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him fearfully. His face retained few traces of its | Then I opencd his letter. It was as if his soul An Off-Hand Joke: 
A sturdy sergeant of one of the Massachusetts re- 
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General Fels, 
Tue Ioxtan Isvaxps: tne Last or the Brivis 

house, and onc of her children was burited to death, | ProTECTORATE — On the 2nd of June the curtain fell 
and the other so much 1njured that it will probably | upon the last act of the British protectorate in the 
die. | lonian Islands. A correspondent of the Times gives 

Six persons have; within a few months past, com- | the following account of the closing scene :— 
mitted suicide in consequence of their losses at the A small fleet ol troop ships and transports clus- gambling tables at Hamburg. tered around the majestie Malborough ; near them C Fi < |) - 

Barsey the engine driver of the train on the wy 8 clumsy looking paddle-wheel steamer, with L _ trai . 800 Greek troops, torming the future garrison of Grand Trunk which ran into the Richilieu River, Corfu, on Benet The y Eo at ae son with 
bas been committed for trial at the next Court of : 2 yachts and pleasure boats; the shores were lined Spars PE SA, re os with a dense mass of people of all classes. At ele- 

1 ere H 1 ANAd- ven o'clock the last remaining regiment in the cita- vy Gazette that the sailing vessels in the British na- del; the 4th King's Own, marched out; and their vy will never be sent to sea again, there being two guard at the main gate was relieved by a Greek hundred and forty steamers in commission manned guard of gendarmerie. Meanwhile the approaches by 45,000 men. to the Palace of St: Michael and St. George were A novel race took place in Montreal lately | choked by crowds of towns-people and villagers for between a steam buggy, attached to a Circus, and a many a mile around: and there was hardly room in racing mare belcnging to a gentleman of that place. | the reception-hail, so eager were the The mare was the winner, but the race is not con- 

tems, Foreign & Local.) 
A drunken woman in Connecticut set fire to her 

once fascinating charm. A worn, prematurely old spoke again to mine when I read it : : 
‘man he came back to me, and I gave him welcome. | +« Margery, I should not write you these words giments being obliged to submit to amputation of | T had resolved in the strength of God, that no cold- | did I not know that your husband is dead, and that | his hand, the sargeon offered to administer chloro- 

| your hearing from me once more can give pain to form as usual ; but the veteran refused; saying : ness of mine should ever chill him ; he should be- | isi ; : ‘no mortal. You have never heard from me in the | : : : % ; ver be disappointed in me. Whatever pain my life long silent years which have fallen betwixt us ; but |’ If the SHINE We by be done on him he wanted 
beld I would bear alone ; and the remnant of his I have found means to inform myself, from time to | to see it.”” And laying his arm on the table, sub- 

| time of your welfare. I know that you have done | mitted to the operation without a sign of pain ex- years 1 would make happy. ar. dnty in God's: fear : ofr . : ; il | your ; | cept a firmer setting of the teeth. e operator, as There was something strangely touching in the (7°, When I heard that you were free, a fond sweet | p BN p ’ 
change which had been wrought in him. The pas- | hope stole into my heart—Heaven forgive me if it | he finished, looked at his victim with admiration, 
sionate temper,the haughty, indomitable will, where | was a sin—-of some day standing once more by your and RAE. - - » -- 

‘ 
- were they? Sometimes I longed to see him assert side, looking again into your eyes, hearing again ‘ You ought to have been a surgeon, my man. . Said” . Ries our well loved voice. I know the sad years have| . a gy himself with a little of the old domineering sway : y y “ I was the next thing to one afore I enlisted, changed you. Your eyes would not be so bright ; id the b 

but it never came. When I expressed my desire to | werhaps there is silver in your hair. I think you | 531d the hero. 
; : ow b “ What was that ?’” asked the doctor. continue to live with grandmother he made no ob- | would not have been less beautiful to me if I had . 

‘* A butcher !"” responded the scrgeant with a 4 | lived to come to you. But God knew best. I was do- 

grim smile, which, despite the surroundings, com- 

Aoctrp. 
. *I feel I’m growing auld, gude Wife.” 

I feel I'm growing auld, gude-wife— 
I feel I'm growing auld; 
My steps are frail, my een are bleared, 
My pow is unco bauld. 
I've seen the snaws o' fourscore years 
O’er hill and meadow fa’, 
And, hinnie! were it no for you, 
I'd gladly slip awa. 

