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THE POET’S COURTSHIP.
BT COUnUDQB.

I  played a soft and doleftil air,
I  sang an old and moving story—
An old rude aoug, tka* wiled well 

_ That ruin wild aad hoary.

^ Btae listened, with a flitting Mush,
With downcast eyes; and modest grace 5 
Vot well she knew I  oould not choose 

f  Bat gaae upon her bee.
I  told her of the hnlgbt who wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand j 
And that for ten long years he wooed 

The Lady of the Land.
Il told her how he pined < and, ah !
'The deep, the low, the pleading tone,
With which I  sang another’s  love 

Interpreted aqrown.
But when I  told the cruel scoyn 
That erased that bold and lovely knight |
And that he crossed the mountain woods,

Nor rested day and night.
And that, unknowing what he did, 
lie leaped amid a murderous band,
And saved from outrage worse than death 

The Lady oTtho Land.
___ dntttthe ttgrted h fc  to a eate.*'
And how his madness went away,
When, on the yellow forest leaves,

A dying man he lay.
His dying words—but when I  reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty,
My Altering voice and pausing harp 

Disturbed her soul with pity.
AD impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrilled my guileless Oenevieve (
The music, and the doleful tale,

The rich and balmy eve j
And hopes, and fears that kindle hopes,
An undistingulshable throng,
And gentle wishes tong subdued,

Subdued and cherished long.
She wept'with pity and delight;
She blushed with love and virgin shame |
And, like the murmur of a dream,

, 1  heard her breathe my name.
She half Inclosed me with her arras,
She pressed me with a meek embrace j 
And, bending back her head, looked up 

And gased upon my fece.
’Twas partly love, and partly fear,
And partly Hwas a bashful a r t  
That 1 might rather feel than see 

The beatings of her heart.
A-»-

Mat not W omen propose* — W illis is 
breaking p ound  in the Home Journal in 
favor of the propriety of women proposing, 
and he says that he cannot conceive why a 
Queen is the only woman who can propose, 
under the present arbitrary regulations of 
society. He introduces a  very clever corres
pondent, Eva Gray, who says that women 
naturally desire to be married because they 
are bom to love and still more because ma
ternity is one .of their strongest passions, 
yet most of the girls are indifferently or 
wrongly mated, because they do not show a 
preference when they should, and when they/! 
Teally feel it, and have finally married indiP j 
ferent men when, had they been more frank, 
they might have allied themselves nobly and 
worthily. She says: —

“ I am much inclined to think that the 
fear superior women have, of seeming im
modest in showing a preference for such men 
as they really.do admire, has a  tendency to 
drive many men from them, to the lighter 
sort of women. I do not mean she should 
° “®r hepself; but when she sees one whom 
she admires, she should evince plainly that 
she is pleased with his company and conver
sation, and not think it anything immodest, 
as it is really not. But if she treats him 
as she does indifferent men,' and as indiffer
ent women treat him, very likely there will 
be a serious mistake. Many men are proud, 
and will not sue for even a  woman they 
lore.”  J

THE JYAGS.
In a town which we will call Middletown, 

because it was of the middle size, dwelt a 
worthy shopkeeper bearing the odd name of 
Jeremiah Wag. By dealing in all sorts of 
commodities, and steady attention to his busi
ness, he had managed to keep up his respec
tability, and doubtless would have consider* 
ably increased his store, but for the gradual 
increase of his family. For several year* 
after his marriage a new little Wag was ush
ered annually into the world ; and though 
there had been latterly somewhat less of reg
ularity, as many as ten small heads might 
be counted every evening in his back parlor. 
Jerry, the eldest boy, was, however, almost 
fourteen years of age, and therefore began 
“ to make himself useful,’’ by carrying out 
small parcels, and assisting behind the coun
ter. AQ the rest were, to use their parent’s

»» anri “ We
> to  _ T .

were a  jolly little set, and blessed with most 
excellent appetites. Such was the state of 
family mattera a t the time when our narra
tive commences.

Now, on the opposite side of the street, 
exactly facing the modest board on which 
Jerem iah’s name was painted, with the usual 
announcement of certain commodities in 
which he dealt, was another board of a very 
different description. On it were emblazoned 
the arms of his majesty, with the supporters, 
a lion and a unicorn, as the country folks 
said, “ a fighting for the crown.”

The establishment indicated by this dis
play, was upheld by a different class of cus
tomers from that which patronized the shop. 
'Two or three times in each day some private 
carriage or post-chaise would stop to change 
horses at the King’s Arms, and occasionally 
‘•a family” took up their quarters there for 

. the n ig h t; but the latter was a piece of good 
luck not often to be expected, as there were 
no lions to be seen in Middletown save the 
red rampant guardian on the sign-board.

I t  was haymaking time, and business was 
very slack with the worthy Jerem iah; but 
he said that he didn’t care much about it, as 
the countiy folks were earning money, part 
of which he trusted would find its way into 
his till in due course. So, after rummaging 
about among his stock to see if he was “ out 
of anything, he took his stand a t the door, 
just to breathe a mouthful of fresh air. Ti
tus Twist, the landlord, mode his appearance 
at the same moment, in his own gateway, 
apparently with the same salubrioiftrintent, 
and immediately beckoned to his neighbor 
just to step across.

“ Well, how are ye, Master W ag?”  said 
he when they met. “ Did you obserito that 
green chariot that stands down in the yard 
there, and came in more than an hour ago ?” 
Jeremiah answered in the negative. “ W ell,”  

irie fee

plain, but good, and altogether becoming his 
apparent rank.

“ I shall be hack in a quarter of an hour,” 
said he to the landlord ; “ I ’m only going 
over the way to the shop, to buy something;’’ 
and away he went, ana, of course, was fol
lowed by Jeremiah, who, immediately on 
entering his own house, skipped nimbly be
hind toe counter to wait upon his new cus
tomer.

After trying on some gloves, and purchas
ing two pair, the little strange gentleman 
looked round the shop, as though examining 
its contents to find something he wanted.

“ Any thing else I can do for you, Bir?” 
asked Jeremiah. “ You sell almost every 

;, I see, Mr. W ag?” observed the old 
leman. “ Mr. W ag? Your name is 

I suppose?” “ Y es,sir,”  replied the

repeated the stran- 
eh?”  “ It

suppose 
>p6r, dryly.

«JG W ag, Wag
“ Funny name 1

continued mine feost, belongs to one of
the oddest, rummest, little old gentlemen I 
ever clapped my eyes on. ■ He’s been-asking 
me all sorts of questions, and seems mightily 
tickled.with your name above all things. I  
think he’s cracked. Howsomever, ’ he’s or
dered dinner; but hush! here he comes.” 

The Httle gentleman in question seemed 
botweeft sixty and seventy; but, excepting a 
certain sallowncss of complexion, carried his 
years well, his morions being lively, and 

a good-humored smile, as though 
on his countenance. His dress was

wearing
habitual,

ly knowing what to think of the
Blatter.

“ Vejiy good nam e!”  continued the little 
gentlemen, “ like it very much. Got any 
children? any little Wugs, eh? Like to see 
’em. Fond of children—littlo Wags in par
ticular—he, he, ho !”

“ Much obliged to ye for inquiring, sir,” 
replied the senior W ag ; “ I ’ve got just hulf 
a score, sorted sizes. That’s the eldest!” 
and he pointed to young Jerry, whose lanky 
limbs were at the moment displayed, spread- 
eagle fashion, against the shelves. From the 
topmost of which he was reaching down 
some commodity for a customer.

“ That's right. Bring ’em up to indus
try ,”  said the little gentleman. “ Well, I 
can’t stay now, because my dinner’s ready ; 
but I see you sell Irish linen, and I want a 
piece for shirts; so, perhaps, you’ll be so 
good as to look mo out a nice one and bring 
it over to me.”

“ You may rely,”  commenced Mr. W ag; 
but his new customer cut him short by ad
ding, “ I know that well enough,” as he 
briskly made his exit. ^

Tho industrious shopkeeper forthwith se
lected certain of his primest articles, folded 
them in a wrapper, and, at the appointed time, 
carried the whole across to the King's Anns. 
Ho was immediately ushered into the pres
ence of the eccentric elderly gentleman, who 
was seated alone behind a bottle of white 
apd a bottle of red. “ Suppose you’ve dined, 
Master W ag?” said he, “ so, come! no cer
emony, sit down and take a glass of wine.”

, . ‘T m  very much obliged to you, I ’m sure, 
sir, , replied Jeremiah ; “ hut I have just 
brought over half a dozen pieces of Irish for 
you to look at and choose.”

“ Phoo, phoo!” quoth the small stranger, 
“ I don’t  want to see them. I know nothing 
about ’em. Leave all to you. Only meant 
to have had a piece; but, as you have 
brought half a dozen, I may as well take ’em. 
‘Store’s no sore,’ they say. There’s a fifty 
pound note ! Reckon ’em up„ and soo if 
thofo’s any change.”

Jcremian stared at this unusual wholesale 
mode of dealing, stammered his thanks, and 
observed,"that* the goods would not amount

The bashful shopkeeper hereupon perched 
himself on the extreme front edge of a chair, 
at a respectful distance from the table ; but 
was tola to draw up closer by his hospitable 
entertainer. They then took three or four 
glasses of wine together, and gradually Je r
emiah found himself more a t home, and scru
pled not to reply to tho odd stranger’s inqui
ries respecting his family and occupations. 
And so they went on chatting till they ap
peared as two 'ftorj old and intimate friends ; 
for Mr. Wag was of an open, unsuspecting 
disposition, and talked as though he had no
objection that all tho world should know all 
about his affairs.

“ Well, hut, my dear W ag,”  said the 
stranger, “ can’t  you tell what part of the 
country your father came from?”

“ No, sir, I can’t , ”  replied Jeremiah, “ he 
died when I was about eight years old, and 
the London merchant to whom he was clerk, 
put me to school,, and ttftor that apprenticed

> before observed Jere» to tjrid gikdfe w inr w w u unn. mfj wwy,
where I do now. W el^ there I  sorted my 
time, and then married his daughter, aptl so 
carno in for tho business when he died ; but

to balf the money.
‘•So much tho worse,”  said the little gen- 

“ Must soo if I can’t buy something
<So much tho worse,”  said the little 

tleman.
else in your line, presently; but sit down 
no*, th a t’s a good fellow, I want to have 
some talk with you.”

I ’ve increased it a pretty deal, and if I ’d 
more capital could make a snug thing of it 
by going into the wholesale, and serving vil
lage shops with groceries, and so on.”

“ Why don’t  you try it ?” asked the little 
gentleman.

“ It won’t do unless ono has got the ready 
to go to market with,” replied Jeremiah, 
knowingly ; “ and then one must be able to 
give credit, and ought to keep one’s own 
wagon to carry out goods. No, no, it won't 
do. Many a man has made had worse by 
getting out of his depth, and, as it is, thank 
God, I can live. The only thing that puzzles 
me now and then is, what I shall do with all 
the children.”

“ Hark ye, my wrorthy W ag,”  said the odd 
stranger, “ I have not got any children ; so 
if you’ll let me pick among the lot, I 
don’t (“are if I take two or three off your 
hands.”

“ S ir!”  exclaimed the astonished shop- 
keejx'r.

“ I mean what I say,” replied the old gen
tleman, demurely. “ Take mo with you. 
Introduce me to your wife and family, and 
let us all have a friendly cup of tea together 
in your back parlor. Don’t stare, my good 
W ag ;'h u t fill your glass. I don't want to 
buy your little Wags, hut I happen to have 
more of the ready, os you call it, than I w an t; 
so I'll put them to school, or what you like. 
What say you ?”

Jerenuah rubbed his eyes, as though 
doubtful if ho were awake, and then uttered 
his thanks for such extraordinary kindness in 
the best way ho was able; u / id /a ’suyf kh 
hour after, tne whimsical littbj Old rich fieri-, 
tleman was sitting by tho sidq'of Mrtj. 
with a little curly-hoaded W ag on 
knee, while the rest were playing round, or 
gazing open-mouthed ut the stranger with 
childish wonder.

By degrees all stiffness wore off; and, be
fore tho evening concluded, nothing could 
exceed tho merriment of tho whole fiarty. 
The eccentric elderly gentleman hod learned 
to call all the Wags by their names, and be 
played, and frolicked, and rolled upon the 
floor with the little p<y»to, in a stylo that 
rtiade the parents suspocvw'ith the uuidlord, 
that ho must be “ cracked.”

However, at parting, ho became more se
rious, and invited Jeremiah to come and
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breakfast with him in the morning, and 
bring with him a copy of the names and 
birthdays of his children, as entered in the 
family Bible.

Mr. and Mrs. Wag of course lay awake 
for an hour that night, talking over the 
strange incidents of the day, and perhaps 
building a few castles in the air, after the 
style o f affectionate parents for their children.

On the following morning Jeremiah dressed 
himself in his Sunday suit, and repaired to 
fulfil his engagement, llis new old friend 
received him in the most cordial manner, and 
they breakfasted together, chatting over fam
ily concerns as on the preceding day. When 
their repast was ended, the little gentleman 
read over the list of the young Wags, and 
smilingly observed, “ A jolly set of them ! 
We muSjt contrive to make them all good 
and happy Wags if we can, eh? Eldest, 
Jerry, almost fourteen—useful to you in bu
siness. That’s right. Leave him there, eh ? 
Next, Thomas, almost thirteen—fond of 

. rending—told me SO. A good school first, 
eh? Then tliree girls running, Mary, Anne 
and Fanny. Pack them off to a good school 
too. Never mind. Then comes William, 
eight—and Stephen, seven. Think 1 know 
where to place them—-just the right age. 
Perhaps can’t do it at once, though. Humph. 
That’s all I can take at present. The other 
three, Sarah, Henry and Philip, too young. 
Well, my worthy Wag, you will hear about 
what I mean to do with them before long, 
and a friend of mine will cijl upon you some 
duy to consult about the best way of increas
ing your business. Settle ull in time. No 
more to say now, but good bye—oh ? Paid 
the landlord’s bill bolore breakfast, ’cause 
don’t like to lie kept waiting. Didn’t mean 
to have stopped long enough to change 
horses when I came yesterday. Glad I 
have, though. Hope you wont bo sorry. 
Holloa! waiter! is iny curriage ready ? ” “ At 
the door, sir,” shouted the liuidlord in reply. 
“ That’s right,”  exclaimed tho extraordinary 
elderly gentleman. “ Good-bye, my worthy 
Wag! Remember me to Mrs. Wag, and 
give my love to all the little Wags. Ten be
sides yourselves! A dozen Wags in one 
family! Never expected to see such a sight 
as th a t! He, he, h e ! See it uguin, though,

uttering
nutely, he walked briskly along the passage 
to his carriage, into which fie forthwith 
jumped, and, haring repeated his valediction 
to the astounded shopkeeper, ordered the 
jKistilion to drive on.

Thus .Jeremiah was prevented from ex
pressing his grateful feelings for such won
derful promises, and so stood gaping in 
silence till the carriage was out of sight.

“ Why, you seem regularly ’mazed, neigh- 
bor !” exclaimed the landlord.

“ Enough to make me,” replied Mr. Wag. 
“ If one-half what I ’ve heard this morning 
should come true, I shall bo a lucky fellow, 
that's a ll!”

“ The old fellow’s crocked,” olwcrved Titus 
Twist, “ l ie ’s u gentleman, however, every 
inch of him, tlmt 1 will say for him. Didn t 
makemake a word about nothing. All right. 
11 s e d |l  good living, no doubt. More’s the 
pity,"us lie's cracked. He certainly ought 
not to l>e allowcxTto travel without a servant, 
us lie does.”

