[From the Geneva Gazelte.)
Tuking the Iaper.

Ah! there It lays before the clock,
Its folds the mantle pressing;
We mortals never need complalng
The news are puch a Messing,
There—corn has riz to fifty centge—
(Do snufT that tlickering taper)
I"'m sure 1 know not what we did

B:fore we took the paper.

T used to stare when people talked
OFf the affairs nf nations,

And wonder where on earth they got
Their stock of Information:

I knew enough of right and wrong
To sus my nearest neighhbor,

Then call him elose when he refused
To lend his weekly paper.

And then—0 fudge! T might have been
A= rich as Jacob Aslor,
Wit! ont the toll of haeing corn
And strewing flelds with plaster—
But Just by digeing ont the gold—
No way could sure be cheaper,
I?ve miszed the mark—and all becanse
I did not take the pa er.

I loved the eash extremely weall,
And poacketed the money—

Let others read—and thought myself
About as smart a% any,

Until when 1 forgot to vole
And cut up many a capery

Went twice to church on Monday morn—
I vowed 1'd take the paper.

The cars in fury passed my door
With noise like rolling thuuder—

The wires of Morse above them stretched
Were my most constant wonder,

Plerce played the fool at Washinglon,
Seymour was sharp for liguor—

While I put up a 'en-rail fence
And never took the paper.

Nebraska and th~ Russlan war
I never could unravel—
The Allics at Sebastopol,
Was all Lo me a marvel.
And then 1 snecred, and tried to solve,
All the Know-Nothing clatter,
But one Indeed I swear 1 was
Until 1 took the paper.

At last my every house burned down,
Without one cent insurance,

I lost my all in Kidder’s Bank—
Thi: was beyond endurance.

With coat tails straizht and halr erect
T dashed o'er every breaker,

And cursing every one 1 met
I went and took the paper.

i

But now all suhjects 1 disenss,
E’cn to the rights of women,
A smarier man there never lived
Than farmer Jones of Orren,
And what 1s more—in full advance
1 always pay the prinler,
Nor think twelre shillings better sprnt
Than for my weekly paper.
ErNECA, March 16, 1854.
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The Drunkard's Good Angels.

BY T. 8. ARTHUR.

‘Come Ady and June, it is lime you were in
bed,’ said Mrs. Freeman to herlittle girls, abont
nine o'clock one evening. Ady was nine years
old, and Jane was a year and a half younger,— |
The two children had been sitling at the work
table with their mother, one of them studying
her lesson, and the other engaged on a piece of
fancy needle-work.

*Papa has fiot come home yel,’ answered Ady.

‘{No dear, but it is getting late, and it is Lime
you were i bed, he may not be al home for an
hour.’

Ady laid aside the work and Jeft the table, and
Jane closed her books and put them away in her
school satehel.

‘You can light the lamp on the mantel piece,’
#aid Mrs. Freeman, afier a few moments, look.
ing around as she spoke, when she saw the chil-
dren had put on their bonnets and were tying
their warm capes close about their necks  She
understood very well the meaning of this, and
therefore did not ask a qestion, altough the tears
came in her eyes and her voice trembled as she
said—

‘[t is very cold out to night. children.’

‘But we won'y feel it mother,’ replied Ady,
‘we'll run slong very quick.’

And the two litile ones went oul before their
mother, whose feelings were choking her, could
say a word more. As they closed the door after
them, and left her alone, she raised her eyes
upwards and murmured, “‘God bless and reward
the dear children.’

It was a bleak winter night, as the little ad-
venturers stepped into the street; the wind swept
fiercely slong, and almost drove them back
against the door., But they caught each other
firmly by the hands, and bending their forms to
meet the pressure of the cold rushing air,
hurried on their way where they were going as
fast as their feet could move. The streets were
dark and deserted; but the children were not
afraid. Hope €lled their hearts and left no room
for fear.

They did not speak a word to each other as
they hastened along. After going for a distance
of several blocks, they stopped before a house |
over the door of which wasa handsome lamp,
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bearing the words “Oysters and Refreshments.”
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It was a strange place for two linle girls like
them %0 enter and at such an hour, but alter
standing a few minutes they pushed agamst the
green door—it inrned lightly wpon its hinges—
and stepped into a large and brithant]y lighted bar
room

‘Bless us !’ exclaimed a man who sat reading
at a table, ‘there are those babes again,’

Ady and Jane stood near the doos, and lonked
all around the room. Buotnot seeing the objeet
of their search, they went up to the bar,and said

|limidly to a man who stoud behind it pouring

lignor into glasses,

‘Has Papa been here to.night 2’

The man lraned aver the Lar unti] his face
was ¢ lose to the children, and said in angry way,

‘| don’t know anything about your father, and
don’t eome here again, if you do, I'll eall my
big dog vut of the yard and make him bite you.’

