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Aoetry., Ek 
" THE WHISTLER. 

¢ You have heard,” said a youth to his sweetheart 
who stood : 

While he sat on a corn-sheaf, at daylight’s de- 
cline,— 

% You have heard of the Danish boy’s whistle of 
wood ; 

I wish that the Danish boy’s whistle were 
mine !” 

« And what would you do with it? Tell me,” 
she said, - : 

While an arch smile played over her beautiful 
face. 

“J would blow it,” he answered, “ and then my 
fair maid 

Would fly to my side, and would there take 
her place.’; 

« Is that all you wish for ? Why that may be 
yours 

Without any magic,” the fair maiden cried ; 
« A favor so slight, one’s good nature secures !” 

And she playfully seated herself by his side. 

“I would blow 1t again,” said the youth; “and 
the charm 

Would work so that not even sweet modesty’s 
cheek 

Would be able to keep from my neck your white 
arm !” 

She smiled, and she laid her white arm "round 

his neck. 

«Yet once more I would blow, and the music 
divine 

Would bring me the third time an exquisite 
bliss,— 

You would lay your fair cheek to this brown one 
of mine, ' 

And your hips, stealing past it, would give me 
a kiss.” 

The maiden laughed out in her innocent glec,— 
“ What a fool of yourself with the whistle 

you'd make ! 
For only consider how silly twould be 
To sit army and whistle for what you might 

take.” , 

Select Cale. 
THE GHOST-RAISER. 

My uncle Beagley, who commenced his com- 

mercial career very early in the present century 

a bagman, will tell stories. Among them he 

tells his Single Ghost story so often, that I am 

heartily tired of it. In self-defence, therefore, 

I publish the tale in order that when next the 

200d, kind old gentleman offers to bore us with 

it, everybody may say they know it. . Iremem- 
ber every word of it. : 

One fine autumn evening, about forty years 
ago, I was travelling on horseback from Shrews- 
bury to Chester. I felt tolerably tired, and 
was beginning to look out for some snug way- 

side inn, where I might pass the night, when a 

sudden and violent thunderstorm; came on. My 

horse, terrified by the lightning, fairly took the 
bridle between his teeth and started off with 
me at full gallop through lanes and cross-roads 

until at length I managed to pull him up just 

near the door of a neat-looking country inn. 

‘ Weil,” thought I, “there was wit in your 

madness, old boy, since it brought us to this 

comfortable refuge.” And alighting, 1 gave 

him iu charge to the stout farmer's boy who 

acted as ostler. The inn-kitchen, which was 

also the guest-room, was large, clean, neat, and 

mers 

. comfortable, very like the pleasant hostlery de- 

scribed by Isaac Walton. There were several 

travellers already in the room—probably, like 

myself, driven there for shelter—and they were 

all warming themselves by the blazing fire while 

waiting for supper, I joined the party. Present- 

ly being summoned by the hostess, we all sat 

down, twelve in number, to a smoking repast 

of bacon and eggs, corned beef and carrots and 
stewed hare. 

The conversation naturally turned on the mis- 

haps occasioned by the storm, of which every 

one seemed to have his full share. One had 
been thrown off his horse; another, driving in 
a gig, had been upset into a muddy dyke ; all 
bad got a thorough wetting, and agreed unani- 

mously that it was dreadful weather—a regular 
witches’ sabbath ! 

‘ Witches and ghosts prefer for their sabbath 
a fine moonlight night to such weather as this !’ 

These words were uttered in a solemn tone, 

and with strange emphasis, by one of the com- 
pany. He was a tall, dark-looking man, and I 
had set him down in my own wind as a travel- 
ing merchant or pedler. -~ My next neighbour 

was a gay, well-looking, fashionably-dressed 

young man, who, bursting into a peal of laugh- 

ter, said : 
* You must know the manners and customs 

of ghosts very well, to be able to tell that they 
dislike getting wet or muddy.’ 

The first speaker giving him a dark fierce 
look, said: 

* Young man, speak not so lightly of things 

above your comprehension.’ 
¢ Do you mean to imply that there are such 

things as ghosts? 
‘ Perhaps there are, if you had courage to 

look at them.’ 
The young man stood up, flushed with anger. 

But presently resuming his seat, he said, calm- 

ly : 
‘ That taunt should cost you dear, if it were 

not such a foolish one.’ 

¢ A foolish one I” exclaimed the merchant, 

throwing on the table a heavy leather purse, 

¢ There are fifty guineas. Tam content to lose 

them, if, before the hour is ended, I do not suc- 

ceed in showing you, who are so obstinately 

prejudiced, the form of any one of your deceas- 

ed friends; and if, after you bave recognized 

him, you allow him to kiss your lips,’ 

We all looked at each other, but my young 
neighbor, still in the same mocking manner, 

replied : 
‘ You will do that will you ?’ 

“Yes,” said the other—*1 will stake these 

fifty guineas, or condition that you will pay a 
similar sum. if-you lose. 

| After a short silence, the young man said, 

gaily : 

‘ Fifty guineas,my worthy sorcerer, are more 

than a poor college sizar ever possessed; but 

here are five, which, if you are satisfied, I shall 

be most willing to wager.’ 
The other took up his purse, saying in a con- 

temptuous tone : 

* Young man, you wish to draw back !’ 

