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THE SPIRIT OF THE ZMAGAZINES.

From the American Union.
A THRILLING SCENE.

Tux following narative—a true one—
describes a scene that actually took place
not many years since, in a country town
in the state of Maine.

One evening in the month of December
eight hundred and thirty four, a number
of townsmen had assembled at the store of
a Mr Thomas Putnem, to talk over mat-
ters and things—smoke,—drink and in
short do anything to ¢ kill time.’

Three hours had thus passed away.
They had laughed, and talked, and drank
aund chattered, and had a good time, ge-
nerally ; 8o that about the usual hour of
shutting up shop, each of the party folt
particularly first rate.

“Come, said Charles Iatch—one
of the company--‘let's all liquor, and
then have a geme tof high-low Jack !

‘So 1 say, exclaimed another—who's
got the cards ¥

! Fetch on your keords,” drawled out a |

t.hxrd, l}is eyes half closed, through the ef-
t:ccs‘ol the liquor he had drunk.

After drinking all around, and old pine
table was drawn up before the fireplace,
were burned brightly a large fire of hem-
lock logs, which would snap and crackle

—throwing large live coals out upon the
bearth.

All drew up around the table, seating |

themselves on whatever came handiest.—
Four ot them had rolled up: to the table
some kegs, which from their weight were
supposed to contain nails.
¢ Now,’ said Hatch, * how shall we play
—every one for himself
¢ No—have partners’ growled out
one.

* [ say, every one for himself’ exclaimed
another.

¢ No, hanged if I'll play g0’ shouted the
former —bringing his fist down upon the
tuble, knocking one candle out of the stick
and another upon the floor.

¢ Come, come,” said Hatch. ¢ N, quar-
relling—all who eay for having pariners
stand up. s

Three arose.

* Now all who say, each one for him-
sclf —stand up.’

The remaining four immediately got
ap.

‘Yousee, Barclay,’ said Hatch, ¢ the
majority are against you. Come, will
you play®

‘Well asI don’t want to ha on the op-
posite side, I'll play,’ anwered Barclay,
somewhat cooled down.

Mr Putnam was not in th@ store that
evening, and the clerk who was busy be-
hind the counter had taken very little no-
tice of the proceedings. About half-past
ten, Mr Putnam thought he would step
(‘:’v::;of hw;toxt'le and see that everything

safe. s he i ¢
Wosiiosy . went in he walked up

When within s fow steps of where the
men were sitting he started back ‘
ho;}rofr. o

elore him sat seven men, .
with drink and the excitement ﬁ?];;:;?f’
eards. There they were, within s fev%
feot of the fire just described—and four of
th%m s(lmted ON KEGS OF POWDER !

arclay-—who was & very heay

-—-h.ad pressed in the head oyf the {e; z:
which he sat, bursting the top-hoop, and
pressing the powder out through the
chinks. By the continued motioy of their
feet, she powder had become spread about
the floor, and now covered a space of two
feet all around them.

Mr Putnam’s first movement was to.
wards tha door, but recovering himself, he
walked up to the fice. Should either of
them attompt to rise—ho thought—and
:tl!]uot?red a few grains a little further into
b liv:ec(?l?:!e’ where lay a large quantity

At that moment Hatch Iooked up, and
seeing Mr Putnam with his face deadly

in

palegazmg into the fire exclaimed.
* Good God, Putnam ! what ails you ?

and at the same time msde s motion to
Tise,

. ' For heaven’s sake gentlemen do not
r1se,’ said Mr Putnam. Four of you sit
on kegs of powder—it is = scattered all
around you —one moment might eond you
all toeternity. There are two buckets of
water behind the bar. But keep your
seats for one minute and you are saved —
move, and you are dead men !’

In an instant overy man was perfectly
sobered—not a limb moved ~eaoh seemod
paralyzed.

In Jess time than we have taken to des-
criba this thrilling scene, Mr Putnam
had poured on the water and completely
sturatod the powder on the floor and ex-

ke firs 90 that o explosion

, was impessible. Then, and not till then
was there o word spoken.

Before those seven men Jeft the store,
that very night, they pledged themselves
never to taste another drop of liquor or
play another game of cards.

From Chawmbers’s Edinburgh Journal.
THE POET’S MISSION.

BY MARIA J. EWEN.

WaaT is the Poet’s noblest work? To ting
Of Nature’s glories, light, and birds and flow-

ers,
Of star-gemmed eves, of fair bright ekiea? Teo
BWiDg
A perfumed censer o’er this earth of curs;
To wreath the world with beauty’s majic
zone ?
Not this—not this alone!

