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THE OLD MAN’SDREANM.
BY REV. M, N. M'DONALD.

AN old men sjiept:in his elbow chair
At close of a Summer day,
And his cheek was fanned by the idie wing |
Of a zephyr in its play,
Aad he recked not the sound of a busy
wheel
That was humming its ceaseless lay.

A weary wight was the old mar now,
And he slept, though a hammer’s fall

Was clinking still, with its heavy stroke;
Close down by.the cottage wall;

For he labored all day in the factory
The busiest of them all.

But he woke at last with a sudden start,
And then with asmile said he,

“ Oh a beauntirul dream I bave surely had
Of a far off countrie ;

Good wife, lay by the wheel uspace,
And Il tell it unte thee.

“Not here by the latiiced pané T'eat,
Nor slept.in:my elbow chaur,
For my limos were the active

youth,
So..tall and straight and fair,
&ud my dim old eyes they had. found ,their
light,
Aad dark were my locks of hair.

limbs .of

‘1 was young again as I once had 'been,
And 1 roamed away at will,

“With a glad free step o’er a spreading plain
And a bright and breezy hill,

And I was not forced to toil for bread
Withia the roaring mill,

“ A'shadowy veil of golden haze
All over the landscape lay,
And methought, as I looked on the fairy
seene,
"T'was the morn of a Summer dey;
But never a Summer sun, I ween,
Shoue out with such heavenly ray.

¢ It tinged the breast of a lovely stream
Which flowed through that region  wide ;

A broad, still river, that peacefully
Ia the sunlight seemed to glide,

With scft green pastures and flowry fields,
Sloped down to its silver tide.

“ And I minded me well if thou were there,
‘Though I was not all alone—
And I said, ¢ Good wife, shall we meet
agaa?
Then a low, yet pleasant tone,
Made answer, ‘8ne’ll come to thee by and
by,
But the time is still unknown.”

““ Aud I laid me down by that shining.stream
’Neath a eool ard ‘grateful shade,
Where harps, methought, in the lealy
boughs,
A murmuring musie made;
And sweet was the rest 'of that grassy
couch,
And the winds that round me played.
* There was na hum of the jarring wheels
Each sound of labor slept—
Aad they told me—! saw bright creatures
there—
TBhat au endless rest they kept,
And, but that all tears were wiped away,

For gladuess I could have wept

¢ Our children’s faces aad forms Isaw—
There was not a cloud between—
T knew them all, they ‘wer: fairer grown,
Aud yet were the same, 1 ween;
Asid they came to my side as they would
heave come

T1ad we parted yestere’en,

« ] jooked on each in my dream but now;
The smile of our gallant son,

A ud the soft blue eyes of my darling Jean,
With cur qureniy Marion,

vd ©’er each fair young bead

Aud go
A g;i!f(l(‘ﬂ éiury S‘Jm[r.

“ They spake to ms kind and loviag word
Andpoig

The da.stivg v ée of a2 eity stood

gy

e fur, th-where

Tpreared in ihe siléatair,
4nd told me the Lord of that happy lend
Would give me a portion there.

“ Oh, sweet was the.calm of my spirit then ;
So blessed as I scemed to be,

That I would not have asked another boon 1

Save this, of a surety,
That thou mightest  have share¢ my joy
good wife,
In that far off countrie.”

Another day and arother eve,
Anad the old man slept again

Ino his elbow chair when his toil was done,
As he sat by the lattice pane,

And the good wife put her wheel aside,
And called him, but all in vain.

She called him twice, and she called him
thrice,
Her hand on his shounlder pressed,
But he gave no heed; and his silvery hair
Drooped down o “his guiet breast,
For the weary man, with his life-toil o’er,
Had passed to the Land of Rest.

From the Columbian Magazine.
THE MERCHANT CLERKS.

BY MRS. C. H. BUTLER

¢ Truth severe—by frolic Fiction dressed.”’
[Continued from ourlast. ]

NEARLY a year had passed since the
scenes last related, and rapidly on the broad
road to ruin has Geoyge sped his way. It is
evening, and alone in bis chamber sits this
reckless youth. On a table before him are
wine and glasses, and several letters and
tradesmaun’s bills, are: Jying scattered about.
He leans his head vpon his hands—his brow is
clouded “and his look almost ferocious. | At
length springing from his chair, he rapidly pa-
ced back and forth the room, exclaiming with
an oath

¢ —— Zxvhat' am T'to do? ' Curséd luck !
Thrown out of 1y situation; my salary-already
overdrawn to the amount of three hundred
dollars. What’s to be. done?  Who would
have thought.the old churls would turn me off?
Hang e if *Lidid. "Prétty business, Then
there’s my board bill due for six months. How
the old Jezebel will rave when she finds'it out,
No more soft speeches to that silly fool, her
danghter—pah,—will ‘answer iu place of bank
notes. Ah my sweet pretty Fanny; and taking
a letter from bis pocket he glanced carelessly
over.it. ¢ Poor foolish little cear how she
loves me!’ he continued, < well my beauty,
we’ll have some gay hours “yet.”

