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Mx. Epiror:—You will oblige many readers by publishing the
following verses, which were composed by a Soldier who died lately,
at this Hospital.

'T'is midnight, and I'm seated
In my quarters all alone,

But my thoughts are very busy,
Thinking how the years haye

" Bince 1 lenvmy dauve village,

Hid among New England’s hilla,

Where the River run so madly,
There 't was fed by mountain rills.

own,

Where the sturdy Cedars cilnglng
To the rugged mountzin face,

Shake their heads before the tempest,
Trembling, grieving to their base;

Yet, scorning to surrender
Their foothold in the rock,

Spring back intp position,
And its wildest fury mock.

I am thinking of the loved onea,
Whe parted with me there,

And that gentle, gentle mother,
Who soothed my everf care.

I am thinking of the churchyard,
And the deep-toned tolling bell,

Of the graves beneath the locusts,
Where the lingering sunbeam fell.

I am thinking, busy thinking,
Of childhood’s happy days,

Of my mother, sister, brother,
Who joined me in my plays;

I am thinking I shall meet them,
‘When the storm of five is past,

In that land of light and glory,
I shall meet them all at last.

Ruth.

8he stood breast-high amid the corn,
Clasped by the golden light of morn,
Like the sweetheart of the sun,

Who many & glowing kiss had won.

On her cheek an antumn flugh,
Deeply ripened ;—such a blush

In the midstof brown was born,

Like red poppies grown with corn.
Round her eyes her tresses fell ;

Which were blackest none could tell;
But long lashes veiled a light

That had else been all too bright.
And her hat, with shady brim,

Made her tréssy forehead dim ;

Thus she stood amid the stocks,
Praising God with sweetest looks,
Sure, I said, Heaven did not mean
Where I reap thou shouldst but glean;
Lay thy sheaf adown and come,

Share my harvest and my home.—Fzchange. »

M. A,

Table Talk.

A DRAMA FROM EVERY DAY LIFE.

SOENE :— A morning in March., A breakfast room, with
table laid for fourteen persons ; a large wood fire, oppo-
site two doors, through which persons are continually
passing in and out.

Miss Teprip,—~Good morning Miss Frost, how are you?

Miss Frost.—Almost frozen, I thank you, how are
you Miss Tepid ? T almost envy you, for you never seem
to be too warm, or too cold; how in the world do you
preserve such a happy equilibrium this weather ?

Miss Tepip.—Oh you never was more mistaken in your
life; I am very sensitive to drafts, but keep well wrapped
up, so I have no ground for complaint, but I must ad-
mit that & look at the sky is enough to make one shiver,

Miss VermoNT.— Well, really, I do pot think it be-
comes you Northerners to find 50 mich F ult with the
weather when you w i r

ease, )
A new

A 1 g'we
me the receipt if you please on a bij of Sanitary paper?

Miss Veraonr.—DBut I'm not joking., I am well
acquainted with the climutc of:the Northern States, and
a9 I was goiug toremarl:, ¢ is exmtremely cold there, and
always very marchy about this time,

Misg MirFLE.—I would like to find a spot, short of the
Canary Islands that is not Marchy about this time.—
Come, let us all fill our coffee cups (derisively) and
drink this toast, * March, April, May June comesoon.”’
(They all drink cheerfully, and then an awkward pause
follows, and the fourteen draw their sacks and shawls
about their shoulders, and give a simultaneous sniff.)

Miss Neweoms.—Do you think it will rain to day, Miss
Grooskin ? because if it should not, I would like to go to
Parole Camp.

Miss GoosgiN.—Why, that depends on the wind, I've
noticed that the swallows fly low, and the smoke beats
down, but then it is just as likely o snow as rain; you
cannot calculate anything on the weather in March you
know.

Mgs. Soornes.—Oh, I can’ agree with you exactly,
on that point, my dear Miss Gooskin, I know a great
many signs of rain that do not apply to snow, one is
that the cats eat grass and another, that the birds dress
their feathers for rain, but not for snow.

