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Tribute to a Brave Soldier.

My Dear Mgrs. Ar~Er:—I send the
accompanying letter to the Review, but I
feel that it should not be published with-
outaword of explanation, It was received
by my brother, Lt. Col. D——, who for-
warded it to me as the most gratifying
testimonial an officer could receive : and it
is published, at this time, entirely without
his knowledge.

There are many reasons why we should
both prefer keeping it for our private satis-
faction, but I am sure my brother would
agree with me, that it is right to set these
aside for the sake of the brave Sergeant for
whose gratification it was written, and who
so patiently *“endared unto.the end,”
since I agree with him that no occasion
should be lost to rescue the individuality of
the soldiers who have composed the rank
and file of the army, and whose gallantry
and subordination have formed the well

tempered weapon by which the glorious
end has been wrought.

I speak for my brother with the more
assurance, since, when this letter first
reached me, I wrote for permission to have
it published, and received the reply :

“Yes, if you can find a paper subscrib-
ed for in Heaven, that the poor fellow may
know he is remembered and beloved.”

Tam sure my brother would be most
happy, if, through your paper, he could
convey to the friends of Willis Sager,
an expression of his sympathy with the
living, as well as his appreciation of the
dead. Very truly,

M. A. D.

N. Y. Miurrary State Acexcy,
Wasuaineron, D. C., ApriL 23, 1865.

Cot. Doorrrri:—If I am trespassing
upon precious time, you will forgive me,
out of regard for the one for whom I am
writing : Sergt. Willis Sager, Co. E, 188th
Regt. N. Y. Vols.

Through him I have learned to believe
you an earnest, true, and manly man.
The love and reverence you have inspired
in his brave, and seemingly noble and pure
young heart, must presuppose the posses-
sion of those qualities,

To-day, in an intertm of his severe suffer-
ings, as he was telling me of the battle in
which he fell, and his eyes were flashing
with the recollection of the *flerce charge
they made,” he suddenly exclaimed, “ Oh!
but wer'n’t our Colonel a splendid little
fellow? He told us not to run until ke
did, and we would come out all right.
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And I found it so, I ‘wonder if he was
wounded ¢ I_like& Y¥m 'so much; and I

have not heard & word from my regiment.

since I was Irit; I would bear another op-
eration to krow the Colonel is unhburt, and
still leads¢hé boys.”

The éager, longing face awakeriéd a sud-
den purpose, and I said “ Willis, shall I

write your commander, telling him of your

conidtion, and asking him to give .you
some tidings of his ‘own welfare?” A
wistful, incredulous glance was the only re-
ply. I suggested, if Col. Dodlittle is the
man you represent, he will both under-
stand and appreciate your solicitude.
“Then write him! 1shall be so glad to know
he is all safe. God bless the little fellow !”

As you perhaps know, Sergt. Sager was
wound);d i}L the?s fight beforgtPegt%rsblirg.
He was brought to %ouglas Hospital, April
5th. When I first saw him, I thought I
never saw a brighter, more cheerful, pain-
defying face. Since then, he has under-
gone three operations, all ‘of them severe
in the extreme! During each he relied
entirely upon his own fortitude ; none of
the usual remedies for alleviating pain be-
ing given him. And now, low as he is, he
bears his terrible stifférings with scarce a
lip-quiver. When I left him this after-
noon, I did not suppose his case a hopeless
one; but thought to see the Surgeon, and
obtain his ezact opinion of Sergt. Sager.
1 was surprised and inexpresdibly grieved,
when he informed mée—* without doubt the
brave boy must die! Death is the rule,
though not always the sure comsequence
of a wound like his, and dperations are ex-
hausting. I cap give you no hope; yet I
pray he may live, for he is a noble and
promising boy.” L .

I write these little incidents, thinking
they may interest you, and hoping they
will hasten the words of cheer and com-
fort you will send on¢ who must have
borne a Lpart,'—’-’rather, claimed a pl?ce, in
your affections, and ‘who can ‘8o ‘trily ‘ap-
preciate your own praiseworthy qualities.

You will, Col. Dooliftle, if T understand
you, allow little or no fime to elapse-before
you send the strengthening words and as-
surauces of esteem, even confidende, which
your young friend so craves. Yet give
him no knowledge of his danger—his faith
in his ultimate recovery is his only chance.

Direct to Douglas Hospital, or better, to
the N. Y. Military State Agency, and 1
will see that Sergt. Sager immediately re-

ceives the evidence of your consideratio
and kindness.  Very Tespectfully,
. "C. A. ANDERSON.
Cor. DoorrrrL

£,
Commanding 188th Regt. N. Y. Vols.

Our Boys are Coming Horhe.

‘Thank God, the sky is clearing!
The clouds are burrying past ;

'l‘l‘mnk God, the day is nearing !
The dawn i3 conting fast.

And when glad herald voices
-Shall tell us peace has come,

This thought shall mos rejoice us;
Our boys ate coming home!

Seon shall the voice of singing
Drown war's tremendous din ;
Soon shall the joy bells’ ringing
Bring peace 4nd freedom in.
The jubilee bonfires burning
Shall soon light up the dome,
And soon, to soothe the yearning,
Our boys are ¢oming home.

The vacant fireside places
Have waited for them long;
The love light lacks their faces,
The chorus waits their song;
A shadowy fear has haunted
The long déserted room;
And now our prayers are granted,
Our boys are coming home!

0! mother, calmly waiting
For that beloved son !
O1 sister, proudly dating
The victories he has won!
O! maiden, softly humming
The love song while 'you roam—
Joy,. joy, the boys are coming—
Our boys are coming home !
And yet—O! keenest sorrow !
They're coming, but not all:
Full many a dark to-morrow
Shall wear its sable pall
For thousands who are aleeping
Beneath the empurpled lbarh ;
Woe! ‘woe! for those we're weeping,
‘Who never 'will come home |

O1 sad heart, hush thy grieving;
Wait but a little ‘while!

‘With hoping and believing
Thy woe and fear beguile.

Wait for the;’oyéus meeting
'Beyond the starry dome;

For thete our Boys are Waiting
To bid us welcome homs,
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Letter from Boston.

‘The following’ letter, from one of the
earnest friends of our Hospital, although
not intended for publication, ‘will, we are
sure, be perused with interest by our tead-
ers—especially that portion of it which re-
fers to the Home for Discharged Soldiers:

25 HarrisoN AVENUE,
Bosrox, Mass,, Aug. 10, 1865.i}

My Dear Mrs. Arner:—Here T am,
still in Boston, where I have beén over
three weeks. Have you ever been in this
city? If not, I can assure you there are
many attractions in and about it, that will
well repay a visit.

The streets are a curiosity and a puz-
zle to every stranger. How they were
ever laid out, I have not yét solved. So
0AIrow, so crooked, so winding, one can-
vot tell where they will find ‘themselves
after a short walk; but, having ‘been 'so
long here, and with so many things to see,
I'am beginning to learn my way around.
There are so many places of historic in-
terest—as Bunker Hill, with its massive
monumert; Washington’s Head Quarters
{where now resides Henry"W. Longféllow,
whose name and verse are familiar to all);
Dorchester Heights, &e. &c.-—its beadtiful
Cemeteries—Mt. Auburn, Forest Hill, Mt.
Hope, and others; its Institutions, reform-
atory and benevolent—as the Farm School,
House of Correction, &c.,and the Home for
Aged Women—also one for Aged Men;
its Colleges, its Hospitals—Massachusetts
General Hospital, and the new City Hos-
pital; its Soldier’s Rest, and the Home
for Discharged Soldiers—all so. attractive,
and: have affoided me go' much: gratification
in my visit, that'T would like to tell you all
about them—but think'I will not impose
upon you such a burden—théugh I cannot
refrain from speaking to.you of the Home
for Discharged Soldiers, This is the third
year gince this noble ingtitntion was first
opened for our sick and -wounded soldiers,
since which time there have:been recsived
within 'its walls, and kindly nursed and

cared -for, over 2390 of these -snffering,
disabled boys. The question which ‘was
asked, “ What shall be done for our'dis-

‘abled braves?’ in the:article in the July

Review, is here, ina measure, -answered by
Massachusetts.

Here is provided for them -a Home, in
evéry sense of ‘the word. * A Home, (as
article 2d of' the Constitution reads), con-
ducted on religious principles;” and morn-
ing and evening blessings are invoked, and
thauks returned for the mercies granted.
On Sunday, divine service ‘is held in the
chapel, and every inmate is required -to ‘be
present, unless prevented:by sickuess. Of
course, the efféet of this ‘is' felt through
every part of the Home—producing order,
regulatity, and areverence for sacred du-
ties, which tells in the conduct of every
man. ‘Before each meal a blessing is asked,
and all the proprieties of a Christian home
observed—each-inmate aiding, so far as he
is able, in the labors necessary in such an
institution. The average number during
the ‘past year was eighty inmates—while
the greatest number was 138, dnd the total
number receiving medical treatment was
800.

Dr. 8heldon and'Dr. Lamson, and, for a
part of the year, Dr. Greene, give, alter-
nately, their servieedin thisdepartment. It
was my privilege'to meet the former, Dr.
Sheldon, in his visitation; and his gentle
words, his kind manner, as he passed from
bed'to bed, plainly évinced the large heart
which beat within'; :prompting not only
thus gratuitously to give his attentions to
the sick and suffering soldiers, but I learn-
ed’he had ‘also furnished one ward, and
also -lately donated’one hundred dollars,
This Home, like our-City Hospital, was
commenced by private benefioetice, but the
State gave, the first two years, $10,000
each 'year, while ‘for the third, it has in-
cressed the sum to $20,000.

The Superintendént and Matron seem
highly qualified for' their positions,

'T was invited to visit every part of the
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Home, and I can but bear testimony to its
neat and home-like appearance. The new
made bread, looking so nice and tempting,
had just been taken from the oven—the
potatoes and beets were being prepared
for dinner—while in an entry sat half a
dozen soldiers, stemming half a bushel of
currants—and the clean white cloths in the
laundry told of the care which was bestow-
ed in every part. Iere were soldiers,
some of whom had lost a leg, some an
arm; one, both a leg and an arm;
one, crazed by starvation and suffering in a
southern prison; one, whose eyes were
both destroyed in battle—and he must for-
ever grope in darkness here—(God grant
him light in that world, * where there
shall be no night and they need no can-
dle, neither light of the sun”); one, un-
able to walk, but was provided with a
chair to wheel himsclf around; one, in
the last stages of consumption, in whom I
became ijnterested—and but yesterday I
heard he had passed away. He had no
other home on earth, and was grateful
for this—but as I sat beside his bed, I too
felt thankful that he was so kindly cared
for here—but spoke to him of a brighter
home—a Mansion in Heaven, that Jesus
had gone to prepare in his Father’s house ;
little thinking that so soon he was to ex-
change this temporary for his eternal home.
But I must stop, lest I should weary
you—though I must say this Home is con-
trolled by a Board of managers, composed
of gentlemen and ladies. Tuesday and
Friday are the visiting days—and the
ladies go and spend the day, mend the
garments for the men, entertain the visit-
ors,and have a nice pleasant time—taking
their baskets of edibles, as if on a pic-nic,
and spreading their table in their sewing
room.

But this is not all I have seen in Boston
—for I have visited the grand Organ, and
heard its sweet music, wrought out by those
who had a perfect mastery over this im-
mense instrument. More than this, I have

seen the beautiful harbor, dotted with isl-
ands for miles and miles, as the steamer bere
us on its waters to Nahant.

This island is a favored spot for retire-
ment for the citizens of Boston, who, shun-
ning the more frequented watering places,
as Saratoga, Newport, &c., find here the rest
and quiet they so much need, as well as the
invigorating breeze, wafted from the great
Atlantic, to their lovely summer homes,
with their beautiful lawns and flowers.
Here Professor Agassiz, Longfellow, Gen.
Fremont, and many others, have homes—
though the Professor and Gen. Fremont
are not here this year—the former having
gone, with a number of young men, on a
geological tour, I think, to South America.
I saw Mr. Longfellow on his piazza, enjoy-
ing some book. The ladies and gentle-
men, boys and girls, were enjoying them-
selves finely, bathing; and as the tide
came in, we would almost think them lost
as it washed over them. The surf-bathing
at Nahant is very fine, though I should pre-
for Chelsea Beach, until I became a little
more accustomed to it. At Nahant, I saw
the traps set for catching lobsters, and

-this all being new to me, was very inter-

esting. To-day, I have visited the New
England Glass Manufactory. l
With much Iove,
Yours truly,
C.EM

For the Hospital Review,
‘Written for Mrs. Bronson,

ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE DEATH OF HER
DAUGHTER, AUGUST 3d, 1864.

Yes, just one year in Heaven, sweet Annie—
I, crushed, 'neath the cypress shade weeping,
And sipping life from a broken cup, Annie,
‘Whilst you with angels your vigils are keeping.

God saw a gem too costly for me, Annie,
He knew that my setting was far too cheap
For a’dlamond so rich and rare, dear Annie,
So in Heaven He set you a jewel to keep.

Pity, pity! your desolate mother, sweet Annie;
Reach down from your highest heights to bless

This tired heart and weary hcad, dear Annle,
Prove to me your angelhood and give me rest.
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My soul in its agony cries, sweet Annie, .

For the child that's grown so far from reach;
For one that was once my darling, Annie,

But now stoops even her mother to teach.

The strings of my heart were breaking, Annie,
‘When you, my flower, were plucked away ;

Five links then in the chiain were severed, Annie,
And could I, must I agonize thue, and stay-?

Ah! for days and days, my precious Annie,
The thread of life was well nigh broken ;
Listening, T heard the rustling of the river, Annie,
Saw you beckoning from the heights in token.

Now, as I look from the river of time, Annie,
And think how near the margin I then stood:
In my blindness and darkness, I marmur, Annie,
-And long to be with you, and nearer to God.

But I must live on for the rest, Annie,
And silence these longings for Heaven;
You, in your glory, must stoop, my Annie,
And strengthen these steps so wearily taken.

Help me to trample on wrong, dear Annie;
Gird me with strength in reaching the goal,

Where home-light rays are undimmed, Annie;
Help me to find a love that never grows cold.

Be thou our key-note of harmouy, dear Annie, .
And weave us a new rythm of higher melody,
Vibrating at home, and re-vibrating in Heaven,

Annie,
Till angels and arch-angels echo the glad sym-
phony. F.

Rochester, August 3, 1865.

From the New York Observer.
JOHN MASON’S RETURN.

BY MRS. 8. 8, ROBBINS.

. There was not a finer looking soldier in
Company D, than John Mason, on the
morning they left the.Station at R., en
route for the front, Asthey passed through
the main street of the village, old Mr.
Bower hobbled on his cane to the door,
and singling John, by his martial bearing,
from the rest, he held his hand out to him
and said, in his quavering voice—

“You'll never disgrace the Stars and
Stripes, John Mason,”

“So help me God, never,” John replied.

Thae clear tones rang down through rank
and file, clarion-tongned. Moistened eyes
turned with a gleam of pride upon the tall
young soldier who uttered them. Faint-
ing hearts, weak from what might be the
last parting with thoee they loved, gathered
new life and courage, and from the hun-
dred men, as from one voice, went back
those words,

“So help us God, never—never.”

And on they went to the front—firmest
where death-shots rattled fastest; true to
the Stars and Stripes, even though their
fealty was bought with the blood of their
best. Bravest among all was John Mason,
first as common soldier, and then on and up,
until he led the corps in which he had so
valiantly served ; and often to the village
of R. came glorious tidings of him, which
made his townsmen look almost with
veneration on the ghiet little wife, and the
children he had left 'behind. There was
none of them, however, that knew that
there was just as much of true heroism in
this gentle being as in the soldier of whom
they were so proud.

“Don’t worry about the children or
mother, John; I'll do my best for them
all.” These were her farewell words ‘to
him; words quietly and hopefully spoken,
no ear but God's catching the under swell
of the bursting, beating heart, and so for two
long years he had fought valiantly for his
country in the field, and she had fought as
valiantly at home for him, and for the old flag
at home, fraught with fears and anxieties,
with long, sleeplesd nights, nights when she
could not rest, for battles were pending,
and her thoughts and prayers were flutter-
ing, like white-robed angels, round the
soldier’s bivounac; she had fought sickness,
even hunger and the need of clothing and
warmth for the dear old mother and his
little ones, But her courage never flagged
until after one great battle, when the let-
ters wifich had been her only joy and sol-
ace suddenly ceased. Captain Mason had
been seen through the fight, leading on his
men in the very jaws of death, and then
had disappeared, but his body was not
identified among the slain. He was prob-
ably buried unnoticed in a nameless grave,
or had been taken prisoner. This last had
hope in it for many months, and then the’
dread silence seemed to those at home like
the silence which the grave alone brings.
The old mother 'closeg her dimmed eyes
wearily, oh ! so wearily. “IfI could only sce
him once, just once before I go.” No, not
here, not until in the clear vision of eternal
youth, you shall both stand together be-
fore the great white throne. Little John-
ny, his father’s namesake, and dearest pet
of all, with the s&me blue eye, and the
same brown curls; grew weary too, and
folded his tiny hands together, for the last
time praying to the dear heavenly Father
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for the lost earthly, one. “Don't. ecry,
mamma, I will bring him. back soon:” and
the little feet, trod. that pathway from
whence there is no return. And then the
soldier's wife watched these two graves
now green, then. brown, then green again,
and no word of him, whom she no longer.
doubted, was walking with those lost ones,
in the streets of the New Jerusalem: But
she never forgot her promise. to him: “.I
will do.my best.” She had done 8. best”
which was registered for her on those an-
nals where the deeds of the good. and
brave are so fully written out.

At last there came a. lina, written on
soiled  and crumpled paper; but joy of joys,
in his well known hand, The: story has
been told over and. over again, with us, so
many times, during the. past. four years;
why repeat it? The husband Lad been
taken prisoner, hud been carried to An-
dersonville, and. only now been exchanged.
He was paroled, and wonld be at home
soon.  “I hope (the letter read), in the
next train after you have read this.” And
so it, was; the letter scarcely finished,
when the tall figure darkened the doorway.
Those who had followed him home fell
back, and John Mason. and his wife were
alone together.

That meeting is -sacred to them. A
week_after kis. return, those whe. saw Mrs,
Mason noticed: a look of anxiety wpon her
face, which it had not borne throngh even
those dreadful years of separation: what
could it mean? John had come back,
pale ‘and emaciated, but still wisth firm
health, and was already beginning to
“ gain surpassingly,” the lookers-on said.
He had not fallen into bad habits, for his
was a nature that trod such thi
his feet; but still there was the worn,
anxious look, wearing day by dmy deep
furrows into his wife’s thin face. At last
the dreadful truth began to be whispered
apout, “ John Mason’s mind is affected.”
Not insane, that would have been almost
a mercy, for there then wenld have been
hope of cure; but the dread waa idioey.
Dr. Bates said, “There was softening of
the brain,”

Yes, it was too true. Bearing wp with
cheerful heroism against the untold horrers
of that prison lifs, depriving himself of
rest, that he might minister to the sick and
dying, going without his food, to put
the scanty morsel into starving lips, drag-
ging his stiffening limbs from -the wavm

'~ turning soldier. -
- heart—give him a large place in your char-

corper of his: hardly earned fire, that he
might give his.place to a greater sufferer;
all this, and' muéh; very much more, had
John Mason done, and all, too, with such
a brave, patient. heart. It was no wonder
that as days, and weeks, and months pass-
ed by, and no cheering ray came upon his
darkpess, that. the tension wastoo great for
even his strong brain, and slowly, almost
imperceptibly, but surely, the nervous sys-
tem became shattered, and the finer chords-
which hold by so subtle a grasp the life of
our life, gave way.

He had come home; here was the stal-
wart arm, the broad, manly chest, the great
heart beating on its useless mission ; bat
the eye looked out duller and duller on
his wife, on his .children, on that dearly
loved, longed for home.

“Dreadful ! worse than death,” the kind
neighbors said, and everywhere the heart-
broken wife found comfort and consola-
tion ; nay more, substantial aid, unknown
to her before,.

This is but one of many similar scenes.
with which the present summer shall fill
many a town and village in our land.

They are coming back to us, these brave
disbanded soldiers, scarred and mutilated,
crippled in body, crippled in mind. They
will bring long trains of physical disease,
and the seeds of death—they will bring,
worse still, moral diseases, and the sure
sentence of moral, death, Andersonville !
—Dblot upon the page of nations, which
neither time nor repentance can ever wash
away. Dead men, dying men, idiots, in-

| sane wrecks' of humanity ; memories of

battles lost and won; all the records of

- this fearful chrism, this baptism of blood
s under |

with which we have bought union and
freedom, let them plead with us for the re-
ive him a place in your

ities. Take care of him till the smoke
and dust of war passes away from his dim-
med vision. It is our legacy, left us by
the great struggle; and as we acquit our-
selves in this trust, 5o may we receive the
blessing of Him whose blessing we have
so earnestly invoked in the midst of war.

“ Don't trouble yourself to stretch your
mouth any wider,” said a dentist to a man
who was extending his jaws frightfully,
as he was about to draw his tooth, “ as'}
intend to stand outside.”
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Dead among the Living,

Dead—though over his beautiful eyes

Nor coffin-lid nor the grave-sod lies.
Dead—though he wears his living smile,
And his step. falls ficm as it fell erewhile.
Dead—though his lips of “ bearded bloom”
Never have gathered the dust of the t._or_x;b
Lost—though his footstepg do not roam,
And he wanders not from his olden home.
Dead to the loftier life of- hope,

That once was his in its glorious scope;
To the radiant promise of earlier years,
Dead, and bemoaned with p te, tears.