“ Well,”  oliserved Jeremiah, “ I don’t 
know what to say or what to think about i t ; 
but, if bo is eracked—humph ! I don’t 
know. It may be so. However, there’s no 
harm done yet.”

“ So lie’s boon cramming you, eh?” said 
mine host. “ Mode you a present of the 
moon, perhups? They do fancy strange 
things, and think themselves kings, and very 
rich in particular.”  t

The truth of this latter assertion made an 
impression upon our worthy.shopkeeper, who 
communicated it to his' wife; nut she hud 
taken a great fancy to the odd old gentleman, 
iUifyvns h/yMy bo shaken in her conviction 
fl*ftt*jho* wtiuli really be “ as good as his

ell,"’ blmrved her husband, “ time will 
iniotf,; and, at all events, it was no had 
thing to sell six pieces of line, linen at once. 
We don’t have such customers every day. 
However, the best tiling we can do is, to 
keep our own secret; for, if the neighbors 
were to bear of it; wo should never hear tho 
last of it.”

Mrs. Wag agreed in the propriety of her 
spouse'b suggestion; but, nevertheless, was 
unable to refrain from dropping hints to sun
dry gossips concerning her anticipations of 
coming good fortune; and tho vagueness and 
mysterious importance of her manner created 
a sensation, and caused many strange sur
mises. Some docided that tlie Wans had

beon so imprudent as to purchase a whole 
lottery ticket, and blamed them accordingly; 
whflo others shook their heads OjmI hinted 
that, with jto large a family it would be a 
very fortunate circumstance if Jeremiah could 
manage bo as not Jo go back in the world; 
and, lor their parts, they never likad to hear 
folks talk mysteriously about good luck : so, 
for some time, the stranger’s visit deemed to 
have produced results somewhat the reverse 
of beneficial. But, at the end of a month, 
an elderly gentleman, dressed in black, en
tered the shop, and requested a private inter
view -with Mr. W ag; and as the back parlor 
was full of little Wags, then undergoing the 
ceremonies of ablution, combing, Ac., he 
proposed that they should adjourn to the 
King’s Arms.

When they were seated there, tho stranger 
very deliberately proceeded to arrange a va
riety of papers upon the table in a business
like manner; anu when his task Was com
pleted, apparently to his satisfaction, he 
smiled, rubbed his hands, and thus addressed
the wondering shopkeeper:

“ My name is Stephen Goodfellow ; I  am 
an attorney, living in London, and there” 
(handing a card) J ‘is my address. You will 
probably guess who is iny client, but my in
structions arc to conceal his name. Well, 
he has consulted with me os to the best mode 
of carrying your intention of increasing your 
business into effect, and I have, consequently, 
lmd interviews with certain commercial gen
tlemen, and, ahem ! the result is, that as the 
thing must lie done gradually, I have to pre
sent you, in the first place, with this order 
for a thousand pounds. You will then lie so 
good as to sign this dodUment^-by reading 
which you which you will perceive that you 
cannot lie called upon for repayment before 
the expiration of tliree years. Ahem! don’t 
interrupt mo. That will do to begin with ; 
but, after a little while, as you mast give 
credit, and some of your commodities, par
ticularly groceries, amount to considerable 
sums, you may want more, so—ahem !—yes, 
this is the paper. You are to put yottr usual 
signature here; and, mark me, in precisely 
six months from this day, an account will lie 
ojHjned in your name with the London bank
ers, whoso check-book I now presont you 
with. They will have asset* in their hwds, 
and instructions »to honor yotur drofta’fcoiny 
sum or sums not exceeding four tmusand 
pounds. You understand ?”

“ I hear what you say, sir,”  stammered 
Jerem iah; “ but, really, I ’m so astonished, 
tha t”------

“ Well, well,”  observed Mr. Gqpdfellow, 
smiling, “ it certainly is not .md

ar, in< 
iis sa 

order and the
great deal of trepidation, wrote his tame 
twice, and received the money 
banker’s check-book. Mr. Goodfellow then 
ordered a chaise, and chatted familiarly till 
it was reaily, when he shook Mr. Wag by 
the hand, wished him good luck, and de
parted.

“ I told you so!” exclaimed Mrs. Wag, 
when her spouse related the morning’s adven
ture. “ He seemed so fond of the children, 
1 know how it would be. But you should 
have asked his name. I wonder who ho can 
he! Some great lord, no doubt. Well, 
bless him, T say ! God bless him, whoever 
he is. Oh, Jerry ! my dear Jerry Wag ! I 
feel as if I was a-going to cry. How foolph ! 
Well, I can’t  help it, and that’s the truth 
and the good housewife wiped her eyes, hnd 
then threw her nnns round tho neck of!her 
dearly beloved Wag, who, albeit that ho Was 
unused to the melting mood, found his ayes 
suddenly grow dim, and so they performed a 
weeping duet together.

It is pleasant to record, that a t the telini- 
nation of this natural, paroxysm, they le- 
glocted not to return thanks to a hij ler 
l’ower for the wonderful change that l ad 
thus taken place in their prospects.

Their subsequent task was to take coui scl 
together; hut that was a work requir ng

Y Y Y Y ’:

possessed for 
However,

everyday 
i t  it a lit-transaction ; but my respected client 

tie eccentric, and so we must allow him to 
do things in his own way. He has taken a 
fancy to you, th a t’s clears and when lie 
takes any tiling in hand,, bo doesn’t mind 
trifles.” w

“ But so m uch!” exclaimed Mr. Wag. 
“ One thousand—four thousand—five thou
sand pounds ! It is like a dream ! Surely, 
sir,” and he hesitated ; “ surely the gentleman 
can’t  be in—ahem !—in—his—right senses?” 

“ Sound as a bell,” replied the lawydr.. “ I 
hope you may have as clear a head to carry 
on your new business. At present youarea 
little l)owildered, th a t’s plain enough t but 
no great marvel. However, my timo i t  pre
cious, so just let me have your signature, 
and I ’m off.”

He then placed the papers befpt'e Jeremi
ah, who, alter a little more demur, dnd

more of calmness than they 
the first two or three days. However, by 
degrees, as time rolled on, the industrious 
couple made their arrangements, and, a t the 
end of six months, Mr. Wag had so increased 
his business, that it became advisable for 
him to have recourse to his London bankers. 
In the meanwhile, he had sent his son Tom 
and the three eldest girls to school, agreeably 
to the intimation of his unknown friend, 
which he considered a command that he was 
in duty bound to comply with. Still it ap
peared very extraordinary that the little 
elderly gentleman neither communicated with 
nor came to see th em ; but as the whole 
affair was out of the common way, Jeremiah 
resolved industriously to avail himself of the 
advantages of his new position, as the best 
means of testifying his gratitude during his 
benefactor’s absence.

Much marveling, of course, there was in 
the town and neighborhood a t the steady in
crease in Mr. W ag’s “ concern,”  in spite of 
his very plain statement that a kind friend 
had advanced hinfa considerables itnn

“ Who could that friend be?” was the 
puzzling question which no one could answer; 
out his unremitting attention to business, 
the punctuality of his payments, and other 
evidences of his prosperity, sufficed to insure 
him general respect, though certain envioOS 
husybodies would venture now and then to 
hint significantly that “ all is not gold that 
glistens.”  ^

So matters went on pleasantly with the 
Wags till winter, when Tom and his three 
sisters came home for tho holidays, and 
the latter assisted their mother in preparing 
fbr the festivities of the season.

It was Christmas eve, and the whole 
of the family were congregated in the little 
back parlor, when young Jerry started up 
at the well-known sound of a  customer at 
the shop-door, at which he arrived with a  
hop, step and jump ; and, jerking it open, 
beheld a little o(d gentleman wrapped in a 
large cloak.

“ Please to walk in, sir,”  said Jerry Wag.
“ Hush!”  whispered the stranger, placing 

his forefinger on his mouth, “ I want to sur
prise them. You’re all together to-night, I 
suppose?”

“ Yes, sir,”  replied Jerry, smiling,Tor he 
thought ho knew to whom he was speaking.

“ That’s right,” said the odd elderly gen
tleman, advancing cautiously towards the 
darkest part of the shop, and throwing off 
his cloak. “ Now for a  Christmas frolic! 
Come here, you rogue! W hy, you’ve grown 
taller than me. That’s right! a thriving 
Wag! Now, mind, you go back, as if no
thing had happened, and give me hold of 
your coat tail, bo that I can’t  be seen. 
That’ll do. No laughing, you young monkey. 
There, step along.”

Jerry did as he was bid, save that, though 
he bit his lips unmercifully, his risible mus
cles would not remain inactive ; and thus the 
oddly joined pair made their way into the 
family upar 
hail exclaimed,

rtment just as the eldest daughter 
Now, momma, i t ’s your

turn to w ish!”
They were sitting in a semicircle before 

the fire, and the stranger and his shield, of 
course, stood behind-them.

“ Ileigho !”  said Mrs. Wag, “ there’s only 
one thing I wish for to-night, and that is the 
addition of one more to our party.”

“ Name ! name ! You must name your 
wish !” cried tliree or four juvenile voices, in 
full glee.

“ 1 wish I coul(L<tell you his name,”  said 
Mrs. Wag, “ but your father knows who I 
mean. Don’t you, my dear?”

“ I can’t mistake you, my love,”  replied 
Jeremiah, affectionately, i “ and I wish hie 
could see how happy we are. I t would dq 
his heart good, I really think.”

“ Who can ho, bo ?”  exclaimed the eldest 
daughter.

“Perhaps it’s somebody like m e!”  cried 
the little odd gentleman, stepping briskly 
forward.

“ It is! it is !”  shrieked mamma, and up 
jumped the whole party, and down went Mrs. 
Wag upon her knees, while, utterly uncon
scious of what she did, her arms were 
clasped round the neck of her benefactor, 
whose bodily frame, being unable to sustain 
her matronly weight, gave way, and bo they 
rolled together on the floor.

“ Ha, ha, h a !”  laughed tho eccentric el
derly gentleman, as soon as he recovered 
breath, hut without attempting to rise. 
“ This is a Christmos gam bed, eh! Master 
Wag? Eh! my merry little Wags? Needn't 
ask you all how you are.”  ’

“ My dear sir !” \exclaimed Jeremiah, “ al
low me to assist you. ■ I hopcTyou are not 
hurt.”

“ H u rt!”  cried the little gentleman, jump
ing up and offering his hand to Mrs. \Vag. 
“ H urt! why, I feel myself twenty years' 
younger than 1 did five minutes ago. Never 
mind ma’am. Like Christmas gambols. Al
ways did. Happen to have such a thing as 
a bunch of mistletoe, eh?”

“ I am sure, sir,”  Whimpered Mrs. Wag—
“ I am sure I shall never forgive myself.
To think of taking suoh a  liberty; I—I—
can’t  oonoeive how I could” ------

“ As often as ever you please, my good H 
lady,”  said the *fecoentrte, handing her to a K 
chair; bot^sit down ana compose yourself, Y

T n k *  Lrk k n n r i a  a l l  WAllTwl • ”  fltU I flim itW W  NWhile I  shake hands all round, and turning 
towards Jeremiah, he oommenoed the cere-* 
mony, which he went through with from the 
eldest to the youngest, calling them all by 
their names as correctly as though he were a 
constant visiter.

A right merry Christmas eve was that. 
The young Wags were, ever and anon, 
obliged to hold their sides, as they laughed 
•and screamed with delight at the lunny sto
ries told by the- funny little old geT&TlZJnran; \ 
who romped and played with them with as 
much glee as though he had been the young
est of the party. So the hours passed quick
ly away till the unwelcome sound of “ bed
time” was whispered among the little circle; 
and then one aftet-ofiother departed, until 
Mr. and M rsrW ag were left alone with their 
honored guest.

The hearts of both were full, and they be-" 
gan to endeavor to express their feelings; 
but the singular old gentleman stopped them 
by saying—“ Needn’t  tell me. Know it all. 
Shall run away if you go on so. Remem
ber, I told you I had more of the ‘ready’ than 
I knew what to do with. Couldn t  have 
done better with it, eh? Out a t interest 
now. Best sort of interest, too. More 
pleasure this evening than receiving dividends, 
eh ? Never was happier. So come, let us 
wind up for the night. I ’ve a memorandum 
or two for you in my pocket-book,”  and he 
placed it on the table, ^nd began to turn 
over divers papers, as he continued—“ H em ! 
ha! Yes. Those two. You’d better  take 

y good sir- They’U admitWQliainthem, nn 
and Stephen to Christ a—what thev7call the blue-coat school. Capital school, 
eh?” /  .

“ My dear sir \ y  exclaimed Jeremiah. .
“ Don’t  interrupt me, tha t’s a good fellow,” 

said tho^oMgentleman. “ Hem! Do you 
ever smoke a pipe?”

“ Very rarely,” replied the wondering Mr. 
Wag. . -

“ Well,”  continued his guest, “ take that 
paper to light your next with. Put it in 
your pocket, and don’t  look a t it till I ’m 
gone. Hem ! Tom’s master says he will 
make a good scholar; so, if  you’ve no objec
tion, I wus thinking he might as well go to 
college in a year or two. Not in your way, 
perhaps? Nevermind. I  know some of the 
big-wigs. See all right, and enter his name. 
Should have one parson in a large family, eh?”

Here Mrs. Wag could no longer refrain 
from giving vent to her overcharged feelings 
by certain incoherent ejaculations, which 
terminated in a flood of tears.

“ Humph !”  said the old gentleman, “ my 
spectacles want wiping;”  and he took the 
opportunity of rubbing them and blowing his 
nose, while Jeremiah was comforting the 
wife of his bosom, and telling her not to be 
so foolish, although he could scarcely avoid 
sniveling himself.

“ Hem! ahem !” resumed their guest; 
“ think I ’ve got some of the mince pie stick
ing in my throat. Stupid old fellow to eat 
so much, eh?”

“ Better take another glass of wine, sir,”  
said Jeremiah. “ Give me leave,sir, to pour 
it out.”

“ No, no exclaimed Mrs. Wag, starting 
up and smiling through her tears, “ let me ! 
Nobody else ! God bless you, sir !”  ,

“ And you, too!”  ejaculated. the old gen
tleman gaily ; “ come, th a t’s a challenge !c 
Glasses round! and then we must say good 
night. Don’t  let us make a dull end of a 
merry evening.”

W arm benedictions were forthwith uttered, 
and the “ compliments of the season” were 
wished, with moro than common sincerity, 
by all three, ns their glasses met jingling to
gether. -Then, the whimsical guest tossed 
off his wine, jumped up, shook his hosts hear
tily by the hand, wished them good night, 
and Bullied into the shop to find his cprtik. 
Mr- and Mrs. Wag followed, and expressed a 
hope that he would honor their Christmas 
dinner by his presence on the following day ; 
hut all they could draw frofn him was— 
“ Can’t promise. Ate and drank a little too 
much to-night, perhaps. Getting shockingly 
old. See how 1 am in the morning. Enioyod 
myself this evening. A jolly set of W’ags

/

/
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altogether! Merry Wags all, eh 1 young and 
old. Well, well, wag along happily, my 
dear Mr. and Mrs. Wag! Gooa n igh t!”  
and after once more shaking hands with 
them, he nimbly whisked himself out at the 
shop door, and trotted across to the King’s 
Anns. -*

No sooner were the worthy couple alone, 
than curiositity led them to examine the 
piece of paper which their benefactor had

Eresented to Jeremiah for the purpose of 
ghting his pipe; and it proved to be the 

promissory note which the latter had signed 
for the first thousand pounds. The donor’s 
intention was plain enough, as it was regu
larly cancelled, so Mrs. Wag was obliged to 
use her pocket handkerchief once m ore; and 
her spouse, after striding three or four times 
times rapidly across the room, felt himself 
also under the necessity of taking out his, 
and blowing his nose with unusual vehe
mence. Then they congratulated and com
forted each other, and said their prayers, 
and offered up their thanksgivings with a 
fervor and sincerity that proved they were 
not unworthy of their good fortune. Then 
they retired to rest though not immediately 
to sleep, for they were each beset by strange 
waking dreams, and beheld in their minds’ 
eye a black clerical W ag, two long-coated 
little blue Wags, .with yellow nether invest
ments, and other Wags of assorted sizes, but 
all very happy.