I feel I'm growing auld, gude-wifc— 
I feel I'm growing auld; 
Frae youth to age I've keepit warm 
The love that ne’er turned cauld. 
I canna bear the dreary thocht 
That we maun sindered be; 
There's aaething binds my poor auld heart Jection, but sold the house in Kempton, which ha To earth, gude-wife, but thee. Ska ied 3 } | ing His work when I breathed in this fever that 1s remained unoccupied ever since he went away. killing me. There is no hope. When I have fin-| ns : 

And so we lived on together quietly for two years | jshed this leiter I shall send for a physician. I | municated itsclf to the bystanders. 
we three. I think I did make Fred's life happy. I|would not send for one before lest he should forbid ore 

these last words to you. But I know I shall never 

I feel I'm growing auld, gude-wife— 
I feel I'm growing auld; 
Life seems to me a wintry waste, 

The Slaver and the Shark. 

vr’ 

The very sun feels cauld. do not think he missed anything from my love. Do | Of worldly fr'ens ye’ve been to me, 
Amang them a the best; 
Now, I'll lay down my weary head, 
Gude-wife, and be at rest. 

The English rural poet, Bloomfield, thus paints the | 
scenes of the haying field in England : 

Hark ! where the sweeping scythe now rips along; 
Each stutdy mower emulous and strong, 
Whose writhing form meridian heat defies, 
Bends o’er his work, and every sinew tries; 
Prostrates the waving treasure at his feet, 
But spares the rising clover, short and sweet. 
Come HEALTH! come, Jolity ! light-footed come ! 
Here hold your revels, and make this your home. 
Each heart awaits and hails you as its own : 
Each moisten’d brow, that scorns to wear a frown; 
Th’ unpeopled dwelling mourns its tenants stray’d; 
E’en the domestic laughing dairy maid 
Hies to the rieLD, the general toil to share: 
Meanwhile the FArMER quits his elbow chair, 
His cool brick-floor, his pitcher, and his ease, 
And braves the sultry beams, and gladly sees 
His gates thrown open, and his team abroad, 
The ready group attendant on his word, 
To turn the swarth, the quivering load to rear, 
Or ply the busy rake, the land to clear. 
Bummer’s light garb itself now cumb’rous grown, 
Eaeh his thin doublet in the shade throws down; 
Where oft the mastiff skulks with half shut eye, 
And rouses at the stranger passing by; 
Whilst unrestrain’d the social converse flows, 
And ev'ry breast Love's powerful impulse knows, 
And rival wits with more than rustic grace 
Confess the presenee of a pretty face. 

Select Tale. 

THREE LIVES, 

(Concluded) 
How could T describe ovr pagting— we who had 

80 nearly been made one flesh? What last words 
we spoke ; what hopes shone, star-like, through our 
darkness— hopes of a better country, even a heaven- 
ly. where the broken threads of this imperfect lite 
shall be woven again into brightness; and. through 
it all, how he upheld me, strengthened my soul for 
the conflict—it is all written upon my heart, where 
only the pitying eyes of the merciful Father can 
everread. Let me pass briefly over the agony of 
that hour. 

In two weeks Hugh had resigned his parish and 
left Woodstock. His reasons no one knew ; but, 

reluctant as were his people to part with him, they 
found his resoltition unalterable. 

He went, and even 1 knew nothing of his destina- 

tion. We feit it right to separate utterly, to bridge 

the gulf between us with no knowledge. I never 
expected to hear from him again. I knew I should 
not die. I expected to live, and I knew my one 
daty was to forget. For him, he had his work in 
life, and I believed he would do it. He might live 
till he was old and gray. TI had faith that he 
would live well ; and I believed that I should know 
him, despite all the scars and changes cf his life, 
when we should meet in the far *¢ Silent Land— 
the boundless regions of all perfection.” 

I was unutterably thankful when he was gone. 
It seemed to me that I could not have borne my 
fate if he had staid where I must see him, hear his 
voice, breathe the same air. He being gone there 
was more hope. I could bury the two years I had 
known him in my heart ; and in time kind Heaven 
might lend me aid to set a watch upon memory, and 
roll a stone to the door of my sepulchre. 

Charley Forsyth did not come back. Some busi- 
ness call hurried him away to California, and no 
one in Woodstock, save my grandmother, knew the 
secrct he had told me—knew that my husband was 
alive in this world. 
On Christmas there came to me a letter. Eight 

years ago that day I had spoken my bridal vows. 
It was a strange coincidence which brought me that 
letter on this very day. I knew the moment I look- 
ed at the cover that it was from Fred. My heart 
beat suffocatingly. My hand trembled so I could | 
hardly break the seal ; but somehow I had strength 

to read its contents. It almost broke my heart, it | 
was 80 touching so penitent. I had been as much | 
to blame in the past as he, but he took all the blame 
to himself. He told me how well he bad loved me, | 

| 
| and bow bard he had tried, for the sake of my peace | 

thing but willful sin can utterly darken my life. 

~ I redoubled my devotion to him, now that I had 

you ask if my own lot was wretched? I think no- | 

There was one fountain in my nature. the purest 
and sweetest perhaps, sealed up. Never more 
would its bright waters leap and sparkle in the sun- 
shine. But there was much left to enjoy. It is 
impossible to be quite miserable while one works 
unselfishly for others. My grandmother was grow- 
ing feeble. and I found occupation enough in nurs- 
ing her and attending to Fred. I had no time for 
profitless musings. 