Ady and Jane felt frightened, as well by the
harsh manner as angry words of the man, and
they started back from him, and were turning
towards the door, with sad faces, when the per-
son who first marked their enirance, called out
loud enough for them to hear him,

‘Come here my little girls ?

The children stopped and looked at him, when
he beckoned them to approach, and they did so,

‘Are yon looking for your father,” he asked.

‘Yes sir,’ replied Ady.

‘What did the man at the bor say to you?’

‘He said Papa was not here, and that if we
came any more he would set his big dog on us.’

The man knit his brows for an instant, and
snid. *Who sent you Lere.’

‘Nobody,? answered Ady.

‘Don’t y ur mother know y-u have ecme .’

‘Y es #ir, she told us to go to bed, but we could
not nntil Papa was at home,’

‘He is here?

‘I+ he," and the children's faces brightened.

‘Yes, he is at the other end of the room asleep,
I'll go and wake him vp for you’

Half intoxieated and asleep, it was with diffi.
culty that Mr. Freeman counld be aroused.

As, soon, however, as his eyes were faily
opened and he found that Ady and Jane had
each grasped tightly one ol his hands he rose
op and yielding passively to their direction, he
suffe-red them to lead him away.

‘| guess you never saw him before,” said one
of the bar keepers,

‘{No nor never wish again, at least in this
place. Who is their father?’

‘Freeman, the Jawyer.’

“The one who a few years agn conducted
with so much ability the case against the Marine
Insnrance Company ?’

“The same.'

‘Is it possible ?’

A little group now formed around the man,
and a good deal was said about Freeman and
his fall from sobriety. One who had several
times seen Ady and Jane come in and lead him
home, as they had just done, said it wasa most
touching ease.

“To see,” said one, ‘thow passively he yields
himself to the little things when they come alier
him—sometimes when I see them I am almost
weak endugh to shed tears ™’

“They rre his good angels,’ remarked another,
‘but T am afraid they.are not quite sirong
enough to lead him back to the paths he has
forsaken.”

“You may think what you please aboutit gen-
tlemen,” spoke the landlord, ‘but I can tell yon
I wouldn't give much for a mother who wonld
let two little things like them go wandering
abont the streets alone at this time of pight.?

One ot those who expressed interest in the
little children, fel' angry at this remark, and
retoried with some bitterness—

‘And I would give less for the man who woald
make their father drunk.’

‘Ditto to that,’ responded one of the com-
pany,

‘And here is my hand to that,’ said another,

The landlord, fiading that a meajority of his
company were likely to be against him, smother.
ed his angry feelings and kept silent. A few
mirntes alterwards, two or three of the inmates
of the bar roo.n wentaway.

About ten o’clock the next morning while
Mr. Freeman, who was generally sober in the
fore part of the day, wasin his office, a stranger
entercd, and after sitting down gaid:

‘I must crave your pardon beforehand for
what I am going to say. Will you promise
not to be offended '

‘If you offer me an insult [ will certainly
resept it.’

‘So far from that, T ecame with the design to
do ynn a great service.’

‘Very well, say on.’

‘] wasat Lawson’s Refectory last night.’

‘Well

‘And I saw something there that touched my
heart. 1] slept at 2]l last night it was only to
dream of it. I haye two little girls and I love
them tenderly. Oh, sir, the thought of them

| coming out in a cold winter night in search of

me, and at sach a place, makes the blood run
cold in my weins.’

Words so unexpected coming upon Freeman
when he was comparatively sober, disturbed
him deeply. In spite of his endeavors to remain
calm, he trembled al!l over. He made an effort
to say something in reply, but eould not uttera
word.

‘My dear gir.? pursued the siramger, youn
have fallen by the hand of the monster intem.
perance and I feel that you are in great peril.—
You have not, however, fallen hopelessly.—
Yonu may rise yet if von will. Let me, in the
name of those sweet babes, who have shown in
so wonderful a manner, their love for you,

‘conjare you to rise superior to that deadly foe.—
R-wurd these good children with the highest
‘blessing their heaits can desire. Come with
me, and sing the pledge of freedom. Let us,
though strangers to each other, unite in this one
act’ |

Half bewildered, yet with a new heart, Free.
man arose, and suffered the man, who drew his
arm through his, to lead him away. Before
they separated both had signed the pledge.

That, evening, unexpectedly, tothe j .y of his
family.

‘rivalle,” #aid Nina one day, 10 Selma.

Mr. Freeman was perfectly sober when |
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week afterwards he was betrothed to one he
loved better, and more passionately.