On the following morning, being Christmas 
day, our fortunate shopkeeper equipped him
self in his best apparel, and, before breakfast, 
stepped across the road, and found Mr. Titus 
Twist rubbing his eyes in his own gateway. 
Mutual salutations, and “ compliments of the
season,”  were exchanged in good neighborly

............................................... 1, “ There’s
tor you, Master VV ag, 1

queer little ola gentleman. I ’m sure he’s

style, and then mine host exclaimed,
, box here for you, Master Wag, left by that

—well, tha t’s him. I  don’t know why, but 
he’s taken a fancy to me and my wife and

m
cracked. In  he comes here yesterday, just 
after dark, posting in his own carriage. Well, 
he orders up anything as wo happened to 
haveready, and I sets him down to as good 
a dinner as ever any gqptleman need sit down 
to, though I Bay it, because why, you see, 
our larder’s pretty considerably well stocked 
at this season. So down he sits, rubbing his 
hands, and seemihg as pleased as Punch, and 
orders a bottle of w ine; but, before he’d 
been ten minutes a t table, up he jumps, claps 
on his cloak and hat, upd runs smack out o’ 
the bouse, and never comes back 
past eleven at night, when he pays 
and orders horses for six o’clock this morn
ing.”

“  Is he gone, then?” exclaimed Jeremiah. 
“  Off, sure enough,”  replied Titus ; “  but 

he’s left a great box for you, which I was 
just going to send over. So, I suppose you 
apd ho have some dealings together.”

“  Yes,” said Mr. Wag, “  I shall have 
cause to bless and thank liim the latest day 
I have to live ; but I wish he had stopped 
here to-day. Well, GJod bless him, wher
ever he’s gone. Hark ye, neighbor—you 
have often heard me speak of having a friend 

I don’t know why, 
ire

family, and has done for us more than you’d 
believe, if I was to tell you. However, we 
can chat that over another day, as I can’t 
stop now, as Mrs, Wag and the children are 
waiting breakfast. But where’s the box! 
I ’ll take it with me, if you please.”

“  If  two of the strongest fellows in my yard 
can take it over, it’s as much as they can,”  
replied Titus. “ However, they shull try ; 

- and I hope you’ll come over this afternoon 
knd crack a bottle of my best to drink the 
little queer old gentleman’s health. But, 
mind me, he’s cruckcd to a certainty, mid 
you’ll fin<Ht out some of these days.”

The box was accordingly delivered, and, 
on being opened, was found to contain a doz
en separate packages, each directed for one 
member of the Wag family, the largest for 
Jeremiah, tho father, and the smaflest for 
little Philip, a “  rising three ” year old Wag. 
Their contents were far too vurious for pre
cise specification, but could not have been 

%more judiciously appropriated nor more grate
fully received, so that Christmas day was a 
day of rejoicing; and the 'only regret felt by 
one and all the Wags was, that their very 
kind friend had not stayed to spend it with 
them.

When the festive season was over, matters 
went on as usual with Jeremiah, save that 
perhaps there was more of cheerfulness in his 
manner while pursuing his course of steady 
industry. The fact was, that he never now 
felt perplexed about money affairs, which 
were wont formerly to occupy much of his 
time by day, and cause him many sleepless 
hours by night. Those who called for pay
ment were as welcome as those who came to 
pay, and consequently his credit stood h igh ;

and the travelers and London houses strove, 
by tempting bargains and peculiar attention 
in “  selecting the best articles, to complete, 
his kind orders,” tb keep his name upon 
their books. So he yent on and prosperejl 
in all his undertakings, and in tne oourse 
thereof visited the metropolis to make pur
chases, and, whqp there, called upon Mr- 
Good fellow, who gap; him a hearty welcome, 
but could not be persuaded to reveal the name 
of his eccentric client, though he scrupled 
not to say that he was in good health, ad
ding, with a  smile, “  and in perfect posses
sion of his intellects. ”

Jeremiah next endeavored to worm the 
secret from his bankers, but with no better 
success. The partner who received him, as
sured him that the steady increase and re
spectability of his account bad wrought such 
an impression in a  quarter which he was not 
permitted to name, that their house would 
feci in lie h pleasure in making advances, 
whenever any thing advantageous offered it
self for purchase.

“  I t is wonderful!”  exclaimed^eremiah.
“ A good character, my dear sir,”  observed 

the banker, “  is every thing in trade. We 
are dealers in money; and nothing pleases 
us more than placing it where we know it is 
safe, and haver every reason to suppose it 
may be useful.”

“ B ut,”  observed Jeremiah, “ you know 
nothing about me.”

“  I beg your pardon, Mr. W ag,”  said the 
banker; “  you are what we call a good man, 
and have got a good back.”

“ A back!” exclaimed the bewildered shop
keeper.

“  Yes,”  said the tanker, smiling, “  that is, 
a good friend to your back ; and, though he 
chooses to keep himself in the background, 
depend upon it he’ll not forsake you so long 
as you go on as you have done. Therefore, 
buy away for ready cash as largely as you 
please, and we’ll honor your drafts.”

On this hint Jeremiah subsequently acted, 
by making purchases which enabled him to 
serve his customers “  on terms that defied 
all competition.” Therefore, and by dint of 
strict attention and civility, his trade contin
ued to increase, till he was obliged to add 
warehouses to his shop, and employ a regu
lar clerk and collector, besides shopmen, por
ters, and wagoner.

In the meanwhile young Tom Wftg studied 
Latin and Greek with a  ncighlxmng curate; 
William and Stephen were, in due course, 
admitted into the Blue-coat School, and the 
education of the other children went on pre
cisely as had been recommended by their ec
centric benefactor, whose advice Mr. and 
Mrs. Wag considered equivalent to com
mands. Still they were often uneasy alxiut 
him, and more particularly after another 
Christmas eve had passed without his ap
pearance. Poor Mrs. Wag was sure hp wiis 
ill, and would oecasionally churge him with 
unkindness for not letting her know, that 
she might go and nurse him. But again 
months and months rolled away, and a t last 
autumn Arrived, and with it brought the 
grand denoiumcnt of the mystery, as sudden
ly and unexpectedly as their former 
luck.

All the Wags who were at homo were sit
ting round a tea-table, in the little garden at 
the back of the house, and Mrs. Wag was 
sedately filling their 'eups, when one of the 
younger children exclaimed, “ Who’s that?”

Jeremiah looked round to where the child 
was goring, and beheld his benefactor stealth
ily approaching from the back door, with an 
arch smile on his countenance, as though 
wishing to take them by surprise ; but per
ceiving that be was discovered, he stepped 
nimbly forward, according to! his usual cus
tom, and holding out bis hand, said, “ Well, 
my dear Wag, how are you ? How are you, 
my dear Mrs. Wag ? and how are you, young

Sarah W ag, Henry

good

Je n y  Wag, Mary Wag, Su 
Wag, and Philip W ag?”

All expressed their delight at his appear-
.....................d if

snt

himself, whose eyes sparkled with gratifica-

ance, according to their ...... . . . . . . .
abilities, but all were evidently delighted, and 
none more than the strange *

kle<

Efferent ages and 
;ly delighted, 
little gentleman

tion as ho took his seat, looked round a t the 
joyous group, and begged to join their family 
party. Mrs. Wag felt somewhat tremulous 

t  first, and doubtless her visitor perceived it, 
As he turned his attention to the little Wags 
Jill she hod finished her table arrangements 

id presented him with a cup of tea.
ank yrou, my good lady,” - said he, 

“  that’iGqs it should be. All merry Wags, 
together, W l ”

“  We—we—thank God!”  whimpered Mrs. 
W ag, “  we are—Yes! But it’s all your 
doing, sir. I wish I could thank—thank you 
—as I ought.”

Here Jeremiah, perceiving that his spouse 
was too nervous to make an excellent speoch, 
“ took up the cudgels” of gratitude; but, 
saving that there could be no doubt of bis 
sincerity, displayed no great oratorical tal
ents. Briof, however, as his speeches, or 
rather ejaculations, were, the funny old gen
tleman stopped him by the apparently ftinny 
observation--

“  So, my good Jeremiah Wag, you don’t 
know where your father came from?”

k .“  No, sir, indeed,” replied the shop-keeper, 
arveling at the oddity of the question. 
“ Well, then, I do,” said his benefactor; 

“  I was determined to find it out, because 
the name is* .so uncommon. Hard work I 
had, though. Merchant, to whom he was 
clerk, dead. Son in tho West Indies. W rote. 
No answer for some time—then not satis
factory. Obliged to wait till ho came back. 
Long talk. Ko use. Well, well. Tell you 
all about it another day. (Jut it short now. 
Found out a person a t last who was an inti
mate friend and fellow-clerk with your father, 
blade all right. W ent down into the north. 
Got his register.”

“ Really, sir,”  stammered Jeremiah, “  it 
was very kind of you, but I am sorry you 
should have given yourself so much trouble; 
but I ’m sure, if I  have any poor relations that 
I can be of service to in employing them, now 
that your bounty has put me in the way of 
doing well, I shall be very glad, though I 
never did hear talk of any.”

“  No, Master Jeremiah,”  said the eccentric 
old gentleman, “  you have no poor relations 
now, nor ever h a d ; but your father had a 
good-for-nothing elder brother, who left homo 
at an early age, after your grandmother’s 
death, and was entioed to go abroad by fair 
iromises, which were! not mlfilled. So, not 
laving any thing agreeable to write aliout, 
ie didn’t  write at all, like a young scamp ns 
re was, and when the time came that he had 

something pleasant to communicate, it was 
too late, as his father was no more, and his 
only brother (your father) was gone nolxxly 
knew where. Well, to make a short story of 
it, that ehap, your unele, was knocked about 
in the world, sometimes up and sometimes 
down, but at last found himself pretfy strong 
upon his legs, and then made up his mind to 
come back to Old England, where he found 
nobody to care for him, and went wandering 
hither apd thither, spending his time at wa
tering places, and so on, for several years.” 

“ And pray, sir,”  inquired Jeremiah, as 
his respected guest paused, “  have you any 
idea what became of him?”

“ Yes, I have,”  replied the little gentleman, 
smiling significantly at his host and hostess. 
“  One day ho arrived in a smallish town, very 
like this, and terribly low-spirited he was, 
for he’d been ilL some time before, and was 
fretting himself to think that he had been 
toiling to scrape money together, and was 
without children or kindred to leave it to. 
No very pleasant reflection that, my worthy 
Wags, let me tell yo u ! Well, he ordered 
dipner, for form’s sake, at the inn, and then 
went yawning about the room ; and then he 
took bis stand ut the window, and, looking 
across the road, he saw the name of Wag
over a shop-door, and then------You know all
the rest! The fact is, I am a Wag, and, 
Jeremiah Wag, you are my nephew, and 
you, my dear Mrs. Wag, are my niece, and 
so let us lie merry Wags together?”

Here we might lay down the pen, were it 
not for our dislike to strut in lsirrowed 
plumes ! and that inclineth us to inform the 
gentle reader that no part of this simple story 
is of our invention, except the last disclosure 
of the senior Wag’s relationship to his name
sake, which we ventured to ody, fearing that 
the truth might appear incredible. The other 
facts occurred precisely as we have stated. 
An elderly gentleman, nearing a name more 
singular than Wag, returned home from In
dia with a handsome fortune somewhat more 
than half a century back, and sought in vain 
for relatives; but one day, from the window 
of an inn, at which he had arrived in his own 
durk green traveling chariot, ho espied the
shop of a namesake, whose acquaintance he

(I hone
discover that they wero connected by some
instantly made. His expressed hope Was to

distant tie of consanguinity ; but failing in 
that object, after most minute investigation, 
he never withdrew his patronage. Formally 
years lie watched over the rising fortunes of 
the family; and as tho young people arrived 

' f o r  tneiprovided lem as thoughat maturity, 
they were his own children, to tho extent of 
many thousand pounds; and When he died, 
left among them tho whole of his property. 
Now, though the heart and conduct of this 
good man were truly benovolent, there Cnr 
be no question respecting the motive of hii 
actions, for he often avowed it. He was de
termined to keep up the respectability of(

name; and with great pleasure we have to 
record that the few who now licar it, move 
in a much higher circle than would have l»oen 
their lot but for him whoso memory they 
hold in reverence, and consider as the fount 1- 
er of their family. Reader! imitate him, 
and “  keep up ” the respectability of your 
name.

Thb P hilosophy or a little Carpet-Bag.
-—Among tho most common of street sights 
is that ot a gentleman hurrying along to
wards railway or river, bearing with him a 
little carpet-bag. So common is it that it 
failB to attract the slightest attention. A 
little carpet-bag is no more noted than an 
umbrella or a walking stick in a man’s hand ; 
and yet, when rightly viewed, it is, to our 
thinking, an object of no ordinury interest. 
We feel no envy for the man on whom has 
devolved the charge of a heap of luggage. 
The anxiety attending such property out
weighs the pleasure of possession. But a 
man with a little carpet-bag is one in ten 
thousand. He is perhaps the most perfect 
type of independence extant. He can snap 
his fingers in the face of a Highland porter 
extortionate. No trotting urchin is idle 
enough to solicit tho carrying of so slight a 
burden. While other passengers, by coach 
or railway, are looking after their trunks 
and trappings, he enters and has the licst 
seat, lie  and his “  little all”  never j»art 
company. On arriving at their destination, 
they are off with the jaunty swagger of un
encumbered bachelorhood. In contemplat
ing a gentleman with a carpet-bag, we are 
struck to a certain extent, with an idea of 
disproportion ; but the balance is all on the 
easy side. There is far too little to consti
tute a burden, and yet there is enough to 
indicate wants attended to and comforts 
supplied. No man with a little carpet bag 
in hand has his last shirt on his buck. 
Neither is it prolxible that his beard can suf
fer from slovenly overgrowth. When ho 
retires to rest a t night tho presumption is, 
that it will l>e in the midst of comfortahlo 
and cosy night gear. A little carpet-bag is 
almost always indicative of a short and 
pleasurable excursion. No painful ideas of 
stormy seas or dreadful accidents on far-off 
railway lines are suggested by it. Distanco 
is sometimes poetically measured by “  a 
small bird’s flutter,” or “ two smokes of a 
pipe,” or some such shadowy, though not 
altogether indefinite phrase. Why may not 
time, in liko manner, be measured by two 
shirts? A gentleman with a  little carpet
bag may be said to contemplate about a 
couple of shirts’ absence from home.— Glas
gow Citizen.

Bores.— A very vexatious and afflictive 
class of people are lx ires. The trouble is, 
there is no dodging ’em. One may protect 
his house against burglars, his purse against 
pickpockets, his ship against fire and the fury 
of tne waves, but now shall a man protect 
himself against bores? Their kinds are vari
ous, hut they are all intolerable alike—except 
only the ill-natured fxire, whom you are all 
allowed to dismiss without ceremony. He puts 
you out of temjx'r, and you put him out—of 
dixirs. The author of the ‘Fable f6T Critics’ 
has attempted to classify them. 11c says—
‘I divide bores, myself, In the manner of rifles,
Into smooth bores ami screw-bores, regardless of trifles.’