“I draw back!” exclaimed the student.— 
“Well | if I had the fifty guineas, you should 

see whether I wish to draw back.’ 

¢ Here,’ said I, ‘are five guineas, which I 

will stake on your wager.’ 

No sooner had T made this proposition than 

the rest of the company, attracted by the sin- 

gularity of the affair, came forward to lay down 

their money ; and in a minute or two the fifty 

guineas were subscribed. The merchant ap- 

peared so sure of winning, that he placed all 

the stakes in the students hands and prepared 

for his experiment. We selected for the pur- 

pose a small summer house in the garden, per- 

fectly isolated, and having no means of exit 

but a window and a door, which we carefully 

fastened, after placing the young man within. 

We put writing materials on a small table in 

the summer house, and took away the candles. 

We remained outside with the pedlar amgngst 

us. In alow solemn voice he began to chant 

the following lines :— 

¢ What riseth slow from the ocean caves. 
And the stormy surf? 

The phantom pale sets lis blackened foot 
On the fresh green turf.’ 

Then raising his voice solemnly he said : 
‘ You asked te see your friend, Francis Vil- 

coast of South Amerea—what do you see 

«1 see,” replied the student, ‘a white light 

arising near the window ; but it has no form ; 

and it is like an uncertain cloud.’ 

We—the spectators—remained profoundly 

silent. 

¢ Are you afraid 7 asked the merchant, in a 

loud voice. 

‘I am not,” replied the student, firmly. 

After a moment's silence, the pedlar stamped 

three times on the ground, and sang : 

¢ And the phantom white, whose clay-cold face 
Was once so lair, 

Dries with his shroud his clinging vest, 
And his sea-tossed hair. 

Once more the solemn question : 

¢ You who would see revealed the mysteries 

of the tomb—what do you see now ?’ 

The student answered, in a calm voice, but 

like that of a man describing things as they 

pass before him : 

“I see the ¢loud taking the form of a phan- 

tom ; its head is covered with a long veil—it 

stands still’ 
* Are you afraid 

‘Iam not!” 

We looked at each other in horror-stricken 
silence, while the merchant, raising his arms 
above his head, chanted, in a sepulchral voice : 

¢ And the phantom said as he rose from the wave 
He shall know me in sooth! 

I will go to my friend, gay, smiling, and fond, 
As 1n our first youth!’ 

* What do you see ?” said he. 
‘Isee the phantom advance; he lifts his 

veil—’tis Francis Villiers! he approaches the 
table—he writes !—’tis his signature !’ 

* Are you afraid 7’ 

A fearful moment of silence ensued ; then 

the student replied, but in an altered voiee : 
‘I am not,’ 

With strange and frantic gestures, the mer- 

chant then sang : 

¢ And the phantom said to the mocking seer, 
I come trom the South; 

Pat thy band on my hand—thy heart on my 
heart— 

Thy mouth on my mouth !’ 

¢ What do you see ?’ 
¢ He comes—he approaches—he pursues me 

—he is stretching out his arms—he will have 
me! Help! help! Save me!’ 

¢ Are you afraid, now!’ 

A piercing ery, and then a stifled groan, 
were the only reply to this terrible question. 

¢ Help that rash youth I” said the merchant 

bitterly. “I have, I think, won the wager; but 
it is sufficient for me to have given him a les- 

son. Let him keep his money and be wiser 

for the future.’ 

He walked rapidly away ~~ Wo opcuca tne 

door of the summer-house, and found the stu- 

dent in convulsions. A paper signed with the 

liers, who was drowned, three years ago, offthad oo 

The Prayer at the Cradle. 

A little cottage set on the outskirts of a thriv- 

ing American town. Over the windows and 

over the doors the scarlet pendants of the pra- 

rie rose, brighter than jewels, rich with diamond 

dew drops, lustrous in cach leaf with the warm 

kisses of the sunshine. A picture that made 

that little corner a bit of paradise, for within 

sang a young mother, bending over the cradle 

This is a time when every well-wisher of hu- | 

manity should admonish the young to beware 
of the evil of strong drink. I am alarmed to | 

see the prevalence that there is of intemperance. 

You have known cases in which a fire broke out 

in a building, and engines came and poured 
their streams upon it, until at last the flames | 

were subdued, and the great clouds of smoke 

rolled up, and one by one the engines were ta- | of her first-born. It was a girlish face, scarcely 

erhood—blended red and white, with a touch of 

brown that made it in harmony with its sur- 

roundings, the dark hair put plainly back, the 

lips smiling unconsciously the eyes almost holy 

in their softened glance as they rested upon the 

beautiful boy before her, whose white lids droop- 

ped and then fluttered back, a baby laugh leap- 

ing out before they settled again to seeming 

slumber—and little fingers quivering. These 

were treasures of a hard working man—a man 

whose shoulders had borne the burden of honest 

toil from his childhood ; a man who feared God, 

and loved Him with great outgushings of love 

that swayed all his soul when in his hours of 

happy rest his wife sat by his side, and their 

boy nestled against his broad, true bosom. He 

had gone forth that morning fortified with pray- 

er; strong in the faith that the mighty God he 

served would keep him and his from all harm. 