‘1 hear yeur brother isengaged to Mand Mer-
‘I guess
he wou'do't eare mueh for her, it he knew of a
e+ rtain dishonorable eonneetion she once form-
ed with a gentleman,’ she added, with a toss of
her head.

‘Nina Halpin! yon speak words that have no
truth in them! said Selma, angrily. |

Nina turned porple with rage; but said no-

hie came home. Aftertea, while Ady and Jane | thing: and tarned scornfully away.

'were standing on either side of him, ss he sat
‘near their mother, ap arm round each of them,
‘he said, in a low whisper, bending his head
‘down and drawing them closer to him,

‘You will never have to come after me again.’

his face, bul half undersianding what he meant.

‘1 will never go there again,” he added,
‘1 will always stay at home with yon.’

Ady and Jane, now comprehending what
their father meant, overcome with joy, hid their
faces in his lap, and wept for very gladness,

Low us all this had been suid, every word
reached the mother's ear, and while her heart
irembled between hope and fear, Mr. Freeman
drew a paper from his pocket and threw it on
the table by which she wassitting. She opened
it hastily.—It was the Pledge, with his well
known rignatare subseribed at the bottom,

With a ery of joy she sprang to his side, and
his arms encircled his wife as well as her little
ones, in a fonder embrace than they had known
for years

The children’s love had saved their father;
they were, indeed, his *Good Angels.’

Maud Merrivalle.

m———

BY '‘ROLANTHE.

One eold, blustering, winter’s morning, a
frnup of schoo] girls were assembled in the
arge hall of the Roseville seminary, diseussing

had arrived the day before.

‘I think she’s as homely ss ean be,’ said a
tall, languishing brunette, with dark, dreamy
eyes, and glogsy raven hair.

*Why, Nina Halpin!" shouted a fairy little
blonde, by the name of Selma Morgan; she's
rea] pretty.  Sach hair! sueh eyes! such teeth!
Ah, me! I'm elear in the shade.’

‘Well, at any rate, she's as peor as poverty!
and with these nnt very elegant words, the
proud beauwy turned away, casting a haughty
look at Selma, who stood enjoying her confu.
si1on.

‘Dear me! what's all this talk about, girls?’
'said Anna Melviile, a good natured girl, look-
ing up from her books; *do tell me; 1’m dying
to know! Come,let’s hear '’

‘Nina will tell you," Selma answered, with a
tinge of spitefulness in her tone.

+Well, what is it, Nina?' Anna asked; but
Nina deigned no reply.

‘Ah, Nira's on her stilts now!" said Selma
with a sly laugh; *she can’t speak to us common
mortals; and so 1] tell you. We've been dis.
cussing Mand Mervivalle’s looks. T think she
is beautiful; but Nina don't—she’s jealous, ]
guess, s

Anna was ahout to reply, when Mrs. Mon.
roe, the principal, entered, with a pale, young
girl, elad in robes of derp mouring, leaning up-
on her arm,

‘Maud Merrivalle, young ladies,’ said Mrs.
Monroe, by way of introduction; and with a
slight bow she withdrew. Selima, who a wmo-
ment before, had been contemplating the ¢flects
of her speech upon Nina, tripped gaily up to
Maud, and put her armns around her neck, and
said, *Let us be friends, will yon?’

‘Yes,” Maud “answered, and then Selma led
her to a seat in a closely curtained recess, near

rang for school to commence.

Selma’s words were true— Maud was beauti-
ful, She had silken, chestnut hair, starry blue
eyes, snowy, well formed features, and a high,
expansive brow. She was an orphan; and pos
sessed a small fortune, which she appropriated

in some family. Selma and she became firm
friends, sustaining each other in their various
trials.

Dick Morgan, Selma’s brother, was a fine
dashing, young fellow, with raven hair, coal
black eyes, and a luxuriant silken moustache;
and adarge warm heart capable of the most pas-
sionate love, -

‘See here, little sister mine,’ said he to Sel-
ma, one day; did you know I'm engaged to Ni-
na Halpin?’

‘Nina Halpin! Oh, Dick, that’s too bad!
said Selma. ¢l intended you should have
Maud Merrivalle.? :

‘Bless me! I can get, if I like  her well
enoungh,’ answered Dick, stroking his pet mous-
tache.

‘[ thaught you esteemed love as something
holy; and notto be trifled with,” said Selma.

‘I do,’ Dick answered; *but I hope you don’t
think I'in going to marry Nina Halpin, if I
should like your friend Maud better, do you?’

‘No,' said Selma.

give me an iniroduction this very night, will
you?'

