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THE CARLETON SENTINEL.
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always got enough for his family to eat, but this
was about all, and I doubt not they had frequently
been pinched even for the necessaries of life. All
agreed that they were very poor; but still James
Reed was strietly honest.

* Fifteen yearsafter the death of old Mr. Wimple,
Alice was the mother of four ehildren. They had
the poor man’s blessings, but the father’s life was
an anxious stroggle to provide for them even the
commoncst comforts of home. Alice, the gen‘le,
pretty Alice, was wan and pale ; but her heart was
yet warm and true, and sad and bitter as had been
her lot, she did not once regret that she had joined
it to that of James Reed.

Fifteen years after the death of his uncle, Si-
mon's wife died, and T was called upon to open the
family tomb again  The key bad not been turned
since the burial of old Mr., Wimble, and 1t required
all the strength of Spade, assistant, and myself, to
swing it upon its rusty hinges. But we got it

———

place, and the tomb again closed. A3 rsoon as the
funeral was over, [ sof out for old Mr. PBrief,
who had made the will, and informed ¥im of my
discovery.
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THE PAST, PRESENT, AXD FUTURE.
g cam seo that I grow older,
And I vote it day by day!
X ean foel my heart grow coldor
As its ploasures pass away;
At the tell-tale glass 1 linger,
As with faded eye I trace,
Bolemn tokens whieh Time’s finger
Has engraven on my face.
Dut ono moment ean restore me
To my boyliood and my prime;
Sweet memories eowse o’er mo
Of that brief and blessed time;
Then I hear a father’s blessing,
And I feel a mother’s kiss;
Aud again I am earessing
One who's shared with me my blias.
Who shall say the past must perish
'Neath the Future’s coming waves ?
What the soul delights to cherish,
From Oblivion’s depth it saves!
Looking backward, on I'm gliding,
Till I reach the final shore,
Where the Present is abiding,
Anud where change shall come ho more.
S T~ MR
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THE TOMB’S SECRET.
BY AJV OLD SEXTON.
4 0Oh! how glorious "tis
To right the opypressad, and bring the fclon vile
To just disgrase.”
01d Mr. Wimbie had heen dead filteen ycars.—
[ remember what 2 *¢ emart funceral ”” he had, kow
particulariy his wephew, Simon Wimble, instruc-
tad me in regard of my duty. *° Proper respect for
the deceased.’’ was his motte on that cedision, and
great was his anxiety dest the omission ol some ne-
cessary form might cast & refloetion upon the since-
rity of his gryef; and well he mizght be anxious,
for never, in tha course ¢f my leng faneral experi-
ance, have 1 witnessed & more hearddess, and ut-
terly formal ceromony than that with which old
Mr. Wimble was consigned fe his long home.
Simen wept, and se did his ‘wifo. 'Their white |
handkerchiefs were thoroughly wet with crocodile
Mrs. Simon kissed the cold brow of the

tears. 4 3
«corpse when 1 put it in the cellm, and. hor husband |
sighed, and ntrered somo oxpressions Ol SOITOW,

with melo-dramic precision and eloquence. ]-‘-uti
the burden of their mourming was done at the|
grave, in the presence of the cceupants ¢ { at least '
twenty carrisges. People deubted that their grief |
was sincere, hut were persuaded uncle’s hundred |
thousand dollars weuid prove an all-suffie:'ent con- |
eolation.

There wss one real mourner-——Alice VVimble,
whom the old man had adopted, and to whom be
hal given his name. She was a sweet girl of six-
¢ en summers, so beautiful, and so affeetionate , that
the old man’s heart yearned towards her with a
father’s pride

Her foster-father had frequently been heawrdl to
say he should remember her handsomely in his
will ; and great was the surprise of all the friex:ds

open after mnch elfort. The interior presented
such a chaos of confusion as would have appalled
any but an old sexton. In the middle of the nar-
row vault lay a heap of broker: coffins, imtermin-
gled with skulls, bones, and half decayed graves.

“ How is this, Mr. Mortal?"’ said Spade, start-
ing back when he beheld the pile of the emblems
of mortahty. :

¢ This ought to have been attended to before.’’

¢ T should think #o.”’

"“Two years ago I spoke to Mr. g

opening the tomb. But he did n
opened.

¢“ ITe has no taste about keeping a tomb nice or
neat,”” remarked Spade. How did he suppose
these folks could rest quietly, huddled up in a heap
like this?"’ |

¢ Probably he did not anticipate such a fall as|
has taken place here, though I told him the coffins
were nearly gone.”’

“* Now I remember, didn’t he say he meant to |
open it himself?”’ ;

¢« Ife did : I believe he tried to do so, but ecounld |
not get the deor open.
order.”’