The breath of summer stirred the leaves to 

music, and gave a voice of melody to all the 

streams. It touched the tangled hair and cloud- 

ed brow of a man who came sullenly along the 

lonesome road. His black brows met ominous- 

ly. The strong lines of his faco deepened the 

savage—or hopalosae
. - 

One hand grasped his slouched hat 

and nervously doubled it till its shape was lost. 

Some horrible thought whitened the vindictive 

lips. ‘Lost! lost!’ was the handwriting upon 

that strange face. Oh, was there no loving 

angel that yet stood by that miserable man ?— 

No arm tender and strong to draw him from 

ruin? No lip of sinless purity to whisper a 

warning ?  * No,” he cried, hissing the word to 

empty air, ‘no one cares for me! why should 

I try? I'll make a convenant with hell, and’ 

—he flung his cap, with an oath, fiercely into 

the dusty road, drew his breath hard as the 

sight of the little cottage gleamed upon him, 

then stooping, he picked up the hat and crept 

stealthily toward the cottage, * I'll steal,” he 

muttered ; I'll be what the outcast men would 

make me; I'll go headlong to ruin, body ard 

soul.’ 4 

At that moment his eye caught sight of the 

babe and its mother. Her voice, strangely 

sweet with long forgotten music, came to where 

he stood. Sleep, baby ; sleep, mother’s dar- 

ling ; shui the blue eyes. There, he is gone. 

How beautiful ! little angel | Then she stoop- 

ed and kissed him and murmured, after a long 

yearning look ¢ O, Father, when my baby is a 

man, keep him so pure that he will never lose 
the beauty of his soul.’ 

The listener staggered forward—the crump- 

led hat was under his eyes, wet with hot, blis- 

tering tears; the rugged form quivered with 
passionate sobs. ‘0 God !—and I—was once 

a child like that—my mother bent over me so 

—and—perhaps she prayed for me.’ 

A timid step—a low, quick cry. Who was 

this terrible stranger ? She stood there awed 

as well as frightened, for he still wept. 

‘Madam—I—I—am hungry—and very tired 

—will you give me something to eat? May I 

sit down on your door step 7’ 

She brought him food, and pitying his tears, 

made him go into the little parlor. 

All the wild vengeance of one hour ago was 

dead within him. Soothed by the quiet, he fell 

asleep ; slept till the toiler came to his homely 

dinner—to his wife and child. And then he 

told his story. 

“IT was a desperate man this morning, T have 
tried to be honest, but I have been in prison; 

and men brand me. Help me, for God’s sake 

to get a living. Your wife, though she did not 

know it, killed the devil in my heart this morn- 

ing. I was nearly lost again—1I could not beg, 

and when people asked me questions I could 

not lie, for I had said, “I will be honest, there 

shall be no half way about it.” But when I 

told the truth T was turned off ~cldiy; from 
avarywhora hnt Les 1 ask you, for God’s 

sake to be my helper.’ 

And the prayer, the tears, were not in vain. 

I could show you the picture of another cottage 
name, ‘Francis Villiers,” was on the table.— 

he asked vehemently where was the vile sorcer- 

er who had subjected him to such a horrible or- 

deal—he would kill him! He sought him 

throughout the inn in vain ; then with the speed 

of a madman, he dashed off across the fields in 

pursuit of him—and we neither saw either of 

them again. That children, is my Ghost 

Story ! 

¢ And how is it, Uncle, that after that, you 

don’t believe in ghosts !’ said I, the first time 

I heard jt. 
¢ Because, my boy,’ replied my Uncle, * nei- 

ther the student nor the merchant ever return- 

ed ; and the forty-five guineas, belonging to me 

and the other travellers, continued equally in- 

visible. Those two swindlers carried them off, 

after having acted a farce, which we, like nin- 

nies, believed to be real.” 
-—— 

Precocrous.—A little girl who had not be- 

from the floor.” 

dress,’’ 

As soon as the student's senses were restored, | 

haved properly at church, criticised, on her re- 

turn, the dress of a lady who was there, saying 

that it had a tuck very near the hem, when her printed :—** Woman—without her man, is a 

mother said, reprovingly, ** I should think you 
would have been so much ashamed of your bad 

conduct that you could not have raised your eyes 

“Sol was, ma,”” was the 

ready answer ; *‘ and having my eyes cast down 

caused me to observe the bottom of Mis. R.’s 

‘where roses and peace and love grow together ; 

‘but who would see in the man seated beneath 

his own vine, that wretched vengeful traveller 

of that summer’s day ? 
a 

Mother—‘* Where have you been, Char- 

ley ?” 
Boy—*‘ In the garden, ma.” 

Mother—*¢ No, you have been swimming ; 
you know how I cautioned you about going to 

the creek. I will have to correct you. Look 
at your hair how wet it is 7” 

Boy—** Oh, no, ma, this is not water, it is 

sweat !”’ 
Mother—** Ah, Charley, I have caught you 

fibbing, your shirt is wrong side out!” 

Boy—triumphantly—* Oh, I'did that just 
now ma, climbing the fence!” 