Miss Doorirrie.—Well ladies just look out the win-
dow, and see that mackerel sky; can any ong reason-
ably hope to acomplish anything out of doors to day
with such a fishy prospect? My grandmother used to
tell me that one rule was infallible ;

‘“ A Muckerel sky in a fisherman’s net,
Augured plenty of rain before the sun Sct "

Migs Sage.—I believe it is so Miss Doolittle, and I
suppose none of yousaw it, but thismorning the gun rose
perfectly clear, and popped right into as black a cloud
ag you ever saw, which is as sure a sign of rain as any
in the calender, and,—

Miss Priv.—Will some one be go kind as to pass the
creamer ?

Miss Sace—Oh, 'm delighted to hear you "eonfirm
my impressions Miss Doolittle, for 1 havelaid out a good

| bit of work to do to-day, which I shall not attempt, if
{ there is the least dampness in the air,

L

Miss Gnasnnl&x.—(l}ising.) Then come and make mea
call Miss Sage, we have not had a sensible talk since the
sun shone.

Miss Saae.~—~0h, Miss Grosbeak how can you, with
my neuralgia, and this damp chilly atmosphere!
must take me to be crazy.

Miss Groseeax.—Oh, if you have made up yourmind
it must rain I will urge the matter no further, but I did
not know it was a settled thing.

Miss Sace.—But just look at that cow, and econvince
yourself'l

Miss Grosseak.—Well, what of her?

Miss Sage.—Why, is'nt her face toward the West ?

Miss Groseeax.—Yes, I suppose so, but what then ?

Miss Sace.—Why of course the wind is East, and it
is blowing & gale, and you never saw an animal face the
wind if it can avoid it.

(All together.)—Then it is really going to rain. Oh!
what weather | The curtain falls.

You

Vigrr o & COUNTRYMAN 70 TEE AsvoR Linpany.—The
following amusing dialogue took place in one of our
most fashionable hotels a short time since, between two
individuals, one of whom appeared to be a dry-goods
merchant from some distant village ; the other, a fastid-
ious metropolitan, who first spoke ;

‘¢ Been about much since you've been in town ?'’

{Yes, considerable,"

“ You used to be fond of rcadi;xg. Been into any of
our libraries—the Society, Mercantile, or the Astor?"

“Yes, all on ’em; but the Astor took me down.—
First place, it's a tremendous structer.”

‘It is; it is one of the most chastest and beautiful
buildings in our whole city.”

“Yes—that's so. And what alot of books! Gosh!"

“ Did you examine any of 'em 7"’

#No, not much, Factis, I was kind of 'fraid; ev-
erything was so sfill and solemn, Jest afore I come
away a young man—smart as a steel trap—come up to
me and asked,

# ¢ Kin I help you to any book which you wish to
consultuate 7"’

“He had a book in his hand at the time, with & boy
a hold of the other end of it—full of picters. It was
wrote by a man named Humboldt, Humbug, or some
such French name. I wasdumfounded. Ididn’tknow
what I did want; but I finally said,

‘4 (Got the Life of General Tom Thumb? a very little
hook, wrote by a man which his name was Sherman,
who was Barnum’s showman when he went all over
Ew-rop I

‘He gpread out his big book fust, and L]:en looked
at me, very quizzical, and says he,

¢ ¢No, sir, we have not got that book, but we have
most everything clse.’ .

] told him I didn’t want nothin’ elseat that time,
and so I come away.

“YWhat it was that made 'em snicker, I don’t know ;
but one man with a big horn-button screwed into his
eye, dropped it by a string tied to his trowsis, and
laughed; and an old, bald-headed man, he grinned;
and a little dandy, who wassucking the end of a yaller
stick, with yaller gloves, he squeaked out a laugh ; and

| all "cause I asked for a little book in a big library.

‘ But I"didn’t care—what did I care 7"’