Lost forever out of the arms

That gladly would shield him from earthly Larms
Out of the heart, that fain would brave

All things to. save him, yet could nof save.

Deab weILE HE LIVETH! God pity us all,

‘Who thus o’er.the living must sprcad the pall;
Who watch the slow ravage of sin's deep blight,
And never can bury our dead out of sight!

O, pitiful God! who to beauty and bloom
Yearly dost waken the earth from its tomb,
Strong to deliver and mighty to save—
QUICKEN THIS BOUL 1¥ ITS LIVING GBAVE}

The Foapital Beview,

ROCHESTER, N. Y., AUGUST 15, 1865.

The New Year.

‘We cannot enter upon our new year as
we so fervently wished, with our list of sub-
scribers doubled—but our agents are at
work we see, and with determined effort
on the part of each subscriber, it might
yet be accomphshed before the month
closes. Shall it be? This is the time of
all others, as we would again remind our
agents and readers, for procuring new
names, and also for renewing subscriptions
for the year to come. We enter upon a’
new volume full of the bright hopes and’
encouragements with which the success of
the Review the past year has inspired—and
full too of confidence in the tlessed work
which our Hospitalis sccomplishing, Our
labore have not lessened, but increased in

agnitude and importance. since a year
m

ago. We plead before you to-day, dear
readers, no less than we did then, for the
soldiers. The war, thank God, is ended,
but sorrow and suffering and sickness have
not ended. It is for our sick and maimed,
our wounded soldiers, that still we plead—
and not only for them, but for their fami-
lies deprived of their natural protectors,
and in the hour of'sickness and destitution,
cast upon us for care and relief. The war
has fearfully multiplied the cases of suffer-
ing everywhere. OQur disabled soldiers and
their families, and the widows and orphans
of our fallen braves, have a special claim
upon our care. It is no charity, no benefi-
cence which we ask for them—and which
we are each called upon to bestow—it is a
debt we owe them—a debt which, to the
end of our longest lives, we can never re-
pay. Let our Hospital be forever the home
of the disabled soldier—and here too, when
smitten with dlsease, let his wife and
children feel that they have a right to come
also. We are amazed at the questions
sometimes asked us—if our Hospifal work
and our Review work, will not be ended
soon. Dear friends, the work has only be-
gun! As we have previously told you—
before even one note of this terrible war
had sounded, there was felt throughout our
city, an urgent need of this Hospital. Year
after vear,' the Charitable Society, in its
visits among the smk and dying, made loud
and piteous appea.ls for its completxon—and
the Home of the Friend]ess, not erected nor
designed for the care of the sick, felt daily
its want and its help., Everywhere, and
from every heart, actively interested in the
wegl and woes of ofhers, there went up the
cry for the Hospital-—and surely after the
wreck and ruin of these last four fearful
years, do we need it less now than then?{
Has pot ragher the necessity for its mission
and the sphere of its labors everywhere in-
creased! But we are sure that it will re-
quire no argumeny; on our part to prove to
our readers, the iggportance just now of our
Hospital work—we but ask you'to come up
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vigorously and nobly to our belp as you have
done the past year. Especially, we ask your
sympathy and your exertions in behalf of
our Review, Weregard it in many respects
as our most effectual aid. It has already
accomplished much for our Hospital, and
we want it to be permitted to do much
more. No pains will be spared to render
it readable and acceptable in the family
circle ; but its first aim and purpose will be
to make known the wants of our Hospital—
to acquaint ils readers with its daily his-
tory—and to plead its cause. No one, we
believe, can read this little sheet attentively
from month to month, without becoming
interested in this work. So, friends and
agents, what we want most is, for you to
widen its circulation, and to extend its list
of readers. Now is the:special time for
this work—do not delay !

To Suescrieers.—The August number
of the Review will be mailed as usual to all
names now upon our list, and the paper
will continue to be sent until we receive
directions to the contrary. Those wishing
to discontinue (although we fervently trust
there are none such,) will therefore please
give us prompt notice.

Death of Another of our Soldiers.

In our April mumber will be found a ne-
tice of the first marriage published in our
Review, and of the first wedding at our
Hospital. In the same number some of
our readers may recall a pleasant and in-
teresting account of the ceremony, furnish-
ed by a correspondent who was invited to
be present on the joyous occasion. How
gay—how bright the column reads, as we
turn back to the page. What happy hopes
filled to overflowing then two loving hearts!
But alas! what changes a féw short months
and even days can bring. That bride is
to-day a widow ! 'To-day, following so
closely upon the record of 'those holy
plighted vows of Levi Lawrence and Anna
Sullivan — we have another register to
make. Levi Lawrence is dead | He died

on the 17th of July, after a brief iltness of
six days, of inflammation of the bowels.
He had gone to Holley, on a visit to his
mother, when be was seized with this sud-
den and fatal illness. He was one of our
best soldiers—faithful, kind, earnest in
all his duties—a great favorite in the Hos-
pital, and beloved by sll. He was eon-
scious only at intervals in his last illness,
and during his wanderings, he was talking
constantly of the Hospital, and busy ae-
complishing its errands. His wife was a
former inmate of the Hospital. Deepest
sympathy is felt for her at this time of her
sudden and overwhelming sorrow. His
father died only a few weeks previous, so
that upon his mother’s heart and over his
early fireside circle, a double shadow has
fallen,

A Handsome Donation.

‘We are indebted to the efforts of eur
“beloved physician,” Dr. H. W. Dean, for
a set of very superior surgical instruments,
including . a handsome black-walnut case.
The following is a list farnished us by Dr.
Dean, of the contributions procured by

him for this purpose:
John Adams, ....eeeien... $100 00
W.N. Sage, coonvnnnnnnnnn 10 00
C.C.Morse, covverernnnnnans 10 00
E. Pancost, ,..oco00vnnn veees 10 00
0886 cee werieee vannnns 25 00

Dr. Dean will please accept the special
thanks of the Ladies, not only for the in-
terest and perseverance he has shown in
providing our Hospital with so fine a case
of instruments, but for his own gengrous
donation to the same. Messrs. Adams,
Pancost, &e. &c., and all who contributed
so generously te this object, will also
please accept our grateful acknowledge-
ments, The case -of instruments is a do-
nation of which our Hospital may well be
proud.

IS~ Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant physician.
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A Word more to Our Little Agents

Shall we scold or shall we coax! Now,
we do not like to scold, at least scold you
~but we are afraid you have not paid the
attention you ought, and which we thought
you would, to the hint we gave you last
month. We have not heard from so many
of you as we hoped. We will not, howev-
er, judge too hastily. It may be that the
reason you have delayed is, that you have
been so busy in lengthening out your lists,
and have made them so long that you
could not get all the names copied and for-
warded before. If so, you may be very
sure we will not scold. But if this was
not the reason, then yon must allow us to
remind you, that now is the time—to look
over your lists—see what additions you
can make to them—collect the subscrip-
tions from your new and your old subscrib-
ers, and forward them to us without delay.
Let us see who will do the most for us.

A. Beautiful Note.

The following beautiful note accéompani-
ed the quilt, “ Red, White and Blue,” and
“the Silent Comforter,” mentioned in the
list of donations, “for a soldier who had
fought for his country :”

ROCHESTER, July 29, 1865.

To tae Lapies or tae HospiraL :—
Speeches and presentations having become
every day affairs, we six little girls have
agreed just to let our offering “speak for
itself;” only we would like to ask that it
always cover some brave soldier who has
fonght for the “ red, white and blue;” and
then we would like him to know that

thongh little fingers have united thg mag-

ical colors, there have been stitched in,
many large thoughts for his comfort.

You will see that we do not approve of
RUNNING, but have done our work, like'the
soldiers, “ OVER AND OVER.”

‘We shall always love'you the more for
this little thing that we ;Zm done for your
comfort, and feel that we, too, have an in-
terest in the blessed Hospital work.

‘Your grateful little friends,

Brossom Bueri, JexNie LEE,
Many PERErNs, MARY WATSON,
JEANIE CLEMENT, ELLA CLEMENT.

Featuers, aaain.—We are pleased to
be able to acknowledge the receipt of some
more feathers. Ladies’ Aid Society, No.
1, will please accept sour thanks for seven-
teen pounds—and Mrs. Dr. Fenn, for one
pillow.

Tee New Wixe.—We find ore dona-
tion for our new Wing this month, for
which we are duly thankful —but we
should have been better pleased to have
found several uch-{:-of course. '

Tax Quiwrs.—The quilts, we are glad

to see, keep coming in. Among them, we

notice several from our young friends—one

from Spencerport—ene from West Bloom-
field—two from the- “ Busy Bees” of East
Henrietta, besides the “Red, White and
Blue,” already mentioned.

Lint anp Banoaces.—We are gratifi-
ed to find so many responses to our appeal
for lint and bandages. From Hattie Hays,
we see from the list—we have “ two packa-
ges of excellent lint"—from Grandma Den-
ison, some bandages—and from the. Eighth
Ward Ladies'  Aid Society, and from the
Young Ladies’ Christian Commission, both
lint and bandages.

A% Fanny and Ella Colburn will
please accept our thanks for two more new
subscribers.  Fanny and Ella are among
our most faithful little agents. Scarcely a
month passes without some addition to
our [ist from them,

Hospital Notice.

Packages, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,
&c., should be addressed.to “The Rochester Citp
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets.” A list of. the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathews.



LIST OF SICK AND WOUNDED SOLPIERS, RECEIVED INTQ THE ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL,

DATE.

July b5,
g 9'
« 30,

DATE.
July 1,
“

July ’1
ll 10

July 12,

61

NAME.

“Lyman ‘Odell,

Vincent J. Harrison,
Amos Jones,

NAME.

Hiram Craunse,
Henry R. Abell,
‘Wilkam Ballard,

George -C. Henry,
George.Heal,
William Jasper,
James H. Moore,
John Rnloff,
Smgler,

Benjamin Simpsen,

ander-Seely,

n R.Stone
-’Rufna Randall,
John-Gill,
Patrick O'Brien,
Levi M. Lawrenee,
Daniel Connelly,
John H. Burch,
Gabriel Ranger,
-Charles Travers,
Putnam Barber,
Ely R. Dusenbery,
Walter Fairfield,
‘William-Gorman,
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RANK.
Priv.
C 4

"

Co.

E,
A,
A

From July 1st to August 1st, 1865.

REG'T.
16th N. Y. H. Art.

.8th  Vol. Cav.
1st “ m

RESIDENCE.
Capandaigua, Ontario County, N, Y.

Williamsburg, King's Co., Long Island,

Syracuse, Onondaga County, N. Y.

FROM WHENCE ADMITFED.
On furlough, from City Point, Va.

From Muster Out Camp, Rod:ester N.Y.

Soldiers Transferred from the Hospital, ﬁ'om July 1st to August 1st, 1865.

[
RANK.
Priv.
L8
g
" Corp.
Sergt.

“Priv.
g

"
Sergt.

-Priv.
{3

Franeis W. Lawrence, “

Lyman Odell,
Franklin -Awsden,
-Zachary Tayler,

Ra®

BRP RN | B

PEm g

w2

RO

bwyal |

REG'T.
9th N. Y. JIL Art.
63d % Vol Inof.
-50th ¢ “ -Eng.
140th ¢ ¢ Inf.
185th oo
14th ¢  H. Art.
2d ¢ Val .Cav.
66th “ Inf
102d " "°
76‘11 " “
1513t b 3 L&t
Bth % Gawv.
118th ¢ “ Ipf
‘bth ¢ “  Qav.
118th * Tuf,
113th * ©@ “
224 ¢ * Cav.
A61st “ Inf.
Als‘ith “ i
9th = H. Art
122d % Vol Inf.
lllth . “ "
150th Pa. ** *
4th N. Y. H. Art.
8th “ Vol Cav.
26th “  Bat.
91st  * -~ Inf.
16th ¢ H. Art.
8th N. Y. Vol. Cav.
88th “  Inf.

RESIBENCE.

- Capquest, Cayuga County, N. Y.

Opeonta,:Otsego County, N. 'Y,
Lapier, Gortland County, N. Y.
Rochester, Monroe County, N. Y.
Syracuse, Onondaga County, N. Y.
Carlton, Orleans County, N.'Y.

.Carysville, Genesee County, N. Y.

‘Walkertown, Canada.

Rochester, Monroe County, N. Y.
Conquest, Cayuga.County, N. Y.
Qlarendon, Orleans County, N. Y.
Miriah, Essex County, N..Y.

Black Brook, Clinton Cousty, N. Y.
Crown Point, Essex County, :N. Y.
Balton, Warren Coynty, N. Y.

West Walworth ‘Wayne County, :N.*Y.

Canadla Weest.
Holly, Orleans County, N. Y.
Somerset, Niagara:County, N."Y.

‘Springport, Cayugs, Connty, N. Y.

Salina, Onondaga County, N. Y.
Montezuma, Cayuga County, N. Y.
Ceres, MQKean Coynty, Pa.

‘Webster, Monroe Gouunty, N. Y.
Gaines, Qrleans-County. N. Y.
Norton’s Mills, Ontario County. N. Y.
‘Rochester, Monroe.County, N. ¥.
Canandaigua, Ontario €oynty, N.'Y.
Hongoye Falls, Moproe. County, N. Y.
Mauapetsville, Dutchess:County, N. Y.

TO WHERE TRANSFERRED.

Camp Muster Out, Rochester, New Yox:k
General Hospltal Alba"y,

Muster Out-Camp, :Rochester, N. Y.

° General Hospital, Albany, N. Y.
Muster Out Camp, Rachester N. Y.
Discharged. from Service.

N N7 i &

i s @
“ « w“w

Muster Out Camp, Rochester, New York.
[ “ - [
o i "
General Haspital, Albany, New York.
"o N 3 - &
R0 o Ny

Discharged. frem Service.
6 " 3

ot

o Jordsol Y.L

Moy
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Cash Dopations for July.

H A '§f gorth Fitz?ngh Stnqset: Children’s Bazaar, osi.,gg

S o L0 Lad natio 3 -

= L 55 %E 0! ns for the Flag. N

T gT ez o = .
5 k B HE List of Donations to the Hospital for
A - g% B3 July, 1865
= i R Py BT

& 8 R Little Girls of West Bloomfield—1 Quilt.

3 Besz2z . bBEMHES . Little Girls of S8pencerport, (omitted in June)—

g3 g 5 & 898 g § 1 Quilt, 33 Handkerchiefs, 4 rolls of Bandages.
=8 E= 8 B 280 § 2. . Eighth Ward: Ladies’ Aid Society—Bandages.

i 5T A 5 dRELR 3 Young Ladies’ Christian Commission—1 Cotton

& A = L g“. & B Shirt, 26 Flannel 8hirts, 1 piece of Cotton Cloth,
-8 8.8 8, 882554 and Bandages—By Miss Cornell & Miss Cavan.
"o &7 O &3 '3-5 & BRE< * Soldi(intts‘ Busy Bee Sogiety, East Henrietta—Two

L.m BlL.e s 8 08" 0o uilts.

Sl IR mEeEEg Ladies’ Aid Society, No. 1—3 Comfortables, 17 Ibs.
- L. S3=CRE5 of Feathers—By Mra. A. 8, Lalpham.
=z §; S 3 |° E2ES s% 22 Miss Hattiec Hays—2 pqcknézes of excellent Lint.

g 2 8 g2wagg Alling Brothers—1 ton of Coal.

2 A= 8 vEcsdsA Mrs. Thomas H. Rochesterya good supply of

most excellent Bisguit, every, Wednesday, which
are very acceptable,

Grandma Denison—package of Lint.

Mrs. 8. A. Hibbard+—1 bottle of - Catsup.

Mrs. William Curtig—2 lots of Cucumbers.

Mrs, Dr. Fenn—1 Feather Pillow,.1 Pin Cushion,
bundle of Rags.

Mrs. Loop—1 Quilt,

Mrs, H. E-Fishfsome, nice Ice Cream for the
Fourth of July, and an excellent Pie for the

Mmsignsthvlfﬁl 15, Perinton—Biscyit and.Cook
Ers. S illiams, Perinton—Biscyit and.Cook-
jes. Miss Jenni:' Williams—1 ggke for Mrs.
Williams.

Mr. Colburn—Basket of Apples.

One. Qnuilt, ( red‘, white and blue,) and one SILENT

“
1

Lorraine, Jefferson County, N. Y.
Deryter, Madison County, N. Y.

n
N. Y.

8. 8. Hamlin, Monroe County, N. Y,

“"

Perch River, Jefferson County, N. Y,

Allegany, Cattaraugus County, N. Y,
Auburn, Cayuga County, N. Y.

Williamsburg, Kings County, L. Island.
East Bloomfield, Ontario County, N. Y.
Alexander. Genesee County, N. Y.
Marcellus, Onondaga County, N. Y.
Townville, Crawford County, Penn.

‘Wilson, Niagara County, N. Y.
Syracuse, Onondaga County, N, Y.
Rochester, Monroe County, N. Y.
Oswego, Oswego.County, N. Y.
Lockport, Niagara County,

Weatfield, Ghautauque County, N. Y.
Lyons, Wayne County, N. Y.
Vol. Drag. Dansville, Livingston County, N. Y.

5
E
g ‘COMFORTER, * for a Soldier who had fonght for
o his country,” from-Misses Blossom Buell, Jen-
& nie Lee, Mary. Perkins, Mary Watson, Jennle
g : Clement and Filla Clement
2 _—
= Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM JuLy 15 .0 AveusT 15, 1865.
- Ba B Bu B d A. L. Hendrick, Clyds, $ 50
8% 8% 3 E£8 eS8 £& 58 Mirs, Jacob Howe, 50
< - < <4 < = A5 .B:,Dd- ﬁrs.vgle':nent. 2 co&;es,ni . ]5. %
22332 g0 02 3 $ s i r. Witherspoon, advertisement, -
HET e S m‘..‘i’. m= Mrs. Gen. Martindale, Mrs, Wilkins—By
1 Mrs. Danforth, 100
2232 =T T3 33T oS -T2~ Mrs. G. W. Ailen,_ Mrs. Dayton 8. Morgan,
ez Brockport—By Mrs, Allen, 100
SEEEE 48 SS9 ES S Swl Miss Nelly C. Adams, Brooklyn—By Miss.
m@sga-—cmmgmszﬁzgg«namﬁ Phelps, 50
—- — [akalal — Mrs. Fanny Roderick, East Pembroke—By
e ne . e o o . Lilly Hammond, - 50
HIT L SAE TR | S4H | M, enry Phcipe, Mrs. C. M. Crittenden,
Mas, R. 8. Field, Mps. Purdy, 8. B. Roby,
- Mrs, 8. B. Hamilton, 300
8. £ Mrs. Judge Wells, Mrs. 8 H. Wells, Penn
tzzzazz PErzzazzz: dpes Yan—By Maggie. Hamilton, 100
oA @B M Mrs. J. W. Coﬁu,rn, Mrs. William, Giles—By
Fanny and Ella Colburn, 100
: g S o .
a’.§ g48% ;%"g 8., £ 8.9 Superintendent’s Report or July.
2ELEESSES ERdagg g23F K- July1, Citizen Patients in Hospital, CYO
-ga-gg‘s et des2g Sead Received during the month, 1448
gﬁmgagn‘.[_;m-gm-gééﬁgsﬁﬁ_g,% Discharged, 9
3 = i A < O 12} e
‘Eggsnge‘jﬁsga'g ggfag‘““ Aug. 1, Number rempining, 39
§§5§§§§eg.€§§g'asg Eéégg July 1, %oldieulnﬂosplml, . 58; "
. == F Fafadsh s . 3—6
ZERISEEALRERERSSARE A Dischurges tndbtmusterrod, 80
P o e Died, 154
=2 =23 Lee nRA | Auwgl, gﬂgimkmmftng, D
IS 2 B B . B . ! itizen Ratignts, »
2 35 A 2 5 Aug. 1, Total remaining, 49
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_ @hiliven’s Pepurtment,

The Old Squire at the Old Hall.,

The Hall itself, they ealled it the Hall,
was more like a'castle than a Hall, and
some parts of it were very ancient; end
being of different ‘styles of architecture,
according to the taste of its several occu-
pants, it presented a singular appearance,
although it was a noble pile of buildings.
Inside there were lofty rooms, with large
old glass windows, long narrow passages,
and almost innumerable dark closets; be-
sides a place cglled the *“Keep” with a
stone bench, and iron chains firmly fixed
in the wall, and a grated window so close-
ly barred that the sun could scarcely peep
thirough, and a massive oaken door, thickly
stadded with iron nails; but, happily, not
used as a place of confinement now.

But the place of all places was the Pic-
ture Gallery. First there was the likeness
of one of the stalwart barons who compell-
ed King John to sign Magna Charta at
Runnymede, in 1215. Then followed the
portrait of his son, a delicate looking youth,
who died before his father ; and so on, fa-
ther and sou, in almost regular succession,
for several generations, attired according
to the different periods in which they lived
—from the mail clad barons of the thir-
teenth and fourteenth, to the fantastic
court costumes of the seventeenth and
eighteenth centuries,

The Squire himself was an elderly man,
and somewhat eccentic in his habits.

At one time the old gentleman wanted a
boy to attend on him and wait at table;
for he was very fond of young pgople.
Now you may suppose there would be

lenty of applicatibns for the situation ;
gut the Squire was a shrewd man, and as
he greatly disliked idle curiosity in boys,
he would not engage any one until he had
been subjected to a trial; for he would say
—4A lad who will look into a drawer may
be tempted to take something. from it,-and
a boy who will steal a penny may steal a
pound.”

It was on a Monday morning ‘that five
lads, dressed very neatly, and looking as
clean as soap and. water could make them,
made their appedrance at the Hall, and ap-
})Iied for the situation. The old gentleman
1ad a room prepared for them in such a
manner that if they meddled with anything
he would be aware of it.

