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The Law orlewmpen

y All subscribers who do not give ex-

1y 4
press Notice to the contrary, are consid-
ered as wishing to continue their suberip-

2. If subseribers order the discoutin-
uance of their papers, the publishers may
continua to send them until arrearages
m . .

3. Ifsubscribers n or refuse tak-
ing their papers from the offices to which
“they are sent, they are held responsible
- tiil their bills are settled, and their papers
- ordered to be discontinued,

4. The Courts have decided that refu-
sing to take a mewspaper or periodical
from the or removing and leaving
it unealled for, is Jacie evidence of
INTEXTION AL FRAUD.
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EXECUTED WITH NEATNESS AND DESPATCH
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From Harpers' New Monthly Magazine.,
FRAGMENTS FROM A YOUNG
WIFE'S DIARY.

I have been married seven weeks, * * *
Ido not rave in girlish fashion about my
Elorfeﬁt happiness—I do not even say I

ve my husband. Such words imply a
separate existence—a gift consciously be-
stowed on one being from another—1 feel
not thus: my husband is to me as my
own soul,

Long, very long, it is since I first knaw
this. Gradually, not suddenly, the great
my of love overshadowed me, untl
at last I found out the truth, that I was
my own no more. All the world’s heauty
I saw through his eyes—all the world’s
E)odnm l.nﬁ tness came reflected
through his noble heart. In his presence
I was as a child : I forgot myself, my own
existence, hopes and aims, Every where
—at dll times and all places—his power
was upon me. lle seemed to absorh and
inhale my whole soul inte his, until 1 be-
came like a cloud melting away in sun-
shine, and vanishing from the face of
heaven.

All this reads very well and mad; but,
‘oh! Laurence—Laurence! none would
marvel at it who had once looked on thee!
Not that he is a perfect Apollo—this wor-
shipped husband of mine; you may meet
a score far handsomer., But who cares!
Not I All that is grand, all that is beau-
tiful, all that makes a man look godlike
through the inward shining of his godlike
soul—I'see in my Laurence. His eyes,
tl“'!iu]:u'mld—-lzuis wavy huir—his hand

- sit and elasp—his strong arm that
I lean on—all compose an image wherein
I'seeno flaw. Nay, I could scarce believe
in any besuty that bore no likeness to
Laurence.

Thus is my husband—what am 11 His

' wife—and no more. Every thing in me

is only a reflection of him. Bometimes |
even marvel that he loved me, so unwor-
thy as I seem : yet, when heaven rained
on me the rich ing of his love, my
soul drank it in,and I felt that had

for lack of it I must have
died. I did almost die, forthe joy was
long in coming. —as | know
loved me well and dearly ; yet
reason or other he would not tell

The vail might never have fallen

save for vne blessed
will relate it. I love to dream

¥ @ales.

. _1..?

was then. What he thonght I knew not.
He spoke in burried, broken words, and
turned his face from me all the while.

It grew dark, like night, and there came
finsh after flash, peal after peal. 1could
not stand—I leaned against his arm. At
Iast there shone all around ws a frightful
glare, as if the whole wood were in tlames
—a crash of boughs—a roar abuve, as
thongh the heavens were falling—then
silence.

Death had passed close by ns, and
smote us not—and Death was the pre-
curser of Love,

We looked at one another, Laurene:
and Iz then, with a great erv, our | earts
—long-tortured—sprang together. There
never ean bo such nomeeting, save that of
two parted ones, who meet in hieaven, No
words were spoken, save a murmer— Ad-
elaide 1™ Laurance !"—but we knew
that Letween us two there was but one
soul.  We stood there all the while the
storm lasted.  Ie sheltered me in his
arms, and 1 felt neither the thunder nor
the rain, I feared not life nor death, for 1
now knew that in either I should never
be divided from him.

* * * Ours was a brief engagement.—
Laurence wished it so 3 and 1 disputed not
—1I never disputed with him in anything.
Besides, T wus not happy at home—my
sisters did not understand him.  They jes-
ted me becnuse he was grave and resery-
ed—even subject to moody fits sometimes.
They said * 1 should have agreat deal to

ut up with ; but it was worth while, for
Mr. Shelmerdine's grand estate atoned for
all” My Laurence! as it 1 had ever
thought whether he were rich or poor |l —
Ismiled too, at my sisters, jested abont his
melancholy, and the possibility of Lis being
a “bandit in disguise 1" None truly knew
him—none but L. Yet T was half afraid
of him at times 3 but that was only from
theintensity of my love, 1 never asked
him of his for me—how it grew—or how
he had o long conceale:l ity enough for
me that it was there. Yot it was always
calm ; he never showed any  passionate
emotion, suve one night—theé night before
our wedding day.