At this,moment a young man of gay and
dashing appearanice _entered,. upon whose
handsome, features vice and immorality had
already sat their stamp. . :

Turning out a_glass of wiae he drank it off,
then slapping George upon the shoulder, eri-
ed:

¢ How now, man? in the dumps! Hang
care I say. What’'s thé matter with you?
You look as if you hod been listening to a ser-
mon,’

¢ Matter enough Rivers; but what is the
news with yon? ~Any better Juzk this time?”

Luck! no. The old lady flatly refuses to
sep!l out another cent for a_month. Come,
George, you must let me have a cool fifty.”

¢ I can’t, Tom, upon my soul. T’m done
for. Turned away Tom. You may well
stare. Yes I—I George Wheeler, am shame-
fully turped out of the house of Dickens &
Co. Think of that, Bat I swear, I’ll have
my revenge.!’

¢ Phew! tarned away, eh? but they paind
you well, George? Accounts all nicely
squared, and amount due you snug in your
pocket eh ?’

* Not a copper, I tell yon—not a cent. Hark
ye, I have already overdrawn my salary three
hundred.’

¢ W-h-e-w?’

< But P’ve had the good of it. "Hang me if
they can get that back.” Butitis all up with
me now—board, washing, tailors’ bills all due;
why, the devil will be to pay.’

<But not the tailor or the landlady; so make
your mind easy. You mustgive them all'the
slip, bye and by. Come, take another glass
and let’s talk over matters. Now I'll tell you
what it is, George, 1f you will follow my ad-
vice I'll put you into a way of making money
enough.’

¢« Well, but how, Rivers ?’

¢ Where’s your diaorond ring >’

¢ Priscilla.’

¢ Pah! Your breast pins?

¢ Priseilla’

‘You’'re a fool, George!
your watch, have youa not ?*

¢ 1 have.’

¢ Very well. = First take it {o the pawn-bro-
ker and raise something upon it, then go
with me and in half an hour I will wager you
double your money. Come along.’

A few moments brought them to Chatham
street, that hive of pawn-brokers, whera the
watch was disposed of for about half its value.
Then crossing the Park they turned down
Brondway and were soon within the unholy
wull of a gaming house.

Here the foot fell noiseless upon' the yield-
ing surface of beautifu! carpets, the walls were

But you have got

flutted with crimson silk bordered with a droop-

g foliage of golden leaves and acorns. Im-
mense inirrors in richly wrought mouldings
gave back the scene on every side—spreading
out saloon npen saloon until the, eye wearied
with its splendar. = There’ were ro. windows,
bat here in the day as in the night, and in the
night as ia the day, still burned on these nagni-
ficent chandeliers, lightaing up this charnel-
house of the soul with more than woon-day

brightness.

With all bis follies George had neyer yet
gambled. But now the fatal step was taken.
Urged on by Rivers, goaded by the reflection
that through hisown folly he was now penni-
less, reckless of a!! save the chance ofgain
in the stake he war abeut to throw, George
rushed on to destruction.

Unfortuaately he won. Another throw of the
dice, and still he wins. Another still. winving
until intoxicated with wine and luck le rétarn-
ed to his lodgings. , The nex! night found
George again at the same enticing scene, and
again successful. But the third night all his
luck forsook him.

Oh the agony, the hope, the fear, anger
and despair which by turns agitated the bo-
som of the wretched youth as the night wore
on. Finally, m the one wild hope of success,
he. staked a sum he knew he,was not posses-
sed of, and like :a madman fixed his glassy
eye upon the fatal dice—need we say he
losi?

It was a dark stormy night in November
that farmer Wheeler and his wife were gud-
denly aroused from theirsleep by a loud; quick
knocking at the door.

¢ 'Who’s there?” demanded the gruff . voice
of the farmer, springing from his bed: at  the
unwonted sound. !

There was no answer save by -arepetition
of the knock still louder and mere:impatient.