First George Sykes was sent into the
room, and told to wait a short time. For
a little while he was very quiet and looked
about him ; but there were so many things
that at last he got up to peep at them.
On the table was placed a dish cover, and
George sadly wanted. to know what was
under it, yet he felt afraid of lifting it up.
But his curiosity mastered him. At last
he lifted up the cover. This turned out to
be a sad affair, for under it were placed a
quantity of feathers, part of which, drawn
up by the current of air, flew about the
room; and George, putting down the cov-
er hastily, puffed the rest of them off the
table. What was to be done? He began
to pick up the feathers one by one; but
the old gentleman, who was in the next
room, hearing a scuffle, and guessing the
cause of it, came in, to the great fright of
George, who was dismissed as a lad not
suitable to the sitnation.

The room was re-arranged, and Joe Tur-
ner was the next one shown into it. He
was told, as before, to wait a little. He
sat still for a short time, but being of a
restless disposition, he was soon tired, and
wished for the Squire to come in. At last
he thought he would look at the pictures,
and was about half-way across the room,
when he fancied he heard a foot-step, and
hastily retreated to his seat. However,
it proved a false alarm, and he once more
arose. After looking at the pictures, his
attention was directed to a little round box
on the table, with a screw top to it. He
took it in his hand and wondered what it
contained—without doubt, something very
curlous, for it was the only article then on

_the table. At last he unscrewed the top,

when out bounced an artificial snake full
a yard long, and fell on his arm ! Joe start-
ed back and uttecred a scream, which
brought the 8quire to his elbow. There
stood Joe, with the bottom of the box in
one hand, the top in the other, and the
snake on the ground. “Come, come,” said
the old gentleman, * one snake in a house
is quite sufficient; therefore the sooner
you are gone the better.” He then ordered
him out of the room, after the other.

Jera Sinith was the third shown into the
roomd. He had already been turned away
from two situations for petty thefts, so you
may be sure it was not long before he ﬁad
looked at the pictures and opened a book
which now lay on the table; and being of
a bold resolute temper, he would not have
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hesitated opening overy cupboard and
drawer in the room, if he could have done
so without being found out. However,
he noticed a drawer in the table, and soon
made up his mind to peep inside of it ; but
ne sooner had he laid hold of the knob
than he sat a bell ringiig under the table,
which was connected with the drawer by a
wire. The old gentleman answered the
sommons, and entered the room. Jem
was so startled at the ringing of the bell
that he looked as if he might be knocked
down with a feather. The Squire wished
to know, as he bad , if he wanted any-
thing. But Jem could give no answer,
and he too was sent about his business
very quickly.

Tom Jones was next ushered in. He sat
still for so long a time that the old gentle-
man began to think he was the one who
would be very likely to suit him; but he
was disappointed. Close to where he sat
was a closet, the door of which was partly
open. Tom had already loaked in, but
nothing had attracted his atteation, being
unable to see much inside it. Fastened to
the top of the door was a string, the other
end of which was tied to a stppper of a
small barrel of shot; and at the bottom of
the closet was a large tin pan. Now ie
opening the door wider, the string pulled
the stopper out of the barrel, and out rushed
the shot at a tremendous rate, and fallisg
on the tin pan made such a clatter that
Tom was half-frightened out of his senses.
The old gentleman soon appeared, and as
Tom had opened one door, he soon opened
another, and told him never to show him-
self there again.

Harry Clark was the fifth and last, and
though he waited in the room nearly half
an hour he never stirred from his seat.
Harry had eyes in his head as well as the
rest of them, but had more integrity in his
heart, and the consequence was he was en-
gaged by the old Squire at the Hall. The
confidence placed him was very great, and
was never abused. Some years after he fol-
lowed his good old master to the grave, who,
for his upright conduct in his service, left
him a handsome legacy.

Read this, ye busy meddling young peo-
ple, and imitate the good example of Har-
ry Clark,

A MORNING PRAYER.

%I/y waking thonghts I raise to Thee,
ho through the night hast qlmrded me;
Keep me this day from every {11,

And help me, Lord, to do Thy will.

The Foolish Chicken.

There was a round pqnd, and a pretty pond too;

About it white daisies and butterflies grew,

And;dark weeping willows, that stooped to the
ground,

Dipped in their long, branches, and shaded it
round,

A party of ducks to this pond would repair,

And feast on the green water-weeds that grew
., there;

Indeed, the bly would frequently meet

To talk over affairs in this pleasant retreat.

One day a young chicken who lived thereaboat,
Stood watching to see the ducks pass in and out;
Now standing tall upward, now diving below,
She thought of all things she should like to do so.

So this foolish chicken began to declare,
“I've really a great mind to venture in there;
My mother's oft told me, I must not go nigh,
But really, for my part, I cannot tell why.

“Ducks have feathers and wings, and so have I
too0,

And my feet—what's the reason that they will
not do ?

Though my beak is pointed, and their beaks are
round,

Is that any reason that I should be drowned ?

“So why should not I awim as well as a duck ?

Suppose that I venture, and even try my luck;

For,” said she, spite all that her mother had taught
her, '

“I'm really remarkably fond of the water.”

So in this poor ignorent animal flew,

And found that her dear mother’s cautions were
true;

She splashed, and she dashed, and she turned her-
gelf round,

And heartily wished herself safe on the ground,

But now 'twas too late to begin to repent,

The harder she struggled, the deeper she ‘went;
And when every effort:she vainly had tried,
She slowly sank down to the bottom and died.

The ducks, I perceived, began loudly to quack,

When they saw the poor fow] fioating dead on her
back,

And by their grave looks it was very apparent,

They discoursed on the sin of not minding a parent.

“ Honor thy father and thy mother that
thy days may beJong upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee.”
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The Three Sieves.

“Oh, mamma! eried little Blanche Phil-
pott, “I heard such a tale about Edith
Howard. I did not think'she could have
been so naughty. One day—"

“My dear,” interrupted Mrs. Philpott,
“before you continue we will see .if your
story will pass the three sieves” _

_“What does that mean, mamma?” said
Blanche. c

“Iwill explain it, dear. In the fitst'place,
is it true?

“I suppose'so, matma. T heard it 'frotn
Miss Parry, who said a friend of Miss
White’s told her the story; and Miss
White is a great friend of Edith’s.”

“ And does she show her friendship by
telling tales on her? In the next place,
though you cannot prove it is true, is it
kind 27

“] did not mean to be unkind, mamma,
but I am afraid I was. I should not like
-Edith to speak of me as I'have spoken of
her.”

“ And is it necessary ?”’

“No, of course, mamma; there was no
need for me to mention it at all.”

Then, dear Blanche, pray that your
tongue may be governed, and that you
may not indulge in evil speaking, and strive
more and more to imitate the meekness of
your Lord and Saviour Jesds Christ.”

Agents,
The following Ladies have kindly consénte' 1o
act as Agents for the Hospilal Review:
Miss MAGGIE CuLBERTSON, East Groveland.
% L. A. Bumi ER,Perry Ceutre.
» E. A. C. HaYEs, Rochester.
¢ MARY W. 1)AVIS, i
Mrs. C. F. SPENCER, u
¢ J. B. KNIFFEN, \ clor.
Hawmmoxp, Fast Rush.
“ PuEsE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.
# J. CHASE, Perinton,
“ 8. W. HAMILTON, Fairport.
% Crnartes Forp, Clyde.
Miss ADA MILI.ER, “
¢ C. M. SECOR, Macedon,
JuLia M'CHESN kY, Spencerport,
LiLuiax J. RENYEY, Plelps, Ont. Co.
Mrs, C. THATCHER, Webster.

{55~ The Hospital will be open-from 2 till 5,
P. M., on Tuesdays and Fridays only, for the're-
séption of citizens, Visitors from the country,
and relatives of the immates, will be admitted at
all times.

, eaten, and mo foots yet.”
. came, took :1i¥y somewhst -emphatic -order,

Miseellancons,
Hotw tr. Beether Lost his Boots.

v‘v'I"h_e following is in Henry ‘Ward Beech-

er'’s best - vein .

‘The difference betiween 7-and 8 is net
very.great; only a single unit. And yet
that differencehasipower over aman’s-whole
temper, convenfence, ‘and dignity. Thas,
dt Buffalo, my boots were set out at night
to-be blacked. {n-the'morning, no boots
were tthere, though ‘all the neighboring
rooms Had ‘been :served. I rang, I ‘rang
twice. “A pretty hotel—nearly eight
o’clodk, going outat mine, breakfast to ‘be
The waiter

and left. Everyminute was an hour. It
always is when you are out of temper. A
min in-his stockinp feet, in. the third story
of a hotel, finds himself restricted in loco-
motion. :I'went to the door, loocked up
and down the hall, saw frowsy chamber-
maids; saw, afar ‘off, the master of the
coal scuttle; saw gentlemen walking “in-
bright 'boots, anconscious of the ‘privileges
they -enjoyed, but did ‘not sec any one
coming withmy®boots. A German servant
dtlength came, round and ruddy-faced, very
kind and-good-matured, honest and stupid.
He informed me that'a gentleman had al-
ready ‘taken boots No. 78 -(my number).
He would hunthim up-; thought he was’
at breakfasting. ére was a new vexation.
Who was the man who had taken my
number and gone for my boots? Some-
body had them on, warm and nice, and
was cnjoying his coffee, while I walked up
and down, with less and less patience, who
had none too much at ‘first. No servant
returned. I rang again, and sent energet-
ic and staccato messcngers to the office.
Some water hatl ‘been spilled on the flooz.
I stepped in it, of course. Inwirtes,
cold water feels s if it burned you. Un-
packed my valisefor new stockings. Time
was speeding. Tt Was quarter:past eight:;
train at nine, no boots and no breakfast.
I slipped on‘a pair of ‘sandal  rubbers, too
large by ‘inches -for my -naked foot, ‘antl
while I'shuffled along the hall, theyiplayed
up and down op my feet. First, one shot
off; that secured, the other dropped on the
stairs; people that I'met locked as if ‘they
thought that'I was not well over last night's
spree.
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It was very aunoying. Hehdhed the of-
fice and expressed .mind. First, the
clérk ring the bell thirde times faridasly,
then ran forth himself, met the German
boots, who had boots # in his hand, nar-
row and long, thinking, -iperkiaps, I could
wear them. Who knows but 97 had my
boots? Some curiosity: was beginning to
be felt among the bystanders, It was like-
ly that I would have half the hotel inquir-
ing after my boots, 1-sbhorascene. Re-
treated tomy rodh.  On'the‘way, thonght
I, I should look at toom 77’s boots. Be-
hold, ‘they twere tnine! There was the
broken pull-straps; the patch-on the right
side, and the very shape of my toe—infall-
ible signs! The fellow had marked them
77, and not 78.  And all'this hoti's tumult
arose from just the ‘differénce between 7
and 8.

1 lost my boots, lost the frain, lost my
teraper, and, of course, lost my good'mat-
ners. Everybody does, that loses temper.
But boots on, breakfast served, a cup of
coffee brought peace and good will. The
whole maftter took a ludicrous aspect. I
moralized apoh that ffffrmity that puts -a
man’s peace atthe mercy of a Dutchman’s
chalk.” Had he written seventy-eight, I
had been’a good:natied man looking at
Niagara Falls in its winter dress. He
wrote seventy-seven, and I fumed, saw onl
my owh falls, and spent the day in 3[:1{
alo! '

Are not most, of the pets and rubs of
life such as this? Few men could afford,

to-morrow, to review the things that vex-.

ed them yesterday. We boast of being
free, yet every man permits the most arrant
trifles to rule and ride him. A man that
is vexed and angry, turns the worst part of
himself into sight, and .exhibits himself in
buffoon’s coat and fool's cap, and walks
forth to be jeered! Andyet one’s'témper
does worse by him’ than that. And men
submit to it, not once, but often, and some-
times every day! I wonder whetherthese
sage reflections will migke me pitient and
quiet the next time my boots are ‘mispldc-
ed.

A more glorious victory cahnot be gain-
ed over another man than this, that when
the injury begins on his part, the kind-
ness begns on ours.

List of our Little Agents.

Linpa Bronson, Rochester,

MAdthE HAMILTON, )

MARY 'PEREINS,

FANWNY and ELLA: GOUBURN, Rbchester,
FaNNY POMEROY, -Pittsfield, Mass.

S. Hart, Henrietts, i

JENNIE HURkD, ester,

CARRIE NEFF, “

H. F. VickEry, *“
 ‘BENNY ‘WricHT, East Kendall.
‘SamuEL B. Woop, Rochester.
JaBRIE RENTREW, “
‘Buta VAN Zaxor, Albany.
Mary Warsox, . Rochester.

A dvertigements,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. 8q.,1 ingertion $1 00 | - C-uattercolntnn,? ..... $10°00

Three Months,.... 200 | gne Third Column,.. 12
Six Monthis, ..._. 3 00 alf Colimn, 1 Year, 15 00
One Year,....,... 500 .| OneColmh, 1 ¥edr, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Musgic ONLY, is Taught in this Tustitution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Term!
&c., s¢nd for a Circular. &

JULIUSg. MUNSON, .
Mzs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,
April, 1865—1y ~ Principals.

Dissolutior, and Co-partnership.
HE firm of ‘Case & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual conseht. . Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abrar’S, Maiin ad Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firth of A.‘S. Mann & Co., by
whom -all the bimsitious 6f the-Btte 'fifm of Case &

“Mann will bo seftled., 7. T. CASE,
B A. 8. MANN,
Rochester, Feb:15,1865.  H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notite, we heteby in-
form our friends that our store will heneeforth,
as it has in the- gast, ‘maintain the high reputation
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trade
in Western New York. ' ’

Every attraction congistent ‘with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in'our stock.

‘Wo shall'aim, as we have cver done, to mske
our own interest dppendent upon consulting the
interest of those who.do business with .us.

Preferring to let our friends form their own
conclusions, a8 to whether we shill centinue to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of ‘seasonable goods as have ever been
offered in this markét; énd shall, as hithetto, con-

" tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
" make prices as low as the market, whatever it

_ A. 8. MANN & Co,.
(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State st.
. ‘Rochester, March 15, 1866.

may be.
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UNION ICE COMPANY

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

{3 Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite'the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oo's Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-

in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing "

Machine.
VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine

to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the -heaviest
fabric. -

. _ . .8. W. DIBBLE, AGEXT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. ) Rochester, N. Y,

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill §t., corner of Platt,

Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y.

{5 The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

13~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Uentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Qolored with-
out ripping, and presged nicely. S8ilks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terma. , :

Goods dyed black every Thurdday.

All gooda returned in one week,

§3~ Goods received and returned by Express.

Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1865. Rochester. N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos, 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.
ROCHESTER, N.\.

CHas. F. Surra,” GmyaN H. PruBINS.
[Established in 1896,
Jan. 1865, tf

THE MORNING LIGBT,

PRINCE OF BASE BURNING
ST OVEHES.
We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-

ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.

THE Stove Commiitee of the New York State Azricul-
taral Socfety, at the State Falr held at Rocheater. Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorongh exami a.iob of t. iseud
other base burners in operation and on trial. fully endors..d
this claim, and awarded the FirsT PERMiun 0 the “MN own-
1¥6 LieHT" a8 the best base burning, self feeding Co-l
Stove; thos it has been deci by competent judges th t
we m;zully entitléd tostyle it TaE PRiNcz oF BasE Buin -
Ne

VES.
Manufaotured by

SHEAR, PACKARD & Cu. .
17 and 19 Grecu Street, -

Allauy, N, Y.
For sale by WARBANT & BOUTHWORTH,
26 South 8t. Paul 8t., Rochester, N. Y.
Jan. 1865
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865, Iy

“EXCELSIOR.”

THE attention of the public is called to the “ EXCEL-
SIOR," the best
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,

ever invented—will give more heat with less fuel than any
other in warkef mnﬁd for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old cel ted Coqking Stove,

“ GOOD SAMARITAN,”
The greatest invention of the day.
These 8toves are mdnufactured by John T. Rathbone,

Albany, and for sale jp this cltlyi, b&
ART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1885, Main Btreet

JOHN DSCHLEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1866.
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DEVOTED TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

AND THE °

%

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITALIL.

“1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Voi IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., SEPTEMBER 15, 1865.

No. 2.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fiftesnth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING OOMMITTESE:

Mrs, GEQ. H. MUMFORD, | Mrs. WM. H. PEREKINS
“ MALTBY STRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS,

TERMS—Fifty Ot a Youz, Payatle in Advaose,
Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to “ The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 53.

‘Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
01d Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review,
‘We Met and Parted Long Ago.

BY ERNIEST HOVEN.

‘Weeks, to months and years have grown,
And many a changeful hour has been,
Since we met and parted long ago.

‘What matters now the long embrace,
The clinging hands dissevered,
‘When we met and parted long ago?

No shadow on thy pathway rests,
No torturing vision mocks thee;
Though we met and parted long ago.

As glad for me the days have passed,
As bright the years have been ;
As though we never parted long ago.

No pleading from the buried past, ]
No whisper of the might have been;
Though we met and parted long ago.

Our souls dissevered long before,
But scorned & slighter union;
And we met, and parted long ago.

For the Hospital Review.
“Little Sunshine.”

So we call her. She is a tiny, fairy crea-
ture—have you ever seen her? with soft
and silken baby-curls—tinged with the
purest gold of the sunshine, tumbling all
wild and merry over the fairest and sweet-
est of baby-brows—and which seem, as we
watch her at her play, to form a sort of

‘halo of light and glory around her bright

little head. Her cheeks have just the
velvety touch and hue of a rose-leaf—and
if you never saw such a baby, we can give
you no possible idea of the witchery of
those small dimpled hands and feet. Her
eyes—how can we tell you of such eyes—
so soft—so clear—into which no shadow
has ever fallen—and full only of the love
and the blue of heaven.

It is a sad, a darkened house into which
this “Little Sunshine” has strayed. The
shadow of Death and of Change hangs
heavily over it, and the silent and empty
rooms are all haunted rooms—haunted
with the forms—the voices—the foot-falls
—of those we see no more. Very deso-
late—very still is the old house, once so
full of life, and ringing with the love and
laughter of lips that are silent now, and
the footsteps of those who come no more,
Of all who once gathered around the firo-
side, how few remain! Three, in a distant
clime—far from the roof-tree, and its swect
safe rest and shelter are toiling wearily—
and eecking through many broken hopes
the fortune which stil beckons—but de-
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ceives—and the “better times”—which
never come. Three are sleeping in the
village church-yard, and to their peace
aloue there comes no disquietnde.

Now and then the gloom over the old
house scems too heavy to be borne, and
the very air stified and oppressive with
its weight. The walls seem to echo
and cry out with the emptiness and the
desolation, and even the soft sweet breath
from the garden and the grape-vine steals
chillily through the closed shutters, and
seems to sigh and to moan as if in pain.
But that tiny, rosy, laughing sunshiny crea-
ture in white—creeping over the carpets
and trying to pull herself up by the curtains
and by the chairs, does not feel the gloom
nor the shadow. She finds mirth in all
things. She clutches after the sunbeams
that flit about her, and tries to gather them
up in her >aby-tivgers. Heavy and sad is the
mother’s heart—heavy and sad for the
many sorrows that have early fallen—and
yet heavier and sadder for her fears—and
for the new and yet darker cloud which now
hangs threateningly over her. But her
bitterest tears are pretty playthings to
¢ Little Sunshine.” She reaches after them
and tries to pick them up as they fall, as
she would so many glittering pearls or
diamonds, and her blue eyes look wp so
wonderingly, so wistfully, so roguishly too,
that even those tears ehange for the mo-
ment into smiles. And he—the weary in-
valid father—seeking in vain in a distant
city the return of health—writes sadly and
longingly—yet oh, so tenderly—* How is
¢ Little Sunshine ” “God bless my ¢ Lit-
tle Sunshine’ !

So all over that dim and haunted house,
and over all those weary aching hearts—
the night is not all darkness, With all the
memories which grieve——with all the Josses
which sadden—and with all the fears
which shadow—there is yet this one pure,
living gleam of light. Thank God for “ Little
Sunshihe” ! T.C. A,

Rochester, May, 1862.

A Woman’s Waiting.
Under the apple-tree blossoms, in May, ‘
‘We sat and watched as the sun went down ;
Behind ws, the road stretched back to the east,
On through the meadows to Danbufy town.

Silent we sat, for onr hearts were full;
Silently watched the reddening sky,

And saw the clouds across the west *
Like the phantoms of ships sail silently.

Robert had come with a story to tell,
I knew it before he had said a word.

It looked from his eye and it shadowed his face.
He was going to march with his Twenty-third.

‘We had been neighbors from childhood ap=-
Gone to school by the self-same way ;

Climbed the same steep woodland paths;
Knelt in the same old church to pray.

We had wandered together, boy and girl,
Where wild flowers grew and the wild grapes
Tasted the sweetness of summer days  [hung;
When hearts are true, and life is young.

But never a love-word had crossed kis Eps,
Never a hint of pledge or vow,

Until, as the sup went down that night,
His tremulous kisses touched my brow.

“ Jenny,” he said, “I've a work te do
For God and my country, and the right—
True hearts, strong arms, are needed now,
I dare pot stay away from the fight.

“*Will you give me a pledge to cheer me on?
A hope to look forward to by-and-by ?

Will you wait for me, Jenny, till I come back ?”
“I will wait,” T answered, “until I die.”

The May moen rose as we walked that night
Back through the meadows to Danbury town,

And one star rose and shone by her side—
Calmly and sweetly they beth looked down.

The seent of blossoms was in the air;

The sky was blue, and the eve was bright;
And Robert said, as he walked by my side,

* Old Danbury town is fair to-night.