I went with him to the gate myself
walking in the moonlight uncf:r the holly
trees. T trembled a little ; but I was hap-
py—very happy. e held me long in his
arms ere he could part with me—the last
brief parting ere we would need to partno
‘more. I said, looking up from his face to
‘the stars, “ Laurence, in our full joy let us
thank God, and pray Him to bless us."”

: His heart scemed bursting : he lbowed
1is prond head, dropped it?mn upon my
les ridhiliid 'mpls.l Iuay. TAthT pray
him to ive me.  Adelaide, 1 am not
worthy of happincss—I am not worthy of
you."

He, to talk in this way ! and about me!
but I answered hum soothingly, so that he
might feel how dear was my  love—liow
entire was my trust,

He suidd, at last, half mournfuliyv, * You
me content to take me then, jll‘-T as | nmg
to forgive my past—1to bear with my pres-
ent—to give hope 1o my futnre.  Will
you do this, my love, my Adelaide "

I answered, solemuly, “ 1 will”" Then,
for the fimt time I dared to lift my arms
to his neck ; nnd as he stooped T kissed his
forchead. Tt was the seal of this my
promise—which may God give mestrength
to keep evermore !

We were langhing to-day—Lanrence
and I—about first loves It was scarcely
a sulbject for mirth ; but one of his bache-
lor friends had been telling us of o new
married couple, who in some comical fush-
ion, mutually made the discovery of each
other's * first loves.” Leaid tomy hushand
ﬁllli|illg lmppi]y  thae ke m'mi have no
snch fear”  And | repeated, hanlf in sport,
the lines—

“He was her own, her ocean trensure ¢ st,
Like a rich wreck—her fimst love .nd her

lust,”

So it was  with your
Touched by the llmugfnt. my gayvety mel-
ted almost into tears,  But I laughed
them off, and added, “ Come, Laurence,
confess the same.  You never, never loved
any one but me 1"

e looked pained, said coldly, 1 bLe-
lieve T have not given cause—" then stop-
I:od. How I trembled, lut [ went up to

im, and whispered, * Laurance, dearest,
forgive me.,”  He looked at me a moment,
then eaught me ssionately to his breast,
I wept there a litle—my heart was so
full. ~ YetIcould not help again murmur-
ing that question—* You love me, you do
love me.”

“I love you as I never before loved wo-
man. | swear this in the sight of heaven,
Believe it, my wife.” Was his vehement
answer, 1 hated myself for having so
tried him. My dear my noble husband !
:hwu mud to have a moment's doubt of

oo,

wor  Adelnide,”—

® * * Nearly a year married, and it
seems a brief day : yet it seems also like a
Jlifetime-~us if T had never known any
other. My Laurance ! duily I grow clos
er to him—heart to heart. ~ I understand
him better, if possible, I love him more ;
not with the wild worship of my girlhood,
but with something dearer, more howe-
like. I would not have him an * angel ”
if T could. [ know all his little faults and
weaknesses quite well-—;l dl; not shut my

es on any of them; but | gaze openl
gthm, and love them down, There {:
love enough in my heart to fill up sl
chasms—to remove all stumbling-blocks
from our path, Oum is truly & wedded
Iife : not lto.rrln‘ lives, but an harmo-
nious one,

jllﬂny.udm
nb. even for
o Dot

- and-1 would
j th , for tender

lhn'hl-a

»

"

fear, he urged me to stay,  So kind and | been the rcpeuu_l;oo d;h&haahmd.” On |

thoughtiul he was too.

gngements here would keep him much | —how much rather must I have merey on
from me, he made we take likewise my | :

sister Louisa.  She is a good girl, and a
dear givl 3 but T miss Laurence 5 1 did es-
weially in iy walk to-day, through a love-
I_\' wooded country and a sweet little vil-
lage. 1 wus thinking of Lim all the time,
so mueh so, that 1 quite started when 1
heard one of thevillage children shouted
after as “Laur nee”

Very foolish itis of me—unioving we k- |

ness | have not yeu got over—bt [ never
hear the name my husbhand bears without
a plewsant divill s T never even see it writ-
wn up i the street without turning again
to look avit. So, unconsciousiv, I turned
w the little rosy - urching whom his gran-
damn honorad by the name of ** Laurence.”

