurred to interrupt the proceedings ;
the marriage took place; and immediately after
it, Mr. Sweatfield and ‘his bride started for a
tour on the continent.

On their departure Jane Langley returned
home. She made no reference whatever to her
sister’s marriage ; and _no one mentioned it in
her presence. Still the color did not return to
her cheek, or the old gaiety to her manner—
The shock that she had suffered had left its
traces on her for life. - But there was no evi-
dence that she was sinking under the remem-
brances which neither time nor resolution could
banish. The strong, pure heart had undergone
a change, but not a deterioration. All that had
been brilliant in her character was gone ;. but
all that was noble in it remained Never had
her intercourse with her family and her friends
been so affectionate and kindly as it was now-
. When after a long absence, Mr. Streatfield
and his wife returned to England, it was ob-
served, at her first meeting with them, that the
momentary confusion and embarrassment were
on their side, not on hers. During théir stay
at Langley Hall, she showed not the slightest
disposition to avoid them. No member of the
family welcomed them more cordially ; euter-
ed into all their plans and projects more readily ;
or bade them farewell with a kinder grace
when they departed for their own home.

Our tale is nearly ended ; what remains of it
must comprise the history of many years in the
compass of a few words.

Time passed on; and Death and Change
told of its lapse among the family of Langley
Hall. Five years after the events above related,
Mr. Langley died; and was followed to the
orave shortly afterwards by his wife. Oftheir
two sons, the eldest was ri€ing into good prac-
tice at the bar; the youngest had become at-
tatche to a foreign embassy. Their third
davghter was mairied, and living at the family
seat of her busband in Scotland. Mr and Mis.
Qtreatfield had children of their own now, to
occupy their fime and absor® their care. The
career of life was over for some—the purposes
of life had altered for sthers—Jane Langley
alone, still remained unchanged.

She now lived. entirely with her aunt. At
intervals—as their worldly duties and avoca-
tions permitted them—the other members of her
family, one or two intimate friends, came to the
house. Offers of marriage were made to her,
but were all declined.- The first, last love of
her girlish days—abandoned as a hope, and
crushed as a passion; living only as a quiet
arief, as a pure remembrance—still kept its
watch, as guardian and defender over her heart.

Years passed on and worked no change in
the sad dniformity of her life, nntil the death
of her aunt, left her mistress of the house in
which she had hitherto been a guest. Then it
was observed that she made fewer and fewer
efforts to vary the tenor of her existence, to for-
et her old remembrances fora while in the so-
ciety of others. Such invitations as reached
her {from relations and friends were more fre-
quently declined than accepted. She was
growing old herself now; and, with each ad-
vancing year, the busy pageant of the outer
world presented less and less that could attract
the eye.

So, she began to surround herself in her soli-
tude with the favorite books that she had stu-
died, with the favorite music that she had
played, in the days of her hopes and her hap-
piness. Everything that was afsociated, how-
ever slightly, with that past period, now ac-
guired a character of inestimable value in her
eves, as aiding her mind to seclude itself more
and more strictly in the sanctuary of her recol-
lections. Was it weakness in her to live thus
to abandon the world and the world’s interests,
as one who had no hope or part in either * Had
she earned the rizht'by the magnitude and re-
solution of her sacrifice. thus to indulge in the
sad luxury of fruitless remembrance? Who

cannot think with her thoughts, and look back
with her recollections '

Thus she lived—alone and yet not lonely ;
without hope, but with no despair ; separate
and apart from the world around her, except
when she approached it by her charities to the
poor, and her succour to the affiicted ; by her
occasional interviews with the surviving mem-
bers of her family and a few old friends, when
they sought her in her calm retreat; and by
the little presents which she constantly sent to
brothers’ and sisters’ children, who worshipped,
as their invisible good genius, “ the kind lady,”
whom most of them had never seen. Such
was her existence throughout the closing years
of her life; such did it continue—calm and
blameless—to the last. »

Reader, when you are told, that what is im-
pressive and. pathetic in the Drama of Human
Life, has passed with the past age of Chivalry
and Romance, remember Jane Langley, and
quote in contradiction the story of the Twin-
SisTERS !
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Tne Lire or A PriNnTgr.—The following
strange, eventful record of a journeyman print-
er’s life is” taken from one of our exchanges,
which paper asserts it correct to the letter. It
developes what a man can do if he likes, and
what queer and enterprising unselfish fellows
printer’s are :—

“The life of a printer is, to say the least, one
of variety. I left home at the age of nine; and
was apprenticed to the printing business at the
age of thirteen. Since then I have tisited
Europe—been in England, Ireland, Scotland,
Wales and France; in Canada, Nova Scotia,
Labrador, South America, West Indies, and all
the Atlantic States of the Union, from Maine to
Louisiana ; have lived in twenty-seven cities
and towns of the United States; I have been
a sailor in the merchant service, and have sailed
in all manner of craft—ship, bark, brig, schoon-
er, sloop and steamer j in the regular army as
a private soldier, deserted and got shot in the
leg; 1 have studied two years for the ministry,
one year for an M. D, travelled through all the
New England States, New York, New Jersey,
Pennsylvania and Virginia, as a journeyman
printer, generally with little more than 2 brass
rale in my poecket; [ have been the publisher
of two papers in ,one in Boston. and one
in Roxbury, Mass, and one in Maine. At one
time I had $7,350 in my pocket of my own; ]
have been married twice, and am now nearly
twenty-six years old !

