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Prom the Louisville Journal.

The Estranged.

B7 MARIOS HAUL AND.

An hour ago my life smiled bright;
The laugh thou I ov'tist to hear

Vibrated with its ringing joy
Upon the pass-r- 's ear;

Fast flew the polished shafts of jest
The fluttering cr jwd among,

And with a warbling glad ana free,
Thy favorite eong was sung.

The guest have gone. No music breath
Lingers within the air;

My eyc6' false light has faded with
" The roses iu my hair;

My footsteps eclio like the fall
Of earth above the dead

But sadder founds in the lone heart
Answer to Memory's tread.

Toward thee, the wronged and plighted one,
My spirit's arms ara thrown

Oh! but to heartily tone of lvs
Call me once more thine "own!"

My head is paiued with racking thought
And heavy with tiniest;

How peaceful would its slumbers ba
rillowed upon thy breast!

I dare not say "return!" Too sore
Were the bitter words I spoke,

The silver chain which bound our hearts
My reckless passion bnke.

The scattered links I cannot join.
The breath of foul distrust

Hath blackened what we thought so pure
With rust,

And then? Cnme visions of the past
At twilight's musing hour?

"Our star," the first thbt glimmers forth
Bird-sou- g in tree and bower

Tuo fragraur.o of the jessamiue-bell- s,

Have those no voice for thee--- No

power to bring a tear or sigh,
Or wistful thought of me?

Forget my pride forget my scorn
Give gontler memories iway;

I do not need thine ang
To shroud my toilsome way.

From out thy presence and thy smile
'Tis a weary thing to live

I ne'e may ask for loveaain
But canst th-- t lorgive?

RlCHMONB, Ya.

Srlf n g a leg
THE BRIDE OF THE WRECK.

A BEAUTIFUL STORT.

I was a lonely sort of bachelor, and had

never yet known what young men style
the passion. Of passion I had enough , as
mv old mote yonder can tell you. I broke
his head twice and his arm once in fits of it;
but he has always seemed to love me all
the better, for he clings to ine now very
much as two pieces of the same ship cling
together when drifting at sea We are the
sole survivors of a thousand wrecks, and
of the companies that sailed w ith us two
years ago, no other one is left afloat. I

had been a sailor from rny boyhood, and
when I was twenty-fiv- e I may say no man
was more fit to command a vessel among
the mariners of England. And at this
time my uncle died and left me his fortune.
I had never seen him, and hardly knew of
his existence; but I had now speaking evi-

dence of that fact that he existed no
longer.

1 was young and strong in limb, and 1

think stout of heart, and I was possessed
of the rental of some thousand per annum.
"What bar was there to my enjoyment of
the good of life? No bar indeed, but 1

felt sorely the lack of means of enjoyment.
I was a sailor in every sense. My educa-

tion was tolerable and I had some books,
but my tastes were nautical, and pined on
shore. You easily understand, then, why
I built a yacht and did spend much of my
time on her. She was a fine craft and
suited to my taste in every respect, and I

remember with a sigh now the happy days
I have spent in the 'Foam.'

I used to read considerable in my cabin,
and occasionally, indeed weekly, invited
parties of gentlemen to cruise with me.
but the foot of a lady had never been on
the deck of my boat, and I began to have
an old bachelor's pride in the fact. Yet I
confess to you a secret longing for some
sort of affection different from any I had
heretofore known, and a restlessness when
men talked of beautiful women in my
presence.

One summer evening I was at the old
hall in which my uncle died, and was en-

tirely alone. Towards sunset I was sur-
prised, while looking over mv books, by the
entrance of a gentleman hastily announced,
and giving indication of no little- - excite-
ment.

'Your pardon, sir, for my unceremonious
entrance. My horses have run away with
my carriage and dashed it to pieces near
your park gate. , My father was badly in-

jured and my sister is now watching him.
I have taken the liberty of asking your
permission to bring them to your resi-

dence.'
Of course my consent was instantly

given, and my own carriage despatched to
the park gate.