The former class is certainly much the worst. 
Your gixxl-nfttured, pod-auger liyro is tedious 
and excruciating lieyond all human endur
ance. You tell him you are ‘busy, terribly 
busy’—and he ‘excuses’ you—but he dop’t 
g o ! You are ‘rforrv to neglect him’—and he 
takes this hint kimflv—but be don’t tone Ins 

°ieave ! You assure fiim that ‘any other time 
you shall be happy,’ Ac.—hut he wants to 
make you ‘happy’ now,' You leave your of
fice five minutes on pretence of business 
abroad—and he awaits your return ! If his 
cap were percussion, you might strke him 
over the head, and he wouldn't go ojf.—Post.

- ^
Aristocracy ok Crime.— In the municipal 

court, William Rivers, alias Quincy Aims, 
was sentenced to the House of Correction ior 
larceny, lie  at once called an officer to tho 
dock, and told him that as the House of Cor
rection was only u place for low and petty 
offenders, such as drunkards and thieves of 
the most contemptible sort, he should prefer 
to lx> sent to the State J’rison. Tlrts .officer 
informed Chief Justice Wells of the elevated 
taste of the gentleman, and flic sentence was 
changed to a year in the State Prison.— Post.

At Bury, in England, a young lady 
ated lately, on a Sunday, us clerk in

offi
ciated lately, on a Sunday, us clerk in tho 
parish church, in tho absence of tho paid 
official, who was attending to his official duties 
in the church-yard, with the second curate.
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THE “  SITTING ” AT THE HOUSE OF SIMON JONES, ESQ.

RAPOLOGY.
Verbatim Report of n Meeting of tin* Spirits at the House 

of .Simon Jones, K»q., ltelknap street.

[UKPOHTKD FOR THK BOSTON POST.]

At 8 o'clock, Simon Jones, Esq., nrosc 
and tuldrcssod the company, consisting of 
some twenty-live or thirty perspiring colored 
jhrijiIo, th u s : —

As de time oh conserwation wid dor spirits 
hah come, 1 iium request de semhly to mix 
demsolves into two distinct circles round dis 
pino wood table, do “  beldiers in dor spirits ” 
to consumuto de inside ring, and de Bpeptics, 
non-belebers and inconwincihles to make do 
outside ring, giving, ns a reason, dat uni
versity and hominy oh de mind was indis
pensable to attract der sperits. The circles 
being formed, Missis Jones wus inquested to 
invoke de sperits.

X f  f .  ^

Mrs. Jones — Ar dar any sperits here dis 
night 1 (All heads bent over the table, ears 
open, eyes rolled up, and under jaws dropped. 
Terrible suspense.)

Nothing heard. Uf dar ar some sperits 
here will dey he so grateful as to manifold 
demsolves by rapping on dis table, right 
whar we can see mu 1 Distinct raps heard.

Soft shins — Dar dey he.
Pete Smith — Sho’ enuf I aumost seed urn.
Mrs. Jones — Is dat my hrudder's sperit 

dat rap? my mudder's ? my sister’s? Rape ! 
Dnr. my sister see my mudder? Raps. Is 
my mudder and sister happy ? Raps. Kerry 
happy. Rapid numlier of raps. I)u/, my 
sister see Sam Jenkins dar? Nothing heard.

Mr. Thicklip — Wha da var ax sich luun- 
higalus question as dat for? Wha don’t you 
ax uf she sees der sperit of Sum Jenkins !

Mrs. Jones resumed— Wall duz my sis
ter's sjierit see Sam Jenkins' sjierit, what 
died las week! (Nothing heard.)

Mr. Flatfoot — Missis Jones, spouse you 
ax ycr Hister uf slie seze Old Knnthead dar. 
( The question is asked and answered by 
raps.)

Mr. Flatfoot — Jist ax him will he corres
pond to me? (Question asked and answered 
us before.)

Mr. Flatfoot — Duz yer know, Old Knot- 
head, how long uze ben extinguished from 
(liss|)ear? Raps.

Mr. Flatfoot — So duz I! Wall do yer 
know yer neblier paid old Solomon (iuess 
dat twenty-live cents commiseration for sel- 
lin dem old pants for ver 1 Nothing heard. 
Ver don no aiming about dat, hey ! Well 
duz yer know what a muss you wife bad, 
wid Simpson, de butcher, about dem sassa
ges she huy'd ob him, jist license she found 
some bits ob yall<T ribbin in um ? Raps 
loud and fpnhh/. Wall, don't you tink de 
ribbin kiln oil’ little Sammy's dog, what’s 
been missing des two weeks1 Number of 
raps. \\ ell, I tink so too.

Thicklip — Mr_ Flat loot, 1 guess as how 
live ax'd enuf. I tink you got. vure.twelve 
and a half cents w utli uli inllanmtion.

(Mrs. Jones sister's spirit was recalled, 
and showed herself quite willing to act as 
messenger — she was requested to bring the 
spirit of Mr. Holies’ brother, i Rajis wore 
soon heard signifying his presence.)

Mr. Hones — Is de spent oh my diseased 
“ hr udder Hows ” here ! Rajis.

Will ho con wince me dat he is a sperit by 
moving dis table ? Pause.

Mr. Squi Hob — How small was your brud- 
der, Mr. Hones, when he died?

Mr. Hones — I guess he was about 130 
pounds.

Mr. Squi Boh — Yer don’t  exactly under- 
cuinstanu me — I mean how many feet small 
was h e !

Mr. Hones — Oh! yah! he had just two 
feet. I didn’t  cumbenind ye at fust.

Squi Hob — Oh, ya, tick head — I mean 
was he small enuf to move de table ?

Mr. Hones — To be sho’ he war !
Squi Hob — Wall, den, why didn’t  you say 

so at fust ?
Hones again called his brother’s spirit to 

move the table. Breathless silence, inter
rupted by

Simon Jones, Esq. — Guess dat speritgot 
kinder skeareil and cleared out. /W

(Questions then followed from Porapey, 
Esq.)

Ar dar any sperits hero dis aliening dat 
want to comminnicate wid me ? Long pause. 
Uf dare ar any sperits here l wish dey’d rap 
demselves on de table. Three distinct raps 
heard. W hat sperit is dat! Nothing heard.

Simon Jones, Esq. — Dat's a -kinder crook
ed question — dey neber answer less yer put 
de question in de infinity.

Pompcy, Esq. — W hat de debil is de in- 
finitiy! yah! yah! I spouse yer mean de 
iniinnutive !

Simon Jones, Esq.— Yes, dat’s it.
Pompcy, E sq .— I know what ’tis, but I 

dun no what it means.
Simon Jones, Esq. — Dat is ycr must ax 

uf dat's de sp(nt oh so and so?
Pompcy, Esq. — Wall, is dat de sperit ob 

so and so ?
Simon Jones, Esq.— You unsofisted nig

ger, why don’t you ax uf its der sjierit ob 
ladcr, mudder, hrudder or sister ?

Poinjiey, Esq. — is dat der sjierit ob fader, 
mudder, boiler or sister ?

Pete Smith — 1 guess as how he’s ben 
comminnicating wid sjierits doun old John
son's cellar afore he kim in here.

Pomjiey, Esq. — Sho’ enufl’! who told yer1
(Pomtiey wus obliged to give up interro

gating the sjierits. Air. Miller succeeded.)
Mr. Miller — Is der sjierit of my mudder 

here! Puuso. My fader ! Rajis. Is my 
fader hajipy? Raps. Duz he meet der sper- 
its ob white folks dar? Rajis. Duz my 
fader elier see dat old gentleman he used to 
brush de boots for? Nothing heard. Is de 
sperits ob white folks jist as good as der nig
gers in dat jilace ! Loud rajis and jdenty of 
them. Dat s jist de way he did do oder 
night when 1 axed him dat saipe question.

(Some dissatisfaction expressed among the 
non-lH'lievers in the outer circle.)

Mr. Miller — Will my fader convince dis 
mootin’ dat he is my fader by making dis 
table turn round and look um in de face? 
Ling pause — agonizing suspense — jiersjii- 
ration on the company, like dew on the grass. 
Table moved ! (Three darkies d»slgeil be
hind their shirt collars and seen no more.) 
Table half round!! Two men and one wom
an swooned. Table quite round !!!

Mr. Millpr— (to the comimny)— Now 
what yer tink about um ? Alt sjieecliless.

Hoy Hill’s ghost seen to vamose at this 
moment!

kWritten fur the Carpct-llsg.

CLOSING SCENES OF A BACHELOR.
Mr. Ichabod Crookshanks paced the floor 

in the most intense agitation ; tho perspira
tion stood on his brow in large drops, and 
with a delicate piece of tissue-jiajior he re
moved them. It was a wonderful saving to 
handkerchiefs; and Mr. Crookshanks was a 
bachelor of “  immense ”  notoriety. He 
wrung his hands; he jirotested against the 
proceeding, and so violent lieciuno his anxi
ety that ho pulled the liell furiously, and 
asked for a glass of Cochituate. “  Have it 
filtered;—let it lie pure,” said he. The 
landlady stood aghast; her boarder was pale 
as death-; she inquired for his health. 
“ Well, jierfectly well,”  he replied, and shut 
the door after1 her with a vengeance. Then 
he broko forth in tho following touching 
soliloquy: — “ Hang me if I ’U stand the 
contract, after a l l ; it must ruin me ; failure 
stares mo in the face. Farewell, Union 
C lub; farewell Hoyle; farewell Isman ; no 
more shall we wear away lonely hours at the 
whist-table, chess-board, and a t the Regalia 
Club. My freedom is going; to-morrow 
night at seven o’clock, and what a weight 
will be hanging on my arm! what a load, 
too, on my heart! And then the bitter 
rejiroaeh, ‘ Mr. Crookshanks, it is a dish 
of your own cooking. How came you to 
play the fool ? ’ But why this blame ? Did 
she not seem fair and bewitching ? Did not 
her mother, (ay, there's the rub!) did she 
not say, ‘ My daughter Alicia will make the 
first housewife in the land ’? But this did 
not include clear-starching, 1 supjxisc. Can
not iron a dickey, I am told ; never mended 
the elbow of a coat; never newly covered 
a vest; never knit a stocking; never made 
an Indian johnny-cake ! W hat can she do ? 
Why, mamma says, 4 Mr. Crookshanks, she 
,gan play the piano divinely, can warble like 
a dulcincn ; — make blanc-mange, and the 
nicest of tarts,’ but never rolls the jiastry 
1 localise it spreads the hands;—knows no
thing of scallojiing oysters,—the cook al
ways did those ;—is not fond of w ild duck ; 
—says canvas-backs taste fishy. Why did 
I not know these things before ? Is it too 
late now? W hat says the .4 code of honor’ 
in these cases ? W ith a man, a challenge 
night lie sent instanter ; but these madcap 
women reverse everything. Heavens! was 
ever a human being so eircum|^anocd ? I ’U 
talk with F lin t; he knows how I ought to 
jwoooed.

4 4 4 Mr. Crookshanks,’ says Flint, ‘ you 
are in for it—jiromises made on pajier— 
letters kept—could all ajqiear in court, and 
your fortune would lie sacrificed ; besides, a 
man of your years would get no sympathy.’ 
Did not my dear dejiarted aunt Agnes say,

4 Ichabod, you wUl wander through the 
woods and take a crooked stick a t last P 
Prophetic sa in t! would thou couldst see me 
now! But why suffer thus? I t  is not 
manly. I  feel Uko a culprit about to be 
executed. Suoh words are always chroni
cled. I  will try and renerve myself for the 
sheriff '

44 Landlady, reach me a cup of strong 
Mocha. Tell John to bring a bottle of 
chamjiagne, best brand. I  need exhilarating. 
Tho diamond ring must be bought to-day..

44 Eleven o’clock. Am greatly refreshed. 
Strambo, the jeweler, says the ring will not 
cost less than one hundred, and persuaded 
me to take a necklace to match. Gave my 
check for six hundred. Now the fumes are 
out of my head, the sense of folly again 
rises. W here’s my regalia? It^wiU take 
a dozen to comjxiso me.

44 4 Here’s a note, sir.’ 4 Dear Ichy,—Ma 
and I are delighted with the diamonds; your 
liberality will be severely tested, I fear, by 
such a beginning. Pa says, invite your beau 
to dine with us to-day. I shall bo in the 
north parlor by three o’clock to receive you. 
Altogether yours, Alicia.’

44 4 Your liberality will be severely tested ’ ! 
Set that down to Sillery. The infernal 
chainjiagno crazed mo. And thus I read my 
doom. y

i 44 Move? how can I  move? Slipjiers all 
over the closet floor ; shirts all straightened 
out in tru n k ; coats, ragged and whole, 
hanging side by side; heaps of Btockings 
half worn and unmended; old razors, pill
boxes, half a ton of coal, two carpet-bags, 
a valise, and threo traveling-trunks. Land
lady exjiecting a present; heavy bill at the 
tailor’s ; it wants but just thirteen hours to 
my sealed fate. How my brain swims ! ”

Mr. Crookshanks again attempted to walk 
off his agitation.

“ Dr. Brooders is to be my executioner; 
(jo ties the fatal knot, and I am expected to 
swing off gloriously. And I am expected 
to pay ag reu t sum for being sold Into bond
age. Fugitives find shelter, sympathy, and 
concealment. I must stand erect, and wear 
a smile broad enough to conceal my misery. 
Jo h n ! here, reach another bottle of cham
jiagne ; order the carriage a t s ix ; tell them 
wliite coach-horses and downy seats ; for in 
one hour from this moment (and Mr. Crook
shanks looked a t his watch) I shall be a 
— married m an! ”  F. F.

W h o ?—Who could write a sonnet, or in
dite a sentimental paragraph, in praise of 
March ? W ith raw winds driving from the 
four quarters of the heavens, and piercing 
into one’s very joints and marrow, and the 
beating snow- forcing into one’s mouth, ears 
and eye-brows, up coat sleeves and jiant legs, 
and into pockets, freezing every genial feel
ing and clouding every cheerful and sunny 
smile, what quill driver would dare to em
balm a March snow squall in eulogistic verse 
or extolling prose ? Rheumatism rides [we 
should say, seres] ujion the wings of March 
winds, while cough convulses the lungs with 
strains in harmony with howling nature!— 
Nashua Oasis.

Is not the bound set by the almanac for 
Spring, and don’t it begin a t March ? Some « 
jieople with fine poetical feelings leave off 
t heir flannels the first of March in true devo
tion to the genial [congealing?] season.

P r e t t y .—John G. Saxe being requested 
by a young lady to send her his autograph, 
sent as follows :

Fall utranger, a tadv’s command,
My ready attention en«urea :

Ti* but an indifferent “ band,”
Hut ’Us very respectfully your*,

J . G. S axe.”

The cave recently discovered near Madison, 
Wisconsin, is supposed to extend under the" 
greater jiart of two counties. An exploring

Cy lately jiassed five days in examining it.
y jiassed over and among large masses, 

which proved to lie lead ore of fine quality, 
spreading over an extent of three miles. They 
found, also, fine cojipcr ore, and eleven pounds 
of native silver. Crystals, stalactites, in
crustations, etc., were abundant, and water
falls, and a lake, which they explored in a 
canoe, and found to be thirty-seven feet deep.