A prety, sturdy boy of five or six vears

old—a clild to glad :1'1:'\‘ mother. T won
dered had he o mother 72 1 staved and
asked—I always notice children now,.—
Oh, wonderful, solemn mystery sleeping at
my heart, my hope—my joy—my prayer!
L think, with tears, how 1 may one day

watch the gambeols of a boy like this;and |

how, looking down in his little face, I may
sce therein my Lanrence’s eyes.  For the
sake of this future—which  God grant—1
went and kissed the little fellow
chaneced to bear my hushand’s name, 1
asked the old woman about the ehild's
mwother.  * Dead, dead five vears,”
his futher? A sneer, & muttered curse—
bitter worls about * poor folk” and * gen-
tle folk.”  Alas? alas! I saw it all,  Poor
beautiful unhappy child !

My heart was so pained, that [ conld
not tell the little incident, to Laurence.—
Even when my sister begnn to talk of it |
asked herto cense.  But I pondered over
it the more. I think, if T am strong en-
ough, I will go and see the poor little fel-
low again to-morrow.  One might do
some good—who knows {

To-morrow has eome—to-morrow has
gone.  What a gulf lies between that yes-
terday and its to-morrow !

® % * Louisa and 1 walked to the vil-
llfa—ahu very much against Ler will.—
* It was wrong and foolish,” she said “one
shounld not meddle with vice”  And she
looked ent and stern. I tried 1o

k of the iunocent child—of the poor

d mother; and the shadow of mother-
hood over my own soul taught me com-
passion towards both. At lnst when Lou-
i was hall angry, T said 1 would go, for
I had a seeret reason which'she il nov
know. Thank heaven those words were

P Snte s lipa
Noowe went.
was uot there s und 1 had the curiosity to
approach the cottnge where his wrand-
mother lived.  Testood in o garden, with
o bigh hedge sround. 1 heard a ehild's
bagh, nud eould not  furbear pecping
through,  ‘There was my little favorite,
Lietd sdort e the arms of a0 man, who stowd
hadt ludden bebind o tree, e loks
Like & gentheman ¢ |u‘l|l:l]rs itis the wreteh
ot o tutier ! whos serald |J'l|i‘6.’l. v Nister,
weotght o come away.”  An vitlk-

el torward indignantly.

But I sull staad—sull Tooke! "
my horror of the ermie, 14 e
traction @it was seme sien o awrnee 1 the
wan thit he should at less acknowled gee
and show Kindness tothe ehild. And the
miserable mother ! 1oachappy wife, eoulil
have wept to think of her. T wondered,
didd e think of her too ! He might ; for
thoush the oy langhed and chattered,
lavishing . n himn all those pet diminutives
which child®n make out of the sweet
word *Culier,” 1 did not hear this father
answer by single word,

Louisu came to hurr_\‘ meawnay, ""llnll"
I said, * one woment and 1 will go.”

The little one had ceased chattering :
the father put it down and came forth
from his covert.

Henven it was my husband !

® % % | think I should then have fall-
en down dead, save for one thing—I tor-
ed and met my sister’s eyes.  They were
full of horror—mdignation— pity.  She,
oo, had seen,

Like lightning there flashed across me
all the future: my father's wrath—the
world’s mockery—his shame,

[ said—umnd T had strength to say it
quite calmly—* Louisa, you have guessed
our secret 3 but keep it—promise | 7

She looked aghast—confounded,

“ You see,” I went on, and 1 actually
smiled, “ you see, I know all aboutit, and
50 does Laurence. It is—n friend's child.”

Muy Heaven forgive me for that lie |
told : it was to save my husband’s honor.

Day after day, week nfter week, goes by
yet I iirn—-liw-, and living, keep the hor-
rible secret in my soul. It must remain
there, burried forever, now,

It so chanced, that after that hour I did
not see my husband for some weeks : Lou-
isa and [ were liut.ily summoned home,—
S0 I had time to think what [ was to do.

I knew all now—all the mystery of his
fits of gloom—his secret lulfverlnﬁl. It
was remorse, perpetual remorse.  No mar-
vel | And for & moment my stern heart
said, “ Lot it be s0.” 1, wo, was wron
ed, Why did he marry me and hide all
this 1 vile! O cruel! Then the
light broke on me: his long struggle a-
gim his love—liis terror of winning mine,

ut ke did love me ; halfmaddened as I
was [ grasped at that, ®Whatever black.
ness was on the past, he loved mo now—
he had sworn jt—* ln.dnn he ever lov-
ed woman,""

[ wnyetJoung:l knew little of the
:’ic:mdne:d the m:‘ld; but 1 have hm

that mad passion of the moment, w

' geize on & heart pot wholly vile, and
33‘"!1. a whole ltfetime

of remorse,
works out the Bix years ago.
He must have a mere boy, If
he had thu in youth, I who w
his nature, how awful must have

