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A CURIOUS LOVE STORY.

It is our taste to have things of this kind done
something in this way,

Aunie had arrived at the mature age of (do
not start, regder) of twenty-seven, and yet in a
state of single blessedness. Somehow or other,
she had not even fallen in love as yet. ‘Had she
no offers?”  What a simple question! Did you
ever know halfa million of dollars to go begging?
Oftors? Yes, ecores of them. It may be accoun-
ted as ogpe of her nddities, perhaps, but when
ever the subject happened to be touched upon by
lier futher, Aunie would say that she wanted
some one who could love Ler for hersell,and she
must have asssurance of this, and how could she
in her present position? Thus matters stood
when Annie was led to form and execute what
will appear a very strange resolution; but she
was a resolute girl. We must now go back six
years,

One dark, rainy morning in November, as
our old friend was Jooking composedly at the
cheerful fire in the grate of his counting-room,
really indulging in some serivus reflections on
the past and future, the far future, too, a gentle-
man presented himself and enguired for Mr.
I emen.  The old gentleman uttered not a word
There was that in hislooks
which said, ‘1 am he.” '

The stranger might have been some thir'y
yvears of age. He was dressed inblack, a mour-
ning weed was on his hat, and there was some-
thing in his appearance whick seemed (o indi-
cate that his friend whose loss he deplored had
recently departed.

The letter of introdnetion which he presented
to Mr. Bremen was quickly, vet ecarefully per-
used, and as it was somewhat unique, we shall
take the lLiberty of submitting it to the inspec-
tion of the reader:

‘

11 mo , 18—,
Friend Paul—This will introduce to thee

Charles Copeland. He has eome to thy eity in

parsuit of business. } have known him from a

youth up. Thou mayest depend upon him for

aught that he can ¢o, and shall not lean as on a
broken reed. If thon canst do anything for
him thon mayest peradventure benefit thyself,
and cause to rejiice,
Thy former and present friend.
Mican Looms’
‘It is not every ong-who can get old Mical
Loomis' endorsement on his character,’ said
Paul Bremen to himsgelf, as he fo!ded up the let-
ters of a well known associate of former days.
*Old Micah is good for a quarter of a million, or
for anything else—it will do—I want him—get.
ting up, business inereasing—must have more
help—now as well as any time’
he old gentleman looked all this as he stood

|

gazing in perfect silence on the man before him. |

At length he opened his lips

‘Mr. Copeland, you know all about books?’

‘I have had some few years' experience.’

‘Any objections toa place here—pretty close.
work—a thousand a year.’

¢None in the world.'

‘When can you begin?’

tNow!’

A rea! smile shione on -the old man’s face. It
lingered there like the rays of the setlting sun
among Lhe clouds of evening, lighting vup those
seemingly hard, dark features.

A stool was pushed to the new comer, books
were opened, and matters explained, direetions
given, the pen was dipped in the ink, and in
short, before an hour had passed away, yon
would have thought the old man and the young
man had known each other for years.

In reference to our new friend, it will besafl
ficient to remark that he had been liberally edu-
cated, as the phrase goes, and thongh he had
entered early into business, he had not neglect.
ed the cuitivation of his mind and hbeart. He
had found time-to cherish a general acquaint.
ance with the most noteworthy authors of the
day, both literary and religious, and with many
of past tim-s, :

After a few yeara of snecess in the pursnitsto
which he hd devoted himself misfortunes came
thick and. fast upon him. He found himself left
with scarcely any properly, and elone in the
world, save his two lovely daughters.

As year after year passed away he grew stead-
ily in the confidence of his employer, who felt,
though he said it not, that in hin he possessed
a treasure.

Very little, ind- e® was said by either of (lrem
not connecled with the routine of business, and
there had been no intereourse whatever betw. em
them, save in the counting rosm. Thus six
years went by, towards the close of which peri-
od old Mr. Bremen was found lookirg with
much frequeney and earnestness at the young
man before him,

Something was evidently brewing in that old
head. W hat could it be? And then, too, at
iome he looked so curiously. The Irish ser-
vant was puzzled, ‘Sure’ said James ‘scme
thing's coming.” Annie, too, was somewhal
perplexed, for those looks dwelt much on her.

