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; 7+ Down, down Tike a pale leaf dropping

%+ { Under an autumn sky.
My love dropped into my bosom

soi il ity

'I"Iiau was mot a ray of sunshino
"1And not's sound in the air -
_ As she trombled into my bosom—
M_r lote, no Ipn;or fair, |
;= el | G V4 ". 1
B ﬁAl“’ymn' round in her beauty
:' ,r ﬁ‘, --§'§£_‘l"ﬂl on ghe tree-top Thigh ;
i negc in l,ha shmmer brnueu,
AT 3 She laughed to 'lllll summer sky.
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" nto my talthful breast. -

o l!hnylm:ny!ouhfndihg
1 3mow I cannot fold :
nnpmmm-u the frast blight,
Inuiffmnthwﬂd;

Vi3 Bu_t ; I_Img,,lllﬂr tenger

.. She shall contented lle,

And wither gway in the sunshine
Silently, silently.

Coms when 1lllum ::1::! ;ﬂsz-;lntar.
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#No tramps here,” said I; and shut tho door
1D fude} 1 Aid 'The wind Liow, o T eould
+*% hurdly'do it; and the sleet was beating on the
panes; arid thie bare trees were groaning aud
‘mioaning e it they suffered in'tho storm. “No
tram s here ; I'm & lone woman, and I am a
" feistd of 'erh.”
Thys the man I hadr't scen yet, for the
' dsrk, went away from the door. Champ, champ,
_ c’lmnp came the man back again; and knocked
... on tho door—knocked not half us Joud as ho
did I#fu!‘u—-—nud I opened it, hot amd angry.
" fhis time I saf his fuce’ia pale ghost of a
. dwee—with yellow brown hair, cropped close,
"“and grent staring blue eyes; and he put his
hand agaiust the door and held it open.
... “How near is tho next housc, ma'am " gaid
‘he, ]
.. “Three miles or more,”” said I.
- 4And that is not a tavern 7"’
.. %No,” said I; “no drink’s to be got there ;
it's Mlu }hﬂcn 8, and she's as set agin tramps
“an ] am.' :
“I don’t want drink,” said the man, though
., I do want food You needn’t be afraid to lct
S omé i, mwa’am.” I've been wounded, and am
‘not able to walk far, ad my clothes are thin,
" ;and it's bitter cold. I've been trying to get to
‘my parents at, Groenbank, where I can rest till
1" better'; and all my money was stolen from
e three ‘days ago.  You needu't he afraid ;
let me just lie boforc the fire, and only give me
& crust, the stalest orust, to kesp mo from
 starving, and the Lord will bless you for it.”
e Aud then lie lookéd at mo with his wild
* blue eyes in a way that would lave made me
~doit if it hadn't boen I'd soen so much of
those impostors. The war was just over, and
‘every beggar that came along said he wasa
soldier traveling home, and had been wounded
‘and robbed. ' Uue that I had been fool enough

!fl‘

—

.ln the kitchen.

.u'bommnt.lon.

‘to help, limped away out of sight, as he

'lhought, and then—for I was'at the garret

window—shouldered his crutches, und tmmped
it with the strongost.

“No doubt your pooket is’ full of money,”
said I, “and you only Want a chince to rob
and murder me. Go away with youl”

Drusilla, that's my neice, was baking cakes
Just'then she came to the
door, and motioned' with her mouth to  mé:
“Do let him stay, auntie,” and if I hadn’t had
good sense 1 might, but I knew better than a
chit of sixteen.

“Go away with you !” gaid I, louder than
before. “I won’t have this any longer.”

And he gave a kind of a groan, and took
his hand from the latch, and went champ,
champ, champ, through the frozen snow again;
and ¥ thought him gone, when there he was
once more, hardly with a knock at all—a faint
touch, like a child’s, now.

And when I opened the door again he came

quite in, and stood leaning on his cane, pnlo a3

o ghost, his eyes bigger tham ever.
§ [#Well, of all impudence ! suid I.

