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THE TIME TO DIE.
Oh! I would die while youth and hope
Are glittering ou my brow,
And smiles of gentle ecstasie,
Like those e'en beaming now;
I would not wait till darkling cares
Had shed their snows around:
And not one flower of youthful hope
Upon the heart be found;
I would not wait till life had prov'd
That friend=hip 's but a name,
Aud left but ashes on the heart
Where onee there burned a flame.
I would not stay where flower’s fade—
Where howls the winter's wiud,—
But I would seek a fuirer land,
And leave themall behind;—
Where gentler hopes and sweeter songs,
And flowers of fragraut breath,
Aud hopes like suulight on the soul,
Know nought of grief or death.

17 Tho following beautiful lines and the accom-
panving iutroduction, were handed to the N, O. Cres
cent, from which paper we copy.

“ Lady E. S, Wortley, siiled fron Mobile a few
days since in the steamer Walker, fur Vera Cruz, en
roule for the city of Mexico. This neble and distin
guished ludy is the daughter of the Duke of Rutland,
and is remarkable for her liberal and enlightened views,
heing entircly free from the absurd prejudices of the
Old Wold, She expressen horscll delighted  with
Awmerici—ahove all with the grand scencry of he
North and West. She suys * the Amcricans are in-
deed worthy of being the inhubitauts of such a glori
ous land.’ Lady Emeline is cclcbrated for her spirit
of inguiry, which has lea her into  Asia und Africa,
after passing throngh Hungary, Turkey, and Northern
and Western Europe. She comes lither to udd a
knowledge of our country to her mequaintance with
the countrics of her natve bemiepliere.  She in ae-
cumpanied by her daughter—a l*'l:ly girl of twelve,
the god danghter of Quuen Vietofia, whuse nume she
boars, ¢ After visiting the city of Mexico, she proposes
dirceting her foutsieps to South America. aud thence
to the islunds of the West Indies! May prospenity
and happincss attend her in atl her wanderingw.”
Wand'rers ! whose fuet, like mine, ne'vr press'd befure
‘This proud, magnificently valorous shire—
Wand'rers! who spoed from many a distant zone
To gaze on Notore's trans Atlintic throne—

Ne'er lightly view .the thousand scencs sublime

OF great America's resplendent clime, )

Bat still, in thoughtful mood’s ob<orvant eare,
Weigh well the mingling glories there,

Since all the luftier wonders of the lund

Are most admired—when hest ye understand !

Itisa grl:ioun etudy for the woul,

As, part by part, the heav'n.stamped leaves nnroll ;
Not only all mujustic Nuture liere

Speake Lo each kindling thuught, but, fur and near,
A large and mighty meaning scems to lurk,

A vlorious mind is cvery where ut work !

A bold, grand spirit, rules und reigns around,

And sanctifics the common wir and ground,

And glorifica the lowlicst herb and stone

With living tints and touches of its own H

A spirit over flashing back the sun, a

That scorne cach prize while aught is tobe won,
Morc boundless thau the prairic's verdurous sweep, |
Ur tl old Atlantic's long rosounding deep,

And more luzuriunt than the forest's crowd,

Of patriarch trees by weighticst foliage bow'd—
More rieh thun Culiforuia's teeming mold,

Whose hoarded senbeams laugh to living gold—
Muore soaring, fur, than th* muncmorial hills—

More frerh and fowing than their stre una and rills—
That mind, of quenchlves energy and pawer,  [hoor—
Which springs from swrength o strength, hour alier
Man's glurious mind, in its most glorious mood,
‘That secuis fur sye, on every side to brood,

In this empurpled and exuliant lund,

So gladly bowed beneath its bright command —
Muu's glurious mlind, en ita moat glorivus march—
High-spunuing eurth, like heaven's own rainhow arch
"That soul, that mind, "is everywhere revealed !

1t crowns the steep, it gilds tho eulid ficld,

It charme the wild, and paves the rushing streain,
And scarce allows the sun a vagrant beam.

It tames the rugged woil of rocks, and flings

From scas lo scas the shadow of its wings,

(And Time and Space in that great Shudow rest,
And watch to serve their ruler-son’s heliest,)

And still its growing, gathering influence spreads,
And still ubroad its own great life it sheds,

O'er mount and lake, eataraet, ficld aod flond,

O'er rock ond cave and isle, and plain and woud,

It lives, it lightens, and in might inspires

Each scparute sceno with fresh creative fires,
Wherc'cr it moves a wondering world awukes,

And still all Nature's fuce its likeness tikes ;

1t quickens still, and kiudles, and pervodes

Her startled deserts and receding shudes,

Her mighticst solitudes and parks unknown,

Hler hidden shrines and well.springs purc and lone ;
Hung—us the heavens are hung abuve them all,
And holding tLeir sublimest powers in thrull !