Mr. Sinclair was a gentleman of fortune,
residing about forty miles from me, and
lii-- f'i'i'i, n ir,v,i!id, fifty k,ii . cu mor:

of age, was on his way in company with
his son to his son's house, there to die and
be buried. They were strangers to me,
but I made them welcome to mv house, as
if it were their own, and insisted on their
using it.

Miss Sinclair was the first woman who
had crossed my doorslone since I had been
in possession of the hall; and well might
she have been loved by better men than I.
She was very small aud very beautiful of
the size of Venus, which all men worship
as the perfection of beauty, but having a
soft blue eye' shaded by jet black brows,
her face presented the contrast of purity
cf whiteness in the complexion, setofi by
raven hair, and yet that hair hanging in
clustering curls, unbounded by comb or
fillet, and the whole face lit up, with an
expression of gentle trust and complete
confidence either in nil around her, or else
in her own indomitable determination; for
Mary Sinclair had a mind of her own, and a

g one, too.
Her father died in my house, and I at-

tended the solemn procession that bore his
remains over hill and valley, to the old
church in which his ancestors were laid.
Once after that I called on the family, and
then avoided them. I cannot tell you what
was the cause of the aversion I felt to en-

tering that house or approaching the influ-

ence of that matchless girl. I believed
that I feared the magic of her beauty, and
was impressed with my unworthiness to
love her. I knew her associates were of
the noble, the educated, the refined, and
that 1 was none of these. What, then,
could I expect but misery, if I yielded to
the charms of that exquisite beauty or
grace which I knew were in her soul.

A year passed; and I was the very boy
in my continued thoughts of her. I pursua-de- d

myself a thousand times that I did not
love her, and a thousand times determined
to prove it by entering her presence. At

'length I threw myself into the vortex of
London society, and was lost in the whirl-

pool.
One evening at a crowded assembly, I

was standing near a window in a recess,
talking with a lady, when I felt a strange
thrill. I cannot describe it, but its effects
were visible to my companion, who instant-
ly said,

'Youare unwell, Mr. Stuart, are you not?(
Your face became suddenly flushed, nnd
your hand trembled so as to shake the
curtain.'

It was inexplicable to myself; but I was
startled at the announcement of Mr. and
Miss Sinclair. I turned and saw she was
entering on her brother's ai m more beauti-
ful than ever. How I escaped, I did not
know, but I did so.

Thrice afterw ards I was warned of her
presence in this mysterious way, till I be-

lieved there was some mysterious link be-

tween us two, of unknown, but powerful
character. I had since learned to believe in

the communion of spirits sometimes with-

out material intervention.
I heard of her frequently now as engaged

to a Mr. Wellcr, a man whom I knew well,
and, was ready to do honor as w orthy of
her love. At length I saw, as I supposed,
satisfactory evidence of the rumor; I left
London and saw them no more. The same
rumor followed me in my letters, and yet
I was mad enough to dream of Mary Sin-

clair until months, after I awoke to a sense
of what a fool I had been. Convinced of
this I went aboard ef my vacht about
midsummer, and for four weeks never set
foot on shore.

One sultry day, when the piich was
frying on deck in the hot sun, we rolled
heavily on the Bay of Biscay, and I passed
the afternoon under a sail on the larboard
quarter deck. Towards evening I fancied
a storm was brewing, and having made all
ready for it, smoked on the taffrail till
midnight, and then turned in. Will you
believe me, I felt that strange thrill through
my veins, as I lay in my hammock, and
awoke with it fifteen seconds before the
watch on deck called suddenly to the
man at the wheel, 'Port port your helm!
a sail on the lee bow; steady, so!