He looked at me, und he said :

“Madam, I bave gmother at Greenbank. I

want to live to sce her. [ &'.ull not if I'try to
go any further to-night.”
- “They all want to see their mothers,” and
Just then it came into my mind that I hoped
my son, Charlie, who had been a reul soldier,
an officer he had come to be, mind you, wanted
to see his, and would soon.

“I have been wouunded, as you sce,” said he.

“Don't go a showing me your hurts,” said
I'; “they buy ’em, so0 they told me, to go a
begging with now. ' Treud the papers, I tell
ye, and I'm principled, and so’s our clergy-
man, agin giving anything, unless it’s through
some well organized socicty. Tramps are my
And as to keeping you all
night, yon ean’t expect thut of decent folks—
ga l.' 1

Druiilla came to the door and said :

“Let him stay, auntie,” with her lips ugam
but I took no notice.

80 he went, and tliis time “did not come

e 7

o ghﬂo hnvebéeu_va\‘y oumftmnblo, bue I
wasn't.. seemed tupging at my

| heart all the time.

I gave the fire & poke, and lit another can-
dle to cheer myself tp,and I went to my work-
basket to get the sock I had been knitting for
wy Charlie; and as I went to get it I saw
something lying on th.: floor 7 picked it up.
It was an old tobaceo pouch, ever so much like

the one I gave Charlie, with fringe around it,

and written on it in ink: “From ©. F. to R.
H.;” and inside was n bit of tobaceo and an

‘| old ‘pipe, and a letter, n rumpled old letter;

and, when I spread it out I =aw on the top,

1 wMy deur son.”

I'know the beggar must have dropped it,
and my heart gave one big thump, as though it
had been turncd into a hammer.

Perhaps the story wus truo, and he had a
mother. I shivered all over, and the fire and
the candles and the nice comfortable smells
might as well not have been at all. T was cold
and wretched.

And over and over again had I to say to my-
self what T heard our pastor say oftan : “Nev-
cr give anything to chance ‘beggars, my dear
friends ; always bestow your alms on worthy
persons, through waoll-organized socicties,” be-
fore I could get a bit of comfort. And what
an old fool I wus to cery, I thought, when I
found my checks wet.

But T did not cry long, for, as I sat there,

dugh and crash and jingle came a sleigh over
the road, and it stopped nt our gate, and I
heard my Charlie’s voice erying: “Halloa,
motherI” And out I went to the door, and
had him in my arms, my great, tall, handsome,
brown son. And there he was in his uniform,
with his pretty shoulder-straps, and ns hearty
a8 if he never had been through any hardehips.
He had to leave me to put the horso up, and
then I had by the fire my own boy. And
Drusilla, who had been up stairs, and had been
erying—why, I wonder?—ecame down all in a
flutter—for they were like brother nnd sister
—and he kissed hor, and she kissed him, and
then away she weni to set the tuble, and the
nice hot things smoked on a cloth as
white ns snow; and how Charlic enjoyed
them! But ouce, in the midst of all, T felt a
frightened tecling come over me, nuid T know I
turned pale, for Drusilla said: “What is the
matter, Aunt Fairfax ¢

I snid nothing; but it was this: Kind o
like the g ost of a step, going champ, champ,
over the frozen snow ; kind o’ like the ghost
of a voice aaying : ‘Lot me lie on the floor be-
forc your fire, and give me any kind of a
crust ;" kind o' like somo one that had a moth-
er down on the wintry road, and freezing and
starving to death there. That is what it was,
But T put it away, and only thought of Char-
lie,

We drew up together by the fire when the
tea was done, and ho told na things about tha
war 1'd nover heard before—how the soldiers

u.‘.ﬂ'a!ed and what wury marches and ghort
rations they somotimes had. And then he told
me how his life had been in danger; Low he
had been set upon by the foe and badly woung-

low-nold:er had saved him, and camad him
away, fighting his path ‘back to camp. -

L ¢ you bat for him,”
Charlie. “And if thgre’s a man on earth I love
it’s Rob Hadaway—the dearcst, best fellow!
We've shared each other’s rations, and drank:
from the same canteen many and many, a time;
and if I had a brother, I couldn’t think moro
of him."”