*What is it, father?’ she said to him one niorn-

ing at the breakfast table, as he sat gazing
steadfastly in her face. ‘What is it> Do tell
me.
‘I wish you'd have Lim!' barst forth like an
avulanche. ‘Known him for six years—true as
aledger—a gentleman—real sepsible man—don't
talk much—regular as a clock—prime for busi-
ness—worlh his weight in gold.’

‘Have who, father® What are you talking
abont?’ .

‘My head clerk, Copeland—you don’t know
him—1 do—havn’t seen any body else worth an
old quill.’ -

Annie was
apd said—

!

puzzled. She laughed, hﬂwever,'
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‘Marry my father's clerk! What would the
world say?’

‘Hambug, child, all humbug—worth forty of
your whiskered, lounging, liazy gentry—say
what they please—what do 1 earef—what do
you ecarer—what's money after all?>—got enough
of it—want a sensible man—want som.body to
take care of it—all humbug.'

‘What’s all humbug, father?’

‘Why, people’s notions on these matters—
Copeland is poor—so was I once—mmay be sgain
—world's full of changes—seen a great many of
them in my day—can’t stay here long—got to
leave you, Annie—wish you'd like him.

‘Father, are you serious?’

{Serious, child!” And he looked #o.

Anuie wag a chiv of the old block—a s'rong
minded, resolute girl. A new idea seemed to

atrike her,

‘Father, if you are really gericus in this mat-
ter, I'll see this Copeland; 1'll get acquainted
with hnm.  If he likes me, and ] like him, 1'll
have him.
alone; 1 must know it.
ter to me?'

‘Goahead, my child, and do as yon like—
Good morning .’

‘Stop a moment, father. I ehall glter my
name a little; 1 shall appear to be a poor girl, a
compnuion of our friend, Mrs. Richards, in H—
~sgtireel; she shall know the whole affair; you
shall eall me by my middle name, Peyton; |
shall be a relative of yours; you shall suggest
the business to Mr, Copeland, as you call him,
and arrange for the first interview, The rest
will take care for itself,’

‘] see, | see,” and one of those rare smiles il
lominated his whole face. It actually got be-
tween his lips, parted them asunder, glanced
upon a set of teeth but little the worse for wear,
and was resting there when he left the house for
hig counting-room.

The twilight of that smile was not yet gone
when he reached the well.known spol;, and
bowed and locked ‘good morning’ to those in his
employ, for old Panl was, after his fashion, a
polite man, On the mnrnin% of that day what
looks were directed to our iriend Charles! =o
many, so peculiar, so full of something, that the
heed clerk could not but notice them, and that
too with some alarm. What was coming? At
last the voleano burst forth,

‘Copeland, my good fellow, why don't you
gel a wife?’ .

Ifad a thunderbolt fallen ot his feet he could
not have been more astounded, Did Mr, Bre-
men say that, and in the eountirg room, toe?
The very ledger gseemed to blush st the intro
duction of such a subjeet. He for the first time,
made a blot on the fair page before him.

‘] say—why don’t you get a wife—know just
the thing for you—prime article—poor enough
to be sure—what of that—a fortune in a wife,
you know—a sort of relation of mine—don’t
want to meddle with other people’s affuirs—
know your own business best—can’t Lelp think-
ing you'll b2 happier—must gee her.’

Now the fact is that Charles had for some time
past thought 82 himself; but how the old man
should completely divine his feelings was quite
a puzzle to h'm.  In the course of tne day a note
was put into Mr. Bremen’s hands by James,
his Irish servant, the contents of which produe-
ed another grim soit of smile,
ment for his return home arrived, Mr. B. hand-
ed a sealed decument of rather imposing form to
Charles, saying:—-

‘Copéland, you’ll oblige me b leaving that at
No. 63, Il —— street. Tlace itonly in the hands
of the person to whom it is directed—don't

Will you leave the mat

¥ want to trust it to any one else.’ |
The clerk saw on the oatside, ‘Mrs. Richards,

No. 67 H——street,” The door bell was rung

The servant ushered Copeland into a small,
neat parlor, where sat a lady apparently twenty-
five or thirty years of age, plamly dressed, en-
gaged in knitling a stocking. Our friend bow-
ed and inquired for Mrs. Richards.