-

1 have been a tempe-
rance lecturer, and proprietor of a temperance
theatre.” |

o M it

A Scexe 1N aJustice’s Court.—The Hart-
ford Times vouches for the following story:

“ Pat Malone, you are fined five dollars for
assault and battery on Mike Sweeny.”

“ Pve the money in me pocket, and I'll pay
the fine if your honor will give me the resate.”

“ We give no receipts here. We just take
the money. You will not be called upon a se-
cond time for your fine.”

¢ But, your houor, I'll not be wanting to pay
the same without | get a resate.”

“ What do you want to do with it ?”

“1f your honor will write one and give it to
me Il tell you.”

“ Well, there’s your receipt.
you want to do with it !

“ T'll tell your honor. You see one of these
days Ull be after dying, and when [ get to the
oate of Heaven T'll ra’p, and St. Peter will say,
“ Whe's there 1 and D'll say, “It’s me, Pat
Malone,” aud he’ll say, “ What do you want "

Now, what do

say—* Did you behave yourself like a dacint
boy in the other world, and pay all your litile
| ines, and sich things !?” and Tl say, “ Yes
your holiness, I paid ail of them,” and then he'll
want to see the resates, and I'll put my hand
into my pocket and take out my resate, and
oive it to him, and I'll not have lo go lo a very

bad place to find your honor o gel one.
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Broapway Trasu.—A young dandy in
Broadway a few evenings ago accosted the
bellman as follows :—

“ You take all sorts of trash in your oart,
don’t you *”

shall say !—who shall presume to decide, that

“ Yes, jump in.”

and I'll say, “ [ want to come in,” then he'll |

LIVE WITHIN YOUR INCOME.

Few directions are more valuable for success
in life than the above. It is applicable to all
ages and of paramount importance to all. Itis
a very good starting point for the young man
just commencing the race of life. Here the
early habit may be so formed of regulating the
expenses, crushing all unnecessary desires,
and avoiding those temptations that lead be-
yond the income, that the whole future life of
property, influence and respedtability may de-
pend upon it. A young man commences life
with a salary or with wages a little beyond the
supply of his ordinary and proper wams. By
carefully living within hisdncome, not only will
there be laid up a supply for the future, when
it will be needed, but a habit of self control
will be acquired, more valuable than the mon-
ey. Ficticious wants will not become real
ones, and the mind will be better prepared for
those days of need which will come upon all
mankind.

The young man who spends his whole in-
come upon his present wants and pleasures,
will be apt to do so when that income increas-
es, and will never be a prosperous man.—
Wants increase with time, and habit grows
with its indulgence. Let the young, then, re-
gard this precept and learn wisdom.

Young married people ar® too apt to indulge
in foolish expenses, because they think they
can afiord them then. Perhaps they can; but
if they live up to the extent of their income
with their present small family, what will they
do when that family incrsases? The habits of
expense that they have acquired will adhere
to them and they will soon be heyond theif
means.

It is a very unhappy condition for a family
to have been brought up to consider certain
luxuries as indispensible, and who have early
been taught to regulate their expenses, to be
constantly stepping over the boundry line of
their lncome. How many mean acts, how ma-
ny disreputable things, how many unpleasant
things must Be resorted to, to keep up appear-
ances. There is hagdly a more pitiable condi-
tion. The children are imitating the extrava-
gances of the wealthy, while the father is har-
assef with debts and duns, and the mother has
often to deny herself the comforts of life.—
Such children should ghow at once their ener-
gy and their wisdom, by relinquishing at once
this foolish countest for fashion, and by their
endeavors to earn their own livelihood, exliibit |

to the world how much superior they are to its
follies.

He who is spending more than ‘his income
is guilty of dishonesty. - What he thus spends
must be from the pockets of his neighbors.—
He is incurring debts that he knows he can
never pay, and is thus undermining the found-
ation of moral integrity in his own character,
and teaching his children one of the worst les-
sons that he can spread before them. His si-
tuation too is a most uncomfortable one. He
canuot look his creditors in the face as an ho-
nest man should, but is obliged to resort to
subterfuge, false promises and, eventually, lies,
to satisfy those he does not pay. Any man
that has any regard for his own happiness, ov
respect for his own character, will avoid these
evils.