Because his en-| any humbled sinner T would

And |

;SN § have lately sutfered, there com
hl_\ little lmlll'\' of Im}' |

Jd have merey

my husband #

I had mercy.  Bome, stern in irtue,
may condemn ma ; but God knoweh all,

He is—1I believe in my soul—he is q
good man now, and striving mor: and
more after good. 1 will help him—T will |
save him,  Never shall he Lm-w that se- |
cret, which outof pride or bitterness might
drive him back from  virtue, or make Lim
feel shime Lefore me.
‘ I took my resolution—T have fulilled i,
I have met him agam, as a fithial wise
shoall wieet her hwband 1 no wonl, no
[ ook betravs, vor shall betray, vhiar |
know. Al our ontward life LOOS Ol s
Lefore @ his tenderness for me 18 corstunt, i
overllowing.  Butoh ! the agony, of know-
ing my idol fallen—that where © onee
worshipped, I ean ouly pity, weep, and
llr:l)’-

e told me yesterday, he did not fie]
like the <ame wan that he was before -
ringe.  lle said 1 was his good angel
| that through me he beeame ealmes, liap-
| pier every day. It was troe ¢ 1 reud the
[ ehange in Lis face.  Others read it two,.—

who | Even his aged mother told me with tears, | v ehildl,

[ how mueh good 1 had done to Lanrence,
| For this, thank God!

My husband ! my husband ! At ties
I could almost think this horrorwer one |
delirions dream, east it to the winds, and |
worship him as of old. I do fee, ns ||
oughtdeep tenderness—eompassion, N,

in defianee of all T love him, and shadl o
evermaore,

ovar him § and then 1, knowing the whale
truth, felt my very soul moved within me,
If he had only told me all 2 if 1 eould now
Iny my heart open before him, with all it
love and pardon ; if he would let me com-

| merey—of atonement even on earth, but |1
dare not—I dare not.

Since, from this silence which le lins
seen fit to keep, Tinust not share the strug
gle, but must stay afar oft—then like the
prophet who knelt on the rock, supplica-
ting for lsrael in the battle, let my hands
fail not, nor my prayer cease, until Heaven
sendeth the victory,

Nearer and nearer comes the hour
which will be to me one of a douMe life,
or death, Sometimes, rnmnmnl.qi." all 1

3 e a
neavy tacbodiee,  What, if 1, sas¥oung,

| to whom one hittle voar ago, hne secmel
an openiag paradise—what, if Tsliould die
—die and leave him, s he never know
how dNPly I have loved—hiow mueh 1
linve forgiven !

Yes, he might know, and binterly, —
Shoudd Louisa tell, Bt [ owill prevent
that.

In my Linshan s abseoce | liave sat up
haadt the night writing 3 that in case of my
death he may know the whole truth, gl
hear it from me alone, | I._-n.-lmurw! ot
all my suflerings—all my tenderness ;
have implored him for the love of Heaven,
for the love of me, that Lie would in ey ery
way ntone for the past, and lead for the
future a righteons Dife 5 that his sins may |
be forgiven, and that after death, we may |
meet in joy evermore.

I have been to chureli with Laurence—
for the last time, as I think,  We knelt
together, and took the sacrament,  Ilis
face was grave but pescetul.  When we

me home  we sat i our bheautiful litgle
m- garden, he looking so content—even
happy i so tender over me, so full of hope
for the future.  How shoull this be if he
had on his sonl that awful sin?  All seem-
el a delusion of my own ecreating @ |

ses, | longed to throw myself on his bo-
som and tell bim all. Bt then, from
some inexplicable canse, the olden elond
| eame over him; I read in his face, or
thought Iread the torturing remorse which
atonce repelled me from him, and yet drew
me again, with a compassion that was al-
most stronger than love,

I thought I would try to say, in some
passsing way, words that, should 1 tliv,.l
might afterwards comfort Lim, by telling
hith how his misery had wrung my heart,
and how I did not scorn him, uot even for |
his sin.