“1 shall think of i, Jenny, when far away—
Placid and still 'neath the moon as now.

1 shall see it, darling, in many & dream,
And you with the moonlight on your brow.”

No matter what else were his parting words—
They are mine to treasure until I die,

With the clinging kisses and lingering looks,
The tender pain of that fond good-by.
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I did not weep~—1I tried to he brave—
I watched him uutil he was out of sight—
Then suddealy all the world grew dark,
Aad I was blind in the bright May night.

Blind and helpless I slid to the ground,
And lay with the night-dews on my hair,
.Till the moon was down and the dawn was up,
And the fresh May morn rose clear amd fair.

He was taken and I was left—
Left to wait and to watch and pray—
Until there came a message over the wires,
Chilling the air of the August day.

Killed in a skirmish eight or ten—
‘Wounded and helpless as many more.

All of them our Connecticut men—
From the little town of Dambury, feur.

But I only saw a single name—
Of one who was all the world to me.
I promised to wait for him till I died—
Qb God! Oh Heaven! How long will it be?

‘What Then?

“What then? Why then another pilgrim song;
And then a hush of rest divinely granted ;

And then a thirsty stage, (ah! me, solong!)
And then a brook just where it most is wanted.

“What then? The pitching of the evening tent;
And then, perchance, a pillow rough and
thorny ;
And then some sweet and tender message sent
To cheer the faint ong for to-morrow’s journey.

‘Whatthen? The wailing of the midnight wind;
A feverish sleep, aheart oppressed and aching;
And then a little water-cruse to find
Close by my pillow, ready for my waking.

“What then? I am not careful to inquire;
I know there will be tears, and fears, and sor-
row;
And then a loving Saviour drawing nigher,
And saying, I will answer for the morrow !

“What then? For all my sins His pardoning
grace;
Forall my wants and woes, His loving kindness;
For darkest shades, the shining of God's face;
And Christ's own hand to lead me in my blind-
Dess.

“What then? A shadowy valley, lone and dim;
And then a deep and darkly-rolling river;
And then a flood of light—a seraph hymn—
And God's own smile forever and forever!'—
Selected.

Hospital Incidents.

A venerable Quaker lady, who for three
years has been traversing our land, visiting
hospitals and camps, and alleviating the
sufferings of our soldiers wherever tound,
preached to a very large undienca in this
city one evening,and in the course of her
truly eloquent and thrilling remarks, stated
that while for two hundred years war had
been discountenanced by their sect, they
believed that if war was ever justifiable, it
was 80 in the present struggle. She relat-
ed many touching incidents illustrative of
the power of the Christian faith in sustain»
ing suffering and dying soldiers, One inci
dent was as follows:

While in Nashville, Tenn, she approachs
ed the bedside of a youth who, in his deli-
rium, talked of nothing but the battle-field;
the attendants told her it would be useless
to address him upon the subject of religion,
as nothing intelligible could be gathered
from his ravings; hisknapsack, clothing, and
everything had been lost upon the field,
and he could not tell where he was from,
his regiment, or even his name, and must
die in a very few hours, unknown and per-
haps unwept. The lady remembered that
there was a name that would sometimes

. recall the wandering mind and give peace
~ and comfort to the dying, even when amo-

ther’s tender voice had failed, and stooping
by his side she gently whispered:
¢ Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

‘While on His breast 1 lay my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there;”

when the sufferer opened his eycs and ex-
claimed, “ Mother, I knew you would
come!” and again closed his eyes. She
repeated another stanza of this beautiful
hymn, when he looked up in ber face and
calmly said, “ Mother, I am going to Je-
sus,” and sunk back in death.

Another case was that of a little drum-
mer boy, who had recognized no one since
his fall, and had given little evidence of
consciousness; he was very near his end,
and she whispered in bis ear:

“Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee'—
when the countenance of the brave youth
brightened up, and he followed with the
second stanza of this immortal song, saying
his wother had taught him that hynin, and
Iye had often sung it in the Sunday School,
and,.after a few minutes’ conversation, he
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expressed a hope in the Saviour, and fell
asleep, to wake no more in earthly scenes.

Time will never record the many deeds
of Christian love which these good people
are constantly performing in their quiet,
simple way, but eternity will show a record
as brilliant as the crown they seek. Op-
posed to both war and oppression, they see
that the latter can only %e overthrown by
the former; and while unwilling to sur-
render their peculiar views, are heartily
with us in the desire that both rebellion and
slavery may be overthrown.

The Lost Furlough.

A soldier in the General Hospital at
‘Washington had a telegram from home
that his wife was lying very low and want-
ed to see bim. He was wounded in the
foot, and still very lame ; bot he got a far-
lough, and started for Maine, Before reach-
ing Philadelphia, he put his hand in his
pocket, and both his furlough and trans-
portation papers were gome—stolen! A
transportation paper i8 an order from vov-
ernment to the railways to put the man
through at government cost. Both gone/
What was the poor soldier to do? He
had no means to go on; besides, what was
still worse, he was liable to be seized as a
deserter, nor had he any proof to show to
the contrary. Of course, there was noth-
ing to do bat go back to Washington, with
small chance of getting another furlough.
How could he give up his journey? And
with his face homeward, home never seem-
ed dearer. His sick wife, too,—would not
the disappointment kill her# Poor fellow !
when the train stopped at the station at
Philadelphia, he jumped out, feeling very
sad.
Presently, his foot trod on semething,
which, stooping down, he picked up and
found to be a wrapper containing—what do
you think? The furlough and transporta-
tion paper of another man,—a man that he
recollected to have seen in the same hos-
pital with himself. What should he do?
seek out the man and return him his pa-

ers, or use them himself, and hurry on
ﬁome? That is what a man with him ad-
wised him by allmeanstodo. *You found
them,” said the man. “None of the con-
ductors know that it is not your name, It
is your only chance of getting home at all.
You are a fool if you don’t.” That, you
see, is the devil's counsel, and he likes to
make a fair show. Would the poor heart-

aching soldier be proof against it? He
had held on to his principles, just as he
would have held on to his musket if the
enemy had undertaken to twist it out of
his hands, for two years of camp life; but
could his longing for home stand against
that? His wife’s last words when he left
home seemed to shine in his face. “Let
me hear that you are killed, or that you
have died by the way, only don’t let me
hear that you have ever done what is
wrong. Iam willing to give you up.for
your country, only dor’t lose your princi-
ples””  He thought, too, of his praying
mother, and he felt he dared not go home
and look them in the face unless he went
in an honest way.

“ Never,” cried he, “never will I go home
under a false name.” So he hobbled round,
sought out the owner, and gave him his
papers; then he went to the rooms of the
Sanitary Commission and told his troublea.
Friends were found, who telegraphed to
Washington to get word that a furlough
and transportation paper bad been furnish-
ed him, so that the Adjutant-General could
give bim a paper which would save him
from being seized as a deserter. The re-
licf-agent gave him ten dollars and tickets
to their different “ Homes,” where he could
be taken kind care of along the way with-
out charge or cost. And the poor soldier
went on, not afraid to look every man in
the face. Honesty is the best policy as
well as the best principle; for “to the up-
right light arisetll: io darkness.”

Praying for Rain.

‘We heard a dozen men complain

‘When Wednesday it began to rain;

Just a8 before, when it was dry,

They mourned a drouth with many a sigh;
And seemed most strangely to forget

That water generally fs wet!

If all men’s prayers were heard together,
The world would have the queerest weather.

“ My mill stands still—O for some rain|”

“ My grain is down!—Ye clouds, refrain!"

“ My corn is parched{"—Ah! Susan’s bonnet
Don't let & drop of water on it!”

“Oh! not to-day, our washing's out!"

“ Roll up, ye clouds, I go for trout!”

“The hen's come off, the brood is drowned !”
“Ah1 let it pour! my boat’s aground!”

80, 'mid the murmurs of the world,

The clouds, like banners, are unfurled;
The rains descend, the bow is bent,

The sky smiles clear, God's azuro tent*
Sweet springs and robins sing togother,
And, rain or shine, 'tis pleasant weather;
The sower's hopeful seed is flung,

And harvest songs are always sung.
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Marked Articles.

Some of the marks which are fastened
on the blankets, shirts, &c., sent to the San-
itary Commission for the soldiers, show
the thought and feeling at home. Thus
—on a home-spun blanket, worn, but wash-
ad as clean as snow, was pinned a bit of
paper, which said : “ This blanket was car-
ried by Milly Aldrich, (who is ninety-three
years old) down hill and ap hill, one and a
half miles, to be given to some soldier.”

On abed-quilt was pinned a card, saying :
“My son isin the army. Whoeveris mage
warm by this quilt, which I have worked
on for six days and most all of six nights,
let him remember his own mother’s love.”

On another blanket was this: ¢This
blanket was used by a soldier in the war
of 1813—may it keep some soldier warm
in this war against traitors.”

On a pillow was written: “This pil-
low belonged to my little boy, who died
resting onr it ;- itis a precious treasure to
me, but I give it for the soldiers.”

On a pair of woolen socks was written:
“These stockings were knit by a little girl
five years old, and she is going to knit
some more, for mother says it will help
some poor soldier.”

On abox of beautiful lint was this mark;
“Made in a sick room, where the sunlight
has not entered for nine years, but where
God has entered, and where two sons have
bid their mother good-bye as they have
gone out to the war.”

On a bundle containing bandages was
written: *This is a poor gift, ‘but it is all
I had; I havegiven my husband and my
boy, and only wish I had more to give, but
I haven't.” )

On some eye-shades were marked: “Made
by one who is blind. Oh, how I long to
see the dear ofd flag that you are all fight-
ing under.”

“Came Houe a8 Goop as we Wenr.”
—“When my brother and I went away to
the war,” said a young Western soldier
who had fougjt at Stone river and Chica:
mauga under Rosecrans, at Chattanooga
ander Grant, and had made the great
march under Sherman, “ we promised mo-
ther to come home as good as we went, and
we'll do so, too: we have not learned to
smoke, or chew, or drink, or play at carde,
T guess she'll be glad to see us back again
safe aad sound.”

@he Fospital Review.

ROCHESTER, N. Y., SEPTEMBER 15, 1865.

Rochester Fruits and Vegetables.

They are celebrated the world over. Far
and near we hear echoed the praises of our
“ Garden City,” and of the abundance and
deliciousness of its fruits and vegetables.
It is a beautiful sight as we walk thro’ our
streets at this time, to see the overflowing
baskets and tempting varieties which greet
us on every side—and the abundance is
everywhere. Farther out in the country,
fine orchards and gardens are groaning
under the weight of their golden treasures.
But with all the profusion, they are not
cheap—at least the fruits are not. Never,
we believe, have the prices of all kinds of
fruit ranged so high as at the present sea-
son. Now, we have a large smnber of in:
valids in our Hospital, to whom these fine
peaches and pears—these luscious clusters
of grapes—these melons, &c. &ec.—would
be suck a luxury, and so refreshing—but
the present priees have placed them quite
beyond their reach. We said there was an
abundance everywhere—but this was a mis-
take. There is no abundance at our Hos
pital—no abundance in our list of dona-
tions. What a mockery the loads of fresh
fruits and vegetables which pass daily the
windows of the Hospital must be to those
within, pining in vain for a taste of them.
Now, kind friendsin the country and in the
city too, please read over our list this
month, and tell us if you think it is the
very longest and the very best you can give
us, and all that we deserve. While enjoy-
ing your fill of the rich bounties of Provi-
dence, are our soldiers—our sick—our
weary invalids—to have no share, or so very
meagre a share? But the fault lies, we
are sure, not so much in your want of gen-
erosity or of sympathy, as in your want of
consideration, or ignorance, it may be. If
you knew and thought about it, how very
acceptable a few apples, or fruit of any
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kind—a few potatoes, or beets, or toma-

toes, or cucumbers, or the very least thing

from your gardens or orchards, would be—

you would bring an abundance—we know

you would.

Acknowledgment to our Friends
and Agents.

We have been much gratified this month
at the responses we have received and con-
timae to receive from our agents. Nearly
all have been very prompt in forwarding
their lists, and have evinced not only a de-
termination to keep their numbers full, but
have succeeded in procuring additions to
them. Thea we have been especially en-
couraged by the interest and effort which
several of our friends, not hitherto in our
list of agents, have been manifesting in our
behalf. Subscriptions have been cordially
renewed and new names obtained for us—
one lady fiom Scottsburg sending us seven,
others from various places, two, three, four,
&c. This is very encouraging. All who
have responded thus promptly and faith-
fully to the appeals for The Review, will
please accept our hearty thanks—and those
who have delayed to do so, will, we trust,
feel the importance of sending in their re-
turns as early as possible.

Mogre Lint Axp Bawspiers.—We are
requested, notwithstanding the kind sup-
plies received last month, to ask for yet
more lint and banduges. Rags for this
purpose will always be acceptdble at the
Hospital, and especially so just now.

£F Maggie Hamilton, one of our little
agents, will please accept our thanks for
five subscriptions this month—four from
her old subscribers and one a new name,
We are glad to find one of our little agents
at work, and we hear of others who hve
not forgotten us.

{35~ Persons making application for the recep-
tlon of patients, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant physician.

Our Hospital.

This institution has now been in opera-
tion eighteen months—during which time
there have been five handred and sixteen
persons received for medical ard surgical
treatment. Of this number, four hundred
and seventy-one have been discharged,
while the comparatively small number of
twelve have died.

The soldiers, who for the past fourteen
months have here received care and atten-
tion, which they car never forget, or for
which they will never cease to be gratefal,
have now been discharged from service, or
transferred to some other point, thus leay-
ing ample accommodations for the reeep-
tion of other patients.

The Hospital is now in excellent order—
theWing being nearly completed—the meain
building thoroughly renovated, and a num-
ber of rooms handsomely furnished for pri-
vate patients. No effort or expense has
been, or will be spared, to make the Hos-
pital all that can be desired, for those who
being absent from home and the tender,
loving care of friends, in their affliction, may
wish to avail themselves of its benefits,

The beauty of its location, and its airy
and well ventilated apartments, commend
themselves to all; while the neatness of
the wards and home-like appearance of the
different rooms, cannot fail to impress thosg
who visit them.

The Hospital has no endowment, and
consequently must for the present, as
it has for the past, be sustained by the
donations of the benevolent, who feel it a
privilege to aid in relieving the sufferings
of the sick and destitute; and it is hoped
that a class of patients, for whom there is,
as yet, no provision made by* state, county,
or city, will not be overlooked. We mean
the discharged soldiers, many of whom
from sickness and wounds, will be foreve;
unable to obtain a livelihood, while those
who are granted a pension, so small is the
sum, will not have sufficient to support
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them in health, to say nothing of eare in
sicknesa.

Qur doors should be open to these, who
will ever bear the marks of this struggle,
which has brought to us the blessings of
peace; and we trust that those who have
8o generously given to the soldier boys
when this terrible war was raging, will not
now forget their sufferings and sacrifices,
but will ever remember that while life lasts
we owe them obligations which we can
mever repay.

Then let not our contributions cease for
the Hospital, for here we have, and so long
as there is a sick and suffering one, we
hope to have, if not soldiers, those who
have been soldiers, as well as other desti-
tute persons, to whom we hope to be able
to farnish the needed comfarts that may
aid in their restoration to health, and blot
from their minds some portion of their
life-long sorrow.

OxE or THE COMMITTEE.

Another Remembrance from Little
Monty.

Little Monty has been away all summer,
but we are very glad to find on his return
that he has not forgotten us. We were
much gratified this morning at the follow-
ing note, received by us from his mamma :

Dear Mes. M.—Monty takes to you 52 cents,
his savings during the time we have been away.

Of course it is for the Hospital.
In great haste, Mgs. M. B.
Our “Review" 1y ScorLaxp. — A

young lady in Perth, Scotland, in writing
to her cousin in this city, says, “You do
not kmow how much I prize that interesting
and truly praiseworthy paper, The Hospi-
¢al Review. 1 intend to have the first vol-
ume bound.”

RF Any subacriber to The Hospital Re-
view, having the January and February
numbers, which they do not care to retain,
will confer a favor by sendiag them to
Drawer 53, Bochester P. O.

Gorrespondence,

M. C., will please accept our cordial
thanks:
East GROVELAND, N. Y., 8ept. 11, 1865.

My DEar MRrs. M.—It has been a long time
since I have sent you any new names for “The
Review,” but during the interval I have not for-
gotten you nar the soldiers; and to-day I send you
four new names, wgether with the renewals
of some of the former subscribers. I think
most of, them will be willing to renew their sub-
scriptions. I have not yet been able to see them

all,

Endosed please find two dollars and fifty cents,
and as soon as I can co'lect the remaiunder, it
shall be sent to you, and I hope soon to add new

and the remainder of the funds.
Sincerely your friend,

M. C.

Another Encouraging Response.

BooaesTER, N. Y., SepT. 14, 1865.
Mgps. W. H. P.—Madam—I beg to enclose
herein two dollars, and will thank you to send
two copies of your paper, one to Mrs. S. M. Spen-
cer, and the other to Miss Frankie B. Ross Lewin
both at Rochester.
Should the enclosed not be sufficent. enou&h
will be promptly added to make up amount.
Very respectfully, W. H. R. L

Famrport, Aug. 13, 1865.

MRs. P.—At last I have my list of subscribers
in this place arranged for the coming year.

I am sorry to report three discontinuances, and
but one new subseriber, althongh all are pleased
with the paper.

I will state that I removed from my former
place of residence last spring, to this place,
consequently, I shall not be able to see subserib-
ers in the former locality, but have requested a
young lady in the place, (Miss Mary Brown,) to
attend to the matter, which I presume she will
da. Respeetfull_v yours, Mrs. J. CHASE

We trust our new agent, Miss Brown,
may prove as successful and efficient as
Mrs, Chase.

Cash Donatwns for August.

Contents of Donation box, .,.......... § 0 22
Deduction on Ioe bill by Mr. E. L.
Thomas, .. ... ki
Mlss Lllly Hammond, Rush, “for the West
......................... 60
Loutnbutxous for the Flag, Wearseansansae 2 97

Mrs. Wu. H. PERKING, Treas.

List of Donationis to the Hospital for
Angust, 1865,

Ladies' Aid Society of South Perjnton—By Miss
B. C. Hoag, 11 Housewives, 3 boxes of Black
Pepper, 2 boxes of Cayenne Pepper, half a
pound of Green Tea, 1 pair Socks, 4 Cotton
Shirts.

Mrs. Marcus Jewall—A lot of Books and an Ac-
cordeon.
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List of Sick and Wounded Soldiers, received into the Rochester City
Hospital, from August 1st to September 1st, 1865. ‘

DATE. NAME. RANK, CO REG'T. RESIDENCE. PROM
Aug. 12. William B. Lockwood, 224 Cavalry, Valparaiso, Ind.
“ George Warren, o “ Berlin, N. Y.

Soldiers Transforred from the Hospital, from August Ist to September 1st, 1865.

DATE. NAME,

Aug. 12. Henry Zoigenfuss,
6. William 8. Mockford,

RANK. CO.

Priv. B, 1st N. Y. Drag.
Corp. A, 140th N.Y. Vol

REG™T.

RESIDENGE. TRHNSFERRED TO
Dansville, N. Y. Disch’d from Serv.

Brockport, ¢ Albany Gen. Hosp-
s & Rochester, “ Disch'd from Serv.
& Cav. Rochester, ‘ Albany Gen. Hosp-
4 Vol. Rochester, “ Disch'd from Serv.
13 ‘" Canandaigna’ & b “ ““
o 13 OSWSgOr 15 X3 3 “
“ [ Rocheswr’ 113 “w 113 113
‘** Cav, Rochester, * u s “‘
- “ 1

Valparaisoy. Ind.  * “

12. William Irwin, Sergt.’D, 140tk
5. John Dormer, Corp. A, 22d
12. Francis Irwin, Sergt. K, 140th
John R. Stiles, Priv. G, 148th
William A. Van Etten, Corp. G, 147th
John T. White, Priv. E, 140th
5. Marion Reberts, “ 24th
18. George Warren, “ 22d
Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM Avgusr 16 o Sepr. 15, 1865. §7%
Milton Budlong, Scottsville — By Mrs.

SHrang, . viiiiiiiari it aaa., $ 0 50
MYss Fanny Hooker, Mrs. S. Wright, East

Kendall—By Mrs. Arner, ....c.c...... 100
Mrs. A. C. Hill, Mrs. J. Chadwick, Mrs. H.

P. Wilber, Miss Minnie Hall, Mrs. D. G.

Holmes—By Mrs. J. Chase, Fairport,... 2 50
Mrs. T. P. Cummings—By Mrs. N. T. Ro- .

chester,...vvriinrioiniieciaannann 0 50
Dr. French,—By Mrs. Dr. Strong, ....... 0 50
Mrs. Allen Rice, Boston, Mass; H. R.

Smith, Vicksburg, Miss.; Miss M. E.

Paul, Boston; Mrs. M. M. Mathews—By

Mrs. Mathews,..oovovvee oue. .. eiene 200
Mrs. J. 8. Orton, Mrs. H. G. Baker, Mra.

J. B. Adams—By Mrs. Adams, Geneseo, 1 50
Advertisement. ................. ceeess 400
Mrs. E. D. Smith, Mrs. I. E. Sheldon, New

York—By Mrs. Smith,......cc00uunns 100
Montdella Shumway, East Pembroke ; Mrs.

Sarah A. Patterson, West Henrietta;

Miss Parsonson—By Mr. Williams,.... 1 50
Mrs. B. H. Hill, Mrs. M. B. King, Miss E.

