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THIE DESERET NEWS.

The Pass of Death.

It was a narrow ;
Watered with human tears,

For death had kept the outer gate
Almost six thousand years.

And the ceaseless treud of a world’s feet

Was ever in my ears—

Throunging, jostling, hurrying by,

As il they were ouly boru to die.

A stately king drew near,
This narrow pass to tread,
Around him hung a gorgeous robe,
Aund a erown was on his head;
Bat Doath, with a look of withering scorn,
Arrested him and suid—
‘Tn humbler dress must the king draw near
For the crown and the purple are uscless here.’

Next came a man of wealth,
Aud his eys was proud aud bold,

And he bore in his hand a lengthy seroll,
Teliing of sums untold;

But Death, who careth not for rank,
Careth as little for gold—

‘tare that seroll 1 cannot allow,

For the gold of the richest is powerless now.’

Another followed fast,
Aund a book was in his hand,

Filled with the flashes of burning thought
That are known in many a land;

But the child of genius quailed to hear
Dsath’s pitiless demand,— :

[Tare that book cannot enter with thee,

Forthe bright flash of genius is nothing to me.’

Next came a maiden fair,
With that eye so deeply bright,

T'hat stirs within you strange sweet care,
Should you meet on a summer night;

But Daath,ere the gentle maid passed through,
Saatched away its’light,—

‘Beauty is power in the world,’ he saith,

‘But what can it do in the Pass of Death?’

A vonth of sickly mien,
Folloged in thoughtful mood,

Whose heart was fiilled with love to God
And the early brotherhood;

Doaath felt ha eould not quench the heart
That lived for ochers’ good—

‘T own,? eried he, “that power of love,

I must let it pass to the realms above!’

[From the Flag of our Union, ]

The Neighbors,

BY JOHN THORNBERRY,
-

Mns. Burrs had just dropped in a few minutes
to wee how Mrs. Tubbs did. It wasin the morn-
ing, and Mrs. Tubbs was still engaged about her
work. So Mrs. Bults sat down just where she
could find a place, und proceeded to make hersell
altogether at homne,

‘You're desprite busy, this mornin’,’ said she
to her nejghbor.

‘), no more’n common, 's I know of,’ answer-
ed Mrs. Tubbs. ‘But we can’t exactly get a livin’
and be idle too, you know, #

‘I don’t caleulate to be over and above idle, my-
sell,” said Mrs, Butts. ¢I generally carry my
kunittin’-work, when I go a visitin’. I guarantee
to set as good an exampie as most folks,
wanted Lo tell vou gbout whatmy husband said.’

Mr. Tabbs looked up, looked down, and went
on with her work again. .

‘What did he say ?’ suid she. y

‘Well, you remember that last quarter of veal
he had o> Mr. Tubbs, to pay for the quarter Mr.
Tubbs hid o' him?

Yes, I guess | doseem to remember something
about that. Why? .

* ‘O, nothing. Only Mr. Butis said about that
veal, that he goessed "twas pretty uear ready to
die before it did! That wus all.’

Mrs. Tuabbs stood erect.

‘Pid he mean to say anything against my hus-
Enud’f hounesty, 1'd like to know? Because, if he

td—

‘I den’t know, I'm sure. 1 can’t pretend to
tell what he meant. [ shouldn’t think he did,
though. Yet | can’t say. Al any rate, thut was
whiat he suid.’

‘And that’s enough, 1 sh'd think! What more
conld.he suy? And a neighbor so, too!
cuse my husband of sellin’® meat that diad! Ii's
a shamo and an jusult! I’ll never put up with it
in the world!’

Hot and out of breath in consequence of the
protracted discussion that ensued,Mrs. Bults took
hersell off home, to put another stick under the
pot aud set it to boiling hurder.

Of course, when her husband eame in to dinner,*

the conversation with Mrs. Tubbs was detailed
with wonderful precision, and more too. Mr.
Butts got a good story out of it. He got exasp-
erated over it. e declared he never would stand
it, being a neizhbor so; and thought it was a burn-
ing shame that people allowed themselves to
tlander Lheir neighbors in this way.

*At any rate, ! know one. thing!’ said he, ina
threatening volce.

‘What’s that?” asked Lis wife,

“Tubbs never'll come off so well
cattle get iulq iny mowin’!
to pound?

‘Do they ever get into your mowin'? inquired
his wife.