To catch the spirit-murmurs of the sea,

The low, sweet whisper of tho forest aira;

To pour them forth in one wild melody,

A grander, softer chant by far than theiys,

All feeling linked to music’s trancing tone ?
Not this—not this alone !

More high and ncble still I deem to be
The Poet’s work; with his rapt soul, clear

. eyes,

| His ‘thoughts that wander through eternity;
{ His proud sspiriogs, world-wide sympathies,

{ His burden and his wo, his raptures, t:ars—
His doubting and his fears.

’Tis his to bear & message from high Heaven,
To flash God’s sunlight o’er the minds of meo ;
To sheath in burning words fair thoughts, God-

given,
Till Earth awaketo beauty—truth again ;
To point with Faith’s firm finger to the skies:
¢ Henceforth, thousleeper rise !

To seatter seeds of precious worth ; to shout

In high appeal against the power of wrong;

L' tivgs with golden light the clouds of duubt ;

To *raise the weak, to amimate the strong 3’

To seal all souls with Loye’s pure signeu-kiss:
The poet’s work i8 this :

From Captain Egerton's Tour in India.

THE EKING OF OUDE’S DIN-
NER PARTY.

We had the satisfaction of waiting from
half past seven, the time appointed, to
half-past eight, before the king eent to
say Lie was ready - perhaps in revenge for
our keeping him waiting in the morning.
What we expected to have been a great
bore, however, turned out one of the gay-
estand most amasing festivals I ever was
at. Wewent asin the morning ; and the
procesison with lighted torches, glittering
jarms, aud prarcing horses, through the
illuminated stpeets ; the arrival at the
Durbar in & court crowded with people,
tand literally blazing with light from
{ thousands ot lamps ; the dinner itseltf, with
| ts accessories of jewelled orientals, even-
{ing dressed ladies, officers in uviform, mu-
{sic and glitter ; the fire works, and illu-
minated court-yard with playing foun-
tains, altogether made a scene such as I
never saw before, and probably never shall
ses rgain. It was more like the lost scene
in the ‘ Island of Jewels' than anything
else that I can think of. The fete was in
lionour of the marriage of the king’s youn-
gest son, a boy of four or five vears of age
to a dauglter or niece of the prime miuis-
ter ; and the littleimp of a bridegroom
was brought cut splendidly dressed to be
{ exhibited 10 the company.  The dinner
was given in the Durbar-rooms of the old
palace, the red-hot verandah-like place we
visited on the first day, and, thanks to the
open sides of the bailding, and the cool-
ness of the night air. the temperature was
very agreeable. The king, his brother,
and sons, received us near the head of the
stairs, and we at once proceeded to the
business of the evening. We were not
seated, ‘however, without some struggle
for places. and I found myself between
Grosvenor and, perhaps, the mostintelli-
gent looking native present, who proved
to be the king’s brotber-in-law. Another
interesting peighbour was a roast guinea-
fowl, off which I made my dinner. The
table was laid as nearly Kuropean fushion
as their acquaintance with cur manners
and customs would allow, and there was
no lack of wine, if one only knew how to
ask for it. The king was about the most
gorgeous, and yet nearly the most absurd
individual [ ever saw. All the effect of
his magnificent robes and jewels was inju-
red, not to say spoilt, by the ridiculous
addition of a 42ad Highlanders bonnet
and plumes, which he wore with an air as
if he really thought Me had ‘ done it now.
Besides the usual black féathers, he had
added the bird of paradise plume to one
side of it, the whole effect being supreme-
ly ridiculous . 1In other respects, with his
yellow and gold dress, and blue velvet
mantle-powdered with gold flsurs-de-lis,
his splendid jewelled chains, ahd his gold-
embroidered slippers, he was the most
gorgeously ¢ got up’ individual I ever saw.
The chains he wore, three or four it num
ber, were something like the collars ef dif-
ferent orders of knighthood, but onemass
of pearls or other precious stones. Besides
these, e had a string of jewels of immense
size hanging about his elbows, an atten-
dant walking close behind him on each side
%0 hold shem, fot fear they should bresk