A. C. Hayes, Mrs. G. W. Parsons, Miss

Frank H. Wood, Bell M. 8mith—By Miss

Emma Hayes, .ccovveveeeiiearnnann 3 00. d
Mrs. Jacob Bean, Mrs. John Wilhelm, Miss

Sarah Allen, Miss Whitman, A. B, Rob-

erts, N. 8. Roberts, M. F. Roberts, Danie} [

Mack, Charles E, Swick, Scottsburgh;

Mrs. Mary E. Casey, Livonia Station !

—By Miss Phebe Whitman, Scotts-

burgh,.ceeieeiiieenenn. sesesesiee. B OO
Mrs. Wm. Pitkin—By Maggie Hamilton, .. 50
Mrs. N. Hayward—By Mrs. Arner,..... . 50
Mrs. Chas. Hendershot, Miss Emma Gam-

ble, Miss Esther McKelvey, Mrs. H. K.

Steele, Honeoye Falls; Mrs. E. 8. Car-

roll, East Groveland—By Miss M. Cul-

hertson, Groveland, ........ Sannaaeen 2 60
Mrs. Brown, Mrs. J. Howe, 8. M. Spencer,

Miss Frankie Ross Lewin—By Mrs. Per-

Kingy.ocvieriiirinnnees crenilenee. 300

Superintendent’s Repert for August.

Atg. 1. Citizen Patients in Hospital,. .. .39

Received doring the montly,. . . .F}—50
Discharged “ B, 12
Remaining, Sépt. Ist, .oo...... 39
Aug.3. Number of Soldiers in Hospital, 20

Received during the meonth,... 2—I2
Discharged *“ ol 12
Remaining, Sept. Iste..vuone.. 3
Citizen Patients, ............. 39

Total, ceoneeiinnmnvennen 40

Agents.

The following F.adies bave kindly consenter' e
act as Agents for the Hospital Review.:
Miss MaGeIE CuLBERTSON, East Groveland.
“ L. A. Buiter,Perry Ceuntre.
* E. A. C. Havss, Rochester..
‘“ Mary W. Davis, it
Mrs. C. F. SPEN.ER, ®
% J. B. KXIIFEN, \ clor.
¢ Hammonp, East Rush.
** Pmepe D. DAVENPORT, Loekport.
Miss MaRY BROWN, Perinton.
Mrs. 8. W. HameroN. Fairport.
“ Cmarres Forp, Clyde
Miss ADpA MILLER “
“ C. M. SEcor, Macedon.
“ JuLia M'CHESN Y, Spencerport.
“ LiLLIAN J. RERNEY, Phelps, Ont. Cov
Miss PrEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.

35" The Hospital will be open from 2 till 5,
P. M., on Tuesdays and Fridays only, for the re-
‘ception of citizens. Visitors from the country,
and relatives of the inmates, will be admitted ag
all times.
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Childven's Department,

At Night.
The little weary winged bees
Give up their honeyed quest,
Anad all the little singing birds
Fly home and go to rest.

The butterflies fold up at last
Their shining golden gowns,

And daisies, in their wee white cups,
Sleep on the dewy downs.

The cattle with their tinkling bells,
Come home across the wold,

And you're the only little lamb
That'’s left without the fold.

Then come, my pretty one, 'tis time
Thou, too, shouldst find thy rest;

The violet’s eyes, as blue as thine,
Droop on each dewy breast.

And butter-cups adown the lane
Are folded from the dark,

And they'll be earlier out than you,
And hear the first brown lark.

Then haste, before the stars climb up
The blue wall of the skies,

For, sure you would not let them see
Such drooping little eyes.

Fear not the shadow, for God keeps
Awake through all the night;

To make our sleep more sweet and calm,
He takes away the light.

Now, sing your pretty evening hymn,
And eay your sweet prayer, too.
Asleep! ah, well, the angels will
Finish the hymn for you.
—Home Journal.

THE INFANT VOYAGERS.

The bright glow of a summer evening
sunset was shed over the sea-shore of a
small fishing village in a beautiful part of
the coast of Devonshire, Boats lay moor-
ed all along the sandy beach, here and
there, a few paces apart, studding the long
bay as it stretched in a semi-circle for near-
ly a mile, bordered by the red cliffs, which
jutted out to the east, in a rocky point,

The whole fishing population of the vil-
lage seemed gathered to ome spot, where
they were busily engaged in watching the
landing of a seine (““alarge net,”) which it
was supposed contained a great haul of

mackerel. And even the few gentry, or
casual visitors who were drawn to this re-
tired spot, were sitting or lounging near the
net, waiting for the hauling-in to be accom-
plished, and speculating upon the numbers
of fish likely to be landed.

Three children were to be seen on the
very opposite side of the bay, playing in
and about a small boat, which was laying
a little over on one side, moored by its
anchor, just below high water mark. The
eldest, a girl of eight years old, was intently
reading a book, seated inside the boat;
whilst every now and then she lifted her eyes
to watch the movements of her little sister, a
baby of two, who was building sand-hills;
or filling her tiny hands with the dry sand,
and throwing it up in the air. The third,
a boy of five years of age, was digging a
deep hole with his wooden spade, round
the spot where the anchor was loosely rest-
ing in the sandy beach.

“ Esther, Esther,” lisped the little ome,
“lift me up; I want to come into the boat
with you.”

Esther leaned down her sweet face and
kissed the little one as she lifted her into
the boat.

“ Come, Chubby, and sit here, and I'll
tell you a pretty story out of the book I'm
reading,” said Esther.

“Let me come too, Esther,” said Tom-
my. The boy, as he threw down his spade
and sprang in after his sister, seated him-
self nstride on one of the seats. * Now,
sister, tell us one of your stories.”

The fair child loosened the strings of her
white sun-bonnet to catch some of the even-
ing breeze, which was springing up after
the hot August day, and curling the crisp
little waves which were breaking upon the
shore. The story she told them seemed
very interesting to the little ones, for they
gazed lovingly and quietly into Esther’s
eyes, and forgot all but the sound of her
gentle voice, until suddenly she stopped,
and exclaimed,—

“Why, Tommy, we are floating! Take
hold of Chubby while I push back with
the oar.”

Tommy sprang forward, nearly swinging
over the small boat, and seized Chubby,
who instantly set up a loud scream.

“ 0, Tommy, Tommy! there are no oars
here; they are on the beach,” cried Esther.
“What shall we do§”

#1 will take care of you,” said Tommy,
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stoutly; “don’t mind, father will be sure
to see us.” X

“ No no, he won’t, he wou't Tommy,”
said Esther; “he’s at the seine, ever so far
away; and we are going away out to sea so
fast.”

“1 will shout to him,” said Tommy, in
a faltering voice. “I am sure he will
hear;” and he hallooed to the utmost pitch
of his childish voice.

But the sound was borne away upon the
waters, and never reached the knot of men
who were gathered together at the distant
part of the beach, looking like a small dark
patch upon the sand.

“ Esther, can’t we hold up something for
a flag for them to see?’ said Tommy,
“ What have we got? O, here’s Chubby’s
ginny, let’s try that at least ;" and Chubby

eld up her fat arms to let Esther take off
her (Pinafore, opening her large eyes, a lit-
tle frightened at Esther's pale face, hutsee-
ing little danger in being out at sea in her
father’s boat. )

But they held up the tiny flag and shout-
ed in vain. The receding tide was carry-
ing them fast from the land. The sun had
just set, and the August twilight was short-
ening, while the breeze freshened around
the three hapless children, as in their Tud-
derless oarless bark, the night closed over
them.

Tommy at last broke down, and burst
into violent sobs ; while poor little Chub-
by only fretted, saying,—

“I am so hungry; take me home to
mother, dear Esther, let Chubby go home
to supper.”

Esther nestled the little one elosely into
her bosom, and tried to cheer Tommy,
who clung also to her, starting as the boat
rose and sank with the increasing swell.

%0, Esther,” said he, “I was a naughty
boy last night. T ate up the cake mother
told me to take to Chubby. I should not
like to be drowned now. Do you think
we shall ever get safe home "

“God can take care of us, Tommy,”
said Esther, in a solemn voice. “Let us
ask him now ; shall we?”

And the two childish voices joined in
murmuring a simple, faithful supplication
to Him ;ﬁo said to the waves, “g’eace, be
still,” and they obeyed Him.

Then calmec}r and ¢comfurted, and eidmust-
ed b ing, Tommy sank down close to
Esth{r?;{)‘:llgslept. Chubby's big eyes had
long closed, and her infant face was rest-

ing in perfect repose on her sister's loving
arms,

But Esther slept mot. Her eyes were
raised to the dark vault of heaven above
her head, and as she watched the bright
stars of the summer night, twinkling one
by one, and seeming to move as the motion
of the waves carried the boat onward, he
felt no fear. She trusted in the love of
Him who had made those bright and beau-
tiful stars ; she placed herself and her dear
little brother and sister in His hands.
And though now and thea large, silent tears
coursed each other down her cheeks, they
were caused by a thought of the sorrow of
the dear mother at home, waiting and lon%-
ing hopelessly for her children’s return. It
was a hard struggle as the night drew on,
and the boat tossed to and fro upon the
waves ; but still she sought to comfort her-
self in the thought of God’s care. Many
were the prayers she offered that for
Christ’s sake, who loved the little children,
He would preserve them in their fearful

eril,

P The haul was a large one, and it was
long before the fishermen had made a just
division of the spoil. Many fish were
cried round the village for sale before the
men returaed to their homes for the night.
Esther Sedgewick, the children’s mother,
had prepared their evening meal. The lit-
tle round table was covered with a neat
white table-cloth, and three little basins, in
gradations of size, were placed upon it,
filled with bread. The milk was standing
ready warmed upon the hob, whilst some-
thing more savory was steaming in a pot,
ready for the tired fisherman’s supper.
The kind wife was leaning down to lift
the pot from the fire, when her husband’s
well-known step was heard on the thresh-
old.

“ Why, Thomas, I thought you were
never coming. How came you to keeP
the children out so late # It’s quite dark.”

“ The children! Why I thought they
were at home in bed long ago. They've
not been near the seine at all.”

The mother started up, and looked ia
her husband's face. A thrill of dread ran
through her frame ; she hoped he was jok-
ing: %ut no; his face said he was in earn-
est. She rushed to the door.

Don't be frightened, mother,” said he.
“They’re safe enough down on the beach,
I'll be bound—waiting for me, perhaps.”

But he left his supper untasted, and hur-
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ried down after his wife to the beach,
every moment fear and undefined horror
seizing their poor hearts, and almost par-
alyzing them. The poor parents came at
last updn Tommy’s spade, and the hole
dug round the anchor, which was still left
in the sand where Tommy had untied it
from the rope which was secured to the
boat. The boat was gome. There lay the
oars, and the truth flashed upon the father
at once.

“They must have drifted out to sea,”
said he, in a hoarse, hollow voice. “God
have mercy on the poor innocents!”

A wail of anguish was all that burst
from the mother’s lips. She thought that
even then she might be childless.

The neighbors were sron aroused, and
deep and hearty was the sympathy excited
for the poor little helpless ones on the broad
waters. Seven boats were immediately
pushed off in search of the lost ones, and
it was agreed that the women on shore
should collect a heap of firewood, and
if one of the boats returned successful in
their search, they should at once set fire to
it as a signal of recall to those who were
still out.  As the last boat was being push-
ed off, a rough-looking sailor turned to his
son, saying—

“Jem, buve you got the grappling-irons?
May be we shall want them. They'll cap-
size on the rocky point if they’ve got into
the eddy, and the tid+ will leave the bodies
among the low rocks.”

“ Ay, ay, father,” was all Jem's answer;
but the mother’s ear, quickened by fear, had
heard it all, and a deep groan escaped her,

8She sat and watched. She had hardly
hope enough left to add to the heap of fag-
%ots the woman were bringing ; she sat si-
ent and almost unheeded : she to whom
the lighting of that fire was to bring life
or death. She heard the neighbors talking,
but she scarcely knew what they said.

“Poor Mrs. Sedgewick!” said one; “’tis
a sad thing for her. Such sweet, pretty
children, too !”

And so they went on talking as the
hours passed wearily on, and no boats re-
turned, and no othersound was heard but
the beating of the waves against the shore,
::éj e;he gurgling of the pebbles as they re-

“Where's the matchee, Martha " said
one old woman who was sitting by the
the heap of wood. “Its getting mortal’
cold. I must light my pipe.”

There was some wrangling and disput-
ing among the women, then 8 scream and a
scuffle, and then poor Mrs. Sedgewick was
roused from her dreamy stupor, by seeing
the fire crackling and blazing beside her:
that signal fire which was to recall the
men from their search! In vain they
tried to stifle the flames, which, fanned by
the night-brerze, were rising high, and
casting a red glare around. It wasin vain
that the almost frantic mother dipped
water from the sea at her fect to quench
the false signal. But it was too late;
after a while the sound of oars upon the
distant water was heard. They approach-
ed nearer and nearer, till the boats touched
the shore, and each man sprang out, bop-
ing that the signal had been one of joyous
recall, and that the innocent causes of their
anxiety had been brought home by one
more successful than himself.

Six boats touched the shore. The last
of the six contained the poorbroken-heart-
ed father, His wife’s look told him, as he
stepped heavily out of the boat, that the
search had, as yet, been fruitless, and he
brusi:ed away a tear as he saw her implor
ing, hopeless eyes fixed on him.

 Ah, Esther, poor soul,” said he, “we
must not give it up yet; we must start
again. Cheer up, my woman!”

But her sigh was turned almostinto a
groan ashe turned from ker to the group of
men who were standing a little apart, con-
suiting as to what should be done next.

The grey streaks of dawn were s'owing
themselves on the horizon, as the friendly
fishermen were setting themselves to renew
thesearch, The seventh boat had not come
in, but a faint speck was seen in the far, far
distance, Itis coming nearer, and faces are
turned toward it with expectation, withsome-
thing fike hope. It is approaching: still
distant, but increasing in size and distinet-
ness. The poor mother dared not look, for
the knew that the seventh boat contained
Jem and his father, and she pictured to her-
self the reason of his detention. He had,
she thought, gone to the rocky point, and
had thus been hidden from the false signal
fire. Perbaps with those grappling-irons
he had brought back the lifcless bodies of
her children, How could she bear to see
them? She hid her face, she even covered
her ears; but she could not still the throb-
bing of her aching heart.

The boat eame nearer—nearer. The
regular rise and fall of the oars seemed
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neyer—ending. It was difficult to distin-
guish the figures in the dim light of the
early morning, and yet there were figures,
—yes, more than two. |he oars were un-
shipped as the boat touched the shore,
and Jem's father sprang out, bearing a ten-
der burden in his arms, little Chubby, red
and rosy as ever, holding out her arms, and
saying,—

*“T come back again, father, I be !

Tommy followed, carried on Jem’s back,
while he led Esther, pale and trembling,
and wet with spray, to her mother's side.

O, how sweet were the choking tears of
joy which wetted the face of the fair child,
as she was clasped in an embrace which
seemed as if it would never end! How
Tommy cried and laughed by turns as he
told about the cake he had eaten! And
how was little Esther's faith strengthened !
How great her confidence in her heavenly
Father's love, who had answered the pray-
er of his feeble child, and brought her in
safety to her earthly parents once again,
though danger and even death seemed to
be inevitable.—Sunday at Home.

Miscellaneons,

‘What Mania-a-potu Is.

The reporter of the Philadelphia Press,
relates the following ¢

A well-dressed young man stepped into
the Central Station on Monday afternoon,
to enter a complaint. He appeared to be
perfectly sane, but it was not long before
we came to the conclusion that we stood in
the presence of 8 man who was laborin
under an attack of mania-a-potu.  “ Sir,”
said he, “I am very much annoyed by the
Reading Railroad Company; they have
cansed to be laid a double-track from the
cellar of my house to the roof; one track
goes up one side of my bed, and down on
the other side. They run the cars all night;
just as I get into a doze, a locomotive
whizzes by, blowing the steam-whistle and
ringing the bell; last night, sir, one of the
locomotives flew off the track, leaped a-
cross my bed to the other track, and the
engincer grinned at me like a dovil, The
passengers all looked like devils, some with
horns, and some with no horns at all ; each
devil carried a canary-bird, which seem-
ed tosing like a steam-whistle,” Here the
informant paused.

“Well, sir, your complaint is just; we
have already taken mensures to huve the
railroad tracks removed from your house,
80 that you can sleep without being dis-
turbed,” was our reply.

The man seemed to be grateful that such
a course had been taken, and s he arose to
depart, he said, “Sir, I wish you would re-
move that worm from my stoulder; only
a little while ago I pulled one out of my
forehead, and ‘hrew it on the pavement;
just as I was about to put my foot on it,
nearly a hundred ran up my leg, and I sup-
pose this is one of them.”

We removed the imaginary woren, where-
upon he exclaimed, “ Why, there are more
of them.” * Wait a moment,” said we ; a
brush was obtained and properly used.—
The man, evidently a gentleman. returned
bis thanks for our kindness, and saddenly
left the office. Ie was a stranger. What
hecawme of him we know not, but we thought
the whole scene a first-class temperance
lecture.

The way you always Stopped.

A Vermont paper tells a good story of
an inpocent old lady, who never before had
“rid on a railroad,” whe was passenger on
one of the Vermont railroads at the time
of a recent collision, when a freight train
collided with a passenger train, smashing
one of the cars, ll:illing several passengers,
and upsetting things generally. As soon
as he could collect his scattercd senses, the
conductor went in search of the venerable
dame, whom he found sitting solitary and
alone in the car (all the other passengers
having sought terra firma,) with a very
placid expression upon her countenance,
notwithstanding she had made a complete
summersault over the seat in front, and her
bandbox and bundle had gone unceremoni-
ously down the passage way. “Are you
hurt? inquired the conductor. <« Hurt,
why$” said the old lady. * We have just
been run into by a freight train, two or
three passengers have buen killed, and sev-
cral others severelz injured.” “La, me;
I didn"t know but that was the way you al-
ways stopped /"

#1 mourn for my bleeding country,”
said a certain army contractor to Gen. Sher-
idan, “So you ought, you scoundrel,” re-
plied Sheridan, “ for nobody has bled her
more than you have,” '
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Boy Lost.

He had black eyes with long lashes, red
checks, and hair almost black and almost
curly. He wore a crimson plaid jacket,
with fuoll trowsers buttoned on. Had a
habit of whistling and liked to ask ques-
tions. Was accompanied by a small black
dog. Tt is a long while since he disappear-
ed. I have a very pleasant house and
much company. My guests say, “Ah! it
is pleasant here! Everything has such
an orderly put away look—nothisg about
under foot, no dirt !”

But my cyes are aching for the sight of
whittlings and cut papers upon the floor ;
of tumbled down card-houses; of wooden
sheep and cattle; of pop-guns, bows, and
arrows, whips, tops, go-carts, blocks, and
trumpets. 1 want to see crumbles on the
carpets, and paste spilt on the kitchen
table. I want to see the chairs and tables
turned the wrong way about; I want to
see candy-making, and corn-popping; and
to find jack-kmives and fish-hooks among
my muslin; yet these things used to fret
me once.

They say—“Ah! you have leisure—
nothing to disturb you; what heaps of sew-
ing you have time for.” But I long to be
asked for a bit of string or an old news-
paper; for a cent to buy a slate pencil or
peanuts. I want to be coaxed for a piece
of new cloth for jibs or mainsails, and then
to hem the same; I want to make little
flags, and bags to hold marbles ; I want to
be fullowed by little feet all over the house;
teased for a bit of dough for a little cake,
or to bake a pie in a saucer. Yet these
things used to fidget me once.

They say—“Ah! you are not tied at
howe. How delightful always to be at
liberty to go to concerts, lectures, and par-
tie« ; no confinement for you.

But I want confinement ; I want to list-
en for the school bell in the morning; to
give the last hasty wash and brush, and
then to watch, from the window, nimble
feet bounding to school. I want frequent
rents to mend, and to replace lost buttons ; I
want to obliterate mud stains, fruit stains,
and paints of all colors; 1 want to be sit-
ting by a little crib of evenings, when
weary little feet are at rest, and prattling
voices are hushed, that mothers may sing
their lullabies, and tell over the oft repeat-
ed stories, They don’t know their bapxi—
ness then—those mothers. I didn’t. All

these things I called confinement once,
* * » * * D

A manly figure stands before me now.
He is taller than I, has thick black whisk-
ers, and wears a frock coat, bosomed shirt
and cravat. He has just come from col-
lege. He brings Latin and Greek in his
countenance, and busts of the old philoso-
phers for the sitting room. He calls me
mother, but I am unwilling to own him,

He stoutly declaress he is my boy, and
says he will prove it. He brings me a
small pair white trousers, with gay
stripes at the side, and asks me if I didn’t
make them for him when he joined the
boys’ militia. He says he is the very boy,
too, that made the bonfire near the barn,
g0 that we came very near having a fire
in earnest. He brings his little boat to
show the red stripe on the sail, (it was
the end of the piece,) and the name
on the stern—Lucy Low—a little girl of
our neighborhood, who, because of her
curls and pretty round face, was the cho-
sen favorite of my little boy. Her curls
were long since cut off and she has grown
to be a tall handsome girl. How the red
comes to his face when he shows me the
name on the boat. Oh! I see it all as
plain as if it were written in a book. M
little one is lost, and my big one will sooi
be. Oh! if he were a little tired boy in a
long white night gown, lying in a little
crib, with me sitting by, holding his hand
in mine, pushing his curls back from his
forehead, watehing his eyelids drop, and
listening to his deep breathing.

If I had only my little boy again, how
patient I would be! How much I could
bear, and how little I would fret and scold!
I can never have him back again; but
there are still many mothers who haven't
yet lost their little boy. I wonder if they
know they are living their best days; that
now is the time to really enjoy their child-'
ren! I think if I had been more to my lit-
tle boy, I might now be more to my grown-
up one,

“My Father’s Cummin’.”