“Why didn’t yoa bring him home to sce
your mother, Charlie,” said I.  «“Why I'd love
him too, and anything I could do for the man
who saved my boy's life, couldn’t be enough.
Send for him Charlie.” .

But Charlie shook his head, and covered his
face with his hands.

“Mother,” said he, “I don't know whether
Rob ITadaway is alive or dead to-day. While
[ was still in the ranks he was taken prisoner.
And military prisons are poor places to live
in, mother I'd give my right hand to be able
to do him any good ; but I can find no trace
of him. And he has n mother too, and she is
g0 foud of him ! She lives at Greenbank—poor
old lady. My dear, goud, noble Rob, the pre-
server of my life.”

And I enw Charlie was nearly erying.

Not to let us see the tears, he got up and
weunt to the mautel-picce. I did not lovk
around until I heard a ery:

“Great heaven! what is it !”

Anud I turned, and Charlic had the tobucco
pouch the man had dropped, in his hand.

“Where did this come from " said he. #I
fecl, as though T had scen n ghost. I gave
this to Reb Hidaway the day he saved me.
We soldiers, kad not much to give, von know
and he vowed never to part with it while he
lived. Ilow did it come here, mother 7"

And I fell back in my chair, white and
cold, and said L. N

nﬂﬂe- -ﬂl'lﬂ

no, no ; it's another pouch, child ; :
it. A tall fellow, with blue eyes, and -yellow-
brown bair; wounded, he sid, and pgoing to
his muther to Greenbank. Not your Rob.

And Charlie stood staring at me, with
clenched hands ; and said he

“It was my Rob! it was my dear old Rob,
wounded and starving '—mjy dear oid Rob, who
eaved my. life, aud you have driven him out in
such a night a8 this, mother. My mother to
use Rob so!

-Qondemn me, Charlie, eaid I ; coudemn me
if you like; I'mafraid God will. Three times
he came back; threo times he asked only for a
crust and a place to lie, and I drove him away

~—I, I—and he's lying in the rond now. Oh!
if I had known! Oh! if I hud known!
And Charlic caught up his hat.
I'll find him if he's alive, said he. Oh!

Rob, my dear friend.

And then—TI never saw the girl in such tak-
ing. Down wont Drusilla on her knees, us if
she was saying her prayers, and says she:

Thank God I dared to do it!

And says ghe again to me:

Oh! aunt, I've becn trembling with fright,
not knowing what you'd say to me. I took
him in the kitchen way. I couldu’t sce him
ro fuint. and hungry, and wounded, and T put
him in the spare chamber over the parlor, and
I've been ko frightened all the while.

Lord bless you, Drusilla, said Charlic.

Aumen, says L.

And she, getting bolder, went on ;

And 1 took him up some hot short cakes
and apple-suss and tea, saya she, and I took
him a cundlo, anl a hot brick for his feet, and
I told him to eat, and go to bed in the best
chamber, aunt Fairfax, with the white
counterpane and all, and I locked him in and
put the key in my poeket; and I told him
that he should have one night's rest, and that
no ouc should turn him out unless they walked
over my dead body.

And Drusilla said it like an actress in a
tragedy, and went off into hysteries the mo-
ment the words were out of her mouth., She'd
been expecting to be half murdered, you know,
aud the girl was but sixteen, and always be-
fore minded me as if T was hor mother.

Never was there any old sinner so happy as
I was that night, so thonkful to the good
Lord; and it would have done your heart good
if you had gone to see the two meet in the
morning—Charlic and his friend Rob. Aund
Charlie, who got so well and had a mother
who was not poor cither, helped Rob into
busines#?’ And ho got over his wounds at last,
and grow ns hadsome s a picture. and to-day
week he is going to marry Drusilla.