off. In fact, as hestood, I should think he
would have been cheap at £100.000.
* # At his Majesty’s particnlar request
the Resident gave the Queen’s health, fol-
lowed algo, at his request, by threc eheers
uncommonly well given by, of course, the
English part of the compauy ; the bands
playing * God save the Queen’ (only they
[ began not exactly at the same time). I
think the staid orientals were rather asto-
lnished at the row we made, and theking
was picased at having nearly the same
noise made when we drank his health af-
terwards. That done, we all adjourned
to a balcony overlooking the entrance-
court beyond the throne-room. * ¥
Arm chairs had been placed for us, and
the king was no eooner seated than the
fireworks, which had been placed in the
court, were iet off. Fire balloons by do-
zens, rockets by hundreds, elephants with
fiery tails on a kind of merry-go-round,
fish whirling, serpents histing, fiery foun-
tains playing, and men with their sto-
machs full of squibs —it was like the last
scene ina grand burlesque. ¥* % A
grand bouquet of rockets finished the ex-
hibition and the entertainment, and we all
retired, receiving the usual tinsel chains,
but avoiding the seent ceremony.

MIND THE DOOR.

D1p you ever observe how strong &
street door is *  How thick the wood is,
how heavy the chain is, what large bolts
it has, and what a lock ! If there were
nothing of walue in the house, or no
thieves ontside, this would not be needed,
but as there are precious things within,
and bad men without, there is the need
that the door be strong, and we must
mind the"door.

We have a house. Our heart and mind
in that house. Bad things are forever try-
ing to come in and go ouf of our mind and
heart. We will describe some of these
bad things to you. ;

What is that at the door * Ah, 1 knew
him, it is Anger. What a frown there is
on his face !

How his lipsquiver! How fierce helooks !
T will hold the door and not let him in, or
he will do me barm, and perhaps some ove
else.

Who is that? It is Pride. How
haughty he seems! He looks down on
everything as if it were too mean for his
notice. Ah, wicked Pride, I will hold
the door fast, and try to keep him
out.

Here ig some one else. I am sure from
his sour lovk, his name is Ill-temper. It
will never do to Jet him in, for if he can
only sit down inthe house he makes every
one unhappy, and it will be hard to get
him out again. No, sir, we shall not
let youin so you may go away.

Whois this! It must be Vanity,
with his flauntiog strut and gay clothes.
He is never so well pleased as when he
has a fine dress to wear, and is admired.
You will not come in my fine feliow, we
have too much to do and attend to such
folks as you. Mind the door !

Here comes a stranger. By his sleepy
look, and slow pace. | think I know him.
It is Sloth. He would like nothing bet-
ter than to live in my house, sleep or yawn
the hours away, and bring me to rags and
ruin. No, no, you idle drone, work is
pleasure, ; and [ have much todo. Go
away,you shall not come in.

But who is this ? What a sweet smile.
what a kind face ! She looks like an.an-
gel. Ttis Love. How hLappy she will
make us if we ask her in. Come in, we
must open the door for you.

Others are coming. Good and bad men
are crowding up. Oh, if men keep the
door of their heart, bad thoughts and bad
words would come in and go out as they
do. Welcome to all things good, war
with all things bad. We must mark well
who comes in, we must be watchful and
in earnest. Keep the guard ! Mind the
door !  Mind the door.

From the New York Spirit of the Times.

AN OLD GENTLEMAIN’S £E-
COND IMARRIAGE.

Cor. Baxrsr's nuptials! Westhe
whole regiment——turned out in full dress
to witness their celebration. Even Mrs
Brill went to the expense of & white satin
slip and a bonnet trimmed with orange-
biossoms for the occasion. (Brill had
been appointed Brigade-Major of the Di-
vision.) The Colouel looked ahout forty
years of age. The bride was certainly a
very pretty girl. Major Green gave her
away. [wish Mrs Brill had siayed at
home ; for her mind was always running
on matters of business, and she made me
laugh in the church, close to the latter by
saying seriously in & whisper—

¢ She'll come nicely on the fund, cornet
as a Colonel's widow, if anything happens
to old Baxter. It's afraud! %{e ought

to be ashamed of himself! I wish the old
woman's ghost would walk in just now,

 cornet.  Brill is on the staff.

and pinching asshe did. This young wo-
man will spend it all, you know. I should
like to catch Brill making such a fool of
himegelf, after I'm dead and gone, and
ducks and drakes of all [ havescraped to-
gether. When I'm dymg I'lIlburn every
bit of Company’s paper, or teac it into
little bits, and throw it into the chicken
broth I shall call for on purpose; and
then, if Brill likes to marry again, let
him. It will be quite optional.’