L}

Tue Sovru Uxrren.—Throughout the South
now, it may he said, there is a unanimons and
fixed determination to resist the aggressive spirit
of the anti-slavery erusade of the North.  In the
interior of onr States there is no difference of
opinion—at least, none apparent, and very little
latent.  In our cities, ocensionnlly may be found
# o who, from early education or some other
cause, hositates—Dbat compared with the sggre.
gate of our people, this eluss is so smull and in-
significant, that itis noi cvcessary to be taken
at ull into account in o ti nating the condition
of affairs.  The South, ior the first time in its
history, is united, and fioin this nnion we expeet
the most salutary results. Had there heen the
xame unanimity ten years ago, to-day we should
Jave been free from the vexations and destrue-
tive anti-union senthments which are now go
rampant v the North,

Alabama Tribune.

12\5':1:: cted Tale.

A VENETIAN STORY.

CONCLUDED.

Trafford felt there could never have existed
a mortal g0 happy since the days of Eden and
its single pair; and Nina was happy too, though
she more snbmitted to Lis adoration than enjoy-
ed it for her own satisfaction. There were
moments when Trafford donbted her love, and,
at such times; lic would leave her to wander
about alone in the morbid abstracts which she
could never comprehiend, and very much dread-
ed atevery fresh return,

They returned to Venice. They had been
married a year, and Trafford looked forward
with fondest affections to the hope of having a
child of Nina’s in his arms in JuL‘. He found
a woman had been engaged to attend her—re-
commended by her cousin, Madame de Fleuran-
ges. It scemed the cousins still corresponded.
Nina spoke of her with affection; quite uucon-
scious, evidently, of T'rafford’s previous engage-
ment to her. He had been equally silent, of
course; and thus Nina never imagined they had |
scen eagh other,—except, indeed, that evening
driving quickly away from Saint Cloud she and
Maudame de Flenranges had left Paris next day
for Burgundy, where she staid a fortnight at
the Chateau de Fleuranges, and from thence
she had returned to Venice. She had, of course,
written to Madame de Fleuranges, to announce
her marriage to an Englishman by the name of
Trafford, The latter lady had sent hera kind,
short answer, and they had hardly exchavged
letters since.

"T'he life of Trafford and Nina passed on like
a dream more than areality. He possessed the
one he had so long and so faithfully sought and
worshipped.  He taught her to speak his own
language, and even to sing some of the airs he
loved best.  “I'he melancholy sweetness of her
voice was one of her chiefest charms. In the
long evenings she sut at his side, singing the mu-
gic he loved to hear— that of the masters he pre-
ferred to all others, Haydn and Mozart. With
infinite pains to please him, she learned some of
the sweet canzonets of the former—-“ My Moth.
er bids me bind my Hair,”—*“She never told
her Love,” and the matchless Spirit Song, which,
in after years, he mourned over in memory asa
type of oue deeply loved and early lost.

Nina was delivered of a son, still born; she
was doing well hersclf.

I'rafford sat at her side: it wasnear midnight,
He looked at her as she lay.  She was notsleep-
ing; her large, wakeful eyes were raised to his,
Her hand was burning, but her pulse sinking.

* Guultier”—so she transformed his name in-
to her own soft linguage —*“Gualtier, danmni
la tua cara mano !”

Lraflord laid his hand on her palm; she rais-
ed it to her lips, A sudden sense of agonizing
fear shot through the heart of Trafford. He
looked at the attendant who sat near; in the
dim light he couldnot distinguish her face.  Ni-
no spoke, but in a voice so faint that he could

-hardly hear what she said,

"

“(Cielo, si muore!
sternation.,

“Non mero, vado in cielo!” murmured the
dying Venetian.  * Gualticr, ti rivedro—si—ora
pro me 2

She died an instant after pronouncing the last
words,

The woman crossed herself, eried, and said
to Trafford, who stood like a stone, incapable
of understanding, apparently, the full horror of
his loss,—

“E morra! Preghiamo per essa!