“Laurence,” I said, very softly, I wish |

|

dren.” Il
“Oh! that we had ! than I had been a i
botter and a happier man, my Adelaide! ™ |
was his answer, |
“We will not talk of that. DIlease God
we may live a long and happy life togeth-
er; bLut if pot—""

He looked atme with fear. “ What i
that you say 1 m’nu are not g
Jng te die, you w ave loved, whom

I have , you have no cause to
die.” ‘
Oh, agony thought.of the one w

had cause—to whose shame and i
denth was better than life.  Poor wreteh,
she, too, might have loved him.  Down,
wife's jealousy | down, woman's pride ! Tt
was long. long 8ho i dead ; and he
oh m;ngnlhud may God forgive me ac-
cording as T pardon you !
T eaid t0 fl:um more, putting my
arm round his neck, leaning so that he
only hear, not see me. “ Laurance,
should die, remember how h we
have been, and how dearly we have
owe another, Think of nothing sad or
11 think only, that living or dyhﬂ[
you, as I have loved none else in the
world. And so, whatever chances, be

no, let me not deceive myself s Ilove Vi ;|

Sometimes his olden auﬂ'eringu came |

fort him, and speak of hope, of heaven's |

doubted even the evidence of my own sen- ’

you and I had known one snother all our | Not for myself but for him,
lives, from the time we were little chil-4a guilty thing betore that mother's eve—

He scemed afraid to speak more, lest |
should be agitated 3 but as he kissod me,
Lfelt on my cheek tears—tears that my
own eyes, long sealed by isery, had no
power to shed.

* ® % | have done all 1 wishaod 10 do.
[ lave set my house in order.  Now,

whichever way God wills the event, | am

prepared.  Life 35 not what it onee wais:
yet for Laurence's sake, and for one Le-
sides—Ah, now T dimly glunir\rh:.t that
poer mother felt, who, dving, 1eft her child
to the merey of the bitter world, 15
beaven’s will be done. T hall write Tere

Ty 1T ---—11131'||:||-?- forever,

R Duisoall pastand gone, 1 Lo
beew o mother—alus b here beca s bt |
uever knew i, [ awoke omt “l' A lone

blink dreami—za delivinm of manye wieelis

=t find the Blessine had cote, gud been

taken away,  Ose only giveth—one ouls
tuketh,  Amen,

For seven davs, as they tell me, my
babe lay by my side——its tinny arms
tonched mine—it sleptatmy Lreast. By
I remember nothine—nothineg b1 was
aiite mad all the while,  And then—it
dicd—and T have no little faee to deenm
ofF—no memory of the sweetness that has
been, it is all o me as if 1 had nove ¥ aeen
o

1 only laad my scnses &13 aone day —
one hours it I eould but have seen Lan
rence when they geave him his Laby Loy,
':itTl'I'l}' Lie grieves, Lis methier L biee-
eanse he hias no Livies,

¥ % % My first waking fear was hori-
Ble,  Iad Tl sved anvihine duvines my
delivium ! 1 th not,  Lonisu says |
lay all the thae sitlent, dull, aood did na
notive even 1y ];l'.--‘-:\l:-i. tli '-I'_'l: Liee Laomnt
over mie like one distrted, Poor Lan
Lsve but dietle of B now 5 thes
will ot sutler mes T is predaaps well 2
conld not bear his griel and s own twos

'
renee .

1 Illi_L:ir'. not be able to ]_..1. iy seeret |

safee,

I went yesterday to look at the tinny
Fmound—all thatis left to e of my dream
[ of motherhood,  Suchoa happy decan i
Fwas, too ! How it comtorted me many i
[ time s how [used to sit and think of wy
{ebairlings that was to come 2 to picture it ly-
[ing in my mrms—playing at my  feet—

growing in benuty —a bov, avouth, aman !
[ And this—thi -—this little grave,

'I Perhaps T may never Lave suother
Lild,  1f LTIN all el . P love that neture
{teehes, and which nature lins even now

e

awakened in my heart, must find po obe |

| Jeet, must droop and wither away, or be

fXhangsed e copiniep. >
et shadl never boes will pot crabittor the
| blessings 1 have by mourniuzs over those
i-l.'llil'll.

Ls pilantoss Gh,

I Me. Shelmerdine's aleence, I have
Paccomplishedmy plan. 1 Lave contpvedd
to visit the Il]ttt'l' w }JI re lives lll.‘-l Il(‘]i’l!l‘:ﬁ
t‘]li'u!-——l:l_\' ’:ll~]-.‘ltt-i‘:- vhiled,

| do believe that my love to Lanranes
| minst be such as never bhefore was Lorne (o
Pminn by woman, Tt dvaws me even to-
wards this Bitle one @ forectting all wife
{ ke pride I seem o yearn over the Loy,
I But is thi In my tist girlish
[ dresms, many atime 1 bad talien a look
he had tonched—a fower L i gatlor-

14 Strange ¢

| ed—Nid it from my sisters, Kissed it, and

wept over it for days. Tt was folly 3 Lt
it only showed how precions 1 Leld every
thing belonging to Line And should
P ot Lol precions what is halt himself—
| his own son ?