*
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TO TH EJtEA D ER .
Let us put down our Carpet-Bag a  mo

ment, and take breath, while we tell you 
what we propose to do, and what our hopes 
are for future profit and usefulness. We 
make no pretension to entirti, novelty’in the 
plan of our new paper, and as to its merits 
we can only say that we shall aim to make 
it an agreeable fireside or wayside compan
ion, affording both amusement and instruc
tion. Thrft our humble efforts to please will 
be duly appreciated, we have every reason to 
believe.

The name—“ T he Carpet-Bag ”—wo have 
adopted os expressing the miscellaneous char
acter of a good paper, into which are crowd
ed a variety of things, necessary for comfort 
and happiness while on the highway of life. 
This name, it strikes us, will “ take.”  It 
has a familiar, everyday ring to it, that com
mends it to the ear at once. I t  admits of the 
widest latitude in the selection of contents, 
frdm every department of literature, and we 
mean the Carpet-Bag shall contain a little of 
every thing thqt will illustrate the different 
pursuits, or pleasures, or affections of the 
world around us. Its great object shall be 
to please, but if, in making the effort, we 
shall in any instance fall short of success, we 
beg the indulgent readers to be os pleased as 
they can, and be charitable enough to give 
us the credit of trying  to please.

We have secured the regular services of 
some of the best and most popular writers 
of the country, and have the promise of nu
merous voluntary contributions from friends 
who think favorably of our new enterprise.

One of the prominent features of the Car
pet-Bag—-or a t least one of the aims of its 
conductor*—will bo, to promote cheerftibMM. 
Not that we shall strive to be exclusively 
funny, ever toiling to pick up something that 
shall make the vulgar laugh ; but a  good 
joke, or a pleasant satire, or a harmless wit
ticism, wo shall welcome to our columns, 
though in so doing we may sometimes hit our 
best friends, or disregard our own prejudices.

We think the introduction of a picture in 
each number—or at least occasionally—will 
add to the interest of the Carpet-Bag. For 
this department we have engaged the servi
ces of Mr. J . W olcott, the designer of the 
heading and other illustrations of the pres
ent number. lie  has a peculiar genius for 
designing, and we expect many rich things 
from his pencil. The engraving will be done 
by Mr. N. Bmjwn, a young artist of much 
promise, whosewOrk is now before the reader, 
and speaks for itself. The illustration of the 
present number— “ Rapology ”—although 
rather reflecting upon the belief of our 
“ Junior,”  is very amusing, and we think 
will be generally laughed at. Our junipr 
says, if the doctrine is true, its believers can 
afford to be laughed a t ; if false, they ought 
to be, for believing the folly.

Our enterprise is smiled on approvingly by 
Mrs. Partington. I t  is a suggestion of hers, 
the result of one of those far-reaching visions 
that penetrate beyond the ken of earthly 
spectacles; and, having the benign patronage 
of the venerable dame, we feel a confidence 
that a knowledge of our own humble powers 
would not justify. We are assured of her 
active favorj and- that if  she has any thing to 
say, the Carpet-Bag shall be the medium 
through which she will say it.

We have said thus much—promising, we 
believe, not mote than we can perform—and 
leave our works to tell the rest. If  the peo
ple help us along with our Carpet-Bag, the 
path will be easy and pleasant to us, and we 
will beguile them with many a  story by the 
way that perhaps they never before Kteard. 
We shall strive hard to win public approval, 
and if we succeed in doing so we shall be most 
happy.

MRS. PARTlNGTOiVS BREAM:
OR THE OPENING OP THE CARPET-BAG.

Our Mistress P.
Had taken her tea,
And had cleared up nicely, as ought to be,
And then beside the white pine table 
Had seated herself quite comfortable.
Hie plated lamp by her side burned bright,
And scattered abroad its cheerful light;
Ike, sore fatigued with the day’s emprise,
In blest forgetfulness closed his eyes ;
And Mrs. P. sat with her work in her lap,
Her specs high up on the roof of her cap,
With her eyes upturned to Uie opposite wall,
Where hung the profile of Corporal Paul.

The night had sedately settled down,
And quiet rested o’er all the town ;
Not a gust of wind was heard to mutter 
Above the chimney, or shake a shutter,
And the atmosphere around seemed teeming 
With all the elements of dreaming.

And Mistress P. sat in her easy chair,
With her eyes on Paul suspended there,
While her thoughts were wandering every where. 
But her chin soon sank to a graceful rest,
Mid the folds of the kerchief on her breast—
Forgot she the world, its cares and its woes,
In the grateful calm of a fireside dose,
And fell from her cap 
Her specs In her lap,
As Mrs. P. dropped off In a nap :
But ’twas busy with dreams,
And a thousand schemes,
With which the mind of the active teems,
Passed through her bralu,
Like a caravan train,
And she smiled in he. sleep as she saw them plain.

At length her dreaming a nucleus found 
To gather its varied forms around,
And the shape it then took,
As plain as a book,
We’ll print it so that the world may look.

8hu’d dreamed that the day 
Was waning away,
And night came on with its mantle gray,
When a double rap,
Like a thunder clap,
Led her to fear some dire mishap—
That Isaac was drowned,
Or put in the pound,
Or killed with many a “gashly” wound !
Bbe rushed to the door,
And, standing before,
8aw a queer-looking chap who a Carpet-Bag bore. 
He thrust It in,
With a nod and a grin,
Nor waited for thank’ee or for tin.
1  ̂was a goodly bog to see,
Crowded to its ca|iaclty,
And covered with flowers as “flagrant” and gay 
As a garden-bed In genial May,
And on its side 
Her name she descried,
Written in letters fair and wide.

Then much she wondered the thing to view, ,
And as she viewed it her wonder grew ;
She oped Its lock with a puzzled air,
And marveled wbat she’d discover there |
Then she threw up her hands in wild amaze,
At what then met her astonished gaze !
There were books and papers of various hue,
Ancient writings and writings new,
Poems and fables and tales and jokes,
And fancies to please all sorts of folks,
With unique crotchets and Items quaint,
And prints whose fun would move a saint,
With sighs for the sighing and tears lor the tearful, 
And hojte for the hopefid and cheer for the cheerful; 
A medley was there,
Of the choice and fkir,
A treat for the seeker of “rich and rare.”
“ What can it mean ! what can It mean !”
Cried the dome, amazed at what (he’d seen,
And she tipped her bos and wondered still—
“ I'll do It,” at last she cried, “I will •”
’Twas a lucky thought that an instant crossed 
Her mind thusi Worried and worider tossed ;
And she donned her bonnet and donned her shawl, 
And Ike was dslled with a “special <*11,n 
And the “ Bag” was shouldered without delay,
To see what the “ Pathfinders” had to say -.
They’d teU her the truth, the didn’t doubt It,
Of the how and wherefore and all about it.

The dream here ended, and she awoke,
But on Idea grand on her waking broke:
8he would go straightway and her dreaming tell,
And learn if It augured 111 or well,

Apl the Carpet-nog of her evening dream 
Should be a future and favorite theme.
Sw’d have It printed that all might read,
And she’d tend It out to the world with,speed ;
On the wings of the wind, on the breath of steam, 
Should be heard the tale of that fireside dream,
When she sat there 
In  her easy chair,

And the “Carpet-Bag” came from the Lord knows where!

To Correspondents.—The announcement 
of the intention to publish the Carpet-Bag, 
has been received with an approbation most 
gratifying to its projectors, and a goodly 
number of our friends have already mani
fested their favor by contributions of much 
merit. This number will undoubtedly be 
imc$l9od, as our paper becomes more widely 
knowri, and we hope to moke the Carpet- 
Bag if receptacle for many rich things from 
people who love to laugh themselves and 
who wish to impart their good-nature to 
others. But we don’t want to be understood 
as aiming at exclusive mirthfulness—most of 
the kind notices wo have received from our 
editorial brethren seem to be driving us to 
that deplorable corner—our endeavor will 
bo to give our paper a cheerful aspect— 
to give it a small spice of the “ Pantagrulian” 
humor—but to let it contain, as well, mat
ters of graver tone. We wish correspondents 
to bear this in mind, and if a thought occurs, 
let them put it down without reference to its 
being funny; there may l>e a moral in it 
worth more than a good many jokes.

O cr  H ead— the head of our paper, we 
mean—we tako especial pride in commend
ing to our readers. Examine it, and say if 
you have ever seen anything better. We 
particularly ask attention to the portrait of 
Mrs. Partington, expressive of profound re
flection, whilo Isaac, hiking advantage of her 
abstraction, is engaged in abstracting the su
gar! There is the very concentration of 
mischief in the boy’s fucc, that betokens his 
true spirit, boding ill, we fear, for the old 
laAy’i0 upi»*“*e- We may give an enlarged 
picture of Isaac, in some future number, till 
wdiich wc defer a more extended notice of 
him. Upon the opposite side, we have a 
correct 'view of “ Ye Man with ye Carpet- 
Bag,” the tw’in brother of the Wandering 
Jew, and the white hat and old umbrella are 
suggestive of two other individuals known to 
fame, “ The Man with the Umbrella” and 
“ Him of the White H at.” We think Wol-. 
cott in designing it must have had in view 
the embodiment of the three characters in one. 
The.-beauties of the head are all apparent 
enough, but wc couldn’t  refruin from brag
ging a little about it.

P atriotism .—A Yankee gentleman, con
voying a British friend around, to view the 
different objects of attraction in the vicinity 
of Boston, brought him to Bunker Hill. 
They stood looking at the splendid shaft, 
when the Yankee said, “ That is the place 
where Warren fell.”  “ A h !” replied the 
Englishman, evidently not posted up in local 
historical matters ; “ Did it hurt him much ?” 
The native looked at him, with the expres
sion of fourteen Fourth of Julys in his 
countenance, “ H urt him !” said he, “ he 
was killed, sir.”  “ Ah! he was, eh?” said 
the stranger, still eyeing the monument, and 
computing its height, in his own mind, layer 
by layer; “ well, I should think he would \ 
have been, to fall so far.” The native tore 
his hair, but it gnvo hi in a good opportunity 
to enlarge upon the glorious events connected 
wi^h the hill, and the benefits therefrom 
flowing for our somewhat extensive country, 
and soon talked himself into good humor.

“  Madam,” said old Roger to his boarding 
house keeper, “  in primitive countries, beef 
is often the legal tender; but, madam,”  said 
he, emphatically, thrusting his fork into the 
steak, “  all the law, in Christendom couldn’t 
make this beef lender.”  He looked around 
the l>oard for encouragement, and found it in 
tho fact that all the boarders who ate the 
beef held their jaws. Iftine!

M anagement of Children.— Ah soon as 
your children get into thp house from school, 
or get up in the morning, begin to find fault 
with them ; blame them about their looks, 
their gait, their behavior. Speak to them 
tartly, if you want them to mind you, ns if 
you were displeased with them ; there is 
nothing liko a good sharp voice to make them 
start quick. To ask them to go, would be 
unbecoming weakness in a parent, and a 
tone of most imperial authority is very effi
cacious in inspiring feelings of respect. If 
they don’t start as quick as you wish, par
ticularly if a boy has a boot half on, or his 
head half combed, threaten him with dis
memberment, or everlasting annihilation, or 
any other equally trifling penalty, if he 
don’t  jump, and it is astonishing the haste 
he will make and the pleasure he will feel in 
obeying you. If  children are teasing round 
you from hunger or whim, yell at them lus
tily, and threaten them wdth a whipping — 
no matter if you never execute the threat — 
persevere in it, arid after a while they may be 
led to believe that you will do i t ; it may 
tako some time, but stick to it. It won’t do 
to gratify any little desire of theirs at once ; 
it will look too much like bending from pa
rental dignity, and induce them to trouble 
you often for liko favor. I t  is best to refuse 
them peremptorily at first, and get them into 
a fretful and turbulent state, and then com
ply. This will give them a sense of their 
dependence, and yourself also an opportu
nity of throwing oil upon troubled wuters; 
it is a fine experiment when well managed, 
and it is besides a practical application of 
the text, “  through much tribulation,” Ac. 
If you hear one of your children cry through 
tho carelessness, or -teasing propensity of 
another, first look round as if searching for 
something to throw at the culpnt, then with 
a flashing eye dart upon and give him or 
her a rap; they will remember it, you may 
depend. Don’t wait to hear an explanation 
or inquire into the facts; this will tako time, 
and besides it isn’t becoming for a parent to 
condescend any — it would impair the pa
rental authority. If your children are noisy, 
it is an ingenious expedient to feign extreme 
distress and threaten to go away or jump 
overboard,; by appealing to their affections 
in this w'ay for a  few times, they will get so 
as to believe i t ; or if this fails, go up stairs 
or any w'here in the cold, under the pre
tence that your head’s “  splitting open ” 
from their noise. If a child is disposed to 
sing, hush it at once; it is an uncouth prac
tice— as if heaven had given it no more use 
for its lungs than a bird ! It is a good way 
to cry out angrily, “ Stop that noise; ”  it 
prevents a too exalted opinion of its vocal 
abilities. The same rule may apply, if it is 
disposed to dance ; what can he more un
gainly than a little child capering about a 
room, as if it were no more than a lamb or 
a kitten. If a child is disposed to he affec
tionate, don’t return it — remember that we 
should not love the creature more than the 
Creator — don’t  show that you love it too 
well. If children make mistakes ansi are 
not ready to learn, it is an excellent plan to 
rail at them for their stupidity ; and give a 
microscopic view of all thejr failings, this 
latter, particularly, if a neighlx>r or play 
mate chance to be present; this will encour
age them to persevere. At any rate, don’t 
praise them too highly for any good quality 
that they may possess; this would tend to 
make them vain, and vanity is a sin. As 
you have probably arrived at what you know 
by intuition or divine inspiration, of course 
it is of no use to instruct your children how 
to do a thing ; let them find out as you did. 
It is well to have some grand-parent or 
maiden aunt to assist in currying out the 
above practical rules, the execution of which 
would have such an apparent cflirt upon the 
happiness of any family where they are 
adopted. A good grumbler is invaluable 
among a family of children — it will prevent 
their suflering from too much jollity. Par
ents may profit by this advice, if they will 
but rightly consider it.
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LITERARY NOTICES. May he live many years, and write many 
more novels.