But what shall bedone? Giveup this strug-
gle for appearances. Conform to circumstan-
ces, and live poorly and dress poorly, if neces-
sary, until debts are paid.
to work

But above all, go
Work is not dishonorable or disgrace-
ful. In this country independence is of more
value than gentility ; and the satisfaction of
an honest conscience worth more than the no-

A WESTERN JUDGE,

Judge Jonah Jones, a Western judicial dig-
nitary, recently delivered the following charge
to the juiy, in the case of Elim Crunch, on trial
for stealing :—
“Jury, yon can go out, and don’t show your
ugly mugs here tiil you find a verdict. If you
can’t fine one of your own, git the one the last
jury used.” -
The jury retired, and after an absence of
fifteen minutes, retdtned with a verdict of sui-
cide in the ninth degree and fourth verse.”
Then Judge Jonah Jones pronounced upon
Crunch this sentence: *
“ Elim Crunch, stan’ up and face the music
You are found guilty of suicide for stealing.—
Now, this court sentence you to pay a fine cf
two shillings, to shave your head with a bagea-
net in the barracks, and if vou try to cave in
the heads of any of the jury, you'll catch
thunder, that’s all. Your fate will be a wam-
ing 1o others; and, in cenclusion, may the
Lord have mercy on your soul. Sheriff, get me
a pint of red-eye. I'm awful thirsty.”
———— -

Don’t be sentimental—it is bad for the diges-
tion. Remember, the best tonic is fun, and the
best physician a joker. For.giving a tone to
the stomach, one good, hearty langh is worth
all the pills that were ever paid for or patented,
Cheerfulness is a moral armor. It protects the
mind from the javelins of dyspepsia, and makes
it as impregnable to the assaults of duns and
unliquidated due-bills as Gibraltar is to pop-
guns.

+ . .-

Sulky females generally die old maids. 1f
a girl wishes, therefore, to taste the sweets
which spring from love and corduroy, let her
2o in training for good nature, and become mu-
sical with gladness, like June crowded with
bobolinks.

————— O P

A CompPLIMENT DECLINED.—A certain gentle-
man on his death bed, called his black man to
him, and said “ well, Cato, 1 have thought tc
confer one favor on you before I die.”” “Ah'
What dat, massa !” said Cato. “Why lintend-
ed to give you the privilege of being buried n
the family vault when you die.” ¢ Ha, massa,”
replied - Cato, “ me no like dat;ten you'd suit
much better. Besides when the 8ebil comes to
look for massa in the dark, he may make mis-
take and take ofl poor Cato.”

PO AR T IR LIRS

What more precious offering can be laid up-
on the altar of a man’s heart than the first love
of a pure, earnest and affectionate girl, with an
undivided interest in eight cormer lots, and
fourteen three-story houses !
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A little boy on coming home from a certain
chutch where he had seen a person performing
on an organ, said to Lis mother— O, mammy,
I wish you had been at church to-day to see
the fun—a man pumping music out of an old
cupboard !”
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A GestrLEMAN — John, what iz a gentle.
man 7’

« Stub-toe boots, short tail coat, and a high
shirt-collar.”

¢« What is the chief end of a gentleman

“His coat-tail.”

« What is the work of a gentleman "

“ To borrow money, to eat large dinners, to

do to the opera, and to petition foy an ofiice.”

« What is a gentleman’s first duty towards
himself *”

¢ To buy a pair of plaid pantaloons, and to
raise a huge pair of whiskers.”

Cold water applied to the head is the best
remedy in cases of sun-stroke. Mustard

plasters to the feet are also recommended. A

' tions and splendors of society. No man or wo-

|
| man can degrade themselves by honest labor:

! but the struggle to keep up appearances must
~ e ey ‘

| be a degradation, always in our own eyes, olten
in the eyes of our neighbors.—/New York Times”

s
Man.—Man is like a snow-ball. TLeave him
lying in idleness against the sunny fence of
| prosperity, and all the good’s that in him melts
like fresh butter in these days; but kick him
round, and he gathers strength with every revo-
lation until Le grows into an avalanche. To
make a figure in the world you must keep

| moving.

' sun-stroke, or coup de soleil, is congestion of the
i brain, occasioned often by the heat of the suu’s
| rays.
| ¢ Mother, den’t you wish youn had the tree ol
evil in your garden *”

“ Why, Josh, you sarpent, what do you
mean "

“ As money’s the root of all evil, if we had
the tree couldn’t we get the precious stutl

Oxg orF 'eM.—There is a man living in Liv-
ingstone, N. Y., by the name of Atherton, who,
'in one week in January last, thrashed fowr hun-
| dred bushels of wheat, three constabies, and

seven deputy sherifis. Where's the medal

.
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