[T will o and soe the ehild O oW,

I Weeks have lr.’i“-'iL el vet | have had
| nostrength o tell what that tosenron
bronght,  Suange book of homan fue !
enh I.':lfw'.nm'l! until the .'l|-i--l;.lllt--| Linine
| —if we could but turn and road.  Yer it
18 best not,

I went tothe eottage—alone, of eourse,

I T asked the old woman to let me come in |

| and rest, fur I was
tired,
perhiaps, how 1 had onee noticod the Loy,
He was her grandson, she told me—hor
dunghter's child,

Her daughiter!  And this old crenture
WIS 0 CORrse, rnllf,{llml-l-k!'ll wonan—au lu-
borer's wife.  Laurence Shelmerdine—the
elegant—the refined—what madness must
have possessed him,

“She died very voung, then, your
danghter 1" 1 found courage to =ay,

“Ay.av, inafew months after the hoy's
birth,  She was bt a weekly thing, at
best, and shs had troubles enow.”

Quickly eame the Blood to my lieart—
to my cheek—in bitter, bitter shame,—
[ shrank hike

strangrer, weak and

[ dured not ask—what 1 longed to Lear
—concerning the poor girl, md her sl
history.

“Is the child like her 1" was all Teould
say, looking to where the little fellow was
playing, at the far end of the garden. |
was glad not to see him nearer,  * Was
is mother as beautiful as he? ”

“Ay, n good looking lass enough, but
the lad’s like his father, who was a gentle-
man born : though Laurence hiad better
ha' been a ploughman's son. A bad bus-
iness Bess made of it.  To this day I dun-
not know her right name, nor little Lau-
rence’s there.  And so I canna mak. his
father own him, He ought, for the lad’s
growing up as gra gentleman as him-
self: he'll never do t8ive with poor folk
like granny.”

“Alas|” t. forgetting all but my
compassion ; how will the child bear
his lot of shame ! "

“Shama!” and the old woman came
up fiercely o me. 4 You had better mind
your own business : my Bess is as good
as you,”

trembled y, but could not
speak, The went on :

“ I dunnot care If I blab out,

content,”

She did so kindly, remembering, |

fooland the young filow somathing worse, \
His father tried——mayv-be Lie wishod o try
too—but  they couldna undo what had
been done. My oirl was safe manied to
him, and the little lad’s o gentleman's ].u
ful son”

OL) jov bevond Lelief! Ol in'!]'.—-lE.".'_(
Blessed tems ! My Luurence ! my Laae-
|\'.'l'."":

# % % T Lave no clear recollection of
ans hing more, save that Lsuppose the
womann thought ane mad, and ted out of
s cottne, My fist conselonsn
g myvsell quite alone, with

L el 1

HTH

ol acehied fTookinge inoat nie in won.
ut, but with a gendeness sach as |
secnt v husband wenr, Noomarvel
I had loved the elililish thrm ¢ it was such
HES fJ-EI'_f:.ll Tisives b
s

fiis when he wits a

il
L e

I evied, tremulousty, * Laurence ! little
Latrence ™ 1o v to me, smiling and

pleased,  One fiint strogecte 1 had——for-
give ey, poor dend givk !— and dhen 1 ook
thie cbild i oy wetins, sud Klssod i as

thonah I had tveen Wis mothe . W
for thy suke—any husbawd

I :]i.'\
sl

I utsderstand  ail the priislnow,
wild, Loyish | kin

ol @ poor vil
thedrean fadiny

Hess ¢peat 1 e
llﬂii_\' which hiad wiarrad o 11} Iren
of the world, selfveproneh i s all
these exenses L eculd il e ver Laun
ik Al boths
rothat wn - '|l.| |
L] Lpdkon n oyl Tiesirt,
| st hinve oved i, |
wept for her—1 whoso passionniely loved
[-Elu B,
e was wrone, als
e ot Fenieia doel i
| IR ht ha
(Rl e R TH] H
\\!,l " |-"
e, Al
l|i11 it
livis wrs fayianted in o
It shiall 1w Linl!
i"--*—}.;ru W '.‘.nr-lIJ-- 1 1
Betwesst Lo aned thi i
leadd B on oo worthy el hiagy -
e,
There i lier 1 it
[ will stres ot A
D tedl Biien adl, how will lie meet i
matier, I must do vight. 1 liave
through  this cowd of misery 3 sha

| COnTREe fadl spe now !