A young urchin, before the new act, was
employed to sweep the chimney of a house
in Macclesfield, and having ascended to the
“summit of his profession” took a survey.
This completed, he prepared to descend,
but, mistaking the flue, he found himself,
on his landing, in the office of a limb of the
law, whose meditations were put to flight.
The sensation of both parties it is impossi.
ble to describg—the boy, terrified lest he
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should be punished, stood riveted to the
spot, and the lawyer, struck dumb, started
from his seat the very image of horror, but
spoke not. Sooty, howevar, soon found a
tongue, and in accents which only increas-
ed the terrors of the man of law, cried out,
My father’s cammin’ directly.”” This was
enough, The presence of such an equivo-
cal being, so introduced, unnerved his
beart; with one bound the affrighted law-
yer flew down stairs, and sought refuge in
the street from the enemy,—Londen paper.

An Impatient Juryman.

An Arkansas correspoudent of the New
Orleans Picayune, gives the following as
authentic :

You are fond of cracking jokes at the ex-
pense of Arkansas; now here is one in
your State absolutely true. I got it from
an eye witness :

The Distriet Court in one of your North-
ern parishes was in session; 'twas the first
day of the Court—time, after dinner.—
Lawyers and others had dined, and were
sitting out before the hotel, whea a loag,
lank, unsophisticated countrymen came up

unceremoniously made himself one .of
’em, and remarked—

“Gentlemen, I wish you would go on
with this Court; I want to go home; I
left Betsey a looking out.”

“Ah!” said one of the lawyers, “and
pray what detains you at Court §”

% Why, sir,” said the countryman, “I
am fotched here as a jury, and they say if
I go home they will have to find me, and
mout’n do that as I live a good piece.”

“What jury are you on?’ asked the
lawyer.

“What jury "

“ Yes, what jury; graod or traverse ?

« Grand or travis, jury § Dad-fetched if
I know.”

“ Well,” said the lawyer, “ did the judge

® charge you ¢’ .

« Well, Squire, the little fellow that sits
up in the pu%pit and kinder bosses over the
crowd, gin us a talk; but I don’s know if
he charged anything or not.”

The crowd Krok‘e up in a roar of laugh-
ter, and the Sheriff called the Court.

RATES OF ADVERTIBING.

Pr. 8g.,1 insertion §1 00 Quarter Colomn,. .. ..810 00

Three Months,,... 2 00 One Third Calumn,.. 12 00

8ix Months, . 800 Half Colnmn, 1 Year, 16 80

Qne Year,..,..... 500 § One Colump, 1 Year, 26.00
A Column contsins elght Squsres,

List of our Little Agents.
Linpa Brovaox, Roehester,
Magaie Hamivron,
MAaRY PERKINS, b
FanxY and ELna CousurN, Rochester,
FanNY PoMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass,
8. Haly, Henrietts,
Jexnie Hurp, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, “
H. F. VickErY, *
BeNNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. Woo0D, Rochester/
L1BBIE RENFREW, “
EuLa VAN Zanpr, Albany.
MARY WaTsoN, Rochester.

Q) dvertisements,

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArCADE HaLr,
No. 7 ExCHANGE PLACE,

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States,
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid. ’
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.~6m.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
HE firm of Oase & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. 8. Mann & Co., by
whom all the businessof the late firm of Case &

} ROOBESTER, N. Y.

E. N. BuetL.

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. 8. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865. H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friends that our store will henceforth,
as it has in the pasc,hmaintain the high reputation
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trade
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

We shall aim, as we have ever done, to make
our own interest dependent upon consulting the
interest of those who do business with us.

Prefenring to let our friends form their own
conclusions 88 to whether we shall continue to
merit their confldence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of seasonable gaods as have ever been
offered in’this market; and shall, as hitherto, con-
tinue to sell alyays the best class of goods, and
meke prices as low as the market, whatever it
may be. A, 8. MANN & Co,,

(Lato Coge & Mann,) 37 & 39 Btate at,

Rochester, March 15, 1866.
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Election Notice.

SBERJ"'B.OFPICE—COUTY OF MONROE
- Notice Js herehy given, pursaant to the 8ta u es
of 1h's S a v, and (@ snaexed 80 ice from ho Brercter
of -tate, \hat 1h - wenera: BElec fo _wilbe eld 'n tuis
Counry on the TOE DAy auc eedicg the tirst Monday
of Novemb-r, (itn,) 1465 at w ich gicciion the utlicers
namcd lu \he anuexed Notics will be elected.

STATE OF NEW YORK.

OFPICE OF THR SEORERTARY OF STATE,
Albay,July 29 h 188 ,
To the Sheriff of the County of Mcnr. e:

81&_ Notice 18 b- rebs given,'hat .he General Rlection
to be hela in ' h's State onthe IrU#8D A succes dlag the
fi-st Monday of Nuvemb r neat, the tol.owing officers
axe to br elecwed, 10 wit:

DA 8Secre ary of State, In the plac: of Chsuncey M.
ep2w.

Ap Comp roller. in the place of Luc'us Robirsin:

A Trcesurer, ia the p.a e of eo ge W _Schayler;

AR A' 0iney . eneral. In the pisce of John Uochrane;

A siate an jneer and Burveyor, ia th: p.ace of
Willw B, ) wylor:

A Csnal Comuis:loner, in tha place f Willlam I,

nor;

JA(S !u.' pector of 8tate Prisons, inthe place of Gaylord
. Clarke;
A J‘ndgré of the ourtof Appeals, in thepla:eot Aiiam

A Clek of toe Court of Appealy, in the place of
Freierick A, Fullmad. e,

Al w oee terms of office wiil expi. € on the last day of
Dccember i eXt,

Algo, & Judge of tho Court of Avpeals, In the p ace of
John K. rorier, who was anpointed o il toe » acsncy
occ sfoned by the remeration ol Fenry B 8clden,
wh se te m (for wh ch h: was é.ec’ed) «Xpl.es on che
thrty firsh d'f of vecewoer, 1I8H.,

Al'o,a Jus'lceof t e fup eme Jourt for the Seventh
Jud cial M tricr, in place of Tuomas A _obns ;0. Whoee
term of flice witl ex ire - n the.ast of D-cember nexs,

Aleo, & -ensto - f0r the Btu Benate Disuict, compo:ing
the county ot Monroe.

COUNTY OFFICEKS TO B4 ELECTED.

Three M¢mbe 8 of As:emb y;
A Distric. Attorne), 1u the place of #illl.m H, Bow-

man;

fn30 Justicee of Eesslons, in the place of Benjamin 8,
‘Whiteh~ad snd Lelos Wen' wortn;

Awo Coroners, inihe p acc 0. ‘tunis V P, Fulisand
Elicsy %, Treas,

Al 'whose tera s of offica wiil expire on the Iast day of
Decemwbes next.

The attention of Inspectors of Klection aud County
Canvassers is dire-ted vo Chi r 85 01 Laws uf 1865, &
cop- of which 's pnn'ed he ewith, «ntitled ** an act 1o
provide tue meaus of pa g boan.les anther.ged b;

w, 813 of relmbur iug municipa el 8 for bounties paf;
by them 1ic purs.anCe Of ]1aw .y creatn: a ate deb;
OF tt st purpuse; obd to rubmit 10 the p: Opie the ques-
jon of ¢ ating siach deby, sandto r Besl ceit. in rec-
tious of cha, ter-teenty-nine of «be Laws of eighteen
bunired aud sixt-8ve ' for lostrncucns in regard to
regard to their duiles under said act,

Cuar, 825,

AN A7T to prcvide the means of rsying bounties au-
thorize: law, ard of rcimpurdlng munic'paitties
ljor hoanties vlid by tLem ia pu.snance of law b
cresiiog » state debt 10r that purpose: and (0 submft
10 the people the question o1 Creut ne Buc. debt, and
10 :e cslcertan se.tion o) chepter tw:nry-mue ot
t « Laws of e.xhieen bundred s1.d sixty-five,

Passed April itb, 1865, tureefitihs belng i resent,

The Peorle of the 8tate of New York, represented in
Be' ate and Assembly, do eunct ss f Hows:

SmorioN 1 To provide the means of paying sl boan-
ties autborized hy .aw to be p 1d y this stats 1o Volua-
teer-, d men or tubstiiu‘es, and to provide the
mesns of reim yrsl g c tle., couuties a1 d towne, jor
bount es paid by tbew 10 voluuteers, orafied men or
sunstiiutes. 8o far asthe tount es:o paia.yihe n are
authcr.ged by & law of this etate, to bo rdmbursed or
refnn ed to'hem, 8 dedt of this state {s hereby ¢ ea‘ed
aod autt or z«d tu be con'racted, wh cb « ebtsba | be for
the single object of paying, rellbarsing aud retundiog
the ss1d bounties,

§ 2. he d-bt hereby crrated and authorized to be
tontra v d +hall not €xc-ed tha gom oi thirry mili ns
of do.1»re. and 1bere ghall be impo-e', levicd snd as
scored mpon the taxab @ property of thie vtare, & direct
snvual i x 10 pay toe juterest on'the pald debt asruch
intérest ialis du~, wni b 851d d¥vect apnoal 1sx shali ce
:n:ﬂ::«lmno payllu a:nn Tes !1‘ ?-llol gn 8. li‘n?h to cri.:ﬁ

ng iund for the payment of said d¢bt, there:
also beimposed, levied and asseised upon the taxsbie

property of ‘his s'a‘e a cirect annua' tax ¢y par, and
sutficléat 0 p y,in the Space Ol 1 W. 1Ve yea™s from 1he
time ol tae pa sace 0. the act, the wno.e oi the dedt
g;;-,. t o aod coutracted under =nd by \he piovis.ons of
ac”
§ To ~htala th - mo.ey necessar. for the nUrpIss
conte uplatea by this act, the vomptrolier is sathorized
10 1:8u8 &t .¢ bonds 0! tha -14'@, 10 AUGH snMB ¢aCh a8
shall scem mect t0 b'm, With coupo s thereto auis. tea
tor the ,a m-nt of tne inteé est On sucn bon.ie, ut &
rat not +xceed ng :evon’»t gceuvtaw, per annum, helf
y.arly on1he fira’ days of Ju y and Jauuary, 1u eacn
your, unt ) to la-erest th-recl 1s payable a: such
i:]av;e 1 the cliy vl Nee York & shall reem meet to
1w, and toe w ole prioéipsalshall oe payabdle 1. such
place in New Yor~ City a8 ta+ cumptrolier skall drew
wect In twelve years 'rom. 'he pasace of this act,—
The bonds t~ be 1ssaed by the cowp'ro ler, under © e
pr.visions of tuils act, shad Ds (isposed oOf by the
vompu olie asfoliows: Firat, he snall, as soon +8 n ay
(e aterthe sporovsl of 1hia act by tve penpie, ry
At par (o .he hoid ra of any Of Tbe reve.une bon:s of
1his t«te whicn, onder tbe providouns ot any law of
this stute, shul have been thereloto e lssued by him w0
ralse moneys fir the p.ynient of the bonunties p,cciied
1u the first wection of this acs, or to relmbarse or refund
to c:ties, cnuntien ur to vna, the bonules patd by Lhem
a8 spec fled 10 the firet secfion of t- 18 act 80 wue . Of
the vouds antnorized hy ihis act as shall equat in
amount lthe 1evenue bouds of this stat- wh ¢ sball
bave heretofore beenissued by dim as aforesald. Secoad,
h- hall th-u, 88 he 1+ m .indeér ot th+- bonds a1tuo:ize:
to be i8:ued by his act, bef . re disposin - of them or uny
of the u, adv: rtise for prup sals for the same, - nd 8ail
open the proposal: 8.d sward th- sam- to the hi.hest
biuder, a' a raie not less than par, whica adver1i ing aud
disp i jon chall bo aveordu g0 the provisiure of law
now exis \ng,

§ 4 This acc rhall be submitted to the prople at the
next ge eral e¢lec:jon to be held in thisstate The in-
goe ¢ ors of elect on 'n 1he different e ec'ion @ «tricts in
thi. s nie shall provide at eaca poll, ou 8a1d eiection duy,
8 .oxin tte asual orm, for 1he reception of the b4 lofp
nd e.ca & d everv «lector of 1his
gtate m .y present a 0al ot, « hich shill be a pape: t1 ket
onm which sunall be printed or wiitien, or partly wri ten
snd psruy printed, one of the jvlicwing forms. namely:
“Fo. theaC 10 crea vaslate d bt 10 pay honuties,” or
* . gainsi the a tto C eate & state debt to pay bouniies.”
‘The 8si 1 b ©a 1-8 stal be sofolded o8 tv Conceal tae
cuntents of he baliot, and +hali beeudorse.; “Ac. in
relstion to bo.n fes ™

§5 Afe fl.ally closing the polls of each election,
thein-p ¢ ors ther. of sha 1, tomed ately, and witheu
adjournmeat, r oceed 10 count aud Csbvxes th vallots
given iu relatloa 10 the propused act In the sam- m»n-
n ras toey are by law req vy 10 canvase toe ballots
givea for governor. and ha2up o sha:lget d wo in
writing, and In words st jull '+ Dgth, tLe whole pumber
of vo s giv-n “For_the act 10 cr ai- & Biate drbt.”
and the whole nuaber of velea giv.m '*Agninst the
8C. 0 Creale 4 8a € debt,” and eeruly and sunacrive the
same, ana cause (he cop es \hereof to be made, certitied
and del'v. red, as prescribed by law in respect to the can.
vas- Of votes given at uu clection tor goveinur _And all
the provisiuns uf law lu relatio. to elections, other than
for military snn tovn officers -ebail apply to the submis-
sion to the pe« ple her ¢in provided for,

§ 6. The recreary of state shall with all convenient
dispa‘ch, after tbls act shudl revelve Lhe appruvsl of 1he
guvernor, canse tue same Lo be struck off snd printed
nro . 8lips 1n such num dera us ghull he suficient tu sap-
}; f the aifferenc offic-rs of this siate ¢ ncerned in noul-

ying or 1u hol ing eleciions, or in canvass:ng 1he votes,
800 she)l tranemit t. ¢ same 10 such oftice:s.

§7. This act shal b come 8 law when 1cis ratifled by
the pecple In pursuance of the constituiion and the pro-
vistons thereot,

38, section eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve and thir-
teen ol chapier twenty-nine of the laws of €igltocn hun-
dred and eixty five, are hercby recealed.

You ure, without delay, 10 deliver u copy of the above
notice to ibe Bupe Visor Cr one of 1he Akse-80rs Of euch
town ur wurd in your counwy; and 81-0 to csuse & COpy
of sald Bo ice to be pauulished in ull the newspap-s
privted in your county 'nC 1o each weex uutl the elec-

on, ‘Yours respectinlly,

CHAUNCEY M, DEPOW,
Bec:etary of Btate,

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,
No. 54 Allen 8t., Rochester, N.Y.

Musio ONLY, is Taught in this Institution,

Datly Lessons in all departments of Mustc, For Terms,
&e., send for a Circular, .

JWULIUS S, MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,
April, 18651y Principals.

sul-lawtd d. wat-w
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

I.CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

loe Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

g Orders left at J. PALMER'S IoB CREAM Sa-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Co's Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINiN THREAD upon the heaviest

fabric.
S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill §t., corner of Platt,

Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y.

The reputation of this Dye House since

1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,

checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

{&" NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Orape, Broche, Jashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’' and
Gentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely, Silks, Woolen
or Ootton Goods, of every desoription, dyed in ail
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms,

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

(¥~ Goods received and returned by Express.

Bills collecthd by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor, Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1865. Rochester, N. Y-

e

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.

CHas, F. Surra. GmuaN H. Pr KNS,
[Established in 1626.]
Jan. 1866. tf

THE MORNING LIGBT,

THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURNIN
STOVES.

We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-
ing, Coal Heatihg Stove in the State.

HE Stove Committee of the New York State Azricul-
tural Soclety, at the State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough exami: adfon of tulseud
other base burners in opersation and on trial. fully endors~d
this claim, and awarded the FiersT PrEMiun ;0 the “NokR-
NG LigHT" 88 the best base burning, self-feeding Coal
Stove; thas it has been decided by competent judges th ¢
we are fully entitled to style it Tee Praxor or Bask Buis
N SToVEe.
Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Co.
17 and 19 Grecn Btre:

Altemy, N, Y,
For sale by WARRANT & SOUTHWO{{TK,
26 South 8t. Paul 8t., Rochester, N. Y.
Jan. 1865,
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1865. 1y

CEXCELSIOR.”

THE attention of the publicis called to the “ EXCEL-
SIOR," the best N

Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
ever invented—will glve more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,

“ GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The greatest invention of the day.
These Stoves are manufactured by Joha T. Rathbone.

Albany, and for sale in this eitg bﬁ
ART & REYN(

OLDS,
Rochester, January, 1865, Main Street.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &o.

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester.
Jan, 15, 1865.




Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

Q&
&

QPITAL 5’@

DEVOTED TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

AND THB

%

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

‘| WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."”

Vou. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., OCTOBER 18, 1865. No. 3.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GEO. H. MUMFORD, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS
% MALTBY STBOHG. “ Dr. MATHEWS.
TERMB—TFifty Oennl!'en, Payahle in Advance.

Letters or Communieations for publication, to be
addressed to * The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 53.

Wm. 8. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
0ld Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

-

A Soldier ﬁ'__om Bingen.

BY THE HON. MRS. NORTON.

A Boldier of the Legion
Lay dying in Algiers:
There was Jack of woman's nursing,
There was dearth of woman's tears:
But a comrade stood beside him
‘While his life-blood ebbed away,
And bent with pitying glances
To hear what he might say.
The dying soldier faltered
As he took his comrade’s band,
And he said :—*I never more shall see
My own, my native land.
Take & message and a token
To some distant friends of mine,
For I was born at Bingen—
At Bingen on the Rhine.

4Tell my brothers and companions,

When they meet and crowd around

To hear my mournful story,
In the pleasant vineyard ground—

That we fought the battle bravely;
And when the day was done,

Full many a corpse lay ghastly pale
Beneath the setting sun;

And 'midst the dead and dying
‘Were some grown old in wars;

The death-wounds on their gallant breasts,
The last of many scars:

But some were young, and suddenly
Beheld life's morn decline :

And one had come from Bingen,
From Bingen on the Rhine !

“Tell my mother that her other sons

Shall comfort her old age;

For I was like & truant bird
That thought his home a cage:

For my father was a soldier,
And even when a child

My heart leaped up to hear him tell
Of struggles flerce and wild,

And when he died and left us
To divide his scanty hoard,

I let them take whate’er they would,
But kept my father's sword ;.

And with boyish love I hung it
‘Where the bright light used to shine,

On the cottage-wall at Bingen—
Calm Bingen on the Rhine!

“Tell my sister not to weep for me,

And sob, with drooping head,

‘When the troops are marching home again
With glad and gallant tread:

But to look upon them proudly
With calm and steadfast eye,

For her brother was a soldier too,
And not afraid to die.

And if a comrade seek her love,
I ask her, in my name,

To listen to him kindly
‘Without regret or shame—

And to hang the old sword in its place—
My father's sword, and mine

Fot the honor ¢6f old Bingon—
Dear Bingén on the Rhine!
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*There's another—uot a sister—

In the happy days gone by,

You'd have knqwn her by the merriment
That sparkled in her eye.

Tap innocent for coquetry—
Too fond for idle scorning—

0, friend! I think the lightest heart
Makes, sometimes, heaviest mourning.

Tell her, the last night of my life—
(For, ere this moon be risen,

My body will be out of pain,
My soul be out of prison)—

T dreamed I stood with her and saw
The yellow sunlight shine

On the vine-clad hills of Bingen,
Fair Bingen on the Rhioe!

#1 saw the blue Rhine sweep along;

I heard, or seemed to hear,

The German songs we used to sing,
And the chorus sweet and clear.

And down the pleasant river,
And up the slanting hill,

The echoing horns resounded
Through the evening calm and still

And her glad blue eyes were on me
As we passed, with friendly talk,

Down many 4 path beloved of yore,
And well-remembered walk.

And her little hands lay lightly,
Confidingly, in mine—

But we'll meet no more on Bingen,
Loved Bingen on the Rhine!”

His trembling voice gréw faint and hoarse;
His grasp was childish weak ;
His eyes put on a dying look;

He sighed, and ceased to speak ;
His comrade bent to listen,

But the spark of life had fled ;
And the soldier of the Legion,

In a foreign land, was dead!
And the soft moon rose up slowly,

And calmly she looked down
On the red sand of the battle-field,

With bloody corses strown—
Yes, calmly on the dreadful scene,

Her pale light geemed to shine,
As it shone on distant Bingen—

Fair Bingen oj.the Rhine!

« Are you still in the land of the liv-
ing?” inquired a man of an aged friend.
“No, but I am going there,” was the re-
ply. This wox"lg.
the reality.

is the shadow; heaven is

Action. of the Grand Jury.
To the Editress of the Hospital Review :
Should . not this note of wamning from
our Grand Jury, have a prominent place in

the Hospita] Review--that it may réach all

who read its pages! Those who have in-

‘terested themselves for our soldiers, in the

hospitals, or-on the field of action, during the
past few years, feel and know too painfully

" and too well its truthfulness—when their

efforts for their temporal and spiritual good

‘have been blasted by the maddening, soul-

destroying draught, which is permitted to
be dealt to all, by licensed dealers in this
deadly traffic. It will be well if this investi-
gation, even now, after so much crime and
misery and taxation, has overwhelmed us,
if our men will rouse themselves, and find
some remedy, though beset by difficulties,
which will in a measure drive this curse
from our land, and save, not only our hus-
bands and our soms, but their defenceless
wives and children, from the inheritanee of
the drunkard. “Be not deceived—nor
thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, shall
inherit the kingdom of God.”