Louise de la Valuers. By Alexander 
Dumas. P a r t i .  Philadelphia: T. B. Pe
terson.—The story of poor Louise Francois 
de la Baume le Blanc, Duchesso do la Val- 
liere, has been turned to account by more 
than one poet and romancer, and for the 
very good reason that it abounds with those 
striking incidents and startling contrasts 
which are to works of the kind what the 
blood is to the human body—life itgelf. Her 
cafeer most powerfully illustrates the intense 
egotism and selfishness of the Grand Mon- 
arque, as Louis XTV. is called, for the same 
reason, however, that the sovereign of Per
sia was known as the Great King—because 
he was a powerful rather than an exalted 
character. Of the intensity of that selfish
ness we have most interesting accounts in 
the voluminous Mtmoires de Si. Simon, from 
which most recent writers have drawn their 
materials in giving details and incidents illus
trative of French life from one hundred to 
two hundred years ago. Dumas, whose re
putation as a romance writer is probably 
greater than was ever before achieved by 
man, and which wo cannot imagine will ever 
be surpassisl, has certainly, in the series of 
works of which this forms a part, made a 

.capital use of the multitudinous materials 
that abound in France for his purpose. This 
work is, if we rightly recollect, the sixth of 
a series in which several of the same charac
ters figure ; and Louiso do la Valliere is ra
ther the central feminine figure of the piece 
than its chief personage. The story cannot 
be said to relate principally to her, she play
ing a part that belongs more to the under
plot than to its main design. But Dumas’ 
works do not depend for their excellence, on 
reasonableness of plot and the regular pro-, 
cession of events. It is the vivacity of his 
diiiloguo that is the great charm of his writ
ings, aided not a little by that daring inven
tion of his, which scorns all rules and tram
mels,.and makes every thing in history and 
ordinary life bend to the accomplishment of 
the one great end had in view by the author 
—the production of a book which one hun
dred thousand people will buy and a million 
will read in (ess than a twelvemonth. With 
the exception of Scott, wo know of no writer 
of historical novels who plays thfc deuco so 
cooil with history and historical facts as 
Monsmur Alexandro Dumas. Nothing is al
lowed to stund in his way, and he treats the 
mountains as well as tho molehills that he 
mny chanco to encounter with the same in- ; 
elTable disdain. Monk Lewis, when it was j 
suggested to him that the introduction of 
negroes into tho “ Castle Spcctro” was a vio
lation of facts, laughed at the objectors, de
claring that effect was what ho sought, and 
that if it could have been gained by making his 
heroine blue, then blue she should have boen.
M. Dumas acts in the spirit of this declara
tion, and puts kings and statesmen and gen
erals into all manner of impossible but most j 
interesting situations, and carries tho reader I 
along through a series of adventures that are 
so well told tfiat wo feel that they ought to ! 
be true. He makes his invincible Mousque- 
taircs settle the greatest question of English I 
history, that, namely, of the Restoration of 
tho House of Stuart, by carrying off Gene
ral Monk from tho midst of his army,'in a 
box, and delivering him up to tho exilod hoad 
of that family ; and he makes Louis XIV. 1 
himself a prisoner for some hours in tho ! 
Bastile, from which he is released only 
through the perpetration of the most foolish 
act that c . er was performed even by a states
man. Such a man is not likely to write 
dull books. Boldness, as well in literature 
as in war, is generally crowned with success ; | 
and, accordingly, we see M. Dumas tho most 
successful of authors, each of hil produc
tions being worth to him v/hat to almost any 
other writer would bo a l^rtuno. He is tho 
first Irench writer that ever becamo really 
popular in England and America, in which 
countries ho is read as extensively and ad
mired as heartily us he is in France itself.

H istory of the United Sta tes . By Rich
ard Hildreth. Vol. 1. 8vo. pp. 704. New 
York: Harper & Brothers.—Historical liter
ature thrives in our country, aa it should, 
for if a republic be favorable to anything, it 
should be to tfhat freedom of inquiry with
out which history cannot be written—with
out which it degenerates into the dullness of 
mere chronicles, or, what is much worse, 
into the sickliness of mere panegyric, of all 
things the most odious to a right-minded and 
right-hearted reader. Our historians, a t the 
head of whom stands Mr. Prescott, have 
world-wide reputations. Mr. Bapcroft has 
proved that eloquence can be allied to the 
severest research, as had many of the most 
illustrious of the French historians before he 
wrote. Mr. Irving is an historian, for his 
Life of Columbus is rather an historical than 
a biographical work, and has all the best 
qualities of history. We need not mention 
Sparks; the learned and accurate Ticknor, 
whose style is so pure and so forcible ; the 
pains-taking and nervous Frothingbam, who 
has given us in detail a most excellent ac
count of the opening events of the Revolu
tion ; the patriotic and energetic Cooper, 
whoso History of the Navy unites the inter
est of a true historical work with that of the 
romance, and which is a model of patient 
research and gentlemanly style. Mr. Hil
dreth has proved his right to enter this bril
liant fraternity, and his books, if not so 
striking in point of style as those of some 
other of the persons named, have, yet great 
merits. He has evidently examined ‘ his au
thorities with laudable care, and the critics 
have been able to find but few inaccuracies 
in his statements. He writes w ith . energy 
and fearlessness, and has just enough of par
ty bias to give tone and vigor to his chapters. 
The administration of Washington, to an ac
count of which his present volume is devoted, 
saw the organization of those parties which 
have ever since existed in the Utfited^tates, 
and which, representing as they do the two 
great antagonistical principles that have divid
ed men from the dawn of histoiy, will proba
bly continue to oxist here so long as our gov
ernment is free, and our countrymen shall bo 
intelligent and attached to liberty. To a 
reader who wishos to obtain a sound know
ledge of tho ovents of a period which saw 
births so groat, we can conscientiously re- 
commond tho study of the work of Mr. Hil
dreth. It is not perfect, and wo aro very 
certain that many readers will dissont entire
ly from some of the author’s conclusions; 
but wo are not aware that tho same amount 
of knowledge of our early national history is 
to bo found in any other singlo book. This 
information, too, is set forth in a lucid stylo, 
which it is a real pleasure to dwell on. Mr. 
Ilildroth purposes to continue his work down 
to the year 18*21, whon the first term of Mr. 
Monroe’s I.esidency came to a close, and 
when both parties, into which tho country 
had for long a time boon dividod, became 
fused into ono. Tho same period saw tho 
commencement of what are called our mod
ern party divisions, and to proceed beyond 
that time would bo for the historian to throw 
himself into the vortox of living politics, to 
writo with any thing like impartiality of 
which is quite out of the question.

Twice-Told Tales. 2vols. 12mo. pp. 288, 
287. By Nathaniel IlAWTilbRXK. Boston: 
Ticknor, Reed, & Fields.— The success of 
Mr. Hawthorne’s last work, “ Tho Scarlet 
Letter,” has created a demand for his other 
productions. Men aro just beginning to find 
out that he is an author with whoso writings 
they c4n make an acquaintance to their great 
pleasure and no small profit.. Mr. Ilnw- 
thomo is the most original of American 
authors, and tho only one who can be named 
with him in that resjicet is the late diaries 
Brockden Browh. Still, it is undeniable 
that, until very recently, Air. Hawthorne 
has not been a popular writer, — probably 
because of his originality. One lucky day,

however, he was turned out of a govern
ment office which was smothering his genius, 
whereupon he published a book winch mado 
on impression on the public mind, and he 
became at once appreciated. Few men ever 
make anything by being appointed to office, 
and a  still smaller number ore supposed to 
have mode much by being turned out of 
place, which may possibly account for the 
pertinacity with which men cling to office, 
sometimes even a t no small expense of char
acter. B ut Mr. Hawthorne has proved an 
exception to the general rule, one of the 
evidences o f which is furnished by the two 
beautiful volumes now before us. Those 
who were charmed by his picture Of the 
sorrows and sufferings of Hester Prynne and 
Arthur Dimmesdalo, in “ The Scarlet Let
ter,” have had the good taste to “  ask for 
more.”  Tho “  Twice-Told Tales ”  will fur
nish them with what they desire, something 
to stay their mental appetite until “  The 
House of Seven Gables,”  now understood to 
be in press, shall be published. We cannot 
but regard this appreciation of Mr. Haw
thorne’s writings as a favorable symptom, 
as one showing an improvement in the popu
lar taste. He is, in all senses of the words, 
a pure writer, — pure in style, pure in senti
ment, and pure in purpose. He has not 
written a line to which the severest moralist, 
provided he is wise as well as moral, can 
object. The few have always admired his 
various works, but hitherto it has been rare 
to find his volumes hearing those indications 
of popular perusal which one likes to see in 
the productions of one’s favorite author. If, 
however, the demand for his writings be a 
sound one, as we infer it to be, we may 
expect something from his pen even better 
than anything that .wo have yet had. He 
should give to tho world some work that 
will establish his reputation on a solid and 
permanent basis, — ono equal to his own 
intellect, and to the demand that his country 
has on that intellect. Men who are largely 
endowed with mental power are to some 
extent possessed of the ability to give tone 
and color to the character of their country, 
and they cannot always act as to them may 
seem best for their individual good, if they 
have any desire for true fame. They are 
trustees, rather than possessors, and should 
act accordingly.

Tub CjISArs. By Thomas De Quincey. 
1 vol. 12ino. pp. 295. Boston : Ticknor, 
Reed & Fields.—If there is ono tiling more 
than another concerning which men have 
changed their opinions since “ our hot youth, 
when Bill the Fourth was king,”  * ‘

<
Consuls i’lauco,

-Calida Juventa,

as saith the dead yet living owner of the Sa
bine farm,) it is Roman history. We were 
less critical then than wo are now, but what 
we wanted in criticism we made up in faith 
—good, solid, substantial faith, that did not 
stand upon trifles, but bolted every thing 
that was presented to it, camels, gnats, and 
all. We religiously believed in the amiable 
wet nurse of Romulus and Remus, and had 
(with our “  mind’s eye” ) seen the fig^ grow
ing on the Rumelian tree. The apotheosis 
of the founder of Rome was just os much 
matter of fact to us as any one of the best 
authenticated of “  the trebly hundred tri
umphs”—that, for instance, which-we used 
to see in the closing part of Josephus, in 
which Titus is pictured in his chariot riding 
up the Via Sacra. But “  wo‘ have changed 
all tha t,” t and now we believe next to 
nothing, either about Roman history or any 
thing elso. Gone are all the old lays, all the 
delightful stories, all the romances of the 
early days of tho Eternal City, whose origin 
would seem to be as much wrapped up in 
mystery as is its end. The she-wolf has been 
voted a bore, tho sacred geese are believed in 
by none save greutcr geese than themselves, 
Lucretia has received her conge from the 
critical historian, and Coriolanus, who had
so long stalked, mysteriously grand, over the 
scene, is pronounced to have been of such

stuff as dreams are mode Had a man
gone to sleep some thirty years ago, and, af
ter an humble imitation o f the Seven Sleep
ers of Ephesus, just waked up, he would, 
were he to babble of classic things, be laugh
ed at, and considered as crazy as Rip Van 
Winkle was thought to be when he talked of 
his loyalty to King George, who had, been 
toppled off his American throne, while the 
“  slow” Dutchman was taking his nap. 
The whole course of thought on tho subject 
has been changed, and Smith has not more 
completely displaced Lempriere than Niebuhr 
has disposed of Livy. The critical disserta
tion has rendered the “  pictured page” 
worthless for most historical purposes.

Of the many books which have been writ
ten to accomplish this.great revolution, that 
of Mr. De Quincey is by no means the least 
interesting, and it is entitled to the highest 
rank for learning andjfejo. Though its con
tents originally appeared in a leading English 
magazine (BlackwoodL/they have all the 
regularity and artistic miish of a book over 
which the author has long and diligently 
labored. Their great merit is that they were 
published 4n England before many English 
scholars were prepared to give in their adhesion 
to the “ new views” of Roman history that 
had been put forward by the great scholars 
of Germany. They are written, too, with 
remarkable vigor, and with an evident fa
miliarity on the part of the author with ev
ery thing likely to bear upon or illustrate his 
subject. They are well calculated to make 
“ The Caesars”  intelligible to us, which is 
more than can be said of most works that 
have been written of and concerning them 
by the herd of writers. The opening part is 
devoted to the “ great Julius,”  probably the 
most perfect specimen of the intellectual 
man that the world ever saw ; and it is what 
is commonly called “ refreshing” to read such 
good sense in contrast with the tumid non
sense of which “ the foremost man of all this 
world” is generally made the object by shal
low historians and yet more shallow critics. 
The style and munnor and sentiment ore 
worthy of the subject; and a  great deal of 
curious information is afforded, both in the 
text and in the notes, for the especiul benefit, 
we may be permitted to suppose, of that 
utilitarian class of readers who think that 
the first and last and only object of reading, 
is to obtain masses of facts. Like all the 
publications of the eminent house by which 
it is issued, the volume is beautiful enough to 
tempt one to eat it.

Written for the Cirpet-Bag.

THE CONSUMPTIVE.
Bhe faded, oh * she faded,

And the rose* fled her’cheek,
And her voice that carried like a bird’s 

Grew tremulous and weak ;
Her parched Ups softly whispered 

The sweet words she would say,
And her thin hand was as pale and still 

As the sheet whereon it lay.

Bat her spirit glowed the brighter 
As her mortal end drew nigh— 

It beamed with heavenly radiance 
In the lustre of her eye ;

Bhe seemed to borrow glories 
From the world she nearer drew, 

4 nd as the form of earth decayed 
Her angel nature grew.

And patiently, how patlenUy,
Bhe pressed her bed of pain.

As, sun by st^i, the days declined, 
And then renewed again j 

Her Father’s hand she recognised, 
And kissed dhe chastening rod, 

And calmly waited for the hour 
When she should soar to God.

And Mends who gathered round her 
Took comfort from her tone ;

They felt that she was not for earth’s, 
But heaven’s Joys alone ;

And when the angel severed 
The Ues that bound her here,

Her transit filled their hearts with joy— 
Their own loss claimed a tear.

0  Death 1 when thus approaching,
An angel form you take,

And pour the healing balm for hearts 
That otherwio^mlght break}

We see thy path a  way of light, 
Ascending to the sky {

And pray an and thus fraught with bUsa, 
A death thus blest to die.
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HOW IKE DROPP] CAT.
“ Now, Isaac,”  

she came into the root

7
Partington, as 

i with a basket snugly
covered over; “ take our Tabby, and drop 
her somewhere, and see that she don’t come 

! back again, for I am sick and tired of driving 
her out of the butter. She is the thievinest 
creatur! But don’t  hurt her, Isaac; only 
take care tha t she don’t  come back.”

Ike smiled as he received his charge, and 
the old lady felt happy in getting rid of her 
trouble without resorting to violence. She 
would rather have* endured the evil of the 
cat, great as that evil was, than that the 
poor quadruped should be inhumanly dealt 
with. She saw Ike depart, in the dusk of 
the evening, and watched him until he be
came lost to view in the shadow of a  tree. 
I t was a  full half hour before he returned 
with his empty basket, and an unusual glee 
marked his appearance—it sparkled in his 
eye, it glowed in his cheeky it sported in his 
hair—and Ike looked really handsome, as he 
stood before the dome, and proclaimed the 
success of his mission.

“ Did she drop easy, Isaac!”  asked the 
old lady, looking upon him kindly, “ and 
won’t  she come back?”

“ She dropt just os easy!”  said Ike, letting 
his basket fall on the floor, and shying his 
cap upon the table, somewhat endangering a 
glass lamp with a wooden bottomAhat stood 
thereon; “ she dropt just os easy 1 and she 
won’t come back—you may bet high/on that. ’ ’

“ But you didn’t  beat and mangle her, 
Isaac, did you? if you did I should be afraid 
she would come back and haunt us—I have 
heard of such th ings;”  and she looked anx
iously in 'h is  fuce, but, detecting there no 
trace of guilt, she patted him on the head, 
and parted his hair, and told him to sit down 
and eat his supper, which the young gentle
man did with considerable unction.

“ Isaac! Isaac!”  screamed Mxs. Parting
ton, at the foot of tho little stairway that led 
to the attic where the boy slept, the next 
morning after the above occurrence. “ Isaac!” 
and he soon came down stairs slowly, rub
bing liis eyes as he came. She had disturbed 
his morning nap.

“ Isaac,” said she, “ what is that hanging 
yonder to a limb of our apple-tree ?” One

Written for the Oarpet-Bag.