Tratford threw himself in distraction on the
form of the object he loved so truly. His was
the frenzied grief of one without impe, in this
world or the next.  So sudden, so awful, had
been the wieuch from all he prized on earth,
that his mind—ill-regulated, impassioned to the
verge of maduess —gavé way, and for six weels
he was quite deranged.

He woke up to reason and misery,to which
his very insanity scemed preferable.  Without
a sun, without a star, how, oh! how was he,
most miserable, to drag on the weary yeurs of
an existence stripped bare of every charm and
every hopet

He continued to live in Venice. Irom the
home of Nina he would not, he could not, de-
part. Every stone of the old palace was to him
sacred, as having been once in the vicinity of
Nina. Adored when with him, she was wor-
shipped now that she was gone. Miserable in
mind and body, every energy extinet, Trafford,
many and many a time, determined to put an
end to a life he could no longer endure. He
would go to the grave of his lost love; there
would he lay his noble head on the stone, and
watch and weep, like a child more than o man,
over the spot where slept the remains of his be-
loved Nina,

The people of the city, who knew him by
sight, believed himi to be mad; and few could
have doubted it who saw the solitary fig-
ure, wrapped in a black cloak, glide regularly
cach morning from the landing place, and spend
his days in the cemetery, as if’ he there com-
muned with the living, and not with the dead.

“She dead! she dead?” would ‘T'vafford ex-
cluim to himself, as he sat alone in the starlight
nights near Nina's grave, **She is not dead,
but sleepeth.”  Where are those words?  Oh,
my God! HadIbutdied! What had she done?
Heuven! so young, so tender, so helpless!  She
dead! Why insult my grief with that word?—
My eyes no longer sce—these arms no longer
clagp, but yet from above can she descend like
a dream to calm this wretched heart.  With me!
istillwith mme—still withme! Mine--mine, for-
ever, a8 ouce you were, dearest!—only star of
the life so dark and dismal now! But flere shall
I tuke my rest by day, my dream by night.—
Space and Time may divide us, but, once mine

said the woman, in con-

 Trafford tarned away.

ever in the vast unknown you may be, still you
are the same Nina that loved me once! I the
same wretch that now crouch in misery over
your early grave!”

With tears—with groans—with cries, in the
silent watches of the night, Trafford continued
to mourn and wail over the one whose sun had
set before its time. He would never leave Ve-
nice. Months and months rolled on, and still
Traflord lamented wildly over his loss.

It was in the spring of 1824, two years or
more, since the death of Nina, that Trafford was
accosted one day in St. Mark’s Place by an old
English friend. 'T'revor was an agreeable com-
panion, and a kind-hearted man. He compas-
sionated the state of T'rafford, and persevered in
seeing a good deal ofLim. He visited him,and
went one evening into his room to sit for an
hour or two with him, He spoke, at last of
Trafford’s loss.

Trafford sat, his hands clasped, his eyes
streaming —

“She was an angel—too much fonme to keep!
Oh, Heaven, to recall one hour of those days—
one line, one look, of that face, is more than my
heart can bear!”

““Have you any likeless?” said Trevor.

“No, no,” snid Trafford, mournfully, “I nev-
er thought of it! Oh, had I but one likeness,
I could look at it now, perhaps! 1 have only
this " g -

He shewed, wound round his wrist a thick
braid of raven hair, clasped with gold. He held
out his arm uncovered, then kissed the relic pas-
sionately, and then again hid it with the sleeve
of his-cont. He was perfectly insane still, T're-
vor thought, as he looked at him, moping and
crouching gloomily over the fire they had light-
ed, for the evening was chill: it was the end of
February.

In the course of conversation, Trevor spoke
of some mesmeric experiments then being made
by one of the doctors in the town. A Greek of
the name of Panarmo was said to be endowed
with wonderful powers of magnetism. Traf-
ford's wild, excitable imagination was interest-
ed. That night, unknown to Trevor, he went.
The entertainment — or what shall I call it!—
was held in a large, deserted room, in one of
the oldest palazzos, then for sale.

The Greek was mesmerising a young girl.—

anxious faces lined the room. T'rafford sat in a
corner unobserved. He listened: at last he
rose, approached, and spoke to Panarmo.

The hand of "I'rafford was laid on the breast
of the sleeper.  She muttered, and ot last said —

“Infelice, si muore.”

“Ma perche?” said Panarmo,

“ Di duolo,” said the girl.

“E il rinediot” inquired Panarmo.