The following error in punctuation is a good 
illustration of the use of the comma. At a ban- 

quet this toast was given :—‘° Woman—ywith- 

out her, man isa brute.”” The reporter had it 

brute.” 

“ Tell me, angelic host, ye messengers of love, 

shall swindled printers here below have no re- 

dress above? The shining band replied, “To 
us is knowledge given ; delinquents on the prin- 
ter’s books can never enter heaven.” 

nineteen summers old—a face of gentlest moth- | ken away, 
‘place; and by and by the flames broke out 

and the policemen set to watch the 

again here and there, =o that it was necessary 

to again invoke the engines, although the fire 

had seemed to be extinguished. 

Now, the human heart is so inflammable, the 

passions are so temptable, that it is necessary to 
keep playing upon them all the time—and for 
that matter, in this particular sin, with cold wa- 

ter 7 For there isa recurring liability, in every 

generation, to lapse into intemperance. And 

there is this about it; that the temptations are 

most insidious ; the appearances are most spe- 
cious ; the risks are terrible ; and the expecta- 

tions are exactly contrary to the probable re- 

sults. Men do not expect to be drunkards. 
Men do not become drunkards suddenly. The 

work of their degradation is gradual. At first 
they take a social glass, they take a glass for 

social reasons, not dreaming that the time will 

come when their appetite for strong drink will be 

irresistible ; and with more and more frequent 
indulgence, the habit increases, and at last car- 
ries them beyond their own control. They sip 

and sip, always declaring that they could ston 

well enough if they wast 3 svg Mibthey never 
lide down step by step, till their 

life is blighted. Their noble powers are wasted. 

They bave lost the errand of life. And even 
if men at a late period do reform, still their life 
is gone. : 

It seems the most fatal thing in the world— 
this fascination, this infatuation, that falls upon 
men in this respect. Sound a trumpet, call the 
roll of drunkards, bring up the hideous crew— 
those that are damned, and those that are to be 

damned—and assemble-them on some vast plain, 

and go through the ranks, man by man, and find 
me, if you can, one that set out to be a drunk- 

ard. Find me one that did not expect to get 
clear of drunkeness. You that tamper with the 

dangerous beverage are putting yoir feet in the 

very prints that their feet made, you are repeat- 
ing the same things that they said, and you are 

going right straight down to destruction as they 
went. And I say to you, Watch! Take care! 

Be vigilant! One thing is very certain: he 

that lets strong drink alone is safe, so far as 

this voice is concerned. Who else is safe God 
only knows.— Beecher. 

Sayings of Josh Billings. 

I hev finally cum tew the konklusion that 
there ain’t truth enuff in the world, just now, 

to do the bizzness with, and if sum kind uv 

kompromise kant be had, the Devil might az 
well step in, and run the consarn at onst. I 

always advise short sermons, espeshily on a hot 

Sunday. If a minister can’t strike ile in bore- 

ing 40 minits, he has either got a poor gimlet, 

or else he iz a boreing in the wrong plase.— 
Don’t tell the world yure sorrows, enny more 

than yeu would tell them your shame. Philo- 

sophers are like graveyards—they take things 

just az they cum, and give them a decent buri- 

"al and a suitable epitaff.  Enny boddy kan tell 

whare lightening struck last, but it takes a 
smart man tew find out whare it iz a going tew 

strike nex time—this iz one of the differences 

between larning and wisdom. Sailors heave 

the led for the purpose uv finding the bottom, 
not for the purpose-of going there—it is sum so 

with advise ; men should ask for it, not so much 

for the purpose ov follering it, es for the pur- 
pose ov strengthening their own plans. There | 

iz men ov so much larping and impudence, they 
wouldn’t hesitate tew critisize the song ov a 

Dangers of Tippling. | 

a 

sistent, but be simply true.’ 

bird. Hogs have an excellent car for musik— 

but it takes a dog to pitch the tune. I have 

seed men as full ov indecision az an old barn, 

alwus reddy, but didn’t kno edzactly which way 

to pitch. There iz sum fokes whose thoughts 

kan’t be controlled—they are like twins, they 
kan’t be had nor they kant be stopt Most 

cuuybody kan write poor sense, but thare aint 
but few that can write good mnonsence—and it 

almos takes an eddykated man tew appreciate 

it after it iz writ. | 
| 
| 

* The Last New Thing in Dresses. 

Imagine a white lace dress stuck all over 

with real though, of course, stuffed love-birds, | 
the interstices being filled ap with beetles—not 
the little beetle which we tread upon, nothing 
of that sort, but regular fine gold and green in- | 
sects, such as we see in the growing darkness of 

a Neapolitan summer night. The birds rather 

remind one of Italy, too. They are like those | 

warblers which we sce there served up on po-| 
lenta. Last year the female mind was insane 

about boots ; heels like pegs placed in the mid-| 
dle of the foot, and so high that even the dirt of | 
Paris asphalte did not soil the wearer. This 

year the madness has reached the brain, and lu- 

natic bonnets are the natural result. Bonnets! 
How can that be a bonnet which has no crown, | 

no front, no back? It must be ¢ nothing,’ like | 
Sheridan's celebrated ‘footless stocking without | 

a leg.’— Paris Letter. | 

Tae Siax1r10ANCE 0F RippoNs.—One of the 

latest fashions with the ladies is wearing long 

ends of a narrow ribbon around the neck, Few 

of the uninitiated know the significance of the 

same. When they wear the ends hanging in 

front it means that ¢¢ she has a feller coming to 

| see her, but isn’t engaged ;”* over the left shoul- | 
der it means, ‘‘ Fellers, come follow me.” If] 

she dosen’t wear any it means that she is “ en- 

gaged, and don’t wish to have anything to do 

with any other feller.”’ 