There came a night at last when I was summon- 
ed by a sharp, sudden cry of pain. It broke through 
the stillness ot my first slumbers, and I sprang up 
and hurried to my grandmother's bedside. I saw 
at once that she was very ill, and dispatched Fred 
for a physician. A few days followed of intense 
suffering, born with saintly patience. Just at the 
last she was a little easier. I sat by her side. and 
she beckoned me to place my ear to her lips. Faint- 
ly she whispered. 

““ You have done right. 
God will be good to you.” 
Those were her last words, her benediction, her 

farewell. The long-suffering soul was at peace. 
The willing hands would do no more work for God 
or man. The kindly heart had throbbed with its 
last impulse of human charity. ‘She could rest now. 

I think Fred mourned for her almost as sincerely 
as I did. At any rate he sympathised most tender- 
ly with my sorrow. 

Be good to Fred, and 

And there was need of it ; 
for month by month 1 saw that he was wasting 
away. His desolate years had done their slow, sure 
work. Oh, with what bitter pangs of remorse I 
watched him! How gladly I would have laid down 

I never could forget that I 
had refused to ask him to stay when he had waited 
for my bidding, and I knew how much that obsti- 
nacy had cost us both, Sometimes, at his expres- 
sions of affection, I felt such a torturing sense of 
unworthiness as I could hardly bear. Through all 
he had been faithful to me—had loved me entirely. 
Sometimes it seemed to mé that the only ease for 
my beart must be to pour it out at his feet—as if I 
must tell him all that I had felt or die. Then it 
seemed to me that would be but another torm of 
selfishoess. To tell him that I had loved another 
would be to put it out of my power to make him 
happy. For the sake of easing my own hezrt 1 had 
no right to lay its burden on him. The least I could 
do was to leave him the happpiness of believing in 
my love 

Thank Heaven he did believe in it, and so I was 

All through the 
months of his slow decline I watched by his side. It 
was pititul to see how he clang to me. It seemed to 
be the one agony, which nothing could soothe away, 
that he must leave me. Looking into my face with 
those great. mournful eyes, full of unutterable 
meaning, he would break the silence with his long- 
ing ery: 

‘“ Oh. if you could only go with me, Margery ! 
How shall T live again without you? Ihave known 
what that is.” 

I tried to lead him to the higher love that could 
never fail him ; but still he clung to me until the 
very last hour of his life. Did he see in that final 
hour some strange, soul-subduing glimpse of the 
heavenly glory? Who can tell ? I only know that 
with a new Light breaking sea-like and radiant into 
his eyes he ered ; 

‘* Margery. I am going from you to Him. His 
love 1s tender, and in his His presence is fullness of 
Joy. Margery, wife, darling, His bands are out- 
stretched—I have no fear. Kiss me now. Let me 
carry your kiss where I am going.’ 

1 bent over him, and pressed my lips to his in a 
passion of love and woe. Just then how dear he 
was ! It scemed to me I could not give him up. I 
would have held him back from death in my arms, 
or died for him. But God took him. Even then, 

no one else to care for. 

my life to save his! 

able to comfort him to the last. 

get well. I pray only for strength to write a few 
lines more. 
I am not sorry to be called home. 

right, I dare not if I could, choose even the joy of 
life with you before the blessedness of His rest. 
And yet, Margery, my heart clings to you. With 
this fever burning in my veins, swimming in my 
head, T cabnot say what [ would. Only this, dar- 
ling, in this hoyr of uttermost peril, when very 
soon my soul will stand before God, I know we did 
right. It is only a little life, this one of toil and 
waiting—the life comes after that will never end. 
Since I left you I have striven to do God's work 
among the sick and needy—His poor children. You 
have done 1t to in your way; and now for me 1s 
the end, the rest—for you, waiting. But not for 
long, not long. Soon for you, too, will the light 
break over the eternal mountains. It grows dark 
my sight 8 dim. Margery, my soul’s Margery, 
good-by !"’ 

The last lines were written in a cramped, irregu- 
lar hand, as by one who could not see. Do you 

think I can tell you how I felt as I read them ? 
Is there any language which translates heart-beats ? 

I recognized God’s hand, and I was content that 
so that beloved life should end. In this world I 
could never see him again. Hand to band, lip to 
lip, we should never meet more. I could not even 
go to his far off-grave. Yet was there left me the 
promise of his last words. For me, too. should 
break the dawn light over the eternal mountains. 
A blessedness not of earth, and which the world 
could not take away, was in the thought that I had 
not sold my birthright for a mess of pottage. I had 
yet a right to look upward. 
They are both dead ! One here, with the roses and 

violets on his grave, and tender tears to quicken 
them into beauty. The other far away, in a rest- 
ing-place fashioned by stranger hands, where my 
steps can never go, or my tears fall. Both dead! 
and I sit among the shadows and wait for my morn- 
ing , but my hope is surz. 