“Well, I shouldn’t wonder if 1°d turned them
critters oul of my pieece into his’n, as many as a
dozen or twenty times thisssammer! L1/l not do
it any more.’

‘That’s what I wnaldn", I’m sure, Mr. Butts.
I wonder you never drove "em to pound before!’

‘Becanse | never wanted to make any difference
with a neighbor,’ said he. ‘But yon don’t catch
we hangin’ back any longer, 1 tell you?

again, if his
I’ll drive 'em ;Lruighl.

keeper stopped Mr, Tubbs ou his way home.

|80 meved with indignation,

But I |-

To ac- | ¥

- {Mr Batts happened to be riding bomeward one

“I"ve got three head o’ your cattle shet upin the

pound,’ said he.

“Three head o' cattle!” exclaimed the aston-
ished T'ubbs, *Who drove ’em over?’

The pouud-keeper laughed, and teok advantage
of the lungh to hesitate. The answer was [fuairly
corkscrewed out of him:

‘Wal, I s’pose Mr. Butts drove ’em.’

And he laughed again.

Tubbs could hardly keep in his boots, he w?n

y drive my cattle to pound!’ sail he,Jower-
inp‘mwn and setling his teeth. ‘I’ll teach him
a lesson yet! Mebbe some of hisown eritters il
get out one of these days. Then we’ll see how
the account stands!’

He paid ®he usual pound tax with a great deal
more of such grumbling as this, and drove off his
three head of cuttle. The old keeper couldn’t help
laughing, as he went away, and wondered in truth
what would come of it f

‘I’s a thing I never knew Batts to do the like
of before,” muttered he,trndging slovg homewards.
‘What in the name oi Satan has got into him
lately? He hardly spoke to me, the last time he
met me. Don't appear as he used to. DBat I'll
fetch. him vet. I never’ll stand this, not the
longest day I live! never!’

Only ten days or two weeks after that,Mr. Tubbs
came into the house in a great glee,

‘See here, wile,” said he, chuckling to himself,
‘I’ve got old Butts’s cattle shet up in my yard,and
jest as quick as [ can eat my dinner, I’'m goin’ to
drive 'em off to pound. I can’t very well spare
the time,; but 1'm going to do it, for all that, He
took my critters to pound, and to pound shall his
go! ‘l'here’s no two ways about that. What's
good for me, is good enough for him! Seeil there
aint a squirmin’ this time!? l

And before night, a couple of Mr. Butts’s most
slaid and matronly oll cows were ruminating by
themse!ves on the changes aud chances ol this
mortal life, within the ancient enelosure called the
‘pound.” Just so long as they remauined, the
keeper would be at liberty to make use of the
fraits of their udders. 'T'here they stoed and look-
ed ut esch other, and chewed their cuds; as in-
nocent as children of the jntentions of the one
who caused their imprisonment. -

When night came on, two of Mr. Butts’s best
cows were not to be found. They didn’t come
home from the pastare. Ile hurted and hunted
everywhere—but no cows. [He looked over the
walis, in the woods, in the swamps, behind the
old barn in the meadow, and in every other place
where a cow might stow hersell away—but noth-
ing like two cows yet,

At lust, after he had finally given them up for
the night,a little boy came running down the road,
who hurried up to him and told him where his
siray caitle were,

‘And Mr. Mulkey says,” added the boy, “that if
you don't come arter "em pretty quick, he'll milk
‘em himsell! -

In less than filfteen minutes, Mr. Bults made
a formmal demand upon the pound-kKeeper for his
cows. And when he had gol them salely out, he
turned and demunded to know who drove them
there in the first pluce. :

Mulkey langhed, just as he langhed before, and
hesitated; and thew he told Mr. Bults that his
neighbor Tubbs was the author of the mischief.

*T'ubbe drive my cows to pound!” said ha to
himsell. ¢Then, by jingoe, he shall pay back for it,
jest as soon as | can make pay-day come round!’
And he started off home with his pair of cows,
convinced that a game that two could play at, was
not exuctly the pame for his money,

From this date, all intercourse between the
families was supended. There was a brouad luke
between them, which neither could pass over—
Al meeting on Sundzys, or on any day through
the weelk, it was all the same. Neither party
secemed to be couscious that the other still remain-
ed in existence—with a single exception. Ior all
this time Mr. Batts’s son Sam had been payiog
his particular attentions to Mr. Tubbs’s danghter
Sasan. * Up to this point, Sam aud Suvsan had
been makiog out very well. DBut close upon this
outbreak followed something of an estrangemeut
between them:elves.