' mean him. 

Farewell Eyes. 

While Dr. Carpenter, who is now at the 
Bangor House in’ this city, was tarrying at 
Waterville, he was called upon by a tough old 

customer of sixty, whose eyes showed plainly 

that brandy and water were no strangers to him 

and whose breath corroborated painfully the 
statement of his eyes. The doctor examined 
him and suggested that ardent spirits might 

have something to do with his condition. 

¢ Oh, no,” said the old fellow, I don’t drink 

enough to hurt anybody. I take something 
stimulative when I get up—and then agin, just 
before breakfast—then only such at 11 o'clock, 

and a little dose before and after dinner to help 

digestion—don’t take anything more till four 
o’clock, and only a little before and after sup- 
per, and just before I go to bed. 

‘ That all ?” said the doctor. 
* Never take anything more unless somebody 

invites me,’ said the man. 

‘Well sir,” said the doctor, ‘I think I ean 

cure your cyes, but it will be necessary for you 
to leave off drinking entirely.’ 

¢ What,’ said he in amazement, ‘ can’t I take 

just a little 7’ 

‘ No, sir; not a drop. And if you don't 
leave off you are liable to become blind.’ 

‘ Then farewell eyes,” said the old toper, as 

he seized his hat and made for the door, evi- 

dently afraid the doctor would prescribe for him 

before he could get out. The last seen of him 

he was travelling towards that locality that the 

Mail speaks of where R G is dispensed which 

12:11~ ~b Sop) yous. Bangor Whig. 

The Arab’s Proof. 

A Frenchman who had won a high rank a- 

mong men of science, who denied the God who 

is the author of all science, was crossing the 

great Sahara in company with an Arab guide. 
He noticed with a sneer that at eertain times 

the guide, whatever obstacles might arise, put 

them all aside, and kneeling on the burning 

sands, called on his God. Day after day pass- 

ed and still the Arab never failed, till at last 

one evening the philosopher, when he rose from 
his knees, asked him, with a contemptuous 

smile, ¢“ How do you know there is a God ?” 
The guide fixed his burning eye on the scoffer 
for a moment in wonder, and then said solemn- 

ly, «“ How do I Znow that a man, and not a 
camel passed my hut last night in the dark- 

ness ? Was it not by the print of his feet in 

the sand ? Even so,” and he pointed to the 
sun whose last rays were flashing over the lone- 
ly desert, ¢ that footprint is not that of man.’ 

A Word to Boys. : 

Boys, listen! The first thing you want to 
learn, to develop what force there is in you, is 

self-reliance ; that is, as regards your, relations 

to man. If I were going to give a formula for 

developing the most forcible set of men, I 
should say, turn them upon their own resources, 
with their minds well stored with moral and re- 

ligious truth when they are boys, and teach 

them to ¢* depend on self, and not on father.” 

If a boy is thrown upon his own resources, at 

fifteen, with the world all before him where to 

choose, and he fights the battle of life single han- 

ded up to manhood, and don’t develop an avesr- 

age share of executive ability, then there is no 

stuff in him worth talking about. He may 

learn ““ to plow, and sow, and reap, and mow,” 

but this can all be done with machines and hor- 

ses, and a man wants to be something better 

than either of these. Wipe out of your voeca- 

bulary such a word as fail, give up wishing for 

improbable results, put your hand to the plow, 

or whatever tool you take to, and then drive on 

and never look back. Don’t even sight your 

person to see if it is straight; “don’t be con- 

> If you go “ to 
see a reed shaken by the wind,” it is pretty 

likely you will never see anything of more con- 

sequence. 

An Editorial Brutus. 

An editor out West indulges in the following 

talk to his subscribers and patrons. The fa- 
mous speech of Brutus, on the death of Caesar, 
as rendered by Shakspeare, is made to do new 

service in this amusing travesty : 
Ileal Us [or our debs, ana get ready that 

you may pay; trustus, we are in need, as you 

‘have been long trusted ; acknowledge your in- 

debtedness, and dive into your pockets that you 

may promptly fork over. Ifthere be any among 

you—one single patron—that doh’t owe us 

sider yourself a gentleman. If the rest wish to 

know why we dun them, this is our answer; 

not that we care about ourselves, but our ere- 

ditors do. Would you rather that we went to 

jail, and you go free, than you pay your debts 

to keep us moving? As we agreed, we have 
worked for you; as we contracted, we have fur- | 

nished our paper to you ; but as you don’t pay, 

we dun you. Here are agreements for job 

work, contracts for subscriptions, promises for 

Jems Foreign Local. 
The tax levy for the present year in New York 

city exceeds eighteen millions of dollars. 

In the congress at Liege, one of the students 
moved a resolution denying the existence ot God. 