YY P—— 

Confidence in Wives. 
If you are in trouble ora quandary, tell your 

wife—that is, if you have one—=all nbout it at once. 
Ten to one ber invention will solve your difficulty 
sooner than all your logic. The wit of women has 
been praised, but ber instincts are quicker and 

keener than her reason. Counsel with your wife, 
or your sweetheart, or your mother, or your sister, 
and be assured that light will flash upon your dark- 
ness. Women are too commonly adjudged as ver- 
dant in all but purely womanly affairs. No philoso- 
phbical student of the sex thus judges them. Their 
intuitions or insight are more subtle, and if they 
cannot see a cat in the meal, there is no cat there. 
In counselling one to tell his troubles to his wite, 
we would go farther and advise him to keep none 
of his affairs secret from her. Many a home has 
been happily saved and many a fortune retrieved, 
by man’s full confidence in his ** better half.” Wo- 
man is far more a seer and a prophet than man, if 
she be given a fair chance. As a general rule, wives 
confide the minutest of their plans, and thoughts to 
their husbands, having no involvements to screen 
from them. Why not reciprocate it, if bat for the 
pleasure of meeting confidence? We are certain 
that no man succeeds so well in the world as he 
who, taking a partner for life, makes her the part- 
ner of all his impulses or judgment that she may 
check and set aright with her almost universally 
right instincts. ¢* Helpmeet’” was no insignificant 
title, as applied to man's companion. She is help- 
meet to him m every darkness, difficulty and sor- 
row of life. And what she most craves and most 
deserves is confidence— -without which love is never 
free from a shadow. 

cos 
An Enterprising Agent. 

An enterprising travelling agent for a well-known 
Cleveland tomb-stone manufactory, recently made a 
visit to a emall town in a neighboring county — 
Hearing in the village that a man in a remote part 
of the township had lost his wife, he thought he 
would go out and see him, and off:r him consola- 
tion and a grave-stone ou his usual reasonable terms. 
He started : the road was a horribly frightful one, 
but the agent persevered and arrived at the bereaved | 

God judges | 

Some years ago an English vessel on the lookout 
for slave ships gave chase to a suspicious looking 
craft. While the pursuit was going on, it was no- 
ticed that something was thrown overboard from 
the supposed slaver. She was soon captured and 
taken into port for trial, but no certain evidence 
could be produced against her; the ships papers, 
that is, the writings which every vessel is by law 
obliged to carry, showing her charter and where 
she is bound, could not be found ; they had evident- 
17 been thrown into the sea during the chase. The 
slaver’s captain was in high glee, both at his ex- 
pected escape, and also with the idea of recovering 
damages for the seizure and detention of his vessel. 
But before the trial ended, a vessel came into the 
same port which had followed closely in the track 
of the chase. Her crew had caught a shark, aud in 
its stomach found a tin box which contaiued the 
missing ship’s papers, and on this evidence the sla- 
ver was condemned. The jaws of the shark with 
the tin box placed inside are preserved in the Naval 
Museum in England. 

oS 

Keep the Birth Day. 

Keep the birth-days religiously ; they belong ex- 
clusively to, and are treasured among, the sweetest 
memories of home. Do not let anything prevent 
some token, be it ever so small, that it be remem- 
bered. For one day they are heroes. The special 
puddings or cake is made for them , a new jacket 
or trowsers, with pockets, or the first pair of boots 
are donned ; and big brothers and sisters sink into 
insignificance beside little Charlie, who is ‘six to- 
day,” and is ¢ going to be a man.” Mothers who 
have half a dozen little ones to care for, are apt to 
neglect birth-days : they come too often—sometimes 
when they are nervous—but if they only knew how 
much such souvenirs are cherished by their pet Susy 
or Harry, years afterwards, when away from the 
hearthstone, and they have none to remind them 
that they have added one more year to the perhaps 
weary round of life, or to wish them in old-fashion- 
ed phrase, ‘ many happy returns to their birth-day,’ 
they would never permit any cause to step between 
them and a mother’s privilege. 

AREY Be 
It has often been said, that a woman with a hazel 

eye never elopes from her husband, never chats scan- 
dal, never sacrifices her husband’s comfort for her 
own, never finds fault, never talks too much or too 
little, and is altogether an entertaining, agreeable 
and lovely companion. We pever knew hut one 
uninteresting and unamiable woman with a hazel 
eye, and she had a nose as sharp as a marling spike. 
The grey eye is the sign of shrewdness and talent. 
Great women and great men have grey eyes. In 
women, however, it indicates a better head than 
heart. The blue eye is admirable, but may be fee- 
ble. The black eye, take care! 

cos 
On the road to Epsom, a moustached youth on 

the top of a drag, evidently ambitious of being mis- 
taken for ** an officer,’” thus saluted a fat coachman 
who was gravely driving his master and family :— 
*¢ Hulloa, you sir! where's your shirt collar ? Low 
dare you come to the Derby without a shirt-collar ; 
Jehu growled forth, without lifting his eyes from 
bis horses :—¢¢ "Ow the dooce could I when your 
mother has not sent home my washing ?"’ 