“Ah!” the sleeper moaned. *Ci son due.”

* Dite pure,”

She was silent.

* La pazzia o la morte, lo guarira.”

A shudder ran through the circle. Trafford
went home.

Every night he attended the mesmeric lec-
tures. He liked the mystery —the supernatural
excitement of that dark chamber in the old pal-
ace.

On that dark and mystical subject, mesmer-
ism, I cannot write beyond the facts that have
come to my knowledge; but, in this “ world of
wonders,” it appears to me that the power thus
imparted is not & whit more wonderful than that
which sends the words of one man flying to the
ears of another from the north to the south of
Englandin a few moments. ‘I'rue, one is ex-
plicable and the other is not; but the curtain,
may be it is ouly us yet half raised from the
scene where we can see but the most striking
and evident of the marvels yet to be developed.

It has been said that man now stands on the
threshold of discoveries known to and misused
by the antediluvians; that the vast powers they
held, nided by infernal ngency, would have
thrown down the barriers hetween the visible
and invisible world; that for this very reason®
was it necessary to efface from the corrupt mind
of man the knowledge—*the science of the
abyss”—that gave him powers he only used to
his own eternal destruction. Now that the day-
star of Christiunity has arisen, as it shall “shine
more and more unto the perfect day,” so shall
Science unveil again her face, hidden awhile,
and man once more possess the secrets of the
mystical science of body and spirits, and eat
“the angel'sfood” of the full perfection of know-
ledge.

The night Traflord went to Panarmo’s lec-
tare: it was the time of the Carnival. Venice
was full of masques and gayety. In that still
room there was little sign, however, of the rev.
elry without. In a corner sat the figure of a la-
dy, wrapped ina long dark mantle, Her face
‘I'rafford could not see, yet was there something
in her air that attracted him. "Irafford rose
and approached the sleeper whom Panarmo
had mesmerised. Again his hand was laid on
her breast. The slecper mouned. Again the
words—

(i son due, due; la pazzia o la morte.”

The figure in the corner listened, and rose as
He lingered for one
moment. He heard the words—

“Non sperar, piange sempre,” addressed to
the lady.

"T'hat night, on going home, Trafford found a
note on his table. 1t was in a hand he had nev-
er seen exactly, and yet——It was anonymous.
He was told to be at the masquerade of the Fe-'
nice (the Opera-house) the following night, at
twelve. It was usa command: no inducement
wus given. ‘Trafford went. He went, tempt-
ed Ly the very thing which would have made
most men stay away. He put on a black mask:
and dark green domino. e wandered about

expected to sce he knew not why, ot how, or
when,

here, eternity cannot tear asunder the chain thut

binds us till!  No,no, Nina! My Nina,wher- | he turned guickly.

The figure was wrapped in

The light was dim; a crowd of pale and dark |

in the pit, wearied, yet looking for some one he’

At Inst a mask tapped him lightly on thearm:

a black domino; and; tontrary to castom, wore
a white satin mask. The arms were folded un-
der itsmantle. T'rafford spoke; the figure wav-
ed its head, and said,

“Gualtier!”

He almost screamed. It was the name Nina
alone had used; none other had ever called him
so. The voice made him almost faint, I ghall
translate the following:

“Itis long since we have met!”

She spoke low: it was a woman,

“Long!” said Trafford. “’There is that in
your voice—that——Heaven! am I mad, in-
deed?”

He clenched his hands.

“'That speaks of a summer night at Saint
Cloud, Gualter.”

“Do not dare—do not dare, mask, to repeat
that name !”

‘T'he mask langhed —that mocking laugh.—
Trafford sank on a seat.

“The nights are cold where I live, but you
will not yet forsake me quite? Ora pro me!”

The holy words, sanctified by the awfulmean-
ing they had once conveyed to him, froze his
ll:'lood. He moved away; the mask sped after

im.

“What want you?” he cried, turning round.

“Love!” replied the mask.

Trafford shuddered.

¢ Mine lies low,” he muttered. The mask
shook its head. *You are enraging a desperate
man with your foolery!”

"The masked laughed, and laid its dull and
lﬁ:rﬁ fingers on his trembling hand. He drew

ck.

“You wear it still!”” said the mask.

“ What{” gasped T'rafford.

The mask made a movement, as if to describe
her own long hair.

“Fool! wretch!” eried Trafford, in a convul-
sion of rage and dismay.

“ Hard names, Gaultiero moi !