Within three months 38 wilful murders have 

been committed in the State of South Carolina. | 

Brigham Young monopolizes the sale of liquor 

in Salt Lake City, and his bar does a magnificent 
business. 

A merchant who started in business in New 
York a few years ago, with a capital of $160, 
000, was admitted to the almshouse last week as 

a pauper. 

A Dutch young lady is exploring upper Egypt 
in her own yacht. Her crew consists of ten Eng- 
lish and ten Egyptian sailors. 

The pope of Rome was seventy three years 

old on the 13th of May, on the 16th of October 

he reached the nineteenth year of his pontificate. 

The Richmond Enquirer says ¢ this country is 

fast tending to the lowest and most vulgar style 

of royalty—the monarchy of the mob and the aris- 

tocracy of the dollar.” 

Train, the pet orator of the Fenians, claims 

that they organized the late ontbreak in Jamaica. 

The work was congenial. 

Mr. William Chambers, the well-known pub- 

lisher, has been elected Lord Provost of Edin- 
burgh. 

The belle of the British court is Lady Con- 

stance Grosvenor. 

The receipts on the Nova Scotia railway during 

|ing period of last year in the sum of $1,387. 

A correspondent of the Pictou Standard states 

that 1000 oz of gold were got out ol the Mac- 
Lean pit, Sherbroke, in one month. 

The sum of $17,884.83 was paid for duty, at 
the Custom House, Boston, one day last week, 

on a cargo of sugar from Surinam. 

A lite P. E. Island paper says that not less 
than £30,000 worth of pork has lett that Island 
since the middle of October. 

The Sultan has presented the Grand Vizier 
with a chaplet of pearls and emerals worth 300,- 
000 piastres. 
An Indian communication announces the 

decease, near Agra, of Major-General (better 
known as Colonel) Wheeler, of whom so much 
was said as *¢ the preaching colonel,’” at the time 
of the mutiny. 

A boy, 11 years of age, who was of a very pas- 
sionate disposition, hanged bimself at Leeds, 
England, because his mother refused compliance 
with one of his capricious whims. 

Archbishop Manning, in one of his contribu- 
tions to the recently published volume of Roman 
Catholic Essays and Reviews, declares that the 

temporal sovercignty of the Pope was never more 
secure than at the present time. 

The American Baptist Pablication Society has 
issued an address to the Baptist churches of the 

land, calling for $50,000, to be expended in the 

organization of Sabbath Schools for the poor 
whites ol the South, as also among the blacks. 

The ¢ Persimmon County Debating Clab,” 
out in Indiana, are dchating the question :— 

¢« Which is the proudest, a girl with her first 

beau, or a woman with her first baby?" 

The rupture between the Legislative Assembly 

and the Council of Melbourne, in reference to 

the tariff and approbation bill continues, and all 
efforts'at mediation have failed. 

Mrs. Sarah J. Holmes, aged 64, and Esquire 

Larkin, aged 68, residing near Bellair, Md., re- 

cently ran away and got married. They ran 

away from their children who opposed the match. 

A young lady went to a pic-nie, and on being 

asked what a pie-nic was, she replied : « It’s 
going out into the hills and getting your dress 

all dirty, and breaking your parasol. 

The cholera at Gaundaloupe and Martinique has 
been so fatal that all vessels from there are re- 
fused ¢* pratique’’ at St. Thomas. 
A gentleman who recently inserted a *¢ want’ 

in a Chicago paper, received 632 answers. Wha 
says the people don’t read the advertisements. 

A centipede was discovered lately in the store 
room connected with a manulacturing company 

in Providence. The reptile was probably impor- 

ted in a cotton bale. 

A lady by the name of Dennett, residing in 
Pittsfield, Mass , is the youngest of 28 children, 
and is herself the mother of 14. 

paid 50 cents per pound for his Thanksgiving 
turkey. One man in Boston paid 13,50 for his 
—at least, he stole a seven-pounder and was 
fined that amount for doing so. 

New York has one policeman for every 400 re- 
sidents ; Boston one for every 500 ; Chicago one 
for every 656; Baltimore one for every 800; 
Philadelphia one for every 1850. 
The Anglo-American Times is the title of a 

new weekly paper just started in London, devo. 
ted mainly to matters wm which England and the 
United States have a common interest, matters 
commereial, financial. political and industrial. 

A revised statement of the quantity of apples 
sold and shipped from Orleans County, N. Y., 
this fall, shows a total of 160,000 barrels, which 

brought $720,000 to the producers. It is est: 
mated that 100,000 beside are held for the spring 
trade. 

It is stated that 2 per cent. of all the Iraction- 
al any wanags voroived nt the Treasnrys ie counter- 

leit. This comes to the Department from bank- 
ers and others deemed experts in judging money, 
and 2 per cent. escaping the detection of such 
parties, gives some idca of the extent of this kind 
of counterfeiting. 