‘She is not in, but is expected presently; will
you be seated?’

There was »n ease a1.d qgnietness, and an air
of self.command about this person which seem-
ed to Copeland peculiar. He felt at ease at once,
(you always do with such people) made some
common-place remark, which was immediately
responded to; then another; and soon the con-
versation grew so intereeting that Mrs. Richards
wag nearly forgotten. Iler absence wasstrange
ly protracted, but at length she made her ap-
pearance. The document wes presented. A
glance at the ontside.

‘Mr. Copeland.” Charles bowed.

“Miss Peyton.? The young lady bowed;—and
thus they were introduced. There was no par.
ticular reason for remaining any longer, and our
friend took his departure,

That mght Annie said to Mr. B, *I like his
appearance, father.’

‘Forward—march,” said old Paul, and he
looked at his daughter with vast satisfaction.

The old man’s as swale to night as a new po-
tatn,’ said James to the cook.,

The next day Charles Copeland came very

near writing several times, ‘To Miss Peyton,
Dr." as he was making out some bills of mer-
chandise sold,

¢Delivered the paper last evening?’

Copeland bowed.

_Mrs. Richards is an old (riend—humble in
circumstances—the young lady, Peyton, worth

her weight in gold any day—have her myself
if 1 could.’

| ——

‘How much you remind me of Mr. Bremen,’

said Charles one evening to Annie;.*I think you.

said you were a relation of his?’

But hé shall love me for myself

When the mo-
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‘I am related to him through my mother,” was
the grave reply.

Mrs. Richards turned away to conceal a smile,

Somewhat later than usual on that day Annie
reached her father’s house. There was no mis
taking the e xpression of her countenance. Hap-
piness was plainly written there,

‘I see, 1 see,” said the old man; ‘the acecount
is closed—books balanced—have it all throngh
now in thort order. You are a sepsible girl—
no foolish puss—just what I want—Dbless you,
child, bless you.' :

The next day Paul eame, for almost the first
time in his life, ruther late to his counting-room,
Cusks and boxes seemed to be startling with
wonder.

‘Copeland, heard from Mrs.. Richards—pro
posal to my relation, Peyton, all right, dope up
well.  Come to my house this evening—never
been there yet, eh? eight o'clock precisely,want
lo gre you, gol something to say.’

‘How much interest he seems to take in this
matter,” said Charles. *He's a kind old fellow
in his wav; a litile rough, but good at heart.’

Yes, Mr. Charles Copeland, even kinder than
yo think for,

At eight a'clock precigely the door bell of
Mr. Bremen's mansion rung. Mr. Charles
Copeland was ushered in by friend James. Old
Paul took him kindly by the hand, and tarning
round abruptlyintrodneed him to ‘My daughter,
Miss Annie Peyton Bremen,’ and immediately
withdrew, '

‘Charles, you will forgive me this?' He was
too much astonished to make sny reply. C¢If
you knew all my motives and feelings | am sure
you would.’

That the motives and feelings were soon ex-
plained to his entire satisfdction no one will
doubt, i

 ‘Copeland, my dear fellow," shouted old Paul,
as lLie entered the room, ‘no use in a long en-
gagement!’

‘O, Father!' _

‘No use, I say; marry now; get ready after-
wards; next Monday evening; who cares? want
it over; feel settled.  Shan’t part with Annie,
though; must bring your wife here; house rather
lonesome; be still; no words; must have it so;
partoer in business; Bremen & Copeland; got
the papers all drawn up to.day; can’t alter it.—
Be qniet, will you? wont stay in the room!’