She laid her hand on his arm.  He grasped it.

“This instant unmask "

She replied calmly :

*“You were wont to be gentler” Then she
drew near, and, in a voice like that of the dy-
ing, she said, *“ Dammi la tua cara mano!”

‘I'hey were words engraven on the heart of
the listener as the last of Nina,

“ Unmask !” he gasped.

“You would not wish to see my face {”

“ Unmask !" persisted 'T'rafford.

“Here?! No,the interview must be one of
closed doors, between long parted lovers.”

“ Earth holds not my love now !” said T'raf.
ford.

“The mask sang, in the peculiar English
Nina had learned to use, from Haydn's Spirit
Song—

« All pensive and alone I saw thee sit and weep,

Thy head upun the stonc whure my cold ashes sleep.”
“ Follow me!” said Trafford, in the most
dreadful state of agitation.

‘The mask did so. They went quickly through
the crowd ; they swiftly passed the lighted cor-
ridors, und went into a side-room, illuminated
only by one lamp.  On their way they met Tre-
vor. He was unmasked, but did not recognise
Trafford. At last they were alone.  The figure
stood notionless.

« Speak! speak! explain, or I will tear you
limb from limb! How dare you thus insulta
broken heart! Unmask!”

* Again 1 warn you, ask it not!”

“Unmask!” shouted ‘I'rafford, * or I will tear
the accursed thing from you face!”

“Prepare, then!”

“[ am ready.”

“ Gualtier!” sighed the mask.

“ Heaven!” eried Trafford, every limb sha-
king, his heart vibrating, till he thought it would
burst,

* You would not wish to see my fuce?”

« 1diot, unmask!”

‘The figure waved its hand, as if to quiet him,
and slowly raised the white mask, "I'rafford
started forward, looked, and, with a yell of un-
guish, fell on the floor in a faint!

When he came to himself, he found a erowd
round him. ‘I'revor held his head.

* What isit?—where am 1?7 She! she!”

He tried to rise.

“My dear T'rafford,” said Mr. ‘T'revor, “you
must go home. You arein a brain fever, I veri.
ly believe. ‘There’s no one here.”

« She!—search for “her!—search for her!”
shricked Trafford. *Sheisin black!a white
mask —a white mask !”

He stopped, and fell down againin a faint.
The search was made; the white mask was
truced ; she had been scen to enter the gondola
of aman known toone of the waiters of the
Hotel de 'Europe.  ‘The gondolier was called
on. It was late, or rather early in the morn-
ing. 'I'he Opera-housewusdeserted, the crowds
of masquers departing, when Trevor found the
man near the landing-place of the Opera-house.

“ You rowed away a mask t” said T'revor.

* Qh, many an one to-night!” said the gon.
dolier.

“One in a white mask ?” said Trevor.

“ Yes,” said the gondolier. -

© Now,” suid T'revor, “ here are five ducats, if
you'll tell me where she went to.”

“Your Excellenza will laugh at me.”

“Not L. Tell me.”

«“ Well, then, she ordered me to take her to
the gate of the burial-ground: there she landed.
I was in a fine fright, but I watched' her. She
laid this in my hand, and darted in among the
grave-stones. By the light of the moon, it was
behind the tablet of the Englishman’s wife—
that one with a crossand an angel above
the grave—that she sank down!”

"The man crossed himself.: ‘I'revor gave him
the money, and went home,  The next day he
went to sce Trafford.  He was quite deranged,
and in that hopeless state he remained until he
died, about six years after, in an asylum near
London.

A year after his miserable death, a priost was

summoned one night to the side of a8 dying wo-
man, She wasin the last agonies, and her re:
cital was broken and unconnected, but this he
gathered : :

She had loved an Englishman, she said, as
few could have guessed her capable of loving.
In him her whole affections were bound. She
had discovered early in their dequaintance, that
another a younger connexion, had made a deep-
er impression than herself ot a romantic and
half-crazed imagination. The union with this
Englishman had been broken off by his discov-
ering her falsehood with respect to the one he
really adored. He went to Venice, married her
rival, and thus deprived her of all hope but that
ofrevenge. Yet had she kept up, through an
unsuspected channel—a servant—a most per-
fect acquaintance with every circumstance of
Trafford’s married life. The wife had written
accurate descriptions of their proceedings,~
what he liked, what she did to please him; in
fact, all the small details interesting {6 a friend,
such as the Englishman’s wife believed she had
in the penitent now confessing her former sins.