¢ Who’s there, 1 say; speak.i I open no
doors to stragglers.’ ;

¢ Father, open'quickly; it i¢ your son—it is
George.” .

Ere the last ‘words were spokén' the bolt
was quickly withdrawn and, with an exclama-
tion of joy, the ‘old man held out his ‘hand to
welcome his chila!  The ear of the aged mo-
thar too had caught that beloved voice, and
springing forward threw her armsaround him
while tears of gladness choked all utterince.

Bat when by the light, of the candle, which
the old man now placed upon-the table, the
pale haggard face of .Georfge was revealed tg
them, both parents started back  with dismay.
His eyes were spnken and bloodshot—his hair
dishevelled=his. lips. and cheeks of marble
paleness, and from his garments the rain drip-
pediupon the sanded floor.

< George, boy; i it possible’
my son ??said the father.

“My poor, poor;boy ; youare sick. . Kindle
a fire, quick father, that I may get something
warm for the poor fellow and seme dry clothes,
Oh ' George, George, what is the matter?’
cried the poor mother with a- fresh. flood of
tears. ‘

¢ Father,” said George, unheeding this fresh
burst of grief, and' in a voice ‘whose hollow
tones made the old 'man shudder, ¢ Father, you
must give me money; all you have, :and thay
without delay.’

« What money, money!_ Good God. what
am 1 to learn?’ ‘and he sank trembling into a
chair.

¢ You'll know soon enough,” was the blunt
reply. ~ ¢ Come, I must have the money—
must have it, I tell you,” added George with
violence,

¢ No boy,’ said his father struggling to gain
some composure, ¢ no money will T give you
until I know what it is for. Go pull off’ your
wet clothes, sit down’and warm yourself” and
then I’ll listen to you.’

¢ 1tell you every moment is an age. Stop
not for inquiries, you will not sleep the easier
for the knowledge: Give me’ the money at
once then let me be off. Quick, quick.’

The old man still hestitated.

¢ Give it to him; give it to him!  Oh'he has
some tervible reason for asking ‘it!” besought
his weeping wife.

It was enough. Going to a large wooden
chest, Mr Wheeler drew forth- a small ‘bag,
and handed 1t to his son.

Can this be

¢ Here George, is one hundred dollars, Take
it, but tell me for the Jove of God, tell me,
you are not guilty of erime!’ y

*Is here all?’ exclaimed George, eagerly
clutching the bag. * Only one bundred dol-
lars, father yourhave more.  Give it to. me.

¢ Yes, boy, I have more, buta small sum
more—the earnings of many a hard day’s toil,
which we have put by to support us when our
old limbs are too feeble to wark.’

¢ Give it me, father—all, every cent!”

¢ Ungrateful boy, would you beggar us?”
said the old man sternly.

¢ I have to thank you in part for my pre-
sent misery!’ exclaimed George, -confronting
his father with a 'eok of bit erness. "It was
your advice has done it. When the Tempter
was nigh, and vice, in pleasure’s . alluring
garb, beckoned me astray from virtue and du-
iy, could I have but remembered your voice
but once lifted in tones of warning and entrea-
ty, 1 might have halted in my mad career; but
no; your well remembered parting words now
hissed through my brain anew from the Devil's
mouth; and on, on I pushed ’1ill so far fost I
heeded no enirgat es—needed no_tempter but
my own wicked will.: Five years since I left
your roof a happy innocentboy! I return with
guilt and misery! and you—you, Fatler, have
aided me to this bitter portion of the worlds
experience.’

The wretched old man buried his face in
his hands and groaned aloud.

For one moment Nature wrestled with de-
pravity in the heart of George. He threw his
arms round his mother’s neck and a hot tear
fell on her wrinkled brow. '['hen tearing him-

-of age.

gelf from her embrace, he siezed a hand of his |

father, pressed it to his lips and rushed forth
into the tempest.

farious gusts the wind came roaring down, |

shrieking and grodning as it swept through the

l

naked forest where his gloomy path lay. The
dead leaves whirled and raitled before him,
and all the ¢ voices of the night’’> were as the
voices of fiends driving him on to destruction!
He clears the wood, and before him stretch
the open fields, but he is no longer alone.