Ex EN a 

— s—— 

Take a company ot boys chasing butterflies, put 
long tailed coats on the boys acd turn the butter- 
flies into guineas, and you have a beautiful panora- 
ma of the world. 

‘ Fanny, don’t you think that Mr. Bold is a 
handsome man ?’° ¢ Oh, no! I can’t endure him. 
He is homely enough.’ ¢ Well, he’s fortunate at 

(all events : for an old aunt has just died and left 
‘him $50,000.” ¢ Indeed! is it true? Now I 
come to recollect, there is a certain noble air about 

him, and he has a fine eye—that can’t be denied.” 

Ea hd 

‘ Stockings I can do without so long as I wear 

what out of order. The buggy 

a side. 

from that city to the United States. 

that State will be the largest ever raised. 

regiment for the British service. 

the water of the Dead :3ea, after evaporation. 

secession if any more convicts are sent there. 

United States. 

sing instant death. 

since she was 4 years old. 

eats. 

Miss Edith Sheridan. 

one sharks came 1n in one net the other day. 

ships sunk there during the Crimean war. 

to him. 

ready two of her sons bad gone. 

tions only $300,000,000. 

North opposed to the war. 

Out in Utab the Saints have cricket hunts. 

cupied three days and three nights, 

way. 

A junior partner in a firm 

a white man for myself.” 

we saw on Tuesday a barrel of flour hauled u 
vernor street in a hearse! 

the driver drove on. 

amner. 

in. 
severely burned that he died in a few days. 

the aggregate at $1,211. 

hard for the use ot any usual implement. 

sidered fair, as the engine of the buggy was some- 
has two cylinders, 

the whole weighing 800 lbs. The race was for 8500 

It 18 said that thirty-five or forty able-bodied 
young Irishmen came out in the steerage of the 
Damascus, on her last trip to Quebec, in charge of 
Federal recruiting agents, and were pushed through 

A New Jersey paper says the crop of peaches in 

In Canada there is a proposition to raise a new 

Silver has been detected in the saline residue of 

The Western Australians threaten England with 

le to 
their parting respects to the last of Pg High 
Commissioners. “When Sir Henry Storks. in a few 
graceful words in Italian. and n'a voice which be- 
trayed his emotion, bade them farewell, at least 
three-fourths of his audience were in tears, and many blubbered outright as they crowded around 
His Excellency, shaking him by the hand, embra- 
cing him, and eonfering upon him not unfrequently 
those salutations which Englishmen generally re- 
serve for the other sex. Nothing could exceed the 
good temper with which he bore these inflictions ; 
and even when—freed at length, as he fondly hoped 
from these overwhelming demonstrations of affection 
~~a8 he was descending the steps of the Palace; an 
elderly fat gentleman approached him from behind, 
and, flinging his arms abort his neck, gave him 
halt-a-dozen smacking kisses, there was not a shade 
of impatience mingled with the expression of sur- 
prise at this unexpected honor. As he passed to 
the place of embarkation, every man in that dense There were at the latest dates 10,000 Swiss emi- 

grants at Earopean ports awaiting passage to the 

A man in Williamsburg, N Y., went out on the 
stoop of his house the other night to get the cool 
air, got asleep and fell off and broke his neck, cau- 

There is said to be a young lady, aged 18, in St. 
Louis, who has done nothing but eat and sleep 

She remains awake for 
7 minutes twice in 24 hours. and then talks and 

In England a few weeks ago no less than eight- 
een of the’immediate descendants of the Right Hon. 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan attended the marriage 
ceremony, which was performed in close proximity 
to the tomb of that remarkable man, between Mr. 
Francis Thynne, son of Lord John Thynne, and 

At Saybrook, Conn., they are catching white 
fish for manure by the thousands at a haul. Twenty 

The harbor of Sebastapol is nearly cleared of the 

A mother in the neighborhood of Terre Haute, 
Ind., put out the eyes ot her son by holding a bar- 
ning coal near his right eye while he slept, des- 
troying the optic nerve with only momentary pain 

The cause of the act was fear that her 
son would be drafted into the army, whither al. 