I have now finished my story, reader; I have
given you the facts. I canyot say, however, that
I approve of the deception practiced upon ounr
friend Charles. As, however, our liord com-
mended the ‘unjust stewart lLecause he acted
wisely,’ so 1 suppose the good sense shown by
the young lady in chosing a husband for the
snke of what he was, and not for the sake of
what he might have possessed, merits our ap-
probation. It is not every one who has moral
courage enough to step out of the circle which
surrounds the wealthy, and seek for those quali-
ties of mind and heart which the purse can nei-
ther give nor ltake way.
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A Timely Bit of Satire.

A man in the town of——committed murder
—a black diabolienl murder. There was not a
single feature in the case that Mercy could ren-
der available. It was *‘red murder,” in the tru-
est acceptation of the term. A lawyer of some
considerable em'nence was called on by the pris.-
oner, but after hearing his own statement he
would give him no other advice than the follow-
ing:—

%‘Iﬂ? friend, if yon are not hanged, it will be
beeause you have broken jail, cut your throst, or
—or— shammed mad!"’

‘T'he murderer took the hint. He was not able
to accomplish the first; he was unwilling to do
the eecond; so he attempied the third. He
came into court on the day of his trial with one
glove and one boot on; listened with apparent
delight to his arrnignment; and when asked at
the conclusion, if he was gajlty or not gujty,
answered with a horse-laugh, such as I never
heard before or ginee,

‘““Yes—1 thank you, sir, and no mistake!"’

In tnis philanthropic age, this was quite soffi-
cient to arrest the torrent of indignation which
had been rightfully setting against the offender,
and to substitute in place thereof a feeling of in-
tense sympathy.

‘‘He is mad,"” said one.

“Poor fellow,” muttered annther.

“What a mercy we have discovered it before
he was tried,"” ejrculated a third.

“Why don’t they take him out of the box?"
demanded a [ourth.

By this time, the prisoner, in great glee, had
put his glove upon h¥ foot, and thrust his hand
into his boot. Of course, this was too much for
the feelings of the erowd. It was the last hair
that broke the camel’s back.

“Shame! shame!"” was multered by a dozen
philanthropic souls,

“Take him out of the box!" uttered the mob
m general.

“Cerlainly.” #sid the Judge, ““take him out by
all means.© Mr Distriet Attorgey, you can have
no objecion?"”

“Not the slightest, may it please your Honor,
provided you let two or three of the bailiffs stand
betwixt him and me.”’

The bystanders mad@ a rush to execute the
mandate of the Court, bat the prisoner checked
their zeal, though not their sympathy, by knook-
ing down half-a d-zen of them with fis boot.

he Courtbriefly addressed the jury:

“I was"innecessary toerterinto the evidence.
The unhappy prisoner had certainly destroyed
the life of a man—a hnsband and a father, leav-
ing his widow and helpless children to misery
and want. At the same time, it seemed evident

t
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that this was the result rather of misfortune
than of erime. We have the evidence of
our own senses that the prisoner is mad—mad,
gentlemen ol the jury,as a March hare. Would
any man, gentlemen, conduct bimself so strange-
ly in a courl room—wear his boots and his
gloves in so eceentric a mauner—if he was not
mad?

“Gentlemen: .1 have stulied the anatomy of
the human mind with much industry, and I think
| may say with considerable success; and | flat-
ter myself I am particularly eonversant with the
subject of insanity. The brain is a delicate or-
gan. Its membranes are of stili more delicate
organization, ‘I'here are the dura mater and the
pia mater. These intertwining with and inter-
secting, asit were the porous subslance .of the
brain, contributed largely to the exercise of its
transeendent powers.

¢ Our Judge knowsgomething, don’t he?”’ said
one of the sympathizers.

“Know!"” said his interloctor; Know? | should
think e did. All I have got to say, is, that I
never knowed a man as knows as much as what
he knows!"’

“Bu,” continued the Judge, “these mem-
branes become impaired, and even Reason, Gen-
tlemen, Reason reels, and tolters on her throne.
The most prevalent species of intellectual wan-
dering, however, is denominated **Homoeidal In-
sanity,” the promipent symptom of whichisa
desire to take away human life, Such, 1 doubt
not is the cuse with the prisoner.”