See, crouching beneath the slight shelter of
a tree by the road side is a female; her mantle
which she folds so tightly around her is drip-
ping with wet, her face isburied in her hands,
and her long hair escaped frodi the frail bon-
net, now matted by the wind and rain, clings
cold about her. Hark! a footstep! See hovs
eagerly sae rises from the damp earth; her ear
is bent to the forest. Yes, he comes, and
with a scream of joy, she rushes forward.
She 1s in his arms. Alas! poor Fanny Blake-
Iy!
A check for one thousand doliars had been
forged upon the house of Dickens & Co.
Saspicion rested strongly upon George Whee-
ler, so lately dismissed from their c¢ounting
room. His lodgings were scarched; he had
abseonded, but they there found sufficient
proof taconvict bim. ‘In the hurry of his
flight he had left behind some papers which
too plainly told the tale ot guilt. Officers of
justice were immediately in pursuit, and . tele-
graphic despatches forwarded to our principal
cities.

At the very moment he thought himself most
secure, with only a few yards between him
and the vessel which was to bear him from
the country, Georgo Wheeler was arrested for
forgery with his companion, borne back to
New York a prisoner. 'Need we say that his
companion was the . deluded Fanny—ignorant
of his erime—ignorant of all save that she
loved' him = and would follow him even to

ideath.

We will now return to. follow the fortunes
of Arthur. It was during the occurrence of
these sad sceneathat he was one morning sum-
moned into the private counting room of his
employer.

¢ Arthur,’ said: Mr. Emersen, ¢ yon are. now
o your duties to our house you have
ever been fathful and indefatigable, and we
now most cheerfully offer you our assistance
in whatever plans or wistes you may have
formed for the future. Say, then, is it your
intention or your desire to commence business
for yourself?’

¢ Such would be my’ wish, my dear sir,”
answered Arthur, , but you are aware [ have
no capital exeept the little I have been able to
save from my salary, aud my father is in no
situation to assist me.”

* But i a capital. was offered you, say of
ten thousand dollars, to which-we wonld add
five thousand, you would then go into busi-
ness?’

¢ Ah my dear sir,” said Arthur, ¢ thig i¢
merely apocryphal.  No one can offer me ten
thousand dollars: yet I thank yon most grate-
Cully for your proffered loan in such a case.’

¢ Not apocryphal at all, Arthur. Ten thou
sand has already been offered you—is now rea-
dy for your aeceptance.’

¢ It is impossible!” exclaimed the astonished
youth, ¢ you amaze me, who can have taken
such an interest in me?’

There was a rustling and certain low gram-
bling sounds from behind the iittle green cur-
taia at one end  of the office, and newspaper
in band forth issaed the identical old gentle-
man with ' whom we may already claim =
slight acquaintance.

« I am the man—good boy—your hand. My
name is Bloff—rich enough.  Few good
young men. Saw you at hotel—hnonrst face—
inquired you out—store, boarding house—-all
right—like you, go into businf:s::a;!(m thongand
—trifle. Come, lawyérs, draw up papers—
good boy,'and siczing thearm of the wonder-
ing Arthur, drew him out of the store followed
by Mr. Emerson.

Within the gloomy walls of a prison, alone

in his narrow cell sits the wretched youth

whose briet career of folly and crime we have
attempted to pourtray.

To-morrow is the day of trial. Hope there
is none, mercy there is none—not from earth-
ly Judges; and with his guilty lips, shall he
now dare address the Holy One whom he hus
profin.d and disregarded? Unhappy, wretch-
ed George! - Heavy drops efanguish roll down
his sunken cheeks; his eyes with stony gaze
are fised upon the door through which he hopes
soon will come, like a ministering angel, the
only being that now clings to ¥m in his wis-
ery.

Time wears on. She comes not.
agonv of those solitary hours.

¢ Has she, then too, forsaken me?” he at
length exclaimed with unguish in his tones.
¢ Am I left without one drop to sweeten the
bitter cup my own hands have drugged® Well
better it should be ew. Poor unhappy girl,
would for your suke we had never met! An
Arthur, the friend of my boyhood, he too shuns
me. Oh thatI had listened to him, that [ had
followed his noble example. Hark, was not
that a'step?  Yewr, she comes,” and springing
to the door, as the jailor slowly opened iy, h<
veceived in his _arms the fuinting form of Fan-
ny.

¢ Poor thing,” s2id the jailor, assisting to re-
vive the anconscious girl; ¢ poor thing! AR
it’s the men that has tha ernel hearts to bring
trouble upon such innocent creatures. Ah
many a heart bas been brolen within these old
walls; but see, she is coming to, poor dear!’
and I"anny now slowly opening her eyes, fixed

Ch the
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£ them upon George, while a ray of joy lit up
The cold rain heat upon his head, in long ! ¢

her pale face as she cried;
¢ Oh George, dear Geor
saved.

@0y you are saved—

5

We shall be hoppy yet?’
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