The South owes the North in mercantile obliga- 
New York holds §159,- 

800.000 of this ; Philadelphia $24,000,000 ; Balti- 
more $100,000,000 ; and Boston $7,000,000. No 
wonder there are merchants and capitalists in the 

On 
one occasion a company ot men, women and chil- 
dren, to the number of six hundred, turned out to 
fight these insects which were devastating the 
wheat fields, and having penned them up, got them 
on the layers of straw, and burned them by the 
million. The operation of driving and burning oc- 

At another 
time they drove a host of the crickets into a creek 
with bundles of willow, and got rid of them in that 

in India street, 
Boston. concluded to raise a substitute and applied 
to a stout darkey who was standing on the opposite 
corner, when he received this reply :—¢¢ Lor bless 
you, I've got eight hundred dollars home for to buy 

For the first time in our varied experience 
Go- 

The public stared but 
We came to recollect that 

flour was five and six hundred dollars per barrel, 
and that the struggle for bread was one for life or 
death, we better appreciated the connection between 
the hearse and the barrel of flour.— Richmond Ex- 

At Craigin’s Mills, near Mechanies Falls, Maine, |- 
last week, a man took a mischevious boy and held 
him over a boiling vat with a threat to throw him 

In struggling, the boy did fall in, and was so 

The Richmond Examiner says that on the 18th 
watermelons about the size of 20-pounder Parrot 
shells sold in the market there for $14 apiece. The 
same paper has an account ot the examination of a 
man charged with procuring by false pretence, 41 
bushels of potatoes and 40 Ibs. of butter, valued in 

As an illustration of the eflects of the drouth, it 
is related, that near Washington, the other day, a 
‘farmer was seen digging out his potatoes and on- 
ions with an axe and hatchet, the ground being too 

Yung Wing, a Chinese Mandarin, who gradua- 

crowd respectfully uncovered, and a running fire ot 
* Zivo’s’ masked his progress, interspersed now and 
taen with a cordial ¢ good-bye, and God bless you, 
sir!” in an English voice ; and when he entered his 
barge and was rowed away under the last English 
salute from the batteries, there arose a partin 
cheer more loud and more hearty than I should have 
believed Ionian lungs capable of uttering. At noon 
the commander of the forces, Sir Robert Garret. ac- 
companied by his staff, mounted to the flag-staff at 
the citadel, and as the British red ensign was un- 
furled at the Marlborough’s main, our colors at 
Cape Siders, Fort Neuf, and Vido, were simultane- 
ously lowered, and the blue and white flag of Greece 
was hoisted in their place. A very irregular salute 
was fired by the Greek artillery, from what but a 
minute before had been our saluting battery ; the 
Marlborough replied in splendid style, and the union 
was consumated. It was very touching to behold 
Sir Robert Garett, in person, the very beau ideal of 
an old English general, reverently, almost tenderly, 
bearing away the colors which” had floated over 
the citadel for half a century. All uncovered and 
bowed, and as the old soldier passed along he was 
greeted with many a hearty ¢ God bless you," and 
many an unspoken wish that he might yet live long 
to enjoy in his retirement his well-earned honors. 
There is a signal from the Marlborough ; she 
moves ; the strains of * Gud save the Queen’ arise 
trom all the ships as they follow in ber wake. bear- 
ing away the last representatives of British rule in 
the Ionian Islands. = Untii the Jast ship has become 
dim in the distance, crowds still gather upon the 
shore.  * Sono buoni genti,’ said an old man, as 
with tears in his eyes he waved his hat towards the 
departing Britons  * Adesso stamo liberti 1" said a 
young man, as he lit a cigarette by way of inaugu- 
rating a new order of things.’’ 

The New Zealand war is not progressing favora- 
bly. Gen. Cameron, on the 29th April, in his un- 
successful attack _ the Maori position at Tan- 
ranga, lost seven officers killed, seven wounded (of 
whom three afterwards died), twenty-one men kil- 
led and seventy-seven woanded. The native loss in 
killed and wounded was about the same. The mil- itary officers killed were all of the 43d. Regiment, 
and included the Colonel, three Ca tains, and two 
lientenants. The captain of the Esk and the Com- 
mander of the Harrier sloops-of-war were also kil- 
led, and several Lieutenants. In the night the ene- 
my abandoned the position they had defended du- 
ring the day. The loss of officers is very heavy, and 
disproportionate to the number of men : and the 
London Times seems to insinuate that it was owin 
to want ot pluck or energy on the men’s part. The 
London Spectator thinks there must have been 
great emulation between the two arms of the ser- 
vice. [t may appear strange that the New Zea- 
landers, who are but one remove from the worst 
description of savage, can maintain their own 
against the soidiers of England, but the latter are 
often outnumbered, and, at any rate, the rifle in 
the hands of a New Zealander, behind a breast- 
work, makes him as dangerous a foe as a Christian. 