THE SORRY FINALE.
While the gas was biasing high,
We had met our luck to try,—
Shook the “ little brethren twain,
Arbiters of loss and gain,”—
Practical conchologists 
Rattled sea-shells In their fists,—
Shuffle, shuffle, cut and deal,
Up and down on fortune’s wheel;
Good luck silent, bad luck cursed,
Thirteen, sixteen, eighteen—bu rst!
L’une pour l’autre, masque, revoke,
Tom—a quarter—see, I’m broke 1 
Hockley, livret, doublet, pll— 
faro’s host are betting high—
Here’s the primer, count the pack— (
Three all round, and turn up Jack—
Hark ! a thumping! yields the door !
One policeman ! two ! three ! four !
Quick we grab the waiting cash,
For the back-door make a dash;
A h! policemen there intrude !
Brother gamblers, we are lued ’
Tukey here, and Tukey there,
In the room, and on the stair,
Tukey, Tukey, every where !
We must leave our glorious sport,
Go to jail, and go to court,
And, to-morrow, empty pews 
To our neighbors tell the news.
Now, srith chain and iron ruffle,
We, like negroes in a coffle,
Move, to hear the new-made^ bell,
Brother shakers ! what a cell!
Slowly drag the hours of night 
While we watch in piteous plight—
Ah ! the hand-cuff and the chain !
■Wives will wait for us in vain.
“ Day of all the week the best,”
Sunday comes, but brings no re s t.
For we know, that, Monday morn,
We must all admit the corn :
Yet, to while the hours away,
We indulge in quiet play.
Now. grim night hath passed once mors.
Opens slow the prison door.
Ave ! ave ! Black Maria !
Broken lower law and higher,
Take us, mortified and cowed,
Through the laughing, clamorous crowd )
Take us where we oft have been,
Where we yet may meet again.
Wentworth, Charlestown, omne genus,
Severally hath Tukey seen us—
We are spotted, we are fined |
Pray th at mm m ay ha Inclined
To desert the cursed trade,
Which hath so much suffering made—
That, employed in honest labor,
We may earn the name, “Good Neighbor."

Moato.

Mr. Tid had been out on Sunday morn
ing to get his hair “  titrivated ”  and per
fumed, and upon his return to the house 

scattering tree, as she said, constituted her I waa a^miring himself in the glass. “  Mrs 
whole orchard, unless she counted the poplar Sm” k ”  m“'A k“ u'“
by the corner.

“ I can’t  see so far off,”  said Ike, still rub
bing his eyes.

“ Well, /  should think it was a ca t; and it 
looks to me like our Tabby. Oh, Isaac! if 
you have done th is!”  and a tone akin to 
horror trembled in her voice.

“ I ’ll go and-see if i t ’s her,”  said Ike, as if 
not hearing the last part of her remark, and 
he dashed out of the door; but soon came 
hack, with wonder depicted on every feature 
of his expressive countenance. “ Oh, i t ’s 
her! sure enough, it’s h er!”  cried he, “ but 
I did drop h er!”

“ Well, hoW could she come there then?’ 
and the good old lady looked puzzled.

“ I ’ll tell you how I guess it was,”  said

Smith,”  said he to his landlady, and smiling 
to himself with the funniness of his idea, 
“  Mrs. Smith, why am I like the ghost of 
Hamlet’s daddy?” She didn’t  know, she 
was sure; she didn’t know who Hamlet was, 
or whether he had a daddy, but thought like
ly ; upon the whole she gave it up. “ W hy,”  
said he, chuckling, “ because.‘ I scent the 
morning air.’ ”  A grave old gentleman, 
who had lodked up for a moment from the 
perusal of Baxter’s Call, took Mr. Tid by 
one of his buttons, and asked him in an 
earnest tone if he had no regard for the Sab
bath tha t he should thus desecrate it, and 
advised him to take fiometliing for his humor.

Passing down Washington street, after the 
late storm, P h ila n th ro po s  observed on a high 

Ike, looking demurely up, “ I guess she oom- I building a heavy body of snow on the eaves 
mitted suicide, because we was going to drop of dropping. There were several people be- 
h e r ; they are dreadful knowing critters, you neath who must have been much injured 
know.” __ had the snow fullen upon them. Philan

“ True enough,”  replied the old lady, thropos in an instant saw their danger, and 
while something like a tear glistened in her rushing impetuously forward, he shoved the 
eye—her pity was excited; “ true enough, people into the street, in safety, beneath the 
Isaac, and I dare say she thought hard of us wheels of a  Roxbury omnibus, and then 
for doing it, but she hadn’t  ought to if she’d bared his own head to the impending ava- 
have considered a minute.”  lanche. I t  didn’t  foil, however,*’ but &ie

Ike said no more, but went out and cut merit of the act was none the less evident, 
down the supposed suicide, with a  serious The people picked, themselves from the sl6ah, 
manner, and buried her beneath her gallows, brushed their soiled garments and passed on, 
deep down amoqg the roots of the old tree, | thankful that there was one about who was
and she never came back

The old lady told the stoty to the minis
ter, and Ike vouched for it, but the good 
tnan shook his head incredulously a t the idea 
of the Suicide, and looked a t the boy. He

looking after their safety.

John Milton was not a  bad man—no man 
ever suspected him of gambling propensities 
—if he was ever known to shake, it was 

very evidently understood how the cat was through infirmity—and yet wrote book 
ropped, I afk>r book about a pair o’ dioe lost.

Written for the Carpet-Bag.

A COMPOUND “ SELL.”
Since the wonderful snake affair, nothing 

had turned up in the sober, staid and demure 
village of Quamphegan, for many long weeks. 
Quietude seemed to reign supreme. To 
wind up every thing animate, the factory 
ceased operations for a season. The Witch- 
trotters, the SligonianV-The Bonnybigites, 
and all the environers had laicTinthelx^stoj 
of dry and moist goods from the village; and 
except a  semi-occasional embassy from those 
parts, and the country round about, an out
sider was seldom seen. In short, Quam
phegan had lost every sign of animation:—

“ It seemed not like » place inhabited,
But like one vast village of the dead
All was so hushed and atill!”

vSome of the villagers would assemble in 
groups a t the different stores, talk over by
gones, and smoke “  short sixes;”  others 
would while away the weary hours at eve
ning lectures^—and thus they managed to 
keep the ennui from leveling them entirely.

One day, fortune or good luck took pity 
upon these'* foriomere, and stirred up quite 
a little ’’flurry in the public square,—a 
dreye o | pigs came into town. A toll son of. 
Berwick, who had been nearly famishing for 
some excitement, bethought him of a scheme. 
The “  hen-fever” had subsided long since, 
and fancy poultry was at a discount—but 
rival pig raising had not been gone into there 
for many years, and the long gentleman 
thought he would rerive it. Accordingly he 
challenged a neighbor to buy a pig with him, 
of the same exact weight and proportions as 
near as they could select—any discrepancy, 
however, in the weight to be allowed for at 
the resu lt; six weeks should be the time for 
these rivals to do their utmost in fattening 
the beasts, when the porkers were to be 
given over to the butcher, who would slay, 
dress and weigh them, then report ac
cordingly ;, the owner of tho lessor pig to 
pay an oyster supper, with all the appurte
nances belonging thereunto, to the fortunate 
rival and & few invited friends. The offer 
was accepted forthwith, the terms closed—# 
the grunters selected, weighed and pur
chased, and the two live pork proprietors, 
each with his “  Byfield representative,” 
wended their way homeward rejoicing.

Richly and bountifully were these animals 
k e p t; like Dives, they fared sumptuously 
every day; nothing was omitted that could, 
in any way add to their rotundity. At 
length the long looked for day arrived for 
the conversion of these piggies into pork ; 
the butcher took them to the slaughterhouse, 
killed, dressed, and weighed them, and re
ported in favor of the chullenger.

Now life and animation reigneth in the 
household of the proprietor of the lesser pig ; 
baking, frying, and cooking in all its multi
tudinous phases are in active operation ; the 
best room is put to rights, and the house
hold in geneijil is “  slicked up,”  ready for 
the feasting,—cards of invitation have been 
sent to the favored few ; and the all impor
tant condiments, the shell-fish and the “  ap
purtenances” have been sent for, and Mr. 
Emerson, the express-man, will deliver them 
at early candle-light.

“ Now came itill evening on, and twilight gray 
Had in her aober llv’ry all thing* clad.”

’Twas a bitter cold night, but tho cheer
ful light from tho windows of the house of 
feasting wanned and gladdened tho hearts 
of tho company as they wended their way 
thither.

The party soon assembled, but upon look
ing round amongst them it was observed 
that one of the invited guests was amongst 
the missing ; accordingly, a committee of 
two was sent off for the delinquent. They 
called at the house of the absentee, and 
found him a t home. Ho told the gentlemen 
that the company must excuse him, as ho 
was rather unwell that night.

“  Now, the truth i^,”  said one of the ral
lying committee to his companion, as ho left 
tho delinquent’s house, “  this man is us well 
as you or myself, and we calculate to do our

Bharo in the trencher business, and in the 
dessert likewise, to-night. He durst not go 
to that supper for fear he may .-get ‘ set up’ 
a trifle, and so sure as he goes home with 
the smallest ‘ brick ’ in his hat, he is certain 
of a Caudle lecture. W e’ll be up with him ; 
if he is fiick he shall be attended to ; so we’ll 
go abdNfind some one to attend him.” 
Whereupon, no sooner said than done,— 
tljere tjvb wags started for a  physician, a 
watetyr and a minister, to go as soon as con
venient, and visit the sick man.

Tho man of physio arrived first, and to 
his utter astonishment, was let into the 
house by the patient himself. The latter 
soon saw through the joke, and offered to 
settle with the doctor for his trouble, who 
agreed to let him off for a half fee. The 
medical man had scarce left the house, when 
a rap from the watcher, a fat, good-natured 
deacon, very fond of his ease, who had been 
roused from his good warm blankets, where 
he had just ensconced himself for the night, 
by these mad wags, brought the sick man 
once more to the portal. When the good 
deacon saw the invalid “ up and dressed” 
and about house, looking so hale and hearty, 
he was wrathy,—and if he didn’t  swear, 
perhaps he came very nigh unto it,—certain
ly if he had indulged in a small oath or two, 
he could not, under such circumstances, have 
been very severely censured.

Whilst this benevolent pillar of the church 
was sitting by the fire, warming himself for 
another start in the cold, to go home, a rap 
at the door announced the minister,—

“ A pious man whom duty brought,
To shrive the dying, bless the dead.”

This was piling it on too thick for the 
poor martyr, to see so many victims served 
up, to punish him for his lame excuse of ab
sence,—however, he could do nought but 
explain matters as well as possible to the 
two worthies, and swallow his ire till an op
portunity offered itself for him to retalliate 
upon his tormentors.

But to the supper. So soon as the com
mittee had made their report to the company 
touching the absentee and the disposition 
they had made of him—one wild, joyous and 
uproarious huzza broke forth from each and 
every mother’s son in that assembly. To 
say the bottle was pushed about, would be 
tame— swifter than a weaver’s shuttle flew 
the “ silver tops” round the festive board; 
mirth and jollity reigned trium phant!

“ Ami each, emboldened by (he draught,
Looked gaily round about and laughed.
The cordial nectar of old ‘jolly,’
Dispelled dull care ami melancholy !”

Thus ran the hours away, till tho ortho
dox bell, rung by the strong arm of the re
nowned Walter, told this jolly gathering that 
’twas nine o’clock, and time to be stirring 
homewards. But for a closing scene—a 
grand finale to this evening of pranks and 
“ sells”—when the butcher-man, w ho was 
of course one of the party, arose to take his 
last “ smile” and departure, he told the man 
of the house who had given the party, 
that, come to think on’t, he believed that he 
had made a slight mistake, ns he now was 
quite positive ’twas his pig that weighed the 
most—and consequently the tall gentleman 
should have given the supper ! Cymon.

T he N ew  T ate  on which tho Carpet-Bag 
is printed was cast a t the Foundry of Messrs. 
I I oiiart & R o b b in s , in this city. I f  our 
sheet makes a handsome appearance, no 
small share of the credit belongs to thoso en
terprising gentlemen.

The heading and bordfir were elcctrotyped 
by Mr. J .  W . W ilcox , No. 152 Washington 
street, who is unrivaled in that lino of busi-

m
&

ness.

Wo are not hard-hearted, naturally; wo 
believe we have given our share in tho way 
of small charities; many is the blessing we 
have had invoked on our head in Italian, 
from itinerant mendicancy ; not hard-hearted 
are we certainly ; but we do love to see, wo 
actually gloat over the sight of, a pretty 
woman kneading bread.
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RHYMED CORRESPONDENCE.
Gossiftowh, March, 1861. 

The Oosslp of Gossiptown made a confession,
By which I have lately been put in possession 
Of correct information relating to facts 
Pertaining directly to one of the acts 
Perpetrated of, late In that flourishing town,
Which Is daily acquiring great fame and renown.
And you know I agreed that whenever I heard 
Of anything racy I’d send you a word;
And as for this trifling last-mentioned afTair,
It birders a Uttle, I think, on the rare.
But this tedious exordium is surely a sin;
I must leave it off now and my story begin,
For my long-winded head will but little avail—
If 1 lengthen that out I must shorten my tale.

T’other night there was lighted a dwelling-house fair, 
And the whole town hail met to l>c sociable there,
Where pleasure, frivolity, frolic and fun 
Their spirit of gaiety cast o’er each one.
Political themes were discussed by the old,
And many a party manoeuvre was told,
IIow the Democrat party had joined the Free-soilers,
M ho reckoned the Whigs as their country’s despoilers. 
They discoursed of these matters important, until 
Their attention was called to the fugitive bill.
Its |tassing, they sail, was a terrible shame,
And asserted that Webster alone was to blame.
And thus they “held forth” a long time, but it seems 
That the young folks had little regard for such themes. 
They waltzed, danced cotillons, sung, whistled and played, 
And but little regard to sobriety paid ; .
While, for the amusement of those who might wish 
To dance any longer, they played the Sr.hottische.
When at length from the brilliant assembly a few—
Don’t ask me their names, that is nothing to you—
Of the first offered chance took advantage to stray 
From the scene of the noisiest frolic away.
They marched witli propriety till they espied 
A chamber in which they all thought they could hide, 
Entirely secure from each curious eye,
And there they remained till their host passing by 
Their secluded position did chance to espy,
And, showing his countenance first, with a grin,
At length thrust Ids whole corporosily in,
And then did a s|>ecies of lecture begin,
On their conduct, hut they could hear nothing but “ sin,” 
For his voice was entirely drowned in the din ;
When he finally left them lie fastened the door,
And applauded his practical joke with a mar.
Now this last infliction was far from a boro,
For I am quite sure they enjoyed themselves more 
At that time, than they had all the evening before,
When some one (of course ’twas by accident) fanned 
The light that was burning quite near on the stand,
Which flickered a moment and then every spark 
Was extinguished, thus leaving them all In the dark ! 
What further nd venture th«* Inmates b«fol,
As the room was in darkness, no person can tell.
At length the old gentleman, thinking, no doubt,
That if he should but open the door, they’d come out,
And socially join in the general rout,
Taking care to remember what they were about,
And thinking the punishment doubtless would mend 
Their wickedness, and to sobriety bend 
Their had inclinations, ami in this way lend 
A check to their steps, as their way they might Wend 
Through the dance, and its influence moral extend 
To the rest; 1 don’t rigidly mean to contend 
That the gentleman’s thoughts, from beginning to end, 
Were exactly what I on this pajier have penned,
That would be quite a foolish idea to defend,
Ho I shall not attempt i t ; nor do I Intend 
A falsehood, ujxni this occasion to rend,
But a simple recital of truths here to send.
But as l was just saying, their jailor returned,
And by aid of the lamp in the entry that burned,
M'ith a comical, good-natured smile as before,
He twisted the handle, and opened the door ;
But he stared with surprise, it was perfectly dark,
A moment he pondered, a moment did hark.
He listened intently, when lo ! just at this 
Precise time he heard, most distinctly, A Kiss !!'
I'pon this, in a tone that denoted affright,
He called out aloud, “They’ve extinguished the light!” 
The dance was sus|>cnded ; the music was hushed,
And all to the library breathlessly rushed.
But they were too late—the performance was o’er,
And everything quiet and still as liefore ;
While, with quite a sedate, philosnphieRl air,
They occupied, each one, a different chair,
For the company seeming hut little to care,
Regarding them long’with a curious stare,

i if they had wondered wtiat brought them all there. 
The'vqom was invuded, the lamps were relit,
But thej^were not wiser, a deuce of a b it;
They did thWvDiquisItive organs exrlte 
In rain, to find out who extinguished the light.
Then previous topics were banished by all,
The inijiortaneo of |xditlcs suffered a fall ;
No subject that evening discussed can you mention,
That a moment excited one half the attention 
That this did, and as we revert to the night,
The question still rise*—“ Mho blew out the light ?”