I'd give you anything I have, said T, and
I won't rafuse you even Drusilla, when he
asked me, telling me that he had loved her
over since she was 80 kind to him on the night

ed ; and how, at the risk of his own life, a fel-| -

nym':a'.

“A mmdermg trnmp left it hera Never |*
| back ; and lntdm IJ; the ﬁm, and amolt. - -
M Idagil

| “Youwant Grant without a platform for the

-.

sake ol' expediency and winning the nezt elec-
tion."

“I'wouldo't have a personal quarrel with
Gon. Grant. I dure tosay whata great many
are thinking.”

“I don't want Gen. Grant for Presidont.”

“Speech is silver, silence is golden. Grant's
silence is leaden.”

“Ho must speak before he gets tho nomina-
tion.”

“You can’t hurrah for Grant and win on
that issne.”

“Shame, shame on those Republicans who
say : I belisve the black man should vote in
Louisiana, but under no circumstances here in
Elmira.”

“Disintegration stares tho Radicals in the
face beeause they are ashamed to come out
boldy and openly for negro suffrage.”

“Don't hide your principles, if you've got
any, behind the smoke of one man's cigar.”

Woman’s Word Book,

Afford, to—Not to apcad more than double
your inconio.

Age.—An indefinite article, added toasa
winor, but never allowed to increase after
thirty.

Agreculle —Epithet for any one who carries
flattery to its furtheat limits,

Agriculture.—Something which produces
strawberries and green peas during winter,

Air—Ilaughty or otherwise—an element of
succes,

Allov mce,—A paltry pittance made by a
father or husband ta compare one with slaves
for hire.

Amusenment.—The aim of life.

Angel, fem.—'To be found poetically, before
marringe and after deati.

Arithmetic—A torture juvented by trades-
people.

Avarice—Any attompt to spend less than
double our incoms.

Awkward—Being bronght to the point by
two men at onco, to each of whum she has
promised enconragement.

Ball —Hymen's Market, where unmarried
Indies nre trotted out for inspection, and knook-
ed down to the highest bidder.

Bank.—A gold-field somewhere in the city,
where any man can find mouney when it is to
be spent on himself.

HBargain.—@Goods which cost 20 per cent.
more than they are worth,

Bear.—A being impervious to the rays of
beauty.

Beggary.—Reduced to keeping one man-
sorvant and a pony for the children.

Blush, to.—An art almost extinet. Can be
hnd, however, on ti:s paymont of & large sum.

Break.—Used in conucction with a heart;

I've teld you of,
And Charlie is to stand up with lmn, and

perhaps the only thing which was never known
to break.

the captain were alike distasteful o us least
one pﬁfﬂoﬂ H

“At the conclusion of Mr. Phillips’ address
Mrs. Stanton stepped forward to speak, but
at this moment un oraterieal lady in the
audience, who gave her name as Mrs. Kemp
claiinied the floor, and insisted that ghe was
‘up first’ in such a determined manner that no
one seemed to have the courage to contradict

her. Addressing M. Phillips, she said: I

observe that you are sailing down the gulf
stream io a very small boat, in which there is
room only for white and black men and no
for us women ; so I suppose we shall have to
take another boat. You have no objection ?

“Mr. Phillips (bowing)—Not the slightest,
madam.

‘‘Mra. Kemp—And to begin with, we don't
want you for captain.

“Me. Phillips bowed.

“Mrs. Kemp—We want a bigger man than
you. We want a better and miors ﬂgl;emm
man than you.

*¢Mr. Phillips~Thaok you, madam.

“Mrs, Kemp—There is another boat, sir—
the Dewocratic boat—I suppose we shall have
to take that. You have no objection ?

“Mr. Phillips—None whatever, madam.

“The lady seemed disposed to continue the
colloquy, which however, was brought to an
abrupt end by Mrs. E. Cady Stanton, who
stepped forward and began an address,”

Ture Worsr or 11.—“Do you want any
berries, ma'am ?"* said a poor little boy to a
lady one day.