oe 

In reference to the forthcoming draft, the New 
York World says :— 
‘ It the halt a million of new soldiers for which 

the President calls in his proclamation are needed, 
the call 18 a cry of distress and a national humilia- 
tion. The bogus proclamation of Howard called for 
only four fifths as many, and that inventive scamp 
is immured in Fort Lafayette for conveying to the 
world the impression that the Virginia campaign 
wus a failure. Certain it is, that publie expecta- 
tion 18 disappointed, and the country will not hesi- 
tate to enquire who is responsible for the terrible 
and unavailing waste of life which renders five hun- 
dred thousand new men necessary so soon after the 
opening of a campaign that promised to be triumph- 
ant. We say, ** unavailing waste of lite,” for we 
cannot see that any substantial advantage has been 
gained by our army since it left the Rapidan. It 
has recoiled again and again before rebel intrench- 
ments ; and the whole distance from Petersburg to ted some ten years since at Yale College, is now in 

Springfield, Mass., empowered to inspect and pur- 
chase machinery of various kinds, with the view of 
introducing into China the modern improvements 
in science and arts made by the Western nations. 

fashionable dresses,’ said a village belle somewhat 
straightened in her financial resources, ** but a bo- 
‘som pin and kid gloves I must have.”’ 

Richmond is hedged up by rebel intrenchments, 
placed at short intervals for the whole distance of 
twenty miles. ¢* My plan,” as Mr. Lincoln called 
the overland march, has cost in this single campaign 
more men than either Napoleon or Wellington com- 
manded at Waterloo ; not more men than cither of 
them lost, we beseech our countrymen to mark, but 
more than either of them had to lose. And yet the 
prospect of taking Richmond is not much better 
than the prospect of taking Charleston.’ 

a 

The Government of Spain is represented as dis- 
mayed by the news that the Chillian aud other 
South American republics bave entered into a so- 
lemn league to assist Peru in her resistance to Span- 
18h aggression.— With a view to induce the Spanish 
people to sanction the expenditure of a large sum 
of money in the war against Peru, the journals ot 
Madrid have published some terrible details of the 
treatment which the Spanish settlers are roceiving 
at the hands of the Peruvians. Anarchy and con- 
fusion are represented as reigning supreme in Peru, 
and a universal insurrection against the authorities 
is said to be inevitable. These representations, 

man’s house. Bereaved man’s hired girl told the 
agent that the bereaved man was splitting rails 
‘“ over 1n the pastur,’’ about two miles off. After strange peace came to me as he lay there dead. 

A very intemperate man in London, named Pap- 
worth, recently went to bed tipsy. and in the night 
called for water. His daughter brought him lem- 
onade, in a bottle, and left him. He was found 
dead next day, with the bottle, which he must have 
tried to swallow and so suffocated himself. sticking 
out of his mouth. It is a paradox that you increase the value of a 

unit ten-fold by adding another to it. The latest musical prodigy in Europe is a Portu- 
guese boy, named Ferreira, who makes a flute out 
of his hands and plays beautiful music in this way. 
The notes are produced on the left hand, and he 
plays upon it with his right. The four fingers of 
the left hand are opened like the letter V —two fin- 
gers on each side. The mouth is inserted in the 
opening, so that the tips of the fingers come near 
the eyes. The thumb of the right hand is placed on 
the palm ot the left, and the fingers play freely, as 
it seems in the air. Thus Ferriera produces two 
octaves and a half of notes. 

Conscience, be it ever 80 little a worm while we 
live, grows suddenly to a serpeat on the death-bed. 

. ._ | With my kiss thrilling on his lips, my arms cling- to live away from me. He had been silent, he said, ing to him, his soul went out—into the infinite until it seemed to him the burden of his misery was | SDa0s. 
greater than he could bear. Perhaps he should still | A 
have kept silence, for my sake, if he had not known 5 Sols ‘2 certain as of my own existence that he falling into all manner of mud holes, and scratch-| ¢¢ The man who raised a cabbage-head has mop that I would hear from Forsyth that he was. alive. knew all now—held the secret I had kept from him ing himself with the briars, and tumbling over de- more good than all the metaphysics in the RO. 
He was hungry and thirsty for wy ove : = Was | for his own sake only, and had forgiven me. The | yed loge, the agent 85 length found the bereaved WE 4 stamp orstor 065 Senting, Then, 5 
the only hope earth held tor him. Still until he smile, that last sweetest smile of all, frozen upon |. In a subdued voice he asked him if he had eda wag, your mother ought to have had the pre- heard from me he would not come. He knew that his dead lips, calmed me and comforted me, almost lost his wife , the man said he had. The J for two years I had thought him dead ; perhaps 80 45 if { heard him speak my pardon. And indeed, if| W4® Very Sorry to hear it, and sympathised with the I had formed some new tie. Itso, I need not write he could read my heart now. he must have known [Man very deeply in his great affliction ; but death, to tell him. Not bearing from me, he would know | oop oo late tenderness it was swelling. He was he said, was an insatiate archer, and shot down all his fate, and bear it in silence. But if I was still my husband. He had loved me well and faithfully. of both high and low degree. Informed the man his wife—it I could give him any hope—write, and ‘and he was dead. Did not every claim he had up- | ** that what was his loss was her gain,” and would he would come to try and make what amends he | on my love assert itself? Did I fail to remember | P€ 8lad to sell him a grave-stone to mark the spot ——————— could for the errors of years ago. | his generosity when he left me— his changeless con- where the beloved one slept—marble or common Lire Dear. ~The meg whom you saved from 
How doubly thanktul I was when I had read that | stancy through all those years of separation, his pa- stone, as he chose, at prices defying competition. | drowning, and the man that never pays you what 

