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The Soldier’s Little Daunghter.

The night was stormy, dark and cold’;
My way led through the city,

Where wreithedibuildings, gray andlold,
Seemed stained with tears of pity.

A Jittle bird unblessed with wings,
Her dark, sad eyes all tearful ;

And Ged ! to see such tender things
Out in the storm is fearfal.

And thus she "plained—* Oh ! stranger, hear,
1 never begged before ;

But mother has been dead:-a year,.
And father's gone to war.

And yesterday the work gave-ouk
By which I earned a penny ;

Last night I had a crust of bread ;
To-night I haven’t any.

And T am very hungry, sir ;"
T bought her brepd—to spave—

Then up into the old.gray house
Climbed by the broken stair..

1 agked hiev nawe, hey tender age;
Intensest pity won her;

A little maid of seven years
And all this woe upon her |

‘“My name is Nelly Grover, sit
My father loved me dearly ;

And. is it trne as people say,
That the war iz ended@—nearly ?'"

"Twas strange, but as she:spoke,.T chanced
Lo look my paper over .

Xnd there 1 read,—* shot through the heart,.
A private, Wm. Grover.”

®! amful hour!, can I forget
Her tears, her broken sobbing—

The little heart I pressed to mine
With bitter anguish throbbing:!

And as the light grew dimmer,
And the wild eries fainter fell,

¥nto my soul there came 2 voice,
I marked its cadence well.

“ 1 sleep beneath the traitor™s sod—
I died for Liberty ;

T gave my spirit unto God—
My little child to thee.

Teach her to hold* as sacred’ trust,
Her patriot father’s doom ;

* Teach her to pray that {rom his dust

Freedom's fair flowers mey bBloom.,

Thus to my home, most tenderly,
With loving words I brought her;

&h! only death could tear from me
That soldier's little daughter,
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Snuffing a Jerseyman.

John Tice, the Philadelphia papers inform us, is a New
Jersey grocer, who came to that eity a short time since
toreplenish hisstock. Completing his purchases®which
in due time were deposited on the dock to beshipped per
river steamer, Mr.. Tice thought proper to leep his eye
upon his goods until they could be taken on boacd.—
Among them was a fine Bucls County cheese, weighing
about sixty-five pounds, upon which, for the want of bet-
ter aceommodations, the weary grocer seated himself as
he watclied the vetmainder of hig property upon the wharf.
While seated, ruminating ever the events of the war,
caleulating the profits thathe would realize upon his pur-
chases, and every now and then solacing his nasal ergan
from a ‘“yaller™ snuff-box, two nice young men ap-
proached end entered into conversation.

“You fake gouff, sir?” said young man No. I.

‘“Yes. Couldn't do without it, Took it for over
eight years.”’

“You use the Maccaboy, I peroeive.'’

‘Yes. That suits me best for a steady snuff.”’

“Let me recommend you to try mine,” said the sharp-
er, producing e silver-plated box, engraved with an
American eagloand two harpeons. I huported itfrom

| France. It is the identical snuff used by Marshal Pelissire

and the officers of the French army."”

Mr. Tice said : ‘‘Certainly ;'' and inserted his thumb
and finger in the stranger’s box. The moment he placed
it to his nose he was seized with violent sneezing. At
every sneeze he lifted himself about a foot from the cheese
upon which he was sitting. While he was doing this,
sharper No. 2 was carrying out his share of the pro-
gramme, As Mr, Tice gave the third sneeze he pushed the
cheese from under him, and in its stead placed a peck
measure. As Mr. Tice was sneezing for the eighth and
last time, the sharpers and the cheese had disappeared.
Mr. Tice rubbed hig nose for about five minutes more,
wondering as to the style of nose possessed by Marshal
Pelissier and the officers of the French army, who took
such “‘remarkable snuff.’”’

By this time the deck bands of the boat commenced to

[ load up Mr. Tice's goods.—

Mr. Tice rose from his seat and said :

*“Take this checse, too.”