To the Court and the Peopte of the County :

The Grand Jury, which has this day
closed a long, diligent and painful investi-
gation of the violations of law and human-
ity, have been so impressed at every step
of their proceedings, that intoxicating
liquors were the, impelling cause of crime,
that it was made my duty by a unanimous
vote, to communicate to the Court, the pub-
lic authorities and the people of the county,
that with' scarcely an exception, the sixty
odd persons complained of were the habit-
ual or occasional victims of dissipation
and of the fifty odd persons indicted, the
evidence indicates in each case that the
commission of crime was preceded by the
degradation of interperance. 8¢ uniform-
ly was this true, that the nature of the
crime complained of, or its degree of de-
pravity, indicated with, reasonable certainty
the ravages that digsipation had made in
the manhood of its victims, The young
man just entering upon the course of ruin,
manifested his beginning by profanity, as-
saults, brawls and riots, i0se ‘further
descended, appeated in arson, larceny, and
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like crimes, until reaching-the last degree
of degradation, where thertotal wreck of
humanity is made manifestin the crime of
murder, aud murder so usnatural that hu-
minhity shrinks from its conterfplation. A
medical examination disclosed the undi-
gested milk of a mother's bosom in the
stomach of her child, that had just perish-
éd by her own hands. This mother had
just poisoned the fountains of life in the
cup of dissipation. Humanity struggled
nobly but fruitlessly against the triumphs
of dissipation.

The temptation to which our returned
soldiers are exposed by the sinks of dissi-
pation that lure and beguile them at every
turn, is most alarming, and demands the
best as well as the most kindly efforts of
every good citizen. The Grand Jury feel
it to be their duty to admonish this class
of young men not to tarnish the noble
deeds they have done for their country, by
failing in their duty as citizens. To secure
the past the future must be consistent.
The first duty of a soldier is obedience to
authority, and it is the citizen’s paramount
duty to obey the civil law.

he Grand Jury present the facts as
they appeared, well knowing that all reme-
dies are beset by difficulties.
Respectfully submitted,

AsroN Ericksox, Foreman.

Indian Summer.

Like a soft regret of the atmosphere, the
Indian Summer lingers over the dead Au-
tumn, Very sweet, like the smile that
looks a radiant farewell to the happy soul
departed, from the lips of one dead, is this
hushed Sabbath of the Summer. Not dreary
and not sad, but with a joy that seems sor-
row, and a sorrow that seems joy, do we
regard it, this lovely time when Nature,
breathless and pale, like a long watchful
mother, stoops over and kisses, asleep, her
dearest flower-children for the last time.
All the air seems filled and thrilled with a
hushed and breathless tenderness ; all the
heavens appear to look radiant with a clos-
er embracing sympathy for the earth—-all
the earth is still and voiceless, The light-
ed aisles of the forest no longer ring with
joy worshippers—the birdsgbave left the

ughs haunted only by last year's nests,
and ghosts of their bird-homes.

y do we call this after-dream of our
Northern seasons the Indian. Summer}

Would it be idle to-dream that the year is
haunted with a regret, each Autumn-close,
for the races of its old peligion who lived
in the grander seasons which we have
trampled out—grand with their untouched
forest glooms, and their wild valleys, and
the far sea-like gleam of their prairies, and.
the pure currents of their rivers, and the
holy silence of their hills} Only in Amer-
ica, we believe, does this after-summer
bloom ; and here it seems, like the race it
remembers, to be slowly movipg ¢ farther
West ;" for its visits are neither so long
nor so marked, many who have come down
from the pioneer days have assured us, as
they were years ago. Is this ghost of the
vanished snmmers gradually becoming ex-
orcised by the locomotive and the Yankee
whistle, by the “ march of empire” and
the “march of mind ?” Are its “star-di-
als hinting of the morn” .

But we are now bathed in its haunting
presence, and, under its strange influence,
have times and distances mingled. The
town-clock is over our shoulder (though its
luminous face is veiled in a golden dream-
veil), and yet, how many squares away!
And the golden cross on the Cathedral
yonder, is a butterfly fluttering out of
sight. Everything shimmers and glitters ;
an omnibus looks like the chariot of Phee-
bus, and its driver has a shining face like
Apollo. The veriest dray-horse has trap-
pings of gold and silver:

' *“*The near afar off seems, the distant nigh ;
The Now, a dream; the Past, reality.”
and, we imagine, the. fire-eaters are intoxi-
cated, “and hail fellows, wellmet” with us
in Indian Summer air.—Louisville Journal.

The Power of Goodness.

John Kant, (not the German philosopher
of that name) was professor and Doctor of
Divinity at Cracow. .He was a pious, holy
man, with a spirit peculiarly gentle and
guileless, and he at all times would have
preferred to suffer injustice rather than to
exercise it. For many years he had con-
scientiously followed his duties as spiritual
teacher of the place to which he had been
appointed by God. . His head was covered.
with the snows of age; when he was seized
with an ardent desire to revisit the scenes

* of his youth in his native country, Silesia,

The journey appeared fraught with peril to.
one at this advanced:age; but he set his
affairs: in_order,. and: started on the way,
commending himself to the care of God..
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He rode slowly ‘along, attired in his black
Tobe, with long ‘beard and hair, according
to the fashion of the time. Thus he pur-
sued his way through the gloomy woods of
Poland, which scarcely a sunbeam could

ierce; but there was a light in his soul,
or God’s Holy Bpirit irradiated it.

One evening as he thus journeyed along,
bolding communion with God, and taking
no heed of objects beside him, on reaching
an opening in the thick forest, a trampling
noise was suddenly heard, and he was in-
stantly surrounded by figures, some on
horseback and some on foot. Knives and
swords glittered in the moonlight, and the

ious man saw that he was at the mercy of
a band of robbers. Scarcely conscious of
what passed, he alighted from his horse,
and of?ered his property to the gang. He
gave them a purse filled with silver coins,
unclasped the gold chain from his neck,
took the gold lace from his cap, drew a ring
from his finger, and took from his pocket
his book of prayer, which was clasped with
silver. Not till he had yielded all he pos-
sessed, and seen his horse led away, did
Kant intercede for his life.

“Have you given us all " cried the rob-
ber chief, threateningly. “Have you no
more money §’

In his a{arm and terror, the trembling
doctor answered that he had given them
every coin in his possession; and on re-
ceiving this assurance, he was allowed to
proceed on his journey.

Quickly he hastened onward, rejoicing at
his escape, when suddenly his hand felt
something hard in the hem of hisrobe. It
was his gold, which having been stitched
within the lining of his dress, had thus es-
caped discovery. The good man in his
alarm, had forgoten this secret store. His
heart, therefore, again beat with joy, for the
money would bear him home to his friends
and kindred, and he saw rest and shelter in
prospect, instead of along and painful wan-
dering, with the necessity of begginf his
way. But his conscience was a peculiarly
tender one, and he suddenly stopped to
listen to its voice, It cried in disturbing

.

tones, “Tell not a liel Tell not & lie!™

These words burned in his heart. Joy,
kindred, home, all were forgotten. Some
writers on moral philosophy, hdve held that
promises made under such circamstances
are not binding, sud few men certainly
would have been troubled with scruples on
the occasion. But Kant did not stop to

reason. He hastily retraced his steps, and
entering intothe midst of the robbers, who
were still in the same place, said meekly !
“1 have told:you what is not true, but it
was not infentionally; fear and anxiety
confused me ; therefore pardon me.”

With these words he held forth the glit-
tering gold ;'but, to his surprise, not one of
the robbers would take it. A strange feel-
ing was at work in their hesrts. They
could not iadgh at-the holy man. “Thon
shalt not sbeal,” said a voice within them,
All were deeply moved. Then, as if seized
by a sudden ‘impulse, one went and brought
him back his purse; another restored the
book of prayer, while still another led his
horse towards'him and helped him to re-
mount it. They then unitedly entreated
hie blessing ; and solemnly giving it, the
holy man continued his way, lifting up his
heart in gratitude to God, who brought him
in safety to the end of his journey.

——— s

Before Vicksburg—-May 16, 1863,
BY GEORGE H. BOKER.

[The war bas called out nothing more vivid in pictorial-
poetical form than this little piece which we copy from
the Atlantic Montbly ; for Beptember. It is aliving poem.]
‘When Sherman stood beneath the hottest fire

That from the lines of Vicksburg gleamed,
And bombshells tumbled in their smoky gyre,

And grape-shot hiased, and case-shot screamed;

Back from the front there came,
‘Weeping and sorely lame,
The merest child, the youngest face
Man ever saw in such a fearful place.

Stifling his tears, he limped his chisf to meet ;
But when he paused, and tottering stood,
Around the circle of his little feet
There spread a pool of bright, young blood.
Shocked at his doleful case,
Shermau cried * Halt! front face!
‘Who are you? Speak, my gallant boy!"”
** A drummer, Sir:—Fifty-fifth Ilinois.”

**Are younot hit?" * That's nothing. Only send
Some cartridges: our men are out;
And the foe press on.” * But, my little friend"~
“Don't mind me! Did you hear that shout ?
‘What if our men be driven?
Oh, for the love of heaven,
Send to my Colonel, General dear1”
“But you?” *Ob, I shall easily find the rear.”

“I'll see to that,” eried Sherman; and a drop,
Angels might envy, dimmed his eye,
As the boy, toiling toward the hill's hard top,
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Turned round, and with his shrill child’s ery
Shouted, *“Ob, don’t forget!:
We'll win the battle yet!
But let our soldiers have some more,
More cartridges, Sir,—calibre fifty-four!”
—_— e U
An Affecting Scene.

On a recent afternoon an old man, cane
in haud, was passing along the south side
of Washington street, near the corner of
Catherine, in this village. He was jogging
along, apparently in deep meditation. On
the other side of the street was a retarned
soldier, who, observing the 0ld gentleman,
started across towards him, .accosting him
as Mr. Wright. The old man did not ap-
pear to hear the soldier, until he was over-
taken and saluted with a “ How do you do,
Mr. Wright .

The old man half hesitstingly reached
forward his hand, which was heartily grasp-
ed by the soldier, and peered intently into
his face, and replied :

“Well, T declare you haye got the start
of me this time.”

“You ought to know me,” said the sol-
dier; “T used to work for you.”

“When ¢” asked the old man,

¢ Before the war,” said the soldier.

‘“ Are you sure?’ inquired Mr. Wright.
“ Where do I live, and what is my name #”

“ At Briar Hill, and your name is
Wri%'bt,” said the soldier.

“ Well, this is strange; how long did
you work for me?” the old man inquired.

“ A good many years,” was the response.

“ And yet I don’t recognize you. What
is your name.”

“« Albert Wright,” said the soldier.

At this announcement the old man drop-
ped his cane, and fell upon the soldier's
breast, exclaiming:

“My God? is this my son Albert?’

The scene which followed is beyond des-
cription. The son embraced the father.
Both wept tears of joy. The old man
danced with delight, and in bis terpsicho-
rean feats, cut a pigeon wing—double chas-
sa—half right and left—do-se-do—alaman
left—and balance all, in a style which indi-
cated that he had quite forgotten his age
and infirmities, and exclaimed, as he wound
uﬁ; his delightful performance, “woulden’t
the old woman give her eyes to know this?”
For some minutes the two men indulged in
these immoderate exhibiffons of love and
affection, and then went off together.— Og-
densburg Journal,

The Lospital Beview.

ROCHESTER, N. Y., OCTOBER 16, 1865.

The Coming Winter.

Winter is drawing near. We have already
had this fact impressed upon us by the long
cold rains, and the general damp and chill
and dreariness, stealing over our streets and
houses. The beautiful summer is over—
the golden autumn lingers, but the cold
weather has already come, and it will be
bitter cold bye and bye. It is the time
when careful house-wives are preparing
their winter stores, and when the long cam-
paigu of pickling and qénning and preserv-
ing, is about ended. How many, in laying
up their supplies, have had a thought of
our Hospitaly our sick soldiers and our in-
valids? We have a large household to be
provided with care and comforts this win-
ter, and have our friends ever asked them-
sclves how all this was to be done? Not-
withstanding the deparfure of our soldiers,
we have still a large family to be provided
for. The soldiers are not all gone—several
sick and invalid ones remain with us, and
the number of citizen patients brought to
us is constantly increasing, as will be the
case for months to come. Readers, come
and see for yourselves, the work in which
we are engaged, and in which we invite
your co-operation. Visit our Hospital and
its inmates, and we are sure your interest
and sympathy will be moved toward us.
Here, in passing through the wards, you
will find a soldier wasted with consumption,
and from whom the government still cruelly,
as it seems to ns, withholds his bounty.
Here is another soldier suffering from asth-
ma, contracted while lying in the Virginia
swamps—and 8o on—in every face you
meet—you may read some story of suf-
ering. Reader, the inmates of this Hos-
pital are your care and ours. Let us be

faithful to our charge. Let us each do all
we can for their comfort, for their relief;
and let us bear them especially in mind, now
that the winter is drawing so near.
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Our Paper.

On the whole, we feel quite encouraged
with the receipts this month for our Review.
A few, it is trup—we are very sorry to say
it—have discontinued, but the number has
been more than filled with new subseribers,
and our agents are still busy at work on
every side. Subscribers who have delayed
sending their remittances, either to us or to
our agents, will, we trust, allow us once
more to remind them of the impbrtance of
giving this matter immediate attention, as
this is already the third month of our new
year. The expense of publishing the Re-
view, is so very great, that we need all the
encouragement ‘and assistance from our
friends and agents which they can possibly
giveus. Let everybody try this month and
see how much they can do for us, and how
many new names they can send us.

Our List of Donations.
‘We must confess that we feel a little dis-
appointment this month at our list of do-
nations. After our long appeal last month,

we did expect a longer list at this time.

8till we are very thankful for all we have re-
eeived and, for that barrel of apples especial-
ly. Now we do not know as it is of any use
to say more—vwe do not know as we car say
more than we have upon this point—but
with our abundant harvest—our overtlow-
ing orchards, and gardens, and markets, it
does seem as if we might have a little
longer list of domations. Potatoes, beets,
turnips, onions, vegetables of all kinds and
fruits, dorated in ever so small quantities,
would be very acceptable—and a little re-
membrance from each would so soon swell
our list. Quinces and pears, we understand,
are unusually abundant everywhere. Who
will bring us quinces and pears, and who
will bring us another barrel of ‘apples{

2% We are gratified to find 80 many
responses to our call for lint and bandages.
Donors will please accept our thanks,

The Quilts.

The quilts; we are happy to find, keep
coming in. We have received another the
past month, from that dear busy little
group of girls in our city, who have already
sent us five. The group pumbers seven
we believe, apd we think they have done
splendidly for us. We wish we knew
how to express to them how very much
pleased we are with their efforts, and how
very grateful we are—but our words fail—
they will have to imagine all we would like
to say, if we only could. We notice also,
in the list of donations, 2 quilt from Mrs.
S. C. Hoadley. So they keep coming in,
and “the more the merrier.” We hawe
not counted our quilts very lately, but we
think we must almost have reached the
seventieth-—but no one need fear of our
getting too many. The long, cold winger
is coming on, when we shall need them all,
and then the new Wing is coming on too—
when we shall need another seventy.

Our Lirrs Acents.—We are glad to
find that our little agents bave been doing
so well this month. Qur friend Linda, has
been busy, as she ever is, and has sent us
four subscribers. * Minnie,” too, has been
at work, we see—and has sent us nine.
Where are the rest of our liftle ageuts, both
in city and country? We want to hear
from them ajl.

Delicacies for the Sick.

Are our friends weary of this constant
appeal for delicacies for our sick? We.re-
ceive 5o many kind remembmmnces of this
description, it may seem a little strange
that we should thus ever be in peed of
them—bnt it is nevertheless true. When,
howaever, our own dear oues at home are
sick, we expect (do we not,) to give them
delicacies every day? 'We do not expect
tg give our sick at the Hospital, delicacies
every day, but we would like very wuch
ocoasionally to give them a tagte of some-
thing nice, something they could relish,
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and which might iempt their feelle, failing
appetites—and yet to be able even occa-
sionally to do this,: requires a very large
supply. An ordinary sized bowl or tumb-
ler of jelly, could only be divided among
six—and seven bowls would only go round
among our present number of invalids.
Delicacies we cannot buy—but we can beg
for them, as you see—and so we do over
and over again—for must our suffering ones
do without them? Let each one bear in
mind this want of our Hospital. We do
not ask for large individual donations, but
let each one bring us something.

“@ive me Roses!”

How universal is the love of flowers, and
how soothing and potent often, their charms
in a sick room! We were struck with this
not long since, in the case of a man very
ill in our Hospital, with typhoid fever. In
the ravings of delirium, he would beg with
wild earnestness— Oh give me roses, sweet
roses” ! Little atfention was paid at first
to his request, as it was supposed that his
mind would soon wander to some other ob-
ject—but he continued to ask for them,
and at last repeated his demands so peremp-
torily, that the house was seatched for

flowers, and a bouquet was brought to him. -

He seized it with avidity—inhaled its frag-
rance over and over again with passionate
fervor—exclaiming as he did so—* O, here
is what will cure me—roses, sweet roses !’
The next day he was better, and he attrib-
uted the change entirely to the flowers. We
do not know as we can warrant “sweet
roses” as a sure cure for every case of
typhoid fever—but we do know that their
presence in a sick room is very cheering
and inspiring—and we know too that they
are very good fof the heart-ache.

{3~ The Hospital will be open from 2 till 5,
P. M., on Tuesdays and Fridays only, for the re-
coption of citizens. Visitors from the country,
and relatives of the inmates, will be admitted at
all times.

For the Hospital Review.

“ A Man's heart deviseth his wag, but the Lord
direoteth his steps.”

‘Where can we look for more touching
incidents and scenes than are and have been
exhibited in the hospitals all over our land ?
Our own is not destitute of much to awaken
the tenderest feelings of the heart. Not
long since, Bddie R. was brought to the
Hospital, sick with fever: he was a canal
boy. How quickly we picture to ourselves
one an adept in sin and iniquity, young in
years but old in vice, with nothing to attract.
But it was not 'so with Eddie: his sad, but
pleasant face ; his gentle, thankfal manner,
as he began to recover, awakened a deep
interest in him. A few questions drew from
him his story. A mother long -dead, but
not forgotten; a father in the war—when
he last heard, a prisoner at Belle Isle;
induced by another boy to leave his home
in Michigan, “Grandmother told him it
was a bad place,” but he felt confident that
he could resist ‘the temptations ; there was
no reason why he should swear and forget
God because others had : but the same sad-
tale of yielding to bad influence. God fol-
lowed this child of a pious mother, and
sent sickness to bring him to himself. At
his request, aletter was written to his sis-
ter, to tell her of his illness. Not many
days elapsed, when a boy under fourteen,
found his way early to the City Hospital to
look for Eddie. It needed no words to tell
that he was a brother. He was in a store
in D., went home to grandmother’s Satur-
day evening, and heard of Eddie’s sickness,
asked an elder brother for money, for he
“must go and see Eddie.” Not many
could have witnessed with dry eyes the
meeting between these boys, (separated
more than a year) as clasped in each other’s
arms, with tears and sobs the younger ques-
tioned the elder as to whether it was well
with him—had he been to church. “I
have been sick, I could not go.” “Oh!
bnt before then?” The truth had to be
told, and it wds received and communicated
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with tears. But it was evident there was
something more on Charlie’s mind—it
could be kept back no ‘longer. * Eddie,
you remember Mr. , the blacksmith,
who went to the war? Well, he has come
back, but our father is dead I” “Our
father dead!” “Yes, Eddie, he died in
prison more than a year ago.” Then came
a fresh burst of grief, and their tears flowed
together. Charlie wanted E. to go back
with him, but his condition would not per-
mit, so C. must return as his time had ex-
pired, and Eddie is to go home as soon as
able. He will never go on the canal again,
but find steady employment, fally resolved,
by God’s help, to lead a new life. Well
may-the dying mother trust her children
to God, for He is faithful who has promised
' When thy father and thy mother forsake
thee, then the Lord will take thee up.”

“ Her prayer is heard—it is traced above

In the glowing light of a mother’s love—

And now, .when at rest in her silent grave,

That prayer shall have power to guard and to
save.”

R.

Gorvespondence,

A friend in Avon writes: *“As we read your
welcome paper, we feel deeply .interested in your
success, and my daughter Emily has obtained
five new subscribers for the ‘Review.” If con-
venient, please let the year commence with the
August No.. Enclosed, please find the amount,
two dollars and fifty cents.”

From Mrs. P, of Spencerport, we have received
the following : * You will find enclosed, fifty cents,
for your valuable papers. Iintended to have sent
sooner, but have neglected it.”

List of Donations to the Hospital for
September, 1865,

Mrs. Knapp, 1 basket of Apples.

Mrs. E. M. Parsons, Tomatoes twice.

Mrs. 8. C. Hoadley, 1 Bed Quilt.

Mrs. Craig, Tomatoes.

Mrs. Cornell, Lint.

Mrs. H. 8. Draper, Pears and Grapes.

Mrs. T. H. Roehester, Biscuit every Wednesday
during the month.

Mrs. G. F. Danforth, 1 barrel of Apples.

A Priend, a roll of 0ld Cloths, for bandages.

Deduction on bill for mason work, by Mr. Block,
$1 81.

Receipt8 for the Hospital Review,
From Sepr. 16 To OcT. 15, 1865.