letter that Hugh was gone—that Charley Forsyth | tient tenderness since ? The bereaved man said there was one difficulty in | he owes Je%, JOU ny consider as alike indebted to had saved me from the sin i had been so near un- | the way. | you for life. consciously committing. A love entered into my ‘“ Haven't you lost your wife?” inquired the 

To me 
I went there for my holiest com- 

Ou his grave I planted roses and violets. 
it was a shrine. -® 

soul for Fred, deep and tender beyond words; not 

such a love as I could have given Hugh Walden, | 
but a tenderness pure and passionless, heightened | 
by remorse, intensified by pity. I wrote him only 
these words : 

“ Eight years ago to-day I became your wife. 
Your wife still, Come.” 

When I showed my grandmother ‘his letter and 
my answer, she looked at me with tears in ber kind | 
eyes, as she said, 

* You have done right, child. 
in life. God will help and strengthen you to make 
Fred happy.” | 
With the spring he came. His wounds and ex- | 

posures, his desolate, uncared-tor life, had told on 

Iam 

That is vour work 

at a Western city. 

ter directed to me in Hugh Walden’s 

munings with the world where he was. 

Six months after he left me there came a packet 
directed in an unfamiliar hand. It was postmarked 

I broke it open, and saw a let- | 

writing, and | 
with it a notice of his death, and a few lines in the | 
stranger hand telling me how he died. 

fever, and in three days after first sending for a phy- 
sician was dead. The enclosed letter had been found | 
among his papers, with a request that it should be | 

‘sent to me. A few more lines there were—a tri- | 

bute to his usefulness and self-sacrificing devotion, | 
a lament for his loss. 

agent. 

“ Why yes, I have,” said the man, ‘but no 
rave ain’t necessary, for you see the cussed critter g 

ain't dead—she shooted with another feller.*’ 
Agent left that ¢¢ pastar’’ in a hurry. 

ee @e——— 

The tastes of children are alike all over the world. 

power of motherhood—put to bed. Boys prefer an 
article with which they can do mischief—a sword, 
a gun, ora cannon—they like destruction—any- 
thing that smokes or smells like gunpowder. Asa 
young friend of mine observed, ¢- If fireworks are 
80 nice, what must a battle be!’ 

It a proud man keeps me at a distance, my com- 
fort is he keeps his distance also. 

The faces of soldiers coming out of an engage- 
ment, and those of young women going into one,are 
generally powdered. 

The character that needs law to mend it is hardly 
In his min- | Girls love something to pet, love and fondle, comb, | Worth the tinkering. istration among the sick he had taken a malignant | wash, above all, dress, and—crowning glory and | 

| Some people are so fond of ill luck that they run 
more than half way to meet it. 

| 
Fine sensibilities are like woodbine—delightful | 
luxuries of beauty to twine around a solid, upright | 
stem of understanding, but very poor things if they 
| are left to creep along the ground. 

ges several good reasons why 

ol women over men when the census was taken in 

more men. 

Tingley has been acquitted at Dorchester. We 
understand that the evidence of Hicks was so con- 
tradictory as to be valueless. So says the Globe. 

A runaway minister of the Bey of Tunis has ar- 
rived at Paris, amply provided with means. He has 
taken a sumptuous residence, and his harem is ex- 
pected to rejoin him shortly. 

The Boston Advertiser says that there are 100,000 
however, differ so materially from the accounts 
which come through European channels, that they 

more women than men in Massachusetts, and it ur- 
female emigration 

from the State should be encouraged. The excess 

1860, was 36.970, and the Advertiser estimates 
that the war and the steady surplus ot emigration. 
out of the States have taken away 60,000 or 70,000 

are looked upon as gross exaggerations if not posi- 
tive untruths. 
BE 

IF Wheeling, Virginia, is a quaint and vencra- 
ble place. The Intelligencer of that city, gives Lhe 
following sketch, vouching for its accuracy. which 
could be only true of Wheeling: _ « Wo saw, yes- 
terday, going up toward the upper ferry, a team of 
four animals—a horse, a poney, a mule. and a bull. 
The horse had the beaves, the poney was blind, the 
mule was lame, and the bull had no provision for 
fly-time. In the wagon which was an ordinary one 
sat a white man, a crippled nigger, and a tame 
skunk. The skunk was firmly bound with a wisp 
of straw. The white man held the lines, the team 
held its own, und the nigger held the skunk." 