Old Mr. Wimble's body had been placed at the
top of four others. The coffin at the hottom of the |
pile had probably been there for fifty years, and |
the weight of the others had crushed it. The fall
of the next three above it had broken them, while ‘
that of Mr. Wimble had been split open without |
being reduced to a perfeet wreck like ihe others.

The crash had evidently taken place a short time
betore we opened the tomb ; for Mr. Wimble's re- |
mains were but little more than a skeleton. Al
though we had no authority from Simon te do so,
we determined, under the circumstances, to commit
the bones ol all but the last buried to the vault be- |
tween the tomhs, and to repair the coffin of Mr.
Wimble, and to restore his remains. Spade tnok%
hold of it to pull it out. As he did so, a large
package slipped through the fracture.

‘ What Was that, Mr. Mortal 7’

¢ Hand it to me Spade.”

ITe obeyed, and I found it to he a document writ- !
ten upon parchment. On further examination Ii
ascertained it te be the will of old Mr. Wimble.—
ITis lawyer had (1iﬂ(31(:9L‘(1 the fact of his having
made a will, after the funeral, but it was supposed
that the testator had destroyed it—especially as he
had declared his intention of making another, for

imble abont

' l}lt to bg%‘

|
But we must put things in |

of the family, when, after his death, it was fourrd
that he had left no will. Simon was his nephew
and sole heir ; and when therich man was gecurely
locked up in the aneestral tomb, all the property

was passed over to him, and Alice was turned out |

of doors.
I do not mean to say, Simon told her in so many

words to leave the house, or even that he did not |

4 > . » - | x i ‘.
make some kind of a proposition in regard to her | 2 new Simon was a

future support. Between such as Aliee and him-
acl{ there could be no sympathy, no fellowship,
anvy more than there could Le between a deiil
d an angel. Though he used no hard words
r, and though-he did not neglect to tell her
the home of her late foster-father was as much

and
t> he
that

; . s
her home as ever, she could net help feeling she

was in his way ; that her presence was a burden to
him. She bore.his cooluees patiently for a few
weeks, and then fled from the roof that had been
the home of her childhood. She had heen well
educated. and soon obtained a situation as teacher,
in which eapacity she continued, until a poor, but
yery worthy voung man offered her his hand and
heart. She was lonely and friendless, and to be
Jloved by an Lonest man for her own eake, though
Le were poor and nameless, was all she asked.—
They were married.

Mr. Reed, her husband, was one of those anoma-
lies among men, who are facetiously said to be too
honest to thrive in business. e failed two or three
times, struggled as a clerk, and resorted to all

manner of experiments to get along. It is true, he

His sudden illness, it was
 surmised, had found him unprepared in this respect
to die.

| ¢ What is it, Mr. Mortal 2’ asked Spado.

| charitable associations.
|

e secret whieh
this tomb has kept for fifteen poars.’
1 ean and will.”

¢ The ahem,”” dxclaimed Spade, 1 slways

¢ Can you keep a sceret, Spade—a

- &

well, a scoundrel !

upon her humble hearth-stone,

with Briel drove to the residence of Simon W imble.
He was very polite to us, and inquired why he was
honored with the visit at such a time.

you coma te the house of mourning on a business
errand,’” #8id Simon, passing Lis white handker-
chief overibis eyes—there were no tears there; it
Wasgnjy a way he had at such times,

e & e Y.
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Mre. Wimble was duly consigned to her resting-

The old/ lawyer declared ke had always suapected
that Simon had destroyed it and after vemarking
that ‘¢ Providence works in a mysterfons way,”’
we proceeded to dizeums our future eourse. Brief
was one of thoess nice, quiet old men, who never
like to make a fuse, and it wos finally deeided that
Simon shouald have a chance to pay over Alice’s
portion without expesura,

[ bad kept up a kind of speaking aequaintance
with Aliee singe hor matriage; so I had no difk-
culty in finding her. ‘The reader can judge of her
surprise when [ stated the nature of my business.
Poverty, cold and dreary, even though peace and
love rendered it endura'de, had been her lot ; now
plenty came unexpectedly to shower its blessings

I took her in tho carriage I had brought, and

“ We come on business,”’ yeplied Brief.
‘““Then I cannet reeeive vou. I wonder that

3Py business is imperative,”’ added Bricf,

* Another time,”” and Simon waved his hand for
us to depart.

““T have come to demand the sam of twenty
thousand dollars for this lady, the amount left her
by the will of her late foster-fiuther. You can give
me your check, or otherwise secure her the ;&o—-
porty ; but it must be done now,” continued Brief,
coolly and firmly.