I was on deck in an instant, and saw that
a stiff breeze was blowing, and a small
schooner showing no lights, had crossed
our forefoot within a pistol shot, and was
now bearing up to the north west. The
sky was cloudy and dark, but the breeze
was very steady, and I went below .again,
and after endeavoring vainly to account
for the emotion I had felt in any reasonable
way, I at length fell asleep, and the rock-
ing of rjy vessel, as she flew before the
wind, gave just motion enough to my ham-
mock to lull me into a sound slumber. But
I dreamed all night of Mary Sinclair. 1

dreamed of her, but it was in unpleasant
dreams. I 6aw her standing on the deck
of the 'Foam,' and as I would advance
towards her, the form of Weller would
interpose. I would fancy, at times, that
my arms were around her, and her form
was resting against my side, and her head
lay on my shoulder; and then, by the
strange mutation of my dreams, it was not
I, but Weller, that was holding her, and I
was chained to a post, looking at them,
and she would kiss him, and again the kiss
would be burning on my lips. The morn-
ing found me wide awake and reasoning
myself out of my fancies. By noon I had
enough to do. The ocean was roused. A
tempest was on the sea, and the 'Foam'
went before it.

Ni''ht came down rrloomi.T. Tlv

fcriTT- - i NOT

blackness of darkness was on the water as
we flew before the terrible blast. I was on
deck lashed to the wheel, by which I stood
witu a knite within reach, to cut the fas
tening if necessary. We had but a rag of
sail on her, nnd she moved more like a
bird than a boat from wave to wave. Again
and again a blue wave went over us, but
she came up like a duck and shook off the
water and dashed on. Now she staggered
as a blow was on her bow that might have
stove a man-of-wa- r, but she kept gallantly
on; and now she rolled heavily and slowly,
but never abated the swift flight towards
yhore. It was midnight when the wind
was highest. The howling of the cordage
was demoniacal. Now a scream, now a
shriek, now a wail, and now a laugh of
mocking madness. On,' on we hew.

I looked up, and turned quite around
thel lorizon, but could see no sky, no sea,
no cloud all was blackness. At that
moment I felt again the strange thrill, and
at that instant fancied a denser black-
ness ahead; and the next, with a crash and
plunge, the 'Foam' was cleargone! Down
went my gallant boat, and with another
vessel, unseen in the black night. The
wheel to which I had been lashed had bro-

ken lose and gone over with me before she
sunk. It was heavy, and I cut it away,
and it went down in the deep sea above
my boat; and, seeing a spar, I seized it,
and a thrill of agony shot through me as
I recognized the delicate fignre of a woman.
I drew her to me, and lashed her to the
spar by my side, and so, in the black night
we floated away over the stormy ocean.

My companion was senseless for aught
I knew, dead. A thousand emotions passed
through my mind in the next five minutes!
Who was my companion on the slight spar?
What was the vessel I had sunk? Was I
with only the body of a human being, or
was there a spark of life left? Andliow
could I fan it to a flame? Would it not be
better to let her sink than to floaty off with
me. thus alone to starve, to die of thirst
and agony?

I chafed her hands, her forehead, and
her shoulders, In the dense darkness I
could not see a feature of her face not
tell if she were old or young scarcely
white or black, The silence of the sea was
fearful !

So long as I had been on the deck of my
own boat, a.--. J the wind whistling through
the ropes nnd around, the spars had made
a continual &ound; hut now I heard noth-
ing but the occasional sparkling of the
spiay, the dash of a foam cap, or the heavy
sound of the pressing on mv ears.

At length she moved her hand feebly in
mine. How my heart leaped at that slight
evidence tint I was not alone on the wide
ocean! I redoubled my exertions. I pa-se- d

one of her arms over my neck to keep it
out of the water, while I chafed the other
hand with both of mine. I felt the clasp
of that arm tighten; I bowed my head
towards hers. She drew me close to her
laid her cheek against mine. I felt it rest
there it might warm her's and so help
to give her life. Then she nestled close to
my bosom and whispered 'Thank you.'
Why did my brain so wildly throb in my
head at that whispered sentence? She
knew not where she was, that was clear.
Her mind was wandering. At that instant
the end of the spar struck some heavy ob-

ject, and we were dashed by a huge wave
over it, and to my joy were left on a float-
ing deck. I cut the lash fr om the spar and
fastened my companion and myself to the
new part of the raft or wreck, I knew not
which, and all the time that arm was
around my neck, and ligid as if in death.