Says Susan, one evening, to-Sam:

‘[ don’t exactiylike the way you folks talk about
ours—I don’t. W hat is the meaniog of it, I want
to know?'

‘| guess they don’t say worse things than what
our lolks say about us,’ rejoined Sun, with the
Butts blood flowing swilt in his veins.

‘Umph ! retorted Susan. *What did your father
drive our cattle to pound for?’

¢ Aud what did your father drivé onr cattle to
pound for, too? It’s a preity piece of business, I
think !’ |

Beginuing there, the two lovers got a good start.
Then they wenton ata rate that astonished even
themselves. They twitted. Then they used
satire. Then they threw mud at one another’s
names, ‘T'hen they had an out-and-out spatabout
it. And al last, the quarrel was too fur in to be
got out of at all. -

Sam said he was as good as anybody, and so
were his folks. Susan declared that he'd always
thought he was a little better, but he’d fing now
that he wus mistaken.” Sam thought there
was no use in twitling, for two could perform at
that. Bat Sasan was not to be frightened, she
would have him_to know, and so she went nhead.

He asked her about that veal that died! She
flew like a eat with her back up. She never kuew
anything about any veal. Atany rate, she guess-
ed hér futher could raise as ‘likely veal’ us his
father could;and thereupon advised him to go home
and eat sorg off of his own family bone,

This was too much., Sam got as mad as he
could be,and thoy left. He wasn't seen in Tubbs’s
parlor again for a long while. Susan lived on
‘stuff,’ and people thought she grew fat on it—
And so that match was broken off!

=1

Things continued in this sitastion fora Il:u:m;_'I
Preity soon afterwards, therefore, te pound- | time, till finally, as good or ill luck would have it,

-and tha coach had to be shut pretty closely.

| the dismemberment of t"e ¢hureh, and possibly
1 the demoralization of the town itself,

afternoon in the llnfb-nmh, all nlone and unmo-
lested, when who should get in, atalittle town
some dozen miles fiom home, but Mrs. Tubbs!—
This accident threw things into confusion straight-
way.

I'Zir. Butts counld not well avoid speaking to Mrs.
Tubbe neither could Mrs. Tubbs refuse, under
any color of decency, to aceost Mr. Butts, There
they were, mortal enemies to each other, boxed
aud booked for a good twelve-mile together. Un-
less the road was ununsuully smooth, it would not
be a strange matter to find that they jounced and
bumped rgainst one another. Awnd insome way
like that, perhaps, they mizht manage to pound
off the sharp angles that now kept them at such o
distaunce.

Mr. Butts spoke of the weather, It was r:iiiny,

rs,
I uhbs thought, as her companion did foo, thut it
wag ruiny. Mr. Butts supgested that it might
rain in upon her. Mrs. Tubbs thought it wonldu’t,
and chaunged her seat over to that of Mr. Bults.—
This was an udmirable beginning, surely!

e

He was knighted by Henry VIII, and on the
supprassion of the monasteries, which was the
great work of his names:ke, received enormous
grants of charch lands. "

Among other prizes which fell to his shars ho
obtained the estate and nunnery of Hinchinbrook,
near Huntingdon, and hers his son, Sir Ieury,
who was knighted by Quaeen Elizabeth, built the
present mansion. Fir tenry, called for his riches
and liberality the *Golden Kuight,” died in 1603,
and Oliver, the Unecle after whom the Protector
wus named, became Lord of Hinchiobrook,

The year in whichghe inherited his egtute was
the same in which James I succseded to the Eng-
lish crown, and the King was his guest for two
days during the royal progress from Scotland to
London., The entertainment was reperted to be
the most sumptuous which a subject had ever
given to sovereiga, and even il the new monarch
had been us sparing us he was lavish of his honors,
could not have left the hospituble roo” withont
bidding his host rise up Sir Oliver.

In addition to Sir Oliver, the ‘Golden Knight’

Well, froin one thing to another they went on
—not because they had any hope or wish of re-
coneilistion, but becanse they couldn’t help talk-
ing—1ili at last Mr. Bults came out with it, as
plump and round ss ever a man did in his life, and
asked Mrs. Tubbs what wes the oceasion of all
the trouble between the families! '

Put to it in this way for a eategerical answer,
Mrs. Tubbs could not do less than hesitate. And
when she did reply, it was the most nnsatisfact-
ory, shuffling, evasive sort of an answer that could
be offered by any one. Perceiving the absolute
weokness of the enemy, 3r. Butts began to think
that his own cause might be just about us strong.