“Hush !" said I. ¢ The parson is looking
at you.

“Well let him look, the pasty-faced
man,’ said Mras Brill. ‘I think he might
have put on a clean what-you-may-call-it
—gurplus’ — (she ment surplice) —*al-
though it is a dirty business he is engaged
in—marrying an old painted man to a
mere child. There were we pitying old
Baxter not long ago, when the old lady
died ; and now see there are all the cor-
nets envying him. The world is full of
hyprocisy and bumbug. What can that
young girl care about that old thing ? It
is not in human nature. - She wants to be
Mrs Colonel Baxter, and have a carriage-
and-pair, and all the rest of it.’

- So long a« ye hoth shall live,’ said the
clergyman, concluding the vow.

¢ I'will, said the colonel.

‘I will; echced Mrs Brill in a loud
whisper. ¢ Why, his three-score-and-ten
is up already—so that his promissory note
is overdue before he marks it.’

[ could contain myself no longer. My
wife, who was leaning on my arm, gave
me a look expressive of extreme disgust ;
but it did not reduce me to gravity.

¢ For vicher and poorer.) When the
old Colonel came to these words, Mrs
Brill whispered to me—

He'll Le poorer pretty soon, I warrant
you. Give thee my troth ! she repeated
after the colorel. ° Bring her on the
fund, and give her a pension ! I say its
afraud I’

“With this ring I thee wed, old
Colonel Baxter repeated after the Clergy-
man,

¢ With this fiddlestick !’ whispered Mrs
Brill carrying on her commentary loud
enough for me to hear her. ‘I have no
patience with an old man who paints his
cheeks, and dyes his hair, and comes to
church clothed in such abominable false-
hood.’

¢ Yea, and thou shalt see thy children’s
children,’ said the minister.
¢ Children’s children, indeed ! Now,
the very idea.’ raid Mrs Brill.
¢ You had better leave the church, Ro-
bert, whispered my wife, * if you cannot
behavye bettr.’

Mrs Brill heard her and replied ¢ He
had better stay where he is, You
would'nt have him cry would you ¥
¢ Hush " said I, in an agony of fear lost
Mre Brill should come to words with my
wife, and interrupt the ceremony.
¢ Spot or wrinkle, or any such thing.
When the minister came to these words,
Mrs Brill was very indignant.
¢ Spot or wrinkle !’ she repeated. ¢ He
had filied up all the wrinkles with white
paintand putty ! T could pick it out with
a pen knife ! The old man is & walking
frand | D’ve'no patience with bim ; and
[ will say 0 at the breakfast. Brill is on
the staff, and can no longer be bullied by
a ragmufiio of & commanding officer.

* % * * *
My wife, when we came outof church,
begged of me not to sit near Mrs Brili ot
the breakfast. But of what avail was my
promise, since Mrs Brill was determined
to sit next to me.
¢ Robert, there is room fer you here,
said my wife, when we were about to be
seat«d, and she pointed to a vacant chair.
Mrs Brili observed her look, and said,
‘ Don’t be alarmed, Mrs Wetherby. Al-
though bolting, they say, is eatching
when it gets into & regiment, don’t sup-
pose I'd be so weak as to go off with the

Sophy roared with laughter; and so
did every one who heard Mrs Brill's re-
mark.,

¢ Have you congratulated the colonel »
I enquired of Mrs Brill.

¢ No,’ said she ; ‘and I don't intend. I
amnot an imposter and hypoarite, like
some ladies whom I could mention.” (She
looked at my wife.) ‘1 always speak my
feeling. An honest man’s the noblest
work of God—and 80's & woman,

I filled Mrs Brill's glass several times
with champagne, and the beverage weem-
ed to imptove her temper. [ trod wupon
her toe by accident, and she looked bland-
ly into my face and said—

¢ Don,t flirt with me, cornet, before
your wife, or you'll be making her unhap-
Py poor thing ; and she’s not abad crea-
ture, though she looksa wretched dawdle,

than a blacking brush has. Iv was unfor-

lsigh, for her character is eompromised

and #ee whab was the use of her saving

and hus no more idea of house-keeping |0ate dish of

here, cornes. Brill, too, has got hisbleary
eyes on us.’