Now come the low, wild wail that pre-
cedes the breaking up of the storm. The
air seemed filled with viewless spirits
mournfully singing and sighing. I never
thought her anything else than a human
being. It was that humanity, that dear
likeness of life that endeared her to me.
I wound my arms around her and drew her
close to my heart, and bowed my head
over her, and in the wildness of the moment
I pressed my lips to hers in a long, pas-
sionate kiss of intense love and She
gave it back, murmuring some name of;
endearment, wound both arms around my
neck; and laying her head on ray shoulder
with her forehead pressed against my
cheek, fell into a calm slumber. The kiss
burns on my lips this hour. Half a cen-
tury of the cold kisses of the world have
not sufficed to chill its influence. It thrills
me now as then.

It was madness; with idol worship of the
form God gave in the image of himself,
which I adored in that hour as even God !

I feel the unearthly joy ugain as I
remember the clasp of those unknown
arms and the soft pressureof that forehead.
I knew not, I cared not, if she were old
and haggard, or young and fair.

I only knew and rejoiced with joy untold
that she was a human mortal of my own
kin, by the great Father of our own race.

It was a night of thoughts and emotions,
and phantasms that can never be described

But as I saw the face of my companion
gradually revealed in the dawning light,
as mv eyes began to.make out, one bv one,
the features, the terrible truth came slowly
burning in my brain, I murmured aloud,
in agony, 'God of heavens, she is dead !'

It was Mary Sinclaii ! but she was not dead.
We floated all day long on the sea, and at
midnight of the next I hailed a ship, andi
they took us off. Every man from the!
'Foam' and the other vessel were saved,)
with one exception. The oilier was the!
Fairy,' a schooner yacht, belonging to a

friend of Miss Sinclair, with whom she and
her brother, and a parly of ladies and gen- -
tlemen had started, but three davs previ

.t i IIously uu a weet s cruise, i neeu not ten
you how I explained that strange thrill
which went through my veins as the schoo-- ,

ner crossed our bow the night before the
., .Trt. (1 .1

,t II,u
.
i euagam toe moment

ot the crasu, nor what interpret a mi e
to the wild, tumultuous commotions
that long night.

I married Mary Sinclair, and I buried
her thirty years afterwards; and I some-
times have the same evidence of her pres-
ence now, that I used to have when she
lived on the same earth with me.

Its Value.

About ten years ago there was a little
newsboy very little for his age, which
was fourteen years who sold papers at
the corner now occupied by the Tribune
building and its adjuncts. This boy, ow-

ing to his. cheerful countenance, his pro-
verbial integrity, his industry in brief, his
good qualities generally, (and very good
qualities are rarely found among the peri-
patetic venders of the dailies and weeklies,)
manufactured friends for himself every
where, ana particularly among publishers
He did a very good business as a newsboy. f

but his position did not suit him, as he one
day confidentially informed us, and he was
determined to abandon it.

"That you can easily do," said we; go
into a 6tore."

"I can neither read nor write," respond-
ed he, mournfully.

"Apprentice yourself to some trade,
then,'' was our advice.

"1 think I will," he exclaimed, with a
biightening eye and a flushed cheek; I
think I will," "and off lio bounded.

We lost sight of him a short time after
this conference was held, and finally for-

got that such a being existed.
About a week ago, an athletic, well

dressed young man, with a ferocious reg-
ular brigand ish pair of whiskers, and a

brace of merry, twinkling optics, that be-

token a good heart, and the best of health
stopped us in the street, and, extending
his hand, called us by name.

Not recognizing him, we had recourse
to the phrase of "Really, sir, you have the
advantage of me."

"Not know , the little newsboy!"
he cried, astonished.