‘To.night? Yes;' and so Dick was introdne-
ed. He fell in love with Maud, irreclaimably.
The next day he announced to Selma his free-
dom from »ll engagement with Nina; and a

The ehildren lifted up their eyes quickly to

the merits and good looks of a new tcholar who

by, where they talked and chatted urtil the bell

for her education, so as to become a governess,

‘Well, then, we're square, sissy; and you must |

Examination day eame; and two prizes were
to be awarded to the best schalars. One of

‘them was a silver goblet, lined with gold, a

present from a millionaire: and the other was a
lady's gol) wateh. There was only two in the
whole schol, who esteemed themselves compe-
tent to compete for themn; they were Nina and

 Mand,

The dreaded day eame—the examination was
socqy over; and the judges retired to decide —
They soon came buck; and announced Mand as
the sneeessiu] eompetitor; and so she bore away
both prizes, under the loud acclamations
of the large andience. That was a day she
might well be proud of.,

'i'he next week she returned to her uncle’s

hounse, One alternoon she was sitting in her
hondoir. A servant entered and havded her a
note. Itren thns:—

‘Does Muaud Merrivalle know everything
concerning her betrothed? No, she does not.—
Does ghe dream of such a possibility as her de.
voted lover, having another love? No; | fear
not; but these things are true; and she should
take warning. Appearances are olien decep.
tive, ‘Inrxe.’

A month afterwards Selma came to make
Maud a visit; and to her she showed this mys-
terions note,

‘] know who wrote it,' said Selm»; ‘it is Nina
Halpin—ves, it's her; forit’s her handwriting;’
and thas Nina was exposed.

A yeur—nay, 1’1 have it lege—six months
afterwards,saw Maud Merrivalle Dick Morgan’s
bride. Thus dear reader, endeth my st .ry—Ilet
us hope for the heroine’s welfare,

Virtue, innocence, and kindness, will ever
triomph, and be the vietor; while pride, hatred
and ill-will, will always be overcome.—[N. Y.
Ledger.

Cnoice or Pursuirs 1x Lare — There is a
genuine gond sense and right freling express-
ed in the following paragraph, 'roin a late work
by Mrs. Sedgwick. The sentiments expressed
are in harmony with just views of our republi-
can institations: —

‘| shall be governed by circumstarces; [ do
not intend or wish Anthen, to erowd my boys
into the learned p-ofession. If any among them
have particular talent ortaste for them they may
follow them,

They must decide for themselves in a matter
more important 10 them than any one else.—
But my boys know that | thould be mortified
if they selected these professions from the wul-
gar notion that they were more genteel—a vul-
gar word that ought to be banished from the
American vocabulary—more genteel than agri-
eulture or the meehanie arts.

I have labored hard to convince my boys
there is nothing vulgar in the mechanic’s pro-
fession; no particular reason for envying the
lawyer or the doctor. They, as muen as the
farmer and mechanie, are working men. And
I should like to know what there is particularly
elevating in sitting over a table and wriling
preserib.- d forms, or in inquiring into the partic-
ulars ot disease and dealing ont physic for them,

It iscertainly a false notion in a democratic
republie, that a lawyer has more claim to respec.
tability— gentility, if you please—than a tanner,
a blacksmith, a pain‘er, or a builder.

It is the fault of the mechanie, if he takes the
place not assigned to him by the government
and instit~tions of his country He is of the
lower orders only when he ix self-degraded by
the ignorant and coarse manners which are as.
sociated with mannal labor in eountries where
society is divided into castes, and have, there-
fore, come to be considered inseparable from
it. Rely upon it, itis not so. The old barriers
are down.

The time has come when, being mechanics,
we may appear on laboring days, as well as hol-
idays, without the sign of our profession. —Tal-
ent and worth are the only eternal grounds of
distinction. To these the Almighty has affixed
his everlasting patent of nobility, and these it
is which make bright the immortal name to
which our children may aspire as well as others.
It will be our own fault, Anthon, if, in our land,
gociety ns well as government is not organized
upon a new foundation. But we must secure,
by our own efforts, the elevations that are now
accessible t) all.’
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A Srrmos To Hicawavymex.—The English
Methodist Magazine, for 1767, contains the fol-
lowing remarkable narrative;—

Four gentlemen and an old minister were 2s-
sailed on the highway by three rabbers, who de-
manded and teok possession of all their funds, —
The old minister pleaded very hard to be allow-
ed a little money, as he was on his way to pay
bill in London.

The highwaymen, as our authority informs
us, *being generous fellows, gave him all his
money back again, on condition of his preach-
ing them a sermon.’ _
Accordingly they retired a little distance from

the highway, and the minister addressed them

as follows:—




