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GOD PITY THE POOR.
The wild rushing wings ofthe tempest aresweeping

The frost fetteredland like aspiritof wrath; J

The fierce, icy breath withkeenarrowsis piercingThe breasts of the wand'rers who stand inhis path;The earth ina trance lies enshroudedinsilence,
The stormkingknocks loudlyat window anddoor;The prayerof the pitiful fervently rises-
God shelter thehomeless and pity thepoor !

Godpity thepoor who are wearily sitting
By desolate hearth-stones,cold, cheerless,andbare,

From which the last ember's pale flicker has faded,LikeHope dying out in themidst of despair;
Who look on the wide world andsee ita desert,

Where ripple no waters,no green branches wave,Whosee in a future as dark as thepresent
No restbut the death-bed,nohomebut the grave.

Godpity the poor when the eddying snow-drifts
Are whirled by thewrathof the winterwindsby,Like showers of leaves from thepale-eyedstar-lilies
That float in the depthsof the blue lakeonhigh;

For though they aredraping thebroadearth inbeauty,
And veiling sonififlaw in each gossamer fold,

That beauty is naught to themother whose childrenAre crouching aroundher inhunger andcold.
Godpity the poor, for the wealthyareoften

As hard as the winter,and cold as its snow;
While fortunemakes sunshine andsummer around them,They care not for others, nor think of their woe;
Or if from their plenty a trifle be given,

So doubtingly, grudgingly, often 'tisdoled,
That to the receiver their" charity" seemeth

More painfulthanhunger, morebitter thancold.
Godpity thepoor! for thoughallmenare brothers,

Though all say " Our Father," not mine, when theypray,The proud onesof earth turn aside from the lowly,
As if they were fashionedof different clay;

They seenot in those whoinmeeknessandpatienceToil, poverty,pain, withoutmurmur endure,
The ima-e ofHim whose first couch wasa manger,

Who chose for our sakes tobehomeless andpoor.— "Young Crusader.'

first a little grievedand sensitive about Mrs. Hartlandcoming as
she didbetween him and the dearest loveand fondestcare of the
Captain,but Laura's affectionate naturesoon won the boy toher-
self, and inthe end he came back to his own little room in the
cottage,and was quite as much at home there as at his grand-
father's. Philomena Nelson, or "Mina," as she was called, had
beerfnis playmate, but she was now gone back to her brother;
much to theregretofLaura,who, though older (nowher heart was
atrest), wasno graver than the sedate little girl, and they had
become the fondest of friends.

Dear,patient reader, you whohave kindly travelled through
somany years with me,shallIimpair the romanceof this story,
founded onunquestionablefact, by bringingdown my livingheroes
andheroines to this gracious year of ourLord one thousandeight
hundred andsixty-five? or shallIleave theremainder of their lives
to your fertile imagination? Preferring the latter, youcan here
closethe book,leaving these few last pages for the prosaiceyesof
yourUncles and Aunts.

Dear Hawt1orndean! lovely, unsurpassed as ever, with thy
verdanthill-topscrowned with therich and variedhues of autumn
tide ! Time, the great innovator, has wonderfully spared the
beauties ofthis lovely region.

The villagehas not developed into a. country town, the same
undisturbedquiet, lanesopen their stores of beauty to the eyeand
to the heartof the seeker. The mightysteam-powerhas not dared
to invadethese hills,butah, in the distant valley,ay,in the very
shadow of " Paradise and "Purgatory," the fire-horse darts
through the embowered beauties of "Sunny Nook;

" ' friendly
hands sought to save from desecration this well-belovedspot,but
railroad corporationshavenosouls.

Hawthorndean boasts now an hotel, all the business of the
region crowding toward the valleys, consequently the multitudes
of summer strangers from the cities, who import into our plain
countryhomes tteir artificial towncustoms,and laugh at our rural
habits, are justbeginning to find out our snug quarters. But our j
early friends from the city, linked by ties of bloodand friendship [
with the Hawthorne estate,have never forsaken lovelyHawthorn-
dean. In the old mansion, Philip Bentonandhis wife, in "

gentle
life's descent," wait hand in hand their summons;full of peace
and calm joy, their last days their happiest. Our kind-hearted

'
Colonel,on the retired list of his country's servants, passes his I
time betweenhis twohomes, equally at head-quarters in town or
country.

Inthe yearof our Lord above named, on such a morning in
"yellow clad autumn," our Rosine stood where she stood one well- |
remembered June day long ago, when she pointed out to Mr. i
Greenwood, for the first time, thebeauties of that spot. Har.y it j
by her side; they are many years older, but the fresh,kindly look!
that never grows old, shines from both their faces; his bearing|
expresses always that same deferential admiration of his wife, j
whichsaysso plainly, '" The heart of her husband trustethinher."
They are prolonging the vacation from their busy town life for
their children's sake;they are now watching aparty on the lawn,
earnestly engaged in a game of croquet. 1speakadvisedly when
Isay " earnestly," for persons never in earnest elsewhere ''are j
aroused to energy here. Beyond thobandof players, two ladies of !
mature age are also watching intently thenearly completedga-me. j
Down go the mallets at length, the winning partyrunning to the
veranda. A blooming young girl was the first toreach the desti-
nation, andbring the news. "There, mamma," exclaims the little i
Hebe, addressing Rosine," UncleNed andIbeatUncle Aleck and i
Cousin Lily." |"Yes, Isa, we did it handsomely. Come, sit on my knee;j
chairs seem to be ascarcearticle in these quarters." j

Atonce we are carriedback to the voiceandmannerof our old I
friend, Dr. Hartland, now considerably past middle age, but as Jerect in his carriage,and curt inhis speechas erst. ,"

Iwont come if you call me Is
—

sy," replied the pouting
young damsel, drawling out thename.