It proves by the confession of the murderer 
Corbitt, recently convicted and sentenced - to 
death at Chicago, that three men are now under 

‘something, then to him we say, step aside; con- | ten: years’ sentence in the State Prison, under 
| conviction for a crime with which they had no- 
| thing to do. They were convicted on circum- 
stantial evidence, and will be pardoned at once. 

| The Atlanta (Georgia) Messenger gives the 
| following odd notice ol a deceased citizen of that 
place: ¢¢ He was the father of 11 sons, 5 of whom 
married 5 sisters. He had 189 grand children ; 
and at his funeral, two weeks ago last Sabbath, 

| two horses were stung to death by bees, and an. 
other came near losing his life by the same.” 

A significant demonstration took place on the 
occasion of the departure of the 19th Regiment 
of the French army from Rome for Civita Vee- 
chia. Before leaving, the band of the regiment 

long credit, and duns for deferred payment.— played in the Piazza Colonna, before a large 
Who is there so green that he don’t take a pa-/ crowd. One of the airs they played was the fa- 
per? If any, he need not speak, for we don’t 

Who is there so green that he don’t | 

advertise ? If any, let bim slide ; be ain’t the | 
chap neither. Who is there so mean that he 

don’t pay his printers? If any, let him shout ; | 

for he's the man we're after. His name is Le- | 

gion, and he’s owing us for one, two, three, | 

four, five, six years—long enough to make us| 
poor and him rich at our expense.” 

€& Dr. Adam Clark, who had a strong aver- | 

sion to pork, was called upon te say grace at a 
dinner where the principle dish was roast pig. 
He is reported to have said, ‘O Lord, if thou 
can’st bless under the gospel ‘what thou didst 
curse under the law, bless this pig. 

3" At what time of life may a man be said 

to belong to the vegetable kingdom ?—When 
long experience has made him sage. 

| $60,000 in cotton speculations in Mississippi 

mous duet from ¢ I Puritam,’ * Suoni la Trom. 
| ba, which, ns is known, ends with the word /- 
berta, and the people grew so enthusiastic on 
hearing the music that they encored it, and sang the words in chorus with the French officers. 

A Philadelphia woman, whose husband went | 

to the war and was supposed to be killed, bad | 
parted with her jewellery and finer clothing to 
keep herself from starving, and was upon the 
verge of starvation, when she lately received a 
letter informing ber that her husband had made 

and had died, leaving her the money. 

One of the most startling bills of mortality 

ever exhibited comes from the Freedmen's Bu- 

cau, in the confession that, out of 10,000 ne- 
zroes sent by Gen. Sherman down the Cape Fear 
River, in March last, 2,000 died in the short 

space of two months and a half. ‘The cause as- 
sigued for this astonishing mortality is want of 
medical attendance. 

The New York Tribune, on the 1st inst., divi- 

ded among its stockholders 850,000, as the pro- 
fits of 4 months’ business. As the entire origi- 
nal stock of the institution was only $100,000. 
the dividend is somewhat remarkable, 

AMES WATTS, Publisher & Proprietor. 

the past month, were in excess of the correspond-- 

A Portsmouth paper brags of a citizen who} P 

WHOLE NO. 885 

General Fetus. 
I 

AMERICA AND ENGLAND.~— SPREAD-EAGLEISM RE~ 
pukED.—It is really amusing to read the headings 
now and then in the Northern papers, of * Feni- 

an scare’” in England, or *¢ Fenian fright" in 
Canada. Of course these articles describipg the 
terror of the constabulary or police in Ireland at 
the sight of the inevitable American * eolonel,’’ 
or the presence of a correspondent of that blood 
thirsty journal, the New York Tribune, are got- 
ten up for home consumption, to make the paper 
sell. But to us the idea of the British Lion 
crouching in terror at the present demonstrations 
against its peace and security is very absurd. If 
there bz one quality the British nation possess in 
the highest degree, it is * pluck.” We never 
knew one of that race of lion-hearted islanders 
who would refuse, on a fitting occasion, to fight. 
Power of endurance and dogged determination, 
with physical strength to back them, mark the 
English nation. Their’s is no effete aristocracy, 
cradled in the lap of luxury though they be.— 
We doubt that if, in the whole world, a finer 
body of men, physically and mentally, can be 
found, than the nobility of Great Britain. Cer- 
tainly they have held their own in science, in the 
learned professions, in perils by flood and field, 
with the commoners, and have on all occasions 
sustained their country’s fame and challenged the 
admiration of the most radical Democrat. And 
hence, when we see almosi in play-bill capitals 
the heading ¢* Great FENIAN Scare IN ExoranD,” 
we cannot but enjoy the fun that these comical, 
quizzical and talented gentlemen who manage the 
New York press afford the initiated and informed, 
Few men who have read the history of the past 
one hundred years will believe in these imaginary 
scares and panics among the English. The Eng- 
lish infantry have never had their superior, and 
it 1s amusing to see the knights of the quill in 
the famous city of Gotham telling stories of how 
the Fenians are making the children of the men 
‘who held Hougumont, the men who repulsed the 
night attack at Inkerman, tremble. 
The English have been often been called “a 