The little fellow was very shabbily clothed,
and his feet were bare and travel-stained. In
both hands he held up a tin pail full of ripe
raspberries, whick were prettily peeping out
from amid the green leaves that lay lightly
over them.

The lady told him she would like some;
and taking the pail from him, she stepped in-
to the Imuso. He did not foilow, but remain-
ed behind, whistling, to some canaries hang-
ing in their cage in the porch.

“Why do you not come in, and see if I
mensure your berries right " sald the lady,
“how do you know but what I may cheat
you ?”

The boy looked archly up at her and smiled.
“I'm not afraid,” said he, ““for you would get
the worst of it, ma'am.”

“Get tho worat of it,”” snid she, *‘what do
you menan.’

“Why, ma'am, I should’ only lose my ber-
ries, and you would be stealing; don't you
thiak you would get the worst of it 7’ :

An cxchange says, that Benj. F. Butler
would spurn & one hundred thousand dollar
bribe, as s00n as he would a hogshead of silyer
spoons !

moehng of the Anu-SIavury Sooiety ian b

York on Wednuday.lhoﬂthuﬂubmtlnd Y58 Iamumu mmg w‘.:_l_ 1

The lower house of ‘the
sons hiaving a ‘“visible admixtre” jof megro.
‘We roturn our thanks (ﬁ&"mf&ﬂﬂ to
soveral tom and other uﬁ for "o ‘séréunde "last
night. We presunio'it m ’iﬁ"‘m'df the
ratification of the Counstitution. ' 1aim

The Prince of Wales is rcﬁmud ui"iu‘a“_
ting mord'in debt and out of funds: = /.

.'} S
A silver wcddmg hns boen ealelqnteﬂ
diana, much to the ston mqnl ' l.&‘n‘l)%nn

of t.hat Bma of dumm e

Carlotta has not entirely rel,!evered lm:n]md.
Her insanity now manifests itsclf in extreme
talkativeness, and a disposition to tell family
secrets and scandalons nwrie.s to’ every ltnnger
ghe meets, '

In Atlanta they hnfg'g‘ :mgro who s el
ally turning to a white man., Tn t};il B}amct
there are scveral tehuemmq wl:o lw[? rapidly
turned to negroes. ARG
If a Wisconsin farmer plants g row of trees
slong the road, he is exempt«i fmw#‘or&lng

on tho road.

The Nashvyille Gazct&c of the ﬁth i[utnnt
says that a rumor renched that city o, the
day previous, that Governor | Brownlows had
been struck with palsy and was ngg qx:peotecl
tollive many days.

{1

2| 5 303

A Western paper contains thc “foﬂowmg
apology : “The cditor is jabsent, the. forcman
had the toothachg, the ‘devil’ is drunk and
trying to drink lager beer. out of a. hoot. jack,
the press is out of order, and we ain't well our-
selves—so please excuse a poor paper this

week,” | o S

It is said that a company of capitalist is at
present being organized in Now York with the
object in view of sclecting and bringiug to
this country from Spain and Luropean capitals
a magnificent. ballet: and, opera combination
troupe, selected witk . carc and great expense
for the purpose of introducing here the Span-
ish Zarzuela or Comie Opera, .

e s

{Papa, didn’t you whip me once fqr biting
little oy 1

“Yes, my dear, you hurt hlm vory mnob A

“Well, then, papa, you ought . to, whip sis-
ter's music master, too ; he bit ristor yesterday
afterncon right on tho mouth, and I' know it -
burt her, bécauso sho put hcr n‘rn!m h‘odnd hil
neck, and tried to ‘choke him.” ¢ T

——_—*oonﬁ---i 14 . s I.

A Irishman being askod ab the, dinr{or i
blo whether he won!d hEé "no't'l!c'*uliplo pie,
said¢’ ‘ $ and
T8 it houlsome ?" L

!-

“T'6 bo sure it l.lj wh) do ydh WM

question 7" Ky
“Because I 'bnu hi’n unoin tlu.t m_lm.
od with apple plexy, and sure I tl:oqg‘ht it

“somcthing of the samo sort ofdl.il: s