He came Liome,
| leen away, N
hae ol padiapis. ]
a balm even far that now.
v * ["-'i IliIll lrl"‘ ‘:"I‘ . . -"

1
in a parable, not of mysell bt
atricnd 1 b, His color came

Wl
1 Ll
I told him of the wit's {fvat Lor-
of hier miserv—the rod flush
monnted to Lifs v ) Lrow, 1

and

—his hands trembled in my hoeld.

nothine

could have
Fallen at his feet and prayed fagdveness
bt 1 edared not 3ot
the end, stiil usiner the 1 irned  nanes |
Ll usa d ull ul

e saiddy hon-cly, “Pa you think the

wile—n good ol pre womnn—waonld
forgive all this "
“Forgive!  OLD Laurevee—Laurened”

and Lelung to him snd wept,

A dloult s s toostrike him.
tell me—""

“1 Lhave told.  Husband forgive me ! |
koo ally and stll 1 love vou—I love youl”

I didd not sAy, ! f.‘n’d'-..f. I would nat
let him think that I b I had need 1o
pardon.

Larence sank down ol my feet, hi
fee on my knees, and w It

A de-
L

|
RO

The tade of Lis vouth was as 1 auessod,
He told me it the <o i

csatin the twilight glo

v

night, wln
i, wits erlind of
Tthis that not even his wifi's eves paizghi
Sean oo (']n‘-l‘l_\ the prang it eost hin to re-
venl these long-past davs,  But all the
while he spoke iy heml was on Lis broast,
that e might feel T held my place there
still, and that no ervor, no grict, no shame,
conld change my love for him, vor make
me doubit Lis own, which 1 had won.

nowe

My task is accomplishied. T rosted not,
duy or night, uutil the right was  done.
Wohy should he foar the world's sneer,when
his wite stands by him; his wife, who
most of all might be thought to shrink

from this confession that must be made ?

Bt 1 have given him comfort-—ay, eour-
ages 1 Lave urged bim to do his duty,
\\IIil'II in Ol W Illll luiln'. '

.“I_\- lsband Lias scknow ledigod Liis first
marriigee, ana taken home his son. His
mother, though shocked aml bewildered
at first, rejoiced when <he saw the beauti-
ful boy, worthy to be the heir of the Shel
merdines. Al are happy in the thought.
And -

I go, bmt always secretly, to the small
daisy-mound. ,\i.\' own lost one! my babe
whlose face | Never saw ! '
child on l':l'llll.l kuow there s a little fn-
gel waiting me in Leaven,

| Let no onesay I am not happy, as hap-
Py as one can bein this world : never was
any woman more blessed than [ am in
my husband and my son-—mine. 1 took
him assuch : 1 will fulfill the pledge while
1 live,

The other day, my little Laurence did
something wrong, He rarely does so--
heis his father's own clijld for gentleness
and generosity.  But ha was in error;
he quarrelled with his Aunt Louisa, and
refused to be friends, Louisa was not
rbiglll. either : she does not half love the

ye

I tock ml{:on on my lap, and tried to
.ho‘ir him ﬁ:.olinelm M:id buuty of re-
turning good evil, an ng un-
kindness, of pardoning sin.  He Ilsuuedg Y
as he always fistens to me.  Aftera whils

though Bess begged me not.  She "-".'l!l

when h_’hun was softened, 1 made him

s kneel down beside me,
= Forgive us

_qa'i-. thase that .".'r'-.,,':ﬂ."'t tf‘r.HN'r.'.\f r.‘.\','

AL last spoke of

f.':l[mfr!. r.1'f..[|”:'“:
| resy eotin

If I have no .

| ::lil.'l.l‘ [uf-:.-_ :u;'] |uu]i:-. (HE
| W our notion of
\ American,

suying the prayer
WELPNRE, o8 ‘u'.“ Jure

Liunt e stole away repentant

t thoushtful ¢ 1 did not

11 sthat Beliinnd nee hisidd stood my Lau-
rence—iany Liusls He eame and knelt
where Lis n bl knelt,  Like achild he

laid bt
e it i

wWiere o

Houlder, and hless-
The sweetest of all
my wite wly

saved her

i A Tiree—
The Indian Mother,

The affeetion of Tndian pavents for their
dren, saps Mess Moodie, in her Cana
dinn seenes, itled “Roughing it in the
Bush wrence which they pay
to the agred cautiful anid touching
wadt i their

LRI

ot

el Lie

1 £
* |'T|.'|l.'.
Iy Loty - -
extromely cold,  wintry day, as 1
was hdidled with wv little ones over the
stove, the doop s !'lI:,- tnclosed, and the
ool an lndian erossed the

v hen I, fur U was too
Wdio

movasined §e

heir sudden appear-
cel alarmed, and por-
v standing silently and
ctore mey, wrapped inoalarga
> mnoment she enuoht iy eye
olds of Lier covering from
wd laid sty foet the atie
i boyy abont twelve yoeurs

< in the Inst

stagee of con-

Jie sedd 111..15:‘ul'i|”_\'.