Truly, it teas our little newsboy. He
had taken our early advice, and appren-
ticed himself to a machinist.

"Where are you working?" we inquired.
"Oh I don't work now," was his proud

answer; "I own a saw mill on Long Island,
and am doing business for myself. I have
been my own boss a year now. I bought
the concern with the savings of eight
years; 1 have a wife and two children, and
my own cottage-hous- and garden for
them to live and delve in, nnd am as hap-

py as the day is long. I can read and
write, too," he continued, smilingly, but
with an air of triumph.

That man will be somebody besides a
boss yet. If wc dared to tell his name,
hundreds would at once hail with rapture
the news of the good fortune of their per
severing little Iriend who once supplied
them with the Sun and Herald every morn-
ing.

Perscvcrancc it is the gland lever which
the most astounding results may be ac
complished. George Borrow, the author
of Lavengro, says: Perseverance and a de-

termination to conquer all difficulties, will

invariable make a man of the veriest dolt."
Do you hear that, boys? No matter

how poor or ignorant you may be, perse-
verance, conjoined with virtue, will gain
you both wealth and education.
ous Herald.

During the trial of Baker for the murder
of Bill Poole, which is not yet concluded,
the character of Poole has necessarily been
developed. It is no longer regarded
through the luminous haze of glory amid
which he was buried, with the National
flag about him, but the facts in the case
come out, and it appears that he was one
of the meanest and most dangerous of men

a drunken, quar-elsom-
e, thoroughly bru-

tal bully. The New York Post Says:
Quite a number of witnesses testified to

the brutality and quarrelsome disposition
of Poole, while Baker was described as a
peaceful and inoffensive man, one who
rather healed quarrels than provoked them.

Morning dawned gravely; the faint gleam po0le, on the other hand, appears to have
or light showed me a driving cloud above practiced "gouging," and was utterly mer-m- y

head it was welcomed with a shudder.! dess against an enemy.
1 hated light. I wanted to float over that (

heaving ocean with that form, clinging to ' We learn from Barren countv that a far-me- ,

and my arms around it, and my lips raer by the name of Peter Rogers, was
ever an anon pressed to the passionless lips killed at a public sale one day las week by
of the heavy sleeper. I aked no light; another farmer. He was stabbed in three
it was an intruder on my domain, and places with a knife. It originated, w e
would drive her from nry embrace. I was understand, in some dispute at a sale,
mid! I.m. Tirnr.

A Very Tough Story.
The following story is told bv that re-

nowned nag, Job Phoenix, of the Califor-
nia Pioneer. The reader will see that it
records the verdict of a 'coroner's inquest,'
and in other particulars bears a strong re-

semblance to somi of the tough stories
which our opponents have circulated
against the American party in some States:

Dr. Tushmaker was never regularly
bred as a physician or surgeon, but he
possessed naturally, a strong mechanicil
genius, aud a fine appetite; and findinghis

of great service in gratifying the
latter propensity, be concluded that he
could do more good in the woild.nnd create

, . ,,, ,iWJ: u

tmh of the inhabitants in good order than
in oUie,. SQ hfi rf ;

ii' . ,i, ' .. ,i , c , . . ,m. n.i uii: iiKut iiirti tuti nnunifu ine
metluK, of cosr.wlcel in t,,c back

. .t f i r -leeiu lor ine more perieci mastication ot
vwm, niiu in. Liuuutu IU U'J tile WllLMilal

discoverer of that method of filling the
cavities with a kind of putty, which, be-

coming hard directly, causes the tooth to
ache so grievously that it has to be pulled,
thereby giving the dentist two successive
fee- - for the same job.

Tushmaker was one day seated in his
office in the citv of Boston, Mass.. when a
stout old fellow named t'l
himself to liavea back tooth drawn"

J he dentist seated his patient in the
chair of torture, and nnenincr bia mnml,
discovered an enormous tooth, on the right
hand side, about as large, as he afterwards
expressed it, as a small ear of corn. I
shall have trouble with this tooth, thought
Tushmaker; but he clapped on his heaviest
forceps and pulled. It didn't come.
Then he tried the turn screw, exerting
his utmost strength, but the tooth would
not stir.