“May it please your Hopor,” interposed the
District Attorney, “‘don’t you think that the ju-
ry might pronounce this a case of malicious
prosecution?”

“Perhaps not, Mr. District Atltorney,"” re.
sponded the Judge.® ¢] honor you humanity,
Sir; 1 am rejoiced to see that you ean rise superior
to the feelings which, I am compelled tosay, too
often prempt public progecutors. But, Sir, I
think, as a man has really been killed, it might
be considered a bad precedent to declare this
prosecution a malicious one!”’—[Knickerbocker
Magazine.
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A Fapre ror Srroxe-Mixpep Women.—
A vine was growing beside a thrifty ovak, and
had reached that height to which it reqnired
support,

*Qak,’ said the vine, ‘bend your trunk so that
you may be a support to me.’

‘My support,’ replied the oak, %s naturally
yours, and you may depend on my strength to
bear you up, but I am too large and too solid to
bend. Put your arms around me, my pretty
vine and 1 wll manfully support and cherish
you, if you have ambition to elhimb so high as the
clouds. While 1 thus hold you yp, you will
ornament my rough trunk with your pretly green
leaves and scarlet berries. They will be as
frontlets to my head, as | stand in the forest,
like a glorious warrior, with all his plumes.—
We were made by the great Master to grow
together, and that by our union the weak may
be made strong, and the strong render aid to
the weak.’ .

‘But | wish to grow independently,’. said the
vine, ‘why cannot you twine around me and let
me grow up straight, und not be a mere depen-
dent upon you?’ |

‘Nature," answered the oak, ‘did not design it,
It is inpnssible that you should grow up to any
height alone, and if you try it the winds and
raing, if not your own weight, will bring you to
the ground. Neither is it proper for you to run
your arms hither and thither among the trees —
The trees will begin to say it is not my vine, it
is a stranger, get thee gone; 1 will not cherish
thee, DBy this time thou will be g0 entangled,
among the different branches that thou canst not
get back to the oak; and nobody will admire thee
or pity thee,’

‘Ah, me!” said the vine, Jet me escape from

such a destiny;” and with thi- she twined herself
aroand the oak, and both grew and flourished.

happily together.—[Ex.
-

Goop Wives.—That young lady will make a
good wife who does not apologize when you find
her in the kitchen, but coutinues st her tusk un-
til the work is finished. When 1 hear a lady
say, *“‘l shall attend church and wear my every-

day gown, for I fear we shall have a ruin storm,”

depend wpon it, she will be sure to make a good
wife. When a daughter remarks. “l would not
hire help, for 1 can assist you in the kitchen,”’ set
it down she will make somebody a good wife.~—
When you overhear a young woman saying to
her fa'her, ““Don’t purchase a very expeusive or
showy dress for me, bot one that will wear best,”
yvou may always be certain she will make a good

wife. When you see a female r se early, get break--

fast and do up her mother's work in season, and
then sit down and knit, depend upon it she will

make a good wife.. When you see a femule anx~

ious to learn a trade, so as to earn something to
support herself, and perhaps aged pnrents, yon
may be sure she will meke oune of the best of
wives. The best quali‘ies to look after in a wife
are industry, humanity, neatness, gentleness, ben-
evolence and piety. When you find these there
is no danger: you will obtsiu a treasure, und not:
regret your choice to the lust period—[Ex.
e
Userve Sryrric —Referring to the case of a
young man named Barnes, who bled to death in.
Buffulo from the effects of a tooth which had
been pulled the previous day, the Tritune says
his life micht easily have been saved by the ap-
plication of a styptie, and one of the best and most
easily obtained is guonpowder. Lel it be pulver-
ized and laid upon lint s0 a8 to get as much as.
possible in the cavity of the tooth, held in by the
wad of lint or cotton. DBy renewing the appli
cation two or three times relief is rendered
almost certain.
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