Simon sank into a chair, and I could hear bhim |
groan with anguish. He glanced at me, and I
doubt not my presencs assured him that the tomb
had given up its seeret.

‘* Here is the will, if you are in doubt,’” said shs |
lawyer.

“1 will pay the momey—Dbut—I am ruined—
lost !’

““ The elieek,”” snid the Iawyer, heediess of the
miserable man's anguivh.

Simon took a check-book from: his secretary, and
drew the amount in several checks ow dilferent
banks, and handed themy to the inwyer.

‘* Ruined !’ moaned he, in piteous sxeents.

‘“ Here is the will,”” said Brief, tossing him the
Qultrents  * Fren a'fawh would not conceal it!

Do you believe in Cod, Mr. Wimble.”’
“1 do! Oh, Alice, forgive me!”’
“ For my dead father's sake I do,” repliad Mrs.
i‘i\ "(I.
““ You don’t deserve any eonsi ion, after such

¥
.
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a rascally deed, but your seeret iseafe,”’ said Brief.

We explained to himy whas we had done, and
quicted him with the assurance that he should not |
be (}.‘({").-'.(‘(i. We took m;r]cm‘e,.amf at Mrs. Reed’s ‘
request we dined with her that day.

I need mot stop to te?d the reader how happy the

f

legacy made the Reed family, or the satisfuction 1
felt in placing a fortune in the hands of an honest

man—oa man too homest to thrive amid the jucclerv
- Lo Taw | v

and deceit of the world. Not onlvy peace, but

s 1
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the purpose of altering several of the legacies to| 1 " 8N¢ P nty ™ provide in his happy home.

Stmon Wimble, conscience strieken and fearful
Yaast hie sin should find him out, lingering in misory
(o o~

but a few months alier the death of his wife, and

. - - ’
hen T placed him by the side of the uncle whom
he had wronged.

"'l) yefn 4 4 A I"l“
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A Coxstpurare Grigr.—*¢ Mrs. Briges » said a

g : .
neighbour who stepped into the house of the for-
mer, just a8 ghe was in the aet of seating herseif at

| ¢ No doubt of it; if you had seen hima weep

| when we buried the old man, you might have
known what he was, 1 sce now why he wanted to

. open tire tomb himsell.

|« Who has the property by this will 2"’

¢ Alice—Nirs. James Reed—has twenty thou-

good abourt this time. Butlet s fix up the tomb.”’

It required some time to do this, and when we
! had cloced the lower vault, and ’replaced the cofiin
L of Mr. Wimble, we received a visit from Simon.—
' T explained to him the condition of the tomb, when
Cwe opened it, and could see that he was very much
- disturbed.

" Have you opened my uncle’s coffin?’’ he asked,
with considerable perturbation.

ol | A
But I negleeted to inform him that the coffin
opened itsell; or rather, that an overruling Provi-

dence, who watcheth over the innocent, had done
80 for me.

Satisfied that his secret was safe, ho depareed,

end I locked up the tomb lest he should pay it an-
other visit,

sand ; and I suppose it will do her a good deal of |

the dinner table, ¢¢ have yvou heard of the dreadful
accident?”’ ¢ Why, no—what isit?"’ ¢ Mr. Brigas

|

| . ~

has fallen fron Is it
|

om his wagegon end is killed.’
poseible > Well, wait until I finish my dinner,
and then you'll hear erying !”’

T W W P e, et
a3 ?

| Punch’s excellent caricature is heeded, ¢ The
Auvetrian Thimblerig.”” Prussia stands by, saying
with a drunken chuckle, ¢ It's all fair, I just won
| & bottle of champaigne.”” Franeo is a gentleman
passing on horseback—Turkey s trying to gota
glimpse of the game’’-—England is inquiring inte
its merits, end Russia is watching the fun, over
the fenco. Austria says—‘* Now then, I'll bet
any gent a sovereign, he don’t tell me which thim-
ble the peace is under !”’
e

A Nigoer Lissie.—* 1 say, Sambo, does ye
know what makes the corn grow so fast when you
put the manure on §t?" ¢ No, I don't hardly,”
* Now T'll jist tell yo, when the corn begins to
emell the wanure, it don't like the fumery, so it

hurries out of the ground, and sits up as high us

.~ .
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A RICH LECTURE ON ASTRONOMY.
Bt

FEshan Spikes, Esq., of Hornbury, Maine, writes

the following letter to the Portiand Transcript &
Flcctie, descriptive of matters and things in that<
part of the country. Our readers will enjoy Jiie .
amusing report of the leeture on Astronomy.