"Go away from here," said Tushmuker
to Byles, ''and return in a week, and I
will draw that tooth out, or know the rea-
son whv."

Byles got up, cjapped a handkerchief to
his jaw, and went forth

The dentist went to work, and in three
days he invented an instrument which he
was confident would pull anything. It was
a combination of the lever, pulley, wheel,
axle, inclined plain, wedge, and screw.

(The CaKlino W.r. mlH; nnA ho TnrtoKiT,

put up in the office, over an iron chair, j

rendered stationary by iron rods going
down into the foundation of the building

In a week old Byles returned; he was
clamped into the iron chair, the forceps
connected with the machine attached
firmly to the tooth, and Tushmaker station-
ing himself in the rear, took hold of a le-

ver four feet long. He turned slightly
old Byles gave a groan and lifted his leg.
Auother turn, another groan, and higher
went old Byles' right leg.

"What do you raise vour leg for?" ask-

ed Dr. T.
"Ican't help it," said the patient.
"Well," said Tushmaker, "the tooth is

bound to come now."
He turned the lever clear round, with a

sudden jerk, and snapped old Byles' head
clean nnd clear from his shoulders, leaving
a space of four inches between the several
parts.

They had a post mortem examination
the roots of the tooth were found extend-

ing down the right side, through the right
leg and turned up in two prongs, directly
under the sole of the right foot.

"No wonder," said Tush, "that he raised
his leg."

The jury thought so too, but they found
the roots much decayed, and five suigeons
swearing that mortification would have
ensued in a few months, Tushmaker was
cleared on a verdict of "justifiable borui-cide.- "

He was a little shy of that instrument
afterwards; but one day an old lady, feeble
and placid, came in to have a tooth drawn,
and, thinking it would come out very easy.'
Tushm aker concluded by way of variety,
to trv ihe machine.

He did so; and at the first turn drew the
old lady's skeleton completely and entirely
from her body, leaving her a mass of

quiveriug jelly, in the chair.
Tushmaker took her home in a pillow

case. She lived seven years after that,
and they called her the "India rubber Wo-

man." She had suffered terribly with the
rheumatism, but after this occurrence nev-

er had a pain in her bones. The dentist
kept them in a glass case

r. J. l: i.: 1.1.uierwarus u.,s maco.ue a m,,u ,u u.e
contractor "
and it was tounu that a child three years
of age could raise a stone weighing twenty-liv- e

tons.
Smaller ones were made on the same

principle, and sold keepers of hotels
and restaurants. They were

used for boning turkeys.
There is no moral at all to this story,

and it is possible the circumstances may
have become slightly exagerated. Of
course there can be no doubt of the truth
of the main incidents.

Attacked by a Rat. A little child of
Mr. William Crawford, of Pennsylvania
Avenue, was severely bitten by a large rat
on Monday night). The child was sleeping
in a crib, alongside of parents, who
nrorp amused rums fi-- hv ts cries W It'llr J
attacked bv the vicious animal. The arm
of the child was very much lacr.itd.

i
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from the Buffalo Republic.
j How Een Got Cfofed.

A friend of ours, whom we will cnll Ben,
is one of the 'most enthusiastic individuals
in regard to females we ever knew. He

j was married to a lovely young woman
about a year ago', but re he was mar- -
... .eiy nea iy me wildest voung
fellow imaginable. 'Marriage has sobered
him down some. He w.-.- s always most
blissfully startled by a pretty femivlc foot,
and indulged himself in a variety of inno-
cent superstitions, such as "the foot is tho
endex of the soul," and "a well turned
cle is prima facie evidence of genend ana-
tomical symmetries. Yesterdav, coming"
up Main street-- hi the rain, just in front of
him walked two very neatly dressed wo-
men, shielded by an umbrella, and one of
th em careful of her skirts and embroid-
eries revealed enough of a charming foot
and roumled ancle to set Ben half mad
with curiosity to know the fair damsel who
was the posessor thereof. Ben followed
closely oa up the street, occasionally
striking a paralytic nttitude, as more or
less of the before mentioned foot and ancle
were revealed. They went into several
stores, but he modestly stood without,
hoping to catch a glimpse of a countenance
diliciously corresponding with the blesstd