Deck-hand spid =

“What cheese ?’

Mr. Tice looked round, and found that instead of the
cheese, he had been sitting upon a peck measure. When
e understood the manner in which the exchange had
been effected, he was about the worst excited man of this
geason. He offered fifty dollars to any one who would
give him an oppertunity to fight the thieves, with one
hand tied behind his back. .

Scene a1 A Recrurring OrrFice.—Lady.—Has Charles
Augustus Spooney enlisted here?

Qfficer —Yes, ma'am.

Lady,~Well, I wish to have him discharged because
be is under age.

Officer —Is he your son?

Lady.—No ! he is my husband.

Officer.—In thatcase he will have to stop where he is.
If he is old enough to get married he is old enough to
fght. Good-morning, ma’am.

Livina For Oxe’s Ease—Henry Ward Beecher says of
those -men who have no care or thought for others, bub
are contented with looking after their own cage and en-
joyment, that they ought to be put in a coffin, for their
life’s work is ended. When God wanted sponges and
oysters, he made them, and put one on the rock, and the
other in the mud. When he made man, he did not
make him to be a sponge or an oyster ; he made him with
feet and hands, and head and heart, and vital blood, and
a place to use them, and said, ** Go to work!' But I
tell you if & man has come to that point where he is con-
tent, he ought to bt putin his coffin, for a contented live
man is a shame. If a man has come to that state in
which he says, ‘‘Ido not want to know any more, or
do any more, or be any more,’’ he is in a state in which
he ought to be changed into a mummy. Of all hideous
things, mummies are the most hideous; and of mummies,
those are the most hideous thet are running about the
streets and talking.

Carpizg 1IN A Pew.—In 1848, while the convention
which nominated General Taylor wasin session at Phila-
delphia, a somewhat noted politician, from Pickaway,
Ohio, wag in the eity mingling in the muss. As the
convention adjourned over Sunday, he concluded to go
to church. We will let him tell his own story: I
had mounted my best regalia, and looked fine; stopped
at the door and asked the sexton for a seat; was shown
a very good one, entirely unoccupied, in the back part
of which 1 seated myself. 1na short time a very decent
looking man, plainly dressed, entercd and took the front
of the pew. I held my head reverently and looked pious.
He glanced at me several times, then took out a card,
drew his pencil and wrote: ‘‘Thisis my pew, sir,” and
tossed the card to me. I picked it up and immediately
wrote on it: ‘It is a very good one. What rent do
you pay ?'" and tossed it back."”

2 A few days ago one of our soldiers secing a pris-
oner with a beautifully carved miniature book, inlaid
with silver and the setting of a shirt stud, asked him
what he would take for it. The *‘confed’’ asked $5,00.
The soldier being anxious to secure the hook, offered
$3,50, all he had with him at the time, and after consid-
erable reluctance the “‘confed’’ let him have it. Highly

! and you had some of my lean."

elated, the soldier pocketed his prize and went his way
rejoicing ; but what was his wonder and chagrin on ex-
amining his book the next day, to find the corners and
edges all worn from rubbing in his pocket. On examin-
ing the book closely, he found it had been made out of
hard, white castile-soap, which is susceptible of a very
high polish, and not out of bone, as most of them are.

A syart BoY.—“Fred,' said a little four year old boy
the other day, ‘‘ give me a six-penceio buy a monkey."
“We've got a monkey in the house now,”’ replied the
| elder brother. ““Who is it, Fred?" asked the little
| fellow., * You,"' was the reply. ‘‘Then give me a six-
pence to buy the monkey some nuts.” His brother
‘‘shelled out.”

728~ 1 wish,”’ said the slight and clegant Mrs,
Fitzbob to her friend Mrs, Tigg, whose embonpoint was
strikingly handsome, *‘ I wish I had some of your fag
111 tell you what is

!i the origin of that wish,”’ replied the fair wit, ‘‘you think
too much of me, and too little of yourself.”’