From Diokena’s Household Words.
HOUSE-TOTS,

Bur there ara far humbler house-tops
than these, as all who look about them &
littlo in the world may easily sec. Thers
is the house-top of poverty and misery.
The house-top in [reland and in the
Hebrides is too often & sorry substitute
for a real rain-repelling, cold-excluding
covering. Eaves to the roof we may
find if we can, There is a scanty sor$
of wooden roof, covered with a thatch
mads of stubble or potato-stalk, bound by
leather or rope straws, which bands &re
fastened by heavy stones to the top of the
broad wall. The woodwork i8 too slight
to bear more than a thin layer of thateh;
and the rain tumbles in a free-and-easy
sort of way, until finally excluded by the
coating of soot which raises from the turf
fire beneath. Poor Paddy often finds tho
rain peppering down upon him In the
middle of the night, and has to shitt his
straw to a part of the cabin where the
thatch may possible bs in & little more
kindly humour. Sometimes he has not
oven the dignity of a bit of thatch grer
his head ; he has to content himself with
a layer of sods, pretty vearly in the same
state in which he dug them ‘up from tho
ground. By mapy degrees better than
this is the snowy covering of the snow
hut of the Laplander and the Esquimaux ;

matter, snow is a warm material, the exter-
nal cold finds some difficulty in insinuating
itself through a snow wall or roof ; and
the fur-clad Esquimaux, with his four-
feet high gentle partner, coddle them-
selves up in their bee-hive sort of a hut,
defy the external cold, and feast upon
train-oil to their hearts’ content.

Our English house-tops put on afmost
as great a variety of attire as the men
and women who are roofed in_thereby.
Slates reign paramount in modern Lon-
don, althongh their dominion is less de-
cided in the country. And let nob the
uninitiated turn up the nose of scorn ab
slates ; they are, in their own peculiar
technical ‘career, princesses, duchesses,
and countesses, according to the sizes and
prices ; and a slater thus mixes' with the
aristoeracy on terms more familiar than
falls to the lot of most artisans. Some
house-tops dress themselves in brick=
colored garments, yelep'd tiles ; and thes?
tiles, convex at ene part of their width,
and concave at another, afford means 0
lupping one over another, and for leav~
ing channels down which rain can ds-
scend. Insome instances, the house-top
apes the terrace from the East ; and then
it requires flat quadrangular tiles, which
are cemented together very artisticaily:
The age of iron demands that iron should
bs tried for or by the house-tops-—an
tried it is. Sometimes plates of iron are
lapped slightly one over another, 80
made into a roof which may be very uear-
ly flat ; sometimes corrugated spect-n'o;\
is made to do uty—and wonderfully we 1
does a small weight of fron in this form
support itself, and furnish shelter for all
beneath it. Our iron-roofs are bagatelles,
however, to those of Russis : most Of' the
new buildings at Petersburg and Moscow
are now, as a precaution ageinst fire,
roofed with sheet-iron ; and thi¢ iron be-
ing painted bright red, or bright green,
displays the vanity of the house-tops very
conspicuously.  Sometimes 1ron gives
way to a younger brother, zino—as being
not 8o heavy as lead, and not o soon cor-
roded as iron, Sometimes (but nob
much in England) wooden roofs are
adopted —and very ingeniously they &re
arranged—the trunks of trees are spli
down the middle, and hollowed out ; o008
lnyer of these trunks is laid down side by
gide, with the concave side nppermost,
and then another layer upon these with
the convex side uppermost, covermg the
vacant spaces between the trunks 'ok" the
undermost layer. Sometimes aﬂ,pha.tun%
is taken into favour by the house-tops;
it is applied either as a liquid cement to
form a terrace-toof, or is combined wi
hat-manufactures’ refuse felt to form &
“flexible asphaltic roofing,” to'whwb &
very learned Greek name is applied. An
if this list of substance be nos enough, w©
will mention, paper ; house-tops have ?tch
casionlly not refused to be covered Wi -
a paper can, The late Mr Loudon, &
ways soarching for the useful, Gh;’."m
how roofs might be formed of very eig
rafters, with laths of very light pine
boards upon them, and sheets ;of brown
paper on the laths ; the sheets tf“l:el?:.q" g
viously been twico staturated with boil-
ing tar and pitch, and after bein nmlo{d
on like slates, they are fed from & hot deli-

tar, pitch, whitning, and

charcoal, with a crowning sprinkling of

tunate that she chummed with Mrs Fife- | 88nd or ashes.

Thus do the kouse-tops clothe them-

by it, poor thing. Don't flirt with me|selves, some sternly, some dainily. Ee.

for, desipite our usual prejudice in this -

\
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