. . .D - I .Iloot. came out, ine envious
umbrella would be raised, and Ben follow- -

cu unsaus leu m u s pursuit.
So often had he tried to see her face.

and so often had he been baulked, that his
determination was aroused, and he vowed
to see it or perish. He walked in front of
them at their side and in every position,
but whatever station he took there was
that infernal umbrella intervening like a
cotton rampart, between, nnd his feelings
were not in the least soothed by hearing
an occasional unmistakable titter from be-

hind the cotton hippodrome. "By Hea-

vens they're laughing at me," exclaimed
he. Now for a bold stroke. He then at-

tempted to cross suddenly before them on
a crosswalk slippery with mud, and thus
brush away the umbrella. He did it
but horror of horrors! just as he did it, he
slipped on the smooth stones and measur
ed his full length in the mud. . Gazing
lugubriously up, he saw four eyes laugh-
ing down at him, and two red mouths
shrifckinirftkh.Jautrhtei'. He looked at
that ancle, followed it up and before
him stood, almost dying with laughter
whom dij you think, reader? why his own.
wife. Ben was picked up by his wife and
her friend, sundry white handkerchiefs
were in busy operation for a few minutes,
a hack was called, and in about an hour
our unfortunate friend appeared on Maia
street, with "his other clothes." He told
us in ft whisper that ,he never knew his
wife had such a pretty underpinirfg be-

forehand confidentially added, "I'll 'tend
to itjiereaftcr." Een is perfectly stolid on
the subject of other folks' ancles, and says
he is proprieter of the only pair himself
that ever caused him any particular unea-
siness.

A Beativtl Truil'tk a Wife. Sir'
James Mackintosh, the historian, was mar-
ried in early life, before he attained fortune
or fame, to Miss Catharine Stuart, a young
Scotch lady, distinguished more for the
excellence of her character than her
charms. After eight years of happy
wedded life, during which she became the
mother of three children, she died. A
few days after her death, the bereaved
husband wrote to a friend, depicting
the character of his wife in the following
term:

"I was guided (he observes) in my choice
only by the blind affection of my youth.
I found an intelligent companion and a
tender friend, a prudent monitress, tho
most faithful of wives, and a mother as
tender as children ever had the misfortune
to lose. I met a woman, who, by the ten-

der management of my weakness, gradu-
ally corrected the most pernicious of them.
She became prudent from affection; anil
though of the most generous nature, she
was taught frugality and economy by her
love for me.

"During the most critical period of my
life, she preserved order in my affairs, from
the care of which she relieved me. She
gently reclaimed me from dissipation; she
propped my weak and irresolute nature
she urged my indolence to all the ex-

ertions that have been useful and creditable
to me, and she was perpetually at hand to
admonish my heedlessness or improvidence

ever I shall be. In her solicitude for my
iuterest she never for a moment forgot my
feelings or my character. Even in her
occasional resentment, for which I but too
often gave her cause. (would to God I could
recall those moments!) she had no sullen-ne- ss

nor acrimony. Her feelings were
warm and impetuous, but she was placable.
tender and constant. Such was she whom
I have lost when her excellent natural
sense was rapidly improving, after eight,
t ears' struggle and" distress had bound u
fast, together, and moulded our tempers to
each other; when a knowledge of her
worth had refined my youthful love into
friendship, and before age had deprived
it of much of its original ardor. 1 lost

. . . i J
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7 , "To her I owe whatever I am; to her what
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