“ Msrzr Epitor :—~Perhaps in a letterery pint

of view, our town haint been 20 "formed as site or-
ter. While Dollyticks and millingarty interest.

ben dormouse, is naow raoused htkea s

has been earried furder perhaps than in sny other
place on the airth, yet except in my cwn-ease,

5

siteratoar hasn’'t gome beyond coarse hand an the .-
singlo rool of three. Ferlosofy has been quoted
below pork ; syence hasn't compared with Syder,

string beans has been gencrally set REigher.than as-

tronomy ; letters, triginomctry, and, pumpkine
was ahead of poetry. Naow, haowsever, the ta-
bles has turned bottom side smder.  Syonceis rig *

“ We'vo got a Li-sos-um ! e «y of Lesters is
begun, the tree of nolidge has sprouted ; interlect:
biles over matter—that eve interleet, which has

: epy liow

gitvin away from Jordan. The fust hctu?gf the
seascn was gin last night by Jewes Peabody, who'a
ben one quarter to an academary.

‘¢ General subjeet—Strenomy

“ Perticklerditto— Comica.

““ Thaint time to gin you more’n o digestisefas-
semila of she lecter : —

¢ Jemes Begun by cbeervin thal.ef anybody sup-
posed thet the stars warnt a heap bizzer than they
looked, they were almighty behind-hand. Why.
says he, ther’s that a» leetle shiner ealled Sata;x.
says he, den’t look bigger than a tater, and yei
aceording to llerklys-—who knews the heavenlv
bodies jist as easy as I know father—tis suuw.'ha:l,
larger than the hull county of Oxford! An the
leotlest atar you can piek aout is as big as & cark
wheel. At this point Deacon l?’:der!x;rry riz, and
said this was goin tu far, twas regelar blasfemy,
eontrary to Seriptar,and agin sommon sense.—
Then he tuck his hat and cleared, fust spittin aout
his terbacker cud as a testimony agin the doctrine.

““ After speakin of #he milk-way—which he
said was longer than the Cumberland or Oxford
Canawl—an the moon, which the unlearned con-
sidered to be green cheese, but whieh syence de-

-monstrates to be jackorn-lanterm.on a Jarge seale

the leeterer proceeded to the pestickler part of his
sabjeck-—-
« Cumics or Blazin Stars.’’

“Comies, says James— he savs—are of two
kinds, the Tamo and the Wild. The fust ones js
made of old moons as aint no good and called by
onedecated shaoten stars, but we of the seools call
em metres. This difftzence led the speaker to re-
mark that Iarnin is everything..

s e : i > b

The wild kind, says Jemes, in a differont erit-
ter ; bein compoeed of knebelous matter, hyfaluti-
on gaas, oxside cast irom, and salts uf harmonin,
makes it highly savage and omsartin.’ They fost
appeared about Deuteronomy or perbaps a leetlo
later in the year six, and was diskivercd spontane-
ously from Portland observators on Pompey’s pil-

" 2 < ~a ) v m 5 « £ e N - s
low in I}()i)sn}. I'hey are peaky things, says he,
ollers gittin up wars, hurricanes, and earthguakes.
Oneasy and restless, travellin about fastor than a
ralerode, bat never reachin anywheres in pertick-
e . P 3 T - .
ler. I.\mder loominated Peter Ruces. M ighty
ertm, they are, cant bs depended on. Father
N ar engaged one to do a partickler job in 48
but ¥ probably got hetter terms somewhere else,
and that ere job remains endone this day.

¢ But naow, eays Jemes, we comes to consider

beir tails. Talk about the moon’s ¢ wondrous
o b X7 ‘4 o a1le 3
tale.” Why the tails of all these pl:unwt.z in the
cidereal heavings wouldn’s make one for g first-
rate comic! Longer than the magmetic paragraph
i .‘ . >
ang widur than Sebagzo pond, they stretehes ont
over the universal danerpy in the unlimited nau-
gacity of either, now sweepin down among the
ciongate concavities of diurnal convesities, and
agin goarin upwards, till lost in the great hyperi-
on!

“ Jemos was so up by this peroaration that he

bad to be carried hum on a clieer. This mornin

however, was well as could be expected, and if
convglesence doesn't set in, he'll bLe about in &
day or two.

: ‘“ ETHHAN SPIEES."
A— R

The Lynn News tells a good story of two b-c';;r

ono of whom was boasting the beautics of kis fa-

ther’s kouse. 1t has got a eupola,” said he

‘¢ and its going to have something else.”
*“ What is it?" asked his interestod companion,

poseible, 80 a¢ not to breaff the bad air,”

“ Why, I heard father tell mother this morning,
that it's going to have & mortgage on it !"’
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