As a copsequence, he hastened first to make ex- |

planations, then concessions, tnen apologies.—
Thut wis enough., In suech a case, as soon as
one begins to withdraw his pretensiouns, the other
hastens to be before himm in the good work, if
possible.

*T'hen it's all about nothing, after all,’ said Mr.
Butts.

¢Nothin’ in the livin® wonld,” said Mrs. Tubbs.

*Anc I'm dreadfully mortified to thiuk I've been
caught in suech a scrape,’ suid he,

“T'hen we’ll make it all up again?’

¢I’d be glud enough to.? :

‘['rom beginning to end?’ .
*Yes, and forever and ever.’
A silence of a few minutes.
‘But then,’ asked Mrs. Tubbs, ‘I would like to
one thing of you first?
ell, Mrs. Tubbs—anything in the world.”
‘Did yon say that my husband sent youn a quar-
ter of dead veul to pay for yours? Decause that
wus what your wife told me, and that was what
begun it. I never’d believe that Mr. Tubbs would
do such a thing in this vHJrId. He aint small
enough!’
‘Ha, ha, ha!’ langhed out Mr.Butts, “And so
it all sprung ont of that guarier of veal, hey?—

k

Well, if that don’t beat the Duteh taking Holland! 1

Did I eay that your husbund sent me back dead
veal? Why, yes, it’s most likely I said so, for |
didu’t caleulate he was going to seud me u quarter
alive! And I got up the joke just to see what my
wife would say!?

There it was. It all grew out of his innocent
disposition to see what his wife would have to
say! Jeff:rson was eleeted President by means
of a quarrel over a pig,down in Rhode Island; and
here wus a quarrel over a quarter of veal that
might, but for this accidental stageride, have led to

Sam and Susan rushed back into one another’s
arms, and in three months were the happiest
groom und bride to be seen on the hither side,of
sundown. The very first family mesl to which
they sal down together was made up of vegetable
and such dizhes, with a piece of stuffed baken veal
in the centre. Sam declares he will have a coat
of arms, and that a leg of veal shall be fouund iu
the same—not couchant, nor rampaut, but pen-

dant!
tttttttttt R . P N

Oliver Cromwell—From his Yonuth to
Parliament.

The great-grandfather of the Protector was a
person who was designated in legal documents as
‘Richard Cromwell, utias William:s,” and the same
alias continued in the femily down to the lime
of Oliver, whe sometimes made use of it In his
younger days. Two letlers are extant addressed
by Richard Cromwell to the famous Thomas
Cromwell, Barl of Essex, the Vicar-General of
[Henry VII1, andin both of them he subscribes
himself *Your most bounden nephew.” In one
of these epistles he expresses his devglion to the
service of the Earl,adding, ‘asnature and also your
manifold kinduess bindeth.

To necount for the alias of Richard Cromwell,
and his relationship to his more celebrated name-
sake it has been ssserted that his futher was a
Williams, wlo married the sister of the future
Vicar-General, and sabsequently called himself
alter 1 e prosperous house with which.he had con-
t'ee ed uu allianee.

Of this marriage there is no trustworthy evid-

‘ence, and when Bishop Goodman, in & dedication,|

to the Protector, alluded to his connection with
the minister of Henry VIII, Cromwell replied,
‘My family has no relation to his.? The deniul is
conuntenced by the circumstance that aSir William
Williars married one of the daughters of the Lord
Cromweil who lived in the reign of Henry VI, aud
was the last mule heir of his line., The conjunc-
%nn of the names of Williams and Cromwell

ould be thus explained by a real iustead of
a dgubtful muariiage; and the Ear] of Essex, whose
father was % blacksmith, may have been glad to
discover a kiusinan in a race of higher lineage than
his own, whils his ‘most bounden nephew’—a
term said not to have been strictly gpplied in those
davs to a brother’s or sisler’s son—may, on his

left five sons and five daughters. It is a singular
- circumstance that from his children should have
 sprung the two most fumoas leaders in the Great
- Rebellion, for his second daughter was the mother

of Hampden, as his second son, Robert, was the
| father of tke Protector. Auotheg curions circum-
stance is that Robert married a wicow,Mrs. Lyme,
whose ma‘den name was Steward, aud who came
of the royal race. 4 :