¢ hier Teeast, aned

o T ullerine lnd with
it Leesprtion ~lon of mnternal
] Pessipe P down her durk

1" SUVE paponse

(PSR R I ;_".-..'..'
b wd adl Livnn :li-L |
voupor B and knew,
il et s and parple Live
boahieehiso thisr be bl o
vl Lesnlb onldy sswor
¢ L i ']-[|;.i1u}!"k
" il =eve Ll D Adhadie bt T,
L we ot Ler Bugor=) Brouelit
il e way fromn Matta Lake (Mad
Fokoos o Bulie shiomonee, in Tndiana) wpen
v Lok, fa white sepew to cure.”

“ 1 caunot eure him, my poor friend.
He s i God’s eare: inoa fow hours he

will be withi 1lan”

The ohildl was stg.hl with n dreadful
it of cotizhing which 1 '\In'nlui CVOTY
moient wonldwserminate his frail exist-
ences Daganve him a teaspoonful of cur-

vont jolley wlioh he tool with .t\ixli!‘\",
ut eoul I uot rotain o moment on ik
J 03 4 B ’
o L o munurad the poop
Wi ;:I. i . .'|.'. Vit No praponse: the
) She e re-, -E_]ll-‘ilil:'_‘ ihe poor suflerer
1 ber Dlanlket I got hier sy food, and
Lecrenin] Licp tor =t y and vest Lorselfs but
Sie wis oo adistressed to i main.  She
<aid little, 1 W fuee expressed  the
kecnes: ane - =hetook up her wourn-
ful Jowd, [ Jd fora moment liis wasted,
burning band in Lers, and et the oo,
My Tow N Way on
Lierin W% L what this
Vool | E :]\'-
i W B Bindd eqnndod a0 lad of
his i wehe the

e annw,
m l]::- ll"]"‘
SONIe '_.?l"uul.
vl learned
« soine davs af-

o minutes aflep

Elizaletly lron, his motler, ot home,
——— O A —

I MEsT oN Voo - Moses ( O
bre, of a4 Goorging lins taken
IWASHEes 10 eeure o ptent for a unig ¢
miprevemint on violing,  The instrument
i mide o g gravdual ¥ odhcrensing w 1lth
from the nocktothie Dt o lr:l nodr-
Ivangular form, « Ly s L e [sirtinge from
it as to dostin .-:'...i]- cediters aud stiffiess
of furmn. The external convesity of top

and bottomediowever, are

; preserved. The
reasons fur departing

from the commeon
_ is, that the instrument be-
e isde somnch narrower at the middse,
ks two vibmting hodies instead of
oney as by the pew mprovement.  The
twor parts of the common vielin vibrate in-
dependently, not inaccordanee with
-_-:u-h other, thorefore 1 ¥ il'.l"l'i"ll]ll. tha
free and perfeet intonation of the strings,
Mr. Coburn is a professor of musie, and
teaches it m Savanual, s Lie s, therefore,
an excellent judgment

7 the defects of the old violin,and
the improvement

rermove i

form ol vindins,
y

(IR )

evils. In his violin he places

| the air :?pmnm in the sides, in order that
the thgw nny i

fuest

1 L weakened by cutting
them through, 5 :

Thus the top of lus in-
stiiiiient presents a fair, unbroken, trian-
Aand handsomae
stich things,— SNeientifie

= T A ——

A Nvw Cuone vor Broxenian axn
Coxsvmretive  CoMpraists, — Dr Cart-
wright, of New Orleans; eommunicates to
the l'n-.‘-_l(-n Mc_' al and Surgical \ournal,

{an - article  entitled—%The Bugar-1ouse *
Cure for Pronchial, Dyspeptic, und Con-
| sumptive Complaints. It is stated that
| residence in asugar-lonse, during the rol-
ling season, far surpnsses any other known
means of restoring  flesh, ‘strengtle, and
health, lost by chronie alimeuts of the
chest, throat, orstomach. The relling sen~
son is the harvest, whon the canes are eut,
the juice expressed and converted into
sugar. In Lonisiana it commences nbout
the middle of Octobor, and ends at Christ-
mas, but it is sometiwies protracted into
January. Dr. C. says the nraril most
agreeable and soothing to the lungs, .and ™
in his own case entirely removed a distres-
sing li. He stood for hours in the
inhaling

suga the vapor, and drink-
Wya glass of théhot cane-
e .

| .
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