The last hours, the last words, of the dying
wife had been faithfully described, and as
faithfully remembered by the deserted wo-
man whom the perfidy of her lover had driven
nearly to distraction. Yet—yet she loved him’;
and, after his wife’s death, went to Venice, lived
there unseen by him, and sought by every means
to find out if he still mourned the dead as deep-
ly as ever. By means that she hardly dared to
confess, she ascertained that his heart was, in-
deed, still buried in the grave of Nina, Then
came the hour of revenge. )

She went to the theatre, masked; beneath
she wore her own face and head encased in that
of a skull. In the Opera-house she waylaid
Trafford, used the terms of ghastly endearment
that had so horrified him; and at last, by unveil-
ing, had secured, indeed, the revenge she de-
sired, by making the man she loved a raving
maniac for the rest of his days.

THE CONJURER OUT-CONJURED.

The other morning, says the Reveille, we
were thinking of something infernal, when in
walked Signior Blitz, looking us full in the face;
at the same time, from beyond that shadowy
cloud and whisker in which he envelopes his sa-
tanic countenance. We were very good friends,
instanter, spite of* hoof or brimstone, and we'
were just about to surrender ourselves in won-
der and admiration at the way in which the
Signior conjured coin into our pockets, and,
more mysterious still, out of our pockets, when
who should pop in but De Meyer, with his lon
port and kid-like courtesy. Here was another
victim for the arch enemy, and accordingly
Blitz began to play the devil with the musician,
even as he had done with us, De Meyer stood
it for some time, in high admiration, when he
exclaimed : )

“Fell I ham surprise at noting else peside!
Now, Monsieur Pleetz, I fill show some hombogs
too.” He forthwith tore a small strip from the
margin of a newspaper, which, again, he divided
into six very small cl.-)i(!r:eia, and spread them on:
the palm of his han

“ Now, Monsieur Pleetz, I vas desire to know
if you can give von pouf (puﬂ?,ewis you mout,
and blow away all dise leetle beets, excopt von
datI shall show you.”

The magician studied the problem elosely,
but to puff away, at a breatl,, five of the pieces,
without stierinz the sixth, was enough to puzzle
the devil himself, and so his disciple gave up,
earnestly desiring to be informed as to the art of
the matter, o

“Ferry vell, I show you,” said De Meyer.
“Now, den, vat piece shall I keep on my hand
when I pouf?” ;

Blitz pointed out the very centre piece. .

“QOh, dat is him; goot! Now, regardez!”
The impromptu conjurer delibefately lnid his
peneil point upon the bit of paper designated,:
gave a * pouf,” and, sure enough, the other five’
pieces left his hand in a hurry ! )

There was a great laugh at the expense of
Blitz; he, however, immediately got rid of the’
“gell” by disposing of it to our * Senior,” Wh¢'
cntered at the moment, and who, by the bye, is
now in the market with it !

“Hey, hey! what's that? where, allow me
to ask, are you going at this time of the night,
Mr. Snippe?” eried a lady, in nofes of ominous
sharpness.

* Qut,” responded Snippe, with a héart-bro-
ken expression, like an atliicted mouse.

“ Qut, indeed ! where’s out, 1'd like to know?
where’s out, that you prefer it to the comfort.
able pleasures of your own fireside ”

“Qut nowhere in particular, but everywhere
in generul, to see what's going on.  Everybody
goes out, Mrs. Suippe, after tea, they do.”

“ No, Mr. Snippe, every body doit't—do I go
out, Mr. Snippe, without being able to say where
I am going too? No, Mr. Snippe, you are not
going out to frolic, and smoke, and drink, and
riot round, upon my money, If you go out, I'll
go out too, But you're not going out. Give
me that hat, Mr. Snippe, and do you sit down
there, quietly, like a sober, respectable man.”
Aud Snippe did.

A STRIKING THOUGHT.

“The death of a man’s wife,” says Lamar-
tine “islike cutting down an ancient oak that
has long saved the family mansion. Henceforth
the glare of the world, with its cares and vicis-
gitudes, fall upon the old widower's leart, and
there is nothing to break their force or shiekt
him from the full weight of misfortane. It is
as if his right hand was withered—as if one
wing of his eagle was broken, and every move-
ment that he made only bLrought him to the
ground. His eyes are dim and glassy, and
when the film of death falls over him, he misses
those accustomed tones which might have south.

ed his pass = to the grave.”