The factis now established beyond question that
Charles I and Oliver Cromwell were distant
cousius. The Protecfor certsinly did not exag-
gerate his descent when he said. in a speech to his
first Parliament *I was by birth a geutleman; liv-
ing neither in any tounsiderable height, nor yet in
Iuhsnuril}',' ,

Robert Cromwell settled in Huntingdon, whera
he had an estate and a brewery. The first, which
is computed by Mr. Carlyle to have been equival-
enl to a thousand a yeur at the present day, he
farmed himself, and the second is reported to hava
been managed by his wife. Oliver, their fifth
ehild, and the only one of their sons who lived to
manhood, was born April 25th, 1599,

[le was educated ut the grammar-school of
Huntingdon by Dr. Beard, the author of the
‘Theatre of God’s Judgments.’ The traditions of
his bovhood are at best of uncertain truth, and of
as little importance. He isalleged to have been
forward in robbing orchards snd dovecotes,and to
have loved practical jokes. Unless his character
changed greatly in after years, fie was undeubt-
edly a lad of spirit, and being possessed of un-
bounded daring, was | kely to have played what-
ever prutksare usual among boys.

On the 23d of Apri!, 1616, wnen he was seven-
| teen years of age, he wus entered at Syduey-
| Sussex College, Cambridge. His father died in
| June, 1617, aud Oliver, now his own wuaster, left
the University, The Royalists, who wrote of him
after his death, arserted that while he remained he
neglected study for foot-ball, quarter-staff and
drinking. [Either at school, however, or after-
wards, he acquired sufficient Latin to speak it
duaring his Protectorship to foreign ambassadors.

This he did, Barnet says, ‘very viciously and
scantily;* but to have retained the artat all at the
close of a life which-had been spent like his, he
must have made respectable progress in his yoath.
ITis letters aud speeches preclude the idea of
greater proficiency. No man who was deenly
versed in any description of literature could have
wrillen such barbarous and inaccurate English.

Shortly after he withdrew from Cambridge he
went to London to study law, but eontinued idla
and dissipated. Without uttaching too much
weighit to particular incidents, there is reeson for
rejecting the general testimony that he was what
Buxter calls him, ‘a prodigal in his youth.”

In this he resembles Lis celebrated counsin,
Hampden, who, according to Clurendon, *had,
from a life of greut plessure and license, on a sud-
den retired to extraordinary sobriety and strict-
ness.” Oliver’s wild onts were quickly sown, if
his marriage on the 22d of Augnst, 1620, to
Eliztbeth, the daughter of Sir James Bouchier, of
Felstead, in Essex, may be cousidered as an evi-
dence of his reformution. The wedding took
place in London, at St. Giles” Chureh,Cripplegate,
ﬂud the young couple wentto live at Hanting-

on.

The ordinary eccupations of Cromwell were
now the management, of his farm and brewery,but
he made himself of such importance in public af-
fuirs, that his townsmen elreted him fo represent
them in the rmemorable Parliament of Charles 1,
which was summoned in 1625, |

The two previous parlitments which Charles had
assembled since his accession to the throna in
1625 had been hastily dissolved. The object of
the King was to get mougy; the object of the
Commonsto obtain a redress ofgrievances.. They
mads compliance with their demunds the condition
of voting the supplies, and Charles, rather than
conseunt to these terms, imputiently dismissed
them. Deprived of the usuzl subsilics,he a‘temp-
ted to fill his exchequer by forced loans, and met
with indifferent success. .

For the third time he was compelled to have
recoutrse to the representatives of the nation, who,
conscious of his necessities and their own power,
took theirstand upon their old grapnd. They
drew wp the famous ‘Petition of Right,” of which
the first clause declared : Il loansaud tuxes not sance
tioned by Parliament to be contrary to law.—
The King, compelled to forego the promised sup-
plieg, or to sauctien 2 bi'll which would tie his
hands for the future, subsiitaled an evusive reply

for the invariable form in which the sovereigu gives
assent to acts of Parliument.

The resolute Commous were preparing a fresh
remonstrance, when on the 4th of Juna they re-
ceived a paessage from his Majesty, thut, as he in-
tended to terminate the session in a week, ‘they
must husbatd time, and despateh old business

part, have welcomed the claim for the sake of the

without entertzining new.” The Commous, per-

substantizl benefits it was te bring. These he en- | severipg in the new business ss the surest means

joyed in an unusual degree,

of concludiug the old, the message was repeated
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