PsRKGRINB.

City Marshal Tukoy and U. S. Deputy 
Marshal Riley have arrested public attention 
lately by their official conduct. Some people 
think Tukey is more efficient than Hiley, hut 
we can’t seo much difference between tho 
tw o; for while one makes the blacklegs 
walk, the other lets tho black legs run.

A Cheap W ay of A dvertising.—Writing 
/ a letter to contradict a rumor w’hich you 
W  have invented yourself.

Changing Glasses. — In a quiet village 
not far from this city, some few weeks since, 
the Engineer of the Fire Department, for 
some cause (whether real or imaginary is 
not known) thought best to establish some 
stringent regulations for the government of 
the Department. One of the companies took 
umbrage, and threatened to disband rather 
than submit to such restrictions, which 
threats soon became known among the citi
zens and created quite an excitement. Prov
identially for the safety of the town, there 
resided in the village, some eight or ten vet
erans of the Fire Department, members of 
old No. ^ in  its early days, whoso ambition 
had been laying dormant for several years, 
and partaking of the feeling in the communi
ty, they resolved to offer their sendees to the 
authorities, valorously saying, “  we’ll show 
’em that the tub can lie manned.” They 
accordingly got charge of the engine, and 
met and organized, by choosing for Foreman 
and Secretary, two of their number who had 
formerly served in said capacities. The first 
thing to l*c done in order to keep pace M'ith 
the spirit of the times was to get up a clam 
chowder, and the leading spirits of the vil
lage must l*c invited. The long-looked for 
evening arrived, two of the old worthies had 
prepared themselves M'ith copious heads to 
deliver orations on the occasion; they took 
scats on a settee together and laid their man
uscripts doM-n and their spectacle# with 
them. After a short conversation together 
ns to which should have the honor of making 
the opening speech, they thought best to 
compare notes to ascertain which -would he 
the most appropriate to “  l>egin with.”
“ With spectacles on nose,” they took up 
their papers, and after a long search to see 
“ which was which,”  finally got them as 
they thought, adjusted. S. looked over and 
then under his specs nt A. as if. he were 
perplexed. Said he, “ Brother A., I believe 
from my soul you have got my speech.”
“ No, I havn’t ,”  says A. “ But;’’"says S.,
“  I never made such large letters in my life 
as I find on this paper.”  “  Well,”  says A.,
“  some how this writing don’t look like mine, 
hut I know the paper so well that I  am suro 
of it .”  Thus went on the conversation be
tween tho “ auncicnts ”  for several min
utes, till a friend near l>y hinted that they 
had changed spectacles, which solved the 
whole mystery of large letters and strange 
writing. H.

N otice.—Editors who receive this number 
of the Carpet-Bag are respectfully invited to 
“ exchange.”  Those M'ho already send their 
journals to us in exchange for the Pathfinder, 
will understand that we do not want more 
than one copy. They can have either of our 
papers, and we will send the one to which 
they may hereafter direct their own.

Oi’K N ext Issue.—The publication of tho 
next number of our pajier Mill be deferred 
until the 12th of April, to enable us to com
plete our arrangements for bringing it out 
promptly every Meek. In the meantime Cftir 
clerk stands ready to take the names and 
cash of five thousand subscribers. Shall we 
have them?

G eneral I nsensibility to an I mportant 
T ruth.—This, namely—that the misery of 
human life is made up of large masses, each 
separated from the other by certaiifuttervall. 
One year, the death of a child ; years after, 
a failure in trade ; after another longer or 
shorter interval, a daughter may have mar
ried unhappily;—in all but tho singularly 
fortunate, the integral parts that compose 
the sum total of the unhappiness of a man’s 
life, are early counted and distinctly remem- 
liered. The happiness of,life, on the con
trary, is made up minute fractions—the little 
soon-forgotten charities of a kiss, a smile, a 
kind look, a heart-felt compliment ih tho dis
guise of a playful railery, and the countless 
other infinitesimals of pleasurable thought 
and genial feelings— Coleridge.

The hens of Egypt now lay eggs (or tho 
Londoners. Thirteen cases were lately land
ed at .Southampton, from Alexandria.

SELECTED PARAGRAPHS.
I f  the American postage on letters for the

British provinces, whether Intended to be sent by United 
States mails or the British steamers, be not pre-paid, such 
letters are forwarded to the appropriate frontier post- 
office, where they, If not called for, become dead, and in 
due course are forwarded to the dead letter office. Let
ters for the West Indies, Chagres, ami Panama, If the 
postage be not pre-paid, ore forwarded by sailing vessels 
only, and the same is true in regard to newspapers In 
both cases. •

The house of representatives of Ohio, on
the 12th, passed the following resolution, by a vote of 40 
to 20:—“ Resolved, by the general assembly of the Btate 
of Ohio, that our senators in congress be instructed, and 
our representatives requested to use all honorable means 
to obtain an immediate repeal, modification or amend
ment of the act of congress usually styled the fugitive 
slave law, approved Held. 18, 1860.”

On the 22d ult., the citizens of Tennessee
celebrated with speeches, a sumptuous dinner, and a ball 
at night, the completion of the great tunnel of the Cum
berland mountain, on the Nashville and Chattanooga Rail
road. The tunnel is three thousand feet long, ami one 
hundred and eighty-five feet from the top of the moun
tain.

The Eastport Sentinel says that about a
month ago Mr. Perez Burr of that town died very sud
denly, and from the fact that some $2600 are missed from 
Mr. Burr’s possession, and in consequence of the escape 
of a man named Ferdinand, with whom Burr boarded, it 
is supposed that a murder has been committed.

The mileage allowed Messrs. Wright and
Gilbert the last session of Congress, for their journeys to 
and from California, is $5,000 each, being according to 
the usually traveled route by way of Panama, which Is 
7000 miles. Dr. Gwin’s constructive mileage for the ex
tra session of the Senate, amounts to $11,200.

Thirty-one guns M-ere fired at New Orleans
when it became known tliat the actions against the Cuban 
expeditionists had been nol pros’d, and one additional 
gun for Cuba. The hand of the U. 8. artillery played a 
number of national airs at the same time.

A new paper, called the “ English Repub
lic” lias been established in London. It is to be the or
gan of the European Republicans, and will be the medium 
for the diffusion of the writings of Mazzinl, and other 
leaders of the democracy of the Continent.

A singular marriage took place in Madison,
In., lately. The names of the happy couple made man 
anil wife were Mr. Thomas Shores and Mrs. Susan Ander
son, whose united ages numlier over one hundred and 
forty years, or seventy years each.

The Washington Monument received $1,-
405 (luring the month of February, from the Masons, Odd 
Fellows, and Sons of Temperance. The officers ami crew 
of the U. S. ship Plymouth contributed $122 and of the 
ship John Adams $93.

To make people smart, all th a t’s necessary
is to throw them on their own resources. A wiki turkey 
knows mure in a moment than a tame one would dream 
of in a year, and ail because he has to depend on his in
genuity for safety, rather than the Ingenuity of a farmer.

In the Washington Globe office, there is a 
gentleman, Mr. CoUlns, SO years of age, who works at the 
case from twelve to fourteen hours every day, and walks 
from and to his home In Georgetown, a distance of some 
three miles, every morning and evening.

Since the 1st inst., about fifty persons
have been fined In the Police Court for having In their 
possession in the public streets of this d ty , lighted cigars. 
The penalty is a fine and flxlns of about $6. A rather 
dear gratification.

Prentice says a Mr. Bently has been in
dicted for severely wounding a stranger with an ax, al
leging as a reason that he “ didn’t know but what he was 
a robber.” “ He didn’t  know,” added Prentice, “ and so 
he axed him.”

Major Andrew Jackson Donelson has pur-
cliased the Washington Union establishment for twenty 
thousand dollars. Qen. Armstrong, a prominent Tennes
seean is said to be his partner in the purchase.

One reason given why the Lopdoners
omitted the use of wood in constructing the building for 
the World’s Fair, is, that there would be so many Yankees 
there they were afraid they would “ whittle it down.”

“ Recollect, sir,”  said a tavern keeper to
a gentleman who was about leaving his house without 
paying his reckoning, “ recollect, sir, if you lose your 
purse, you didn’t pull it out here !”

A gentleman who was determined to out
do the horticulturist who raised chickens from egg-plants, 
has suoceeded In producing a colt from a horse-chesnut, 
and a calf from a cow-anl.

Jenny Lind’s seven concerts in New Or
leans, for which the tickets sold at a premium of from 
three to twenty dollars, realized, as is stated, from $140,- 
000 to $100,000. »

A committee of the Massachusetts Medi
cal Society, consisting of Drs. Geo. Hayward, J. B. S. 
Jackson and O. W. Holmes, propose that homoeopathic 
practitioners be excluded from the society hereafter.

The Methodist Church in Alabama has
contributed during the past year, through Us conference, 
$11,700 far missionary purposes. Georgia in the same 
manner contributed $12,000, and South Carolina $17,000.

Gen. Chaplin Has forfeited his hail, ($19,-
000) and will not stand a trial for abducting slaves in Ma
ryland. The money was deposited in bank and Is secure 
for the state.

The library belonging to the late Dr. Web
ster was sold at auction recently. It was quite .valuable, 
containing many good works in chemistry and Medicine.

Over $10,000 has been raised in Boston to
aid Middlebury College, Vt., most of it by graduates of q 
the college and natives of Vermont.

A law is proposed in Wisconsin making
the rate of Interest 7 per cent., where no rate is named, 
and allowing 12 per cent, on contract.

The musket that kicked the hoy over, has
been arrested, and made to give hail. The plea that it 
was “ cocked” at the time, was ruled out of court.

There are 5,225 rum shops in New, York
City at this, time ; 4,426 are licensed, and 3,89A are open 
and sell on the Sabbath, which is entirely contrary to law.

A man named Hudson has been sentenced
in Tennessee, to five years Imprisonment for marrying his
niece.

The New Bedford Mercury states that sev
eral warrants hare bcen'lssued against fugitive slaves in* 
that city.

Gov. Fish has liot’n elected to tho U. S.
Senate by the N. Y. Legislature.

“  K iv erino  A ccidents. ” — A  correspond
ent of the Philadelphia Spirit of the lim  
writing from “ Copperas Precinct,”  Illinois,

mea,

ing certificate of marriage, 
(tally came across in looking

giyes the followin 
which he acciden 
over some old papers :—

Examining a land title the other day .which 
involved a question of legitimacy, I stumbled 
upon the following marriage certificate, which 
is decidedly too good to lie lost, and is liter
ally bona fide. The marriage, of which this 
is the only legal evidence, took place in Cop
peras Precinct, in this county, in the infancy 
of the country, or rather in primitive times, 
and the magistrate ought to he immortalized, 
whethef hp ever gets nis commission or not. 
The certificate is in these words :

State of Illinois Peoria County ss.
To all the world Greeting. Know ye that 

John Smith and Peggy Myers is hereby 
certified to go together and do as old follts 
does, anywhere inside of copperas precinct, 
and when my commission comes 1 am to 
m any em good, and date em back to kiver
accidents. 0 ------M------R.

[ss] Justice Peace.
I  put the initials, only, of the magistrate, 

for the reason that this legal luminary is still 
living, and probably too modest to covet the 
fame to which he is so justly entitled. Don’t  
he deserve a pension, and the unanimous 
thanks of those interested in the rapid peo
pling of the State, as well as those who can’t  
wait for commissions ?

At Modena, in Italy, about four miles 
around it, wherever tho earth is dug, when 
the workmen arrive at a  distance of sixty- 
three feet, they come to a bed of chalk, 
which they boro with an auger, five feet 
deep. They then withdraw from the pit 
before the auger is removed, and, upon its 
extraction, the water bursts up Mrith great 
violence, and quickly fills the well thus 
made, which is affected neither by rains nor 
droughts. A t the depth of fourteen feet 
are found the ruins of an ancient city,— 
houses, paved streets, and mosaic work. 
Below this, again, is a layer of earth, and, 
a t twenty-six feet, walnut trees are found 
entire, and Mfith leaves and walnuts still 
upon them.i \;At twenty-eight feet, Boft 
chalk is found, and below this, vegetables
a n d  tre e s  a s  b e fo re .

Originality.—People are always talking 
about originality; but what do they mean ? 
As soon as we are bom, the world begins to 
work upon us, and this goes on to the end. 
And after all, what can we call our own, ex
cept energy, strength, and will? I f  I  could 
give an account of all that I owe to great, 
predecessors and contemporaries, there would 
be but a small balance in my favor.— Goethe.

The following ominous inscription is dis
played in the Crystal Palace :

“  Das rauchen wird nicht erlaabt.
“  11 n ’est pas permis do fumer.
“  Non 6 permesso di fumare.
“  No es pennittido fumar.
“  Nao he pennittido fumar.
“  No smoking allowed.”

SNOW & WILDER,
P R IN T E R S  A N D  P U B L I S H E R S ,

NO. 6 WA8IIIKGTON STREET, BOSTON, - 
nave lately added to their office a great variety of Nxvr 
Typr, and are now prepared to receive orders far all kind* 
of Plain and Fancy J ob Printing, which will be execu
ted In the best manner, and on reasonable terms.

The Pathfinder Railway Guide,
T8 published on the lin t Monday of every month, by 
* Snow k  Wilder, at No. 6 Washington Street, Bos
ton. I t  gives more full and reliable information in regard 
to the arrangemehts of the New England Railroads than 
can be obtained from any other publication, being Issued' 
under the authority of the railroad superintendents, and 
sustained by the patronage of the railway companies. I t  
embraces all the railroads in New England and Immediate 
vicinity, (being all that can be embraced In One work with 
any probability of correctness,) and gives the official time
tables of the superintendents, shoWlbg the times o f  leav
ing or arriving at each Station , where such times are 
fixed, together With the fares, distances, he., on each 
road, and Information respecting Stage and Steamboat 
Routes. The Guide Is Illustrated by a Railway Map, ex
hibiting thedocatlon of each road ; also a map of the d ty  
of Boston. It has also copious -indexes, by the aid of 
which nearly every Radway Station in New England i 
at once be referred to. Price, five oents a copy.

I may

T H E  C A R P E T - B A G

B Y  S
IS rCBLISHXD WIXXLT

N O p  & . W I L D E R ,
At the PATHNSDad^rriCB, No. 6 Washington Street, 
Boston, and sold oy Newspaper and Periodical Dealers 
throughout the country.

Terms—Two Dollars a year. Five co flic* sent to one 
order far Right Dollars; ten copies far Fifteen Dollars. 
In all cases the ntdney must' be paid in advance. No 
paper will he sent for a longer time than it Is paid far.

O '  Postmasters are authorised to receive subscriptions, 
and forward the money.
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