nation of shopkeéepers’’—we believe it was the 
great Napoleon who first sneeringly made the re- 
mark. But, like the Parisian bourgeois at Val- 
my, they fought remarkably well. They are a 
commercial people, and do not go to war unless 
it is to their interest, and England never came 
out of a war, except with her American Colonies 
the loser. We have always had a strong euspi- 
cion, in spite of such spread-eagle productions as 
“ Willard’s History of the United States’’ and 
innumerable amplified incidents related to us, b 
garrulous old relatives, about the war of 1812, 
that the universal Yankee nation was rather 
worsted in that little ¢ shindy,” and that had 
not John Bull had other pressing engagements in 
Europe, at the time, we would have, in the end, 
regretted having ealled him out. Nor do we 
blame England for acting on the motive of self 
interest. It is the main spring of most human 
actions, more especially does it govern the course 
of nations, But though cautious of entering on 
a war for a mere point, though they have profit- 
ed by the costly experience of ‘the administration 
of that brilliant parliamentary leader, but unfor- 
tunate statesman, Mr. Pitt, still let the English 
nation believe for a instant that their honor is 
seriously touched, and the ** nation of shopk 
ers’’ will fly to arms as one man. For the result 
we must look to history. Her 800 men-of-war, 
her enormous population, her vast resources of 
munitions, so vg added to and improved 
since 1856, and last, but not least, her immense 
moneyed wealth, render her with the exception 
of France, the most formidable power in the 
world. The United States should be cautious of 
entering on a contest with this great power, for 
it would be a far different matter from running 

rates in the midst of a large servile ~ agsrm 
that was enlisted against them. a rather 
opine that a Fenian expedition, landed in Tre. 
land, would meet with pretty much the same fate 
as Gen. Humberte's— Richmond ( Va.) Times. 

In San Francisco, Father Curley, in an ad- 
dress, thus delivered himself ;:— 

¢ Irishmen and the descendents of Irishmen 
bad a duty to perform in this crisis. He, an 
Irishman and a priest, felt it to be his duty to 
be there. [Applause.] The desire for the free- 
dom of Ireland had been. present in his heart 
from the time reason first assumed her sway in 
his mind, and it had grown and strengthened 
with his manhood, and become identified with 
his nature. [Applause.] Why should not he, 
as a priest, keep company with his faithful coun 
trymen in their struggle for freedom? [ap- 
luuse.] It was St. Laurence O'Toole, Archbish- 

op of Dublin, and the Priesthood of Ireland, 
that were the props of the shreds of Irish liberty, 
after the fatal days when liberty was driven from 
their country. It was the clergy who stood by 
Ireland, watched over her people, and comforted 
them in their trials and sufferings. He was con~ 
fident if there was any show for Ireland to ach- 
icve her independence by force of arms, the clergy 
of the country would unite with the people to a 
man in the effort. But many had doubts of the 
success of the movement. It was not contrary to 
the doctrines of the church to revolt against op~ 
pression. St. Thomas Aquinas says that an o 
pressed people have the right to revolt if they 
think there is a probability of achieving theirin- 
dependence. The Fenian organization 
to put this to the test. They think there is a 
probability of success, The speaker then alla. 
ded to the perfidy of England, and the enmity 
which it bad gamed her among the nations of the 
carth. Only let this revolution be inaugurated, 
and there are organizations such as this betore 
me wherever the English language is spoken— 
throughout America, Australia, South Africa 
and India, such as would shake England from 
its very foundation. [Applause.] Wherever 
England cun raise an army, there will be. an _ar- 
my of Fenians to meet it. [Applause.] The great 
banner of our nationality has been unfurled, and 
hundreds of thousands of valiant men, used to 
the perils of war, have sworn that it shall pevey 
again be lowered till victory shall be theirs, Not 
one defeat, nor a dozen, will sever them from 
this purpose. They have sworn it on the sacred 
altars of their God. Ihe present generation ma 
pass away ero this glorious purpose shall be of 
fected, but I do not think it will. There ara 
150,000 men already armed for ihe struggle.— 
[Applause.] All they want is mooey, .. that 
they will obtain,” 

FF We learn from the Wollville Acadian. thal 
a distressing accident happened in that vicinity 
one day last week. Our contemporary says ; . 
«Mr. Asa Pick and his wife, on returning 

a visit to their son-in-law, when descending a 
not far from the locality known as * Scat’'s Cors 
ner,’ one of the wheels came off, and they wera 
thrown to the ground with great violence. Sho 
ly atter they were found by some one who, 
ed at the sight of the empty and broken 
had gone to ascertain what had hap . 
husband was insensible ; this wife unable to move, 
Subsequent medical examination showed that the 
result of the accident had been, in the case of the 
former, serious internal injuries ; in that of the 
latter, compound fracture of the leg. Mr. Pick 
lingered till ahout 4 o'clock, when he died, Mrs. 

Pick still lingers, though the serious nature of 
her injuries render recovery uncertain.’ 

Wheat to the extent of 14,000,000 et. and tho value of £4,128,000, has 

England this your: 
been impor 

short supply in the United States is cen in the 
fact that the value of all the wheat ted by 
them to Great Britain during. roi i714 
30th September, is not equal even to one-ninth 
of that pf the previous year. In 1864, it C5 
ted States sent to England £2,013.000 worth of 
wheat: in 1865 it amounts only to £305,000, 
In flour also there is noticeable a mark } 
tion in the supply. r 

000 worth of this article was shipped to. 
while in 1865 it is only £117,000, 

A further instance ot the 

over two or three thousand half-starved Confede- : 
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