"Well, Dora then; Isadora, my beloved,will you condescend I
torest yourself in these arms?

" j
Thenbegana tustle, and the bird was at length capturedby '

the all-conquering Doctor;evidently very glad was theMiss of her
seat on his knee.

"Has anybody told you thenews,Harry ?
"

he said, when the
little lady had fixedherself toher mind;turning to the father and
mother who watched with delight the fond friendship ripening
each day between dear oldNed and their first-born darling. "I
saw by the'Times

'
last week (Idon't suppose youreadnewspapers

in this hermitage) thatLeighton'sbrigade, whichincludes Harold's
regiment, wereall ordered to report in New York to be mustered
out; a verysensible arrangement in the Department, as most of
the soldiers belong westot the Mississippi. Father is aspleased
with the uncommon praise they shower on this brigade as if his
own son were the commanding officer."

The memory of Andrew Johnson still survives inTennessee.
A»sentleman writing from Greenville, the former home of the ex-iAsident, says:— "The veritable tailor's shop is standing, and
may be seenby any visitor. Mine host worked withAndy on the
bench. Mr. Johnson's oldhome,a plainandsimple structurebear-
ing the impress ot time, isona retiredstreet. The house in which
Mr. Johnsonlived when he first came to Tennessee is asmall one-
story frump, twelve by fourteen feet, two doors and one window.
His tailor's shop wasmuch the same kind of astructure, with a
plain board sign, without border, two and a-half feet long and
eighteen inches wide, blackish base, with yellowish-red letters,
"A. Johnson, Tailor/ The house in which he last lived is a veryplainbut neat two-story, with a two-story wing running from one.
end. His son low occupies the home. Crape hangson the door-
knob yet."

THE NAPOLEONIC FAMILY.
A -weekly journal, speaking of the recent article in tlie 'Golos' onLord BeaconsSeld,commits itself to the strange ass?rtioa that thelateEmperor Napoleon"by all evidence sxvednothing." At t'lotime of his overthrow various reports were in circulation a3 to the
amount of personalproperty held by the Emperor,and to the cir-cumstantial statements as to its investmentMessrs Barino- wereinstructed to give a public contradiction, the actnd meinin >" ofwhichpuzzled most readers. Within the past day or two,how-ever,still further light hasbeen thrown upo.ithe resourceof t!i3exiled Imperial family, and the means it possesses of keapin'upits socialdignity as wellas the often necessarypolitical agitation.Ihe document,whichpurports togive only the real estateavowedlyheldin France by or in trust for the ex-Empressand her son, isstated to be an offijially-prepired document— iiwhich, however,only a few copieshave been allowed to pass into unofficial hands.The list, as far as regards Paris, comprises three houses orhotels
m theEvede l'Elsyee,one let at a rental of £2,0J0 per annum,
and the others, occupied by M.Rouher, are valued by the CreditFoncicr at .£36,000; anhotel in the Rao de Cjuroelles,valued at.£33,000; ahouse in theHue d'Alba, valuedat .£J6,000, but mort-gaged in the Credit Foncier for £14,0 JO; two houses in theRueFrancois ler, valuedat £44,000, and mortgaged for ,£K),030; thrjo
houses in the Rue Desgenettes, pu-tially destroyedby an explo-sion, and sold subsequently for .£i,030, on which, however,thereis a mortgage of .£14,000, whilst another house in the same strojthas been assigned to the use of General Ferayd'lsly. Ta.j totalgross value of theParis property, therefore,may bo reckone1at .itleast .£213,000 on which there are mortgages to the extout of.£43,000 But in theprovincesalso the lateEmperor, withadesire
to give animpetus tofashiomble wateringplaces andexperimentkl
farming, acquired houses anA estateselsewhere inFrance. To thoformer belong his houses at Vichy, Mu-seilles, Biarritz, anIBayonne, to the latter the lind at Buukhardara (Algiers), anI tlioSolferino property in the Landes, where inuoh profitable resulthas been obtained from the bold idea of cultivating those wastes;
to these must be adJed the domain of LiJonchore, not far fro.n
Paris— valuable bothas a futurebuiUing speculation anlapresentcountry abode The wholeof thes» estates.irevaluedatn> less turn£"3.20,000. One only of them, that in the Lkudes,is mort'ved
and only for the small sum of J2U.OOJ. In addition tj thisavowed property— anditis asserted that theEmpressholds unler
numerousprete-noms a large amount of landed anlho isjp.-op.-rty
in different parts of France—

the Bonaparte family pjsso^s large
estates in Spain,Italy,inCivita Nova, and Rjiii'i, in Bw.bzjr.aaJ,
Corsica, and England. A3 for the personal propony,no jiut idea
can bearrived at of its amount, some estimifes reaching nearlythree millions sterling, anIsome fallingas low as one miiuo.l. I.iany case, there is enough to prove that the1iteEnperorNapoleon,
however free-handed he mayhave shown himsolf m dislnouting
money,was not altogether forgetfulof thepossible force of djs:in/,
and took occasion to insure to himself as light a fall a3possible byprovidingabeautifulsupply of well-stuffedcushions,— Exchange,

Friday,Feb. 23,1877.
5