Mrs. Wm. N. Sage, Mre. J. M. Winslow,
Mrs. Bronson, Miss E. Hall—By Linda
Bronson,. .. .oevueniiiiirnsonnans

Mrs. L. A. Lovell—By Miss Allgood

Mrs. G. E. Mumford, Miss Angie Mumford,
Dr. F. V. Hayden, J. E. Fitch, Mrs. C.
Dewey, C. A. Dewey, A. H. Qole, Mrs.
D. G Alling, Mrs. Saw’t Hamilton, Miss
A. Green, Miss Shelton; Mrs. J. B. Par-
males, Spencerport—By Mrs. Perkins. .

Miss L. A. Butler, Perry Centre, ........ ‘0 15

Mrs. G. H. Perking, Mre. Thos. Hawks,
Mrs. W. H. Perkins, Mrs. J. F. Bush,
Mrs. E. T. Smith, Mrs. C. B. Woodworth,
Mrs. E. M. Day, Mrs. A, G. Bristol, Rev.
E. R. Beadle, Philadelphia—By Miss
Mary Perking, ..ovovviviienrircnnnns

Donation by a Friend, .

Mrs. H. 8. Draper, Mrs. 0. D. Grosvenor—
By Mr. Williams,. . cevvevnenencenrnnn

Miss Lottie Root, Chili Qenter; Miss A.
McGuire, Aven; Miss Hattie Lacey, Miss
Lottie Morton, Miss M. H. VanZandt—
By Miss Emily Winans,......covunnns

Mrs. E. Pomeroy, Pittsfield, Mass.; Mrs.
G. W. Campbell, Miss Agnes Pomeroy,
Mrs. B. B. Whittlesey, Miss F. Pomeroy
—By Miss Fanny Pomeroy, ..........

Alva Rice, Mrs. W. W. Carr; Advertising
—By Mrs. Mathews,. .

Mrs. Evans, Montpelier, v t.—By “Mrs Ya.le,

C. P. Dewey, Esg., New York,..........

Mrs. N. T. Rochester,. .

4 50
1 50

1 00

2 50

6 00
0 50
0 50
0 50

sesscasssmrnansn

Superinendent’s Report for September.
Sept. 1st. Patients in Hospital,.
Received during the month,
Ihscharged, ..... asernaes ceeaan
Died, cceeiiioreiareiaianiiiseinnan

Oct. 1st. Telal remaining, .. 45
Soldiers in Hespital dunng the month1 5

Agents.
The following F.idies have kindly consentol te
act as Agents for (he Hospilal Review:
Miss MacaIe CuABERT=0Y, Bust Groveland.
L. A, Buwi gR,Peiry Centre.
* E. A. C. Havgs, Rochester.
¢ MarY W. Davis, -
Mrs. C. F. SPEN.!ER, “
¢ J. B. Kn1tPEN, \ctor
‘% HammoxDp, Fast Rush.
* PrEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.
Miss MaRY BrOWN, L'erinton,
Mrs. 8. W. HaywroN, Fairport.
% CHARLES Forp, Clyde
Miss Apa Mmr R "
% C. M. SECOR, Macedon.
4 Juria M''uxsx kY, Spencerport.
¢ LiLLtAN ). RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITKAN, Scottsburg.
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Warvried,

At the residence of Dr. Mathews, Thursday
Evening, September 21st, 1865, by Rev. Dr. Clax-
ton, ALBERT A. MILLER, formetly of Mack's Bat-
tery, to Miss MarY KiNG, all of Rochester.

Died,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Thursday, Sept.
21th, of Consumption, after a lingering illness,
GEORGE JONES, aged about 20 years.

He was s discharged soldier, having enlisted,
with a number of other boys, from the House of
Refuge, in 8 Volunteer Regimént. His remains
were interred in Mount Hope, in that portion
set apart for the burial of those who so freely of-
offered their lives for their country in her years of
peril.

At the Rochester City Hospii:a], Sunday night,
Sept. 24th, WiLLiam H. YOUNG.

This lad was brought to the Hospital from a
canal boat, by Dr. Stoddard, who had been called
to visit him, having been severely injured by a
horse. He wasin a very destitute and sad condi-
tion, and though kindly nursed and cared for, died
before morning. His remains were taken by the
Coroner. It is not known where he belonged.

Children's Depuriment,

For the Hospital Review.
Our Kittens.

My dear little children, I want to tell you
about our family of kittens. A few years
ago, about five or six, (I do not remember
which,) one evening there came to our
door a very nice kitty. She seemed to
have lost her home, and wanted to find
another. We took the friendless stranger
in and gave her a hearty welcome, for in
our home we all love kittens—I mean nice
ones ; and we soon found her to be one of
that kind. We often wish we knew who
her former friends were, and we wonder if
they do not feel sad about her loss, We
named her “Tabby.” She is tri-colored,
or, as some call them, tortoise-shell. We
think she belongs to the “royal family” of
cats, she is 8o clean and tidy in all her ways,
and takes such nice, kind care of her baby
kittens, We lived in Rochester duying the

flood, and we thought, among other losses,
we had lost our ” Tabby’—for she was
gone two days or more, when as the door
was opened on the evening of the third day,
she walked in very quietly, much to our
joy, and jumped into my lap, as if anxious
to tell us of her trials during the time—but
we can only know but little, as she never
tells any very long stories.

She has six kittens—the oldest we call
“ Guerrilla”—for he was always rather fiery
in his disposttion, disposed to be warlike,
and sometimes guilty of depredations which
were not very becoming, and very unlike
his mother. He is rather more promising
now that he has become a little older, and
gaining some wisdom, for he was a year old
the fourth day of last August. The next
oldest we call “Baby.” He does not re-
semble his brother very much, except in
looks, for he is a gentle, winning little
creature, and though there are four other
younger ones, we still call him “Baby.”
He will be a year old next April; and now
let me tell you of these four other little wee
kitties. They are only five weeks old to-
day. One is like its mother, tortoise-shell,
two buff and white, while the fourth is in-
clined to be grey, though not from old age,
and you would be delighted to see them
running about the room, or playing on the
grass. Tabby is very proud of them, and
when she wants them taken to any place,
she takes one in her mouth, and then asks
us in her way, to bring the rest.

Last week we had very rainy weather,
and rather cold, and they were in their bed
in the storm-house, or entry, and we sup-
posed very contented—but Tabby was not
satisfied that they should stay where it was
cold and damp, so she, with oune in her
mouth, jumped through the window, and
was soon at the front door asking admit-
tance. When it was opened, there she
stood with little “ Buff|” Inshe came, and
her master, who is very fond of pets, got
the rest and placed them by the kitchen
stove, where they spent the night on their
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carpet, so warm and eosy, to the great satis-
faction of Tabby. Some mornings early,
she will jump on the bed and mew for us
to bring the kitties to her, and no mother
could ever be happier than she is when they
are all by her. It }s a pretty sight to see
these little things get their dinner. They
have mot quite learned table etiquette yet,
but often step into the plate or saucer, so
anxious are they for their milk, which they
enjoy very much. Yesterday morning,
what do you think they had for breakfast ¢
‘Why, Tabby, who wishes her children to
be “useful as well as ornamental,” had
eaught a large rat—as large as the kittens
themselves—and was teaching them to eat
it, so that bye and bye they will leara to
catch mice for their own breakfasts. We
do not expect to keep these kittens long,
for as soon as Tabby teaches them how to
behave properly, and to earn their own
living, for she is very faithful to them, we
expect one to go to Buffalo to reside, while
the others will remain in the oity, but with
friends, who will kindly care for them. We
could tell you many more things about
these little pets, but de not wish to fire you,
and will only say, we are very happy to
shew them to our little friends who come
to see ns; and though there are seven of
these, we have other pets of which we may

write you at another time.
Avxry.
October 9th, 1865.

A Beavriror TrouGrT.—The attention
of a little girl having been called to a rose-
bush, on whose topmost stem the oldest
rose was fading, whilst just below and
around it three beautifol crimson buds
were just unfolding their charms, she at
once and artlessly exclaimed to her brother,
“See, Willie, these little buds have awak-
ened in time to kiss their mother before
she dies!”

——b——

« Let not mercy and truth forsake thee:
bind them about thy meck; write them

upon the table of thine heart.”—¥Prov.3: iii.

«He that scatters thorns, let him hot go
barefoot.”

Lily’s Ball.
. Lily gave a party;
And her little playmates all,
Gaily dressed, came in their best,
To dance at Lily’s ball.

Little Quaker Primrose
Sat and never stirred,

And, except in whispers,
Never spoke & word.

Tulip fine and Dahlia,

Shore in silk and satin ;
Learned old Convolvulus

‘Wag tiresome with his Latin.

Snow-drop nearly fainted
Because the room was hot,
And went away before the rest,
‘With sweet Forget-me-not.

Pansy danced with Daffedil,
Ross with Violet;

Silly Daisy fell in love
With pretty Mignonnette.

And yi;en‘ the dance was over,
They went down stairs to sup ;
And each had a taste of honey-cake,
With dew in a buttercup.

And pll were dressed to go away
Before the set of sun; '

And Lily said “ Good bye!” and gave
A kiss to every one.

And before the moon, or a single star,
Was ghining overhead
Lily and all her little friends
Were fast asleep in bed.
—Boston Post.

From the N. W. Christian Advocate.

The LittleTV—hite Axngel.

Some children stood in' a group about
the door of the village school-house one
lovely summer day.

They were all talking .pleasantly togeth-
er, from Kline the son of &e rich and proud
Hoffmeister, to the little blue-eyed Carl,
the only child of a poor baker.

The school-house door opened, and Mas:
ter Friedrich himself appeared, and cried
in a cherry hearty voice,

“ Welcome, my children!”

% Welcome, master!” cried they.

And now they entered and took their
seats, and were quite still while the good
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master read a shorb chapter in the Book of
books, and then reverently kneeling, pray-
ed that the dear Saviour would guide them
in his teachings, and bless them, and send
his Holy Spirit to watch over them all.

School began, the thumb-worn books
‘were brought out, the lazy boys began to
sigh and frown, and wish impatiently for the
recess, and wonder why Latin dictionaries
were ever invented, when, as if by magic,
they found themselvs listening to the pleas-
ant voice of Master Friedrich, and actually
understanding their lessons—so clear and
simple were his explanations, and the time
for recess cawe, to their great astonishment,
long before they expected.

‘When the studies were over, the master
drew from his desk a box, and whilst the
children gathered around he opened it, and
drew out charming little white and pink sea
shells, pretty pictures, and many other
beautiful things, which he gave to the chil-
dren, with loving words.

But the most lovely thing of all was a
little porcelain statuette of an angel. She
stood—so fair, so pure—with her small,
white hands folded her breast, and her eyes
uplifted, that the children gazed enchanted.

40, the dear angel—the beautiful angell”
cried they all. “ Wilt thou give it to me,
Master Friedrich ?”

But the good master smiled and said :

“The little angel is too lovely to be giv-
en to any boy who is not good and true of
heart. We shall presently see who shall
deserve her. He who brings to me to-mor-
row the brightest thing on the earth shall
have the angel.”

At this the children looked at each other,
as if wondering what the master might
mean. But he said no more, and they
went home thoughtful.

The next day after the lessons (which
had now become so pleasant) were finished,
the children clustered around the master
to show him what they had brought.

Some of the smaller ones had picked up
sparkling stones on the road, and as they
laid them in the sunlight, they were sure
they must be something bright and pres-
cious.

Some had polished up a shilling till it
shone like a crown, one brought a watch

ezstal which his father had given him, and
which he considered a wonder of transpa-
rent brightness: and Kline, the rich Hoff-
meister’s son, had brought a paste buckle,

made to imitate diamonds, than which in
his opinion, nothing could be brighter.

All these things were placed on the mas-
ter’s desk, side by side. The shilling shone
away famously, the pebbles and the watch
crystal did their best, but Kline’s buckle was
the bravest of all.

“Ah! mine is the brightest!” shouted
Kline, clapping his hands.

“ But where is little Carl?” said Master
Friedrich, “he ran out just now.”

All eyes were turned to the door, when
presently in rushed Carl, breathless. In
his hands, held up lovingly against his neck,
was a poor little snow-white dove. Some
crimson drops upon the downy breast show-
ed that it was wounded.

“0, master,” cried Carl, “I was looking
for something bright when I came upon
this poor little white dove. Some cruel
boys were formenting it, and I caught it
up quickly and ran here. O, I fear it will
die.”

Even as he spdke, the dove’s soft eyes
grew filmy, it nestled closer in Carl’s neck,

_then gave a faint cry, dropped its little

head and died.

Carl sank on his knees beside his mas-
ter's desk, and from his eyes there fell upon
the poor dove’s broken wing two tears,
large and bright.

The master took the dead dove from his
hands, and laid it tenderly down on the
desk with the bright things, then raising
Carl, he softly said—*My children, there
is no brighter'thing on earth then a tender,
pitying tear.”

The boys were silent for a moment, for
they felt that the master had decided that
Carl had rightly won the angel; then Kline
cried out.

My master, thou didst not fairly explain
to us, I pray thee give us another trial.”

“Yes, dear master,” said Max, *give us
another trial.”

4 What sayest thou, Carl ¥’ said master
Friedrich. '

“Yes, dear master,” answered the gener-
ous boy.

The good master smiled thoughtfully,
and his eyes rested for 2 moment lovingly
upon Carl, then glancing around he said:

“He who brings me the loveliest thing
on earth to-morrow, shall have the angel.”

The children elapped their hands and
departed satisfied.

After school, the next day, Kline was the
first to run up stairs to Master Friedrich,
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and lay upon his desk what he considered
the lovliest thing in the whole world, his new
soldier cap, with the long scarlet featherand
bright golden tassel.

ax came next, and placed beside the
cap a small silver watch, his last birthday
gift, with a bright steel watch chain attach-
ed. Otto brought a great picture book, just
sent him by his god-mother ; Rudolph a tin-
ny marble vase, richly scolptured; and so on,
untill a still more motley collection than
that before lay upon Master Friedrich’s desk.

Then poor little Carl stepped modestly
n% and placed in the master’s hand a pure
white lily.

The rich perfume filled the room, and
bending over the flower, inhaling the deli-
cious fragrance, the master softly said—
“My children, the blessed word of God
says, ‘Behold the Iilies of the field; they
toil not, neither do they spin, yet Solomon
in all his glory, was not arrayed like one of
these.” Carl has rightly chosen,”

But murmurs arose; the children were
not satisfied, and again they asked for
another trial.

And, as before, good Master Friedrich
inquired :

“ What sayest thou, Carl?” and he an-
swered as before, with generous haste,
“ Yes, dear master.”

“Now, this is the last tima,” said the
master, “and he who brings me the best
thing on earth shall have the angel.”

The very best thingh on earth is plum
cake,” cried Kline, on the third day, as he
walked up to the desk, bearing a large cake
richly frosted, with a wreath of sugar roses
round the ei%e—this he placed triumph-
antly before the master, sure of the prize.

“Nay thou art wrong this time, Kline,”
said Max, “1 asked my father what was the
best thing on earth, and he gave me this
golden guilder—the prize is mine.”

“ Ah! but my father said that the very
best thing was a good glass of Renish
wine,” cried Otto, “and I have brought &
bottle of it thirty years old—the prize is
surely mine.”

So they went on till all had placed their
offering before the master. »

“ And thou, Carl,” said he,. “what hast
thou brought which thou thinkest, the; best
on earth?

A crimson flush rose to the little boy’s
forehead, and coming softly forward, be
took from his breast a small worn testament,

pressed it to his lips, and then reverently

laid it Jown with the rest, as he said in a
low sweet voice, “ My mother, dear master,
says that God’s 1pr.eomns Testament is far
beyond all earthly posgessions.”

“Tis thine, my Cagl!” eried the master,
snatching the boy to his breast. ¢The
white angel is thine! for there is nothing.
in the wide world half so prescious as the
blessed words of Christ”—and he placed
the angel in the hands of the trembling
boy.

WMiecellanesug,

0Old Gordon and his Laddies.

John Gordon, who died a few years ago,
near Turiff, Banfishire, was reputed to have
attained the remarkable age of 132 years,
Most travelers in that part called at his
cottage, and among the visitors ome day,
about the close of harvest, was a young
Englishman, who, coming up to the door
of the cottage, accosted a venerable look-
ing man employed in knitting hose, with
“ngo, my old friend, can you see to kit at
your advanced period of life? One hun-
dred and thirty-two is truly a rare age I”
“It will be my grandfather ye're seeking.
T'm only seventy:three. Ye'll find him
round the corner o’ the hous’.” On turn-
ing round the corner, the stranger encoun-
tered a debilitated old man, whose whit-
ened locks bore testimony to his having
long passed the meridian of life, and whom
the stranger at once concluded to be John
Gordon himself. “You seem wonderfull:
fresh, my good sir, for so old a man !
doubt not you have experienced many vi-
cissitudes in the course of your very lon
life.”” % What's your wull, sir?” inquire
the person addressed, whose sense of hear-
ing was somewhat impaired. The observa-
tion was repeated,. * Oh, ye'll be wanting
my father, I reckon; He's i’ the yaird
there.” The stranger now entered the
garden, where he at last found the venera-
ble old man busily employed in digging

otatoes, and humming “The Battle of

arland.” T have had some difficyltyin
finding you, friend, as I encountered your
grandson and son, both of whom I mis-
took for you: indeed, they seem as old as
yourself. Your labor is rather hard for one
at your ddvanced, age.” It is,”” replied
Johu: “but I'm thankfu’ that I'm able for’t
as the laddies, puir things, are no very stout
now."”—Scotch Paper.
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A FrEEpMAN WHO HAS BEEN TaveHT
Tro REap tuE Parers.—The Raleigh, (N.
C.) Progress mentions the following little
incident as occurring in the streets of that
city a few days since:

Army Chaplain—“My young colored
friend, can you read ¥

Contraband—* Yes, sah.”

Army Chaplain'— “ Glad to hear it.
Shall T give you agaper i

Contraband—* Sartain, massa, if you
Please.”

Army Chaplain—* Very good. What
paper would you choose ¢’

-Contraband — “Well massa, If you
chews, I'll take a paper of terbacker.”

The chaplain looked at the contraband,
and the contraband at the chaplain; then
the latter sighed, and passed on.

A Search for Happiness.

A wealthy epicure applied to an Arabi-
an doctor for a predcription that would re-
store the body to health, and give happi-
ness to the mind. The physician advised
him to exchange shirts with a man who
was perfectly satisfied with his lot. Where-
upon the patient set out on a journey in
pursuit of such a person. After many
months spent without accomplishing his ob-
ject, he was told of a certain cobbler of
whom every one hid spoken as a model of
contentrent and happiness. Pursuing the
directions given, the traveler was at length
rewarded with the sight of the cobbler en-
joying a comfortable nap on a board. With-
out ceremony, he was aroused from his
slumbers, and the important interrogatory
whether he was contented -with his lot, was
answered in the affirmative. “Then” said
the seeker of happiness, # I have one small
boon to ask at your hands, Tt is that you
may exchange shirts with me, that by this
means I may also become contented and
happy.” “Most gladly would I accede to
th§ request,” replied the cobbler, * but—.
“ Nay, refuse me not,” replied the man of
wealth, “ for any sum thou namest shall be
thine.” “I seek not thy wealth,” said the
cobbler, ¢ but—but—." *But what{’
“ But—the truth is—1 kave no shirt /"

A Western wag remarks that he has seen
a couﬂle of sisters who had to be told
everything together, for they were so much
alike that they couldn’t be told apart.

A young Indian failed in his attentions
to a young squaw. She made complaint
to an old chief, who appointed a hearing,
or trial. The'lady laid the case before the
judge, and explained the nature of the pro-
mise made to her. It consisted of sundry
visits to her wigwam, “ many little indefin-
ite attentions” and presents, a bunch of
feathers, and several yards of red flannel,
This was the ¢harge. The faithless swain
denied the  undefinable attentions” in toto.
He had visited her father's wigwam for the
purpose of passing away the time, when it
was not convenient to hunt, and had given
the feathers and flannel from friendly mo-
tives, and nothing further. During the lat-
ter part of the defence the squaw fainted.
The plea was considered invalid, and the
offender sententeed to give the lady “a yel-
low feather, a broach that was then dang-
ling from his nose, and a dozen coon skins.”
The sentence was no sooner concluded than
the squaw sprang from her feet, and clap-
ping her hands, exclaimed with joy, “now
me ready to be courted again.”

An Ingenious Bootblack,

The street bootblacks are one of the
“institutions ” of New York, as well as of
some other large cities. You see them on
the sidewalks, in and ground the hotels, and
frequently ou the ferry-boats. They carry
abox containing their “ kit of implements,”
the brushes, blacking-boxes, &c. This is
suspended by a strap over the shoulders,
zmdP when a oustomer nods assent to their
generally polite invitation, “Black yer

oots #” or *Shine .up, sir?”’ they quickly
set down their box for your feet to rest on,
drop upon their knees on the pavement,
and work as rapidly as possible, so as not
to detain their patrons. They first turn
up the pants, to keep them from being
soiled, then with one brush they clean the
boots, with another applying the blacking,
and with two others, one in each hand, pol-
ish away. They return a “thank ye" for
the half dime, or dime, given for their
labor. These boys are generally so polite
and so industrious that we rather like
them, and sometimes take “a shine up,”

- just to see them work, and to chat with

the smart little fellows, Here is a case il-
lustrating their ingennity :

A well-dressed man, standing at a hotel
door, not long since, was hailed by one of
them with the usual question:

¢ Shine up, sirf”
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“ What do you charge for blacking
boots ”” asked the man, who was somewhat
noted for stinginess,

“ Five cents,”” was the reply.

“Too much, too much; I'll give you
three cents,” said the man.

“ All right,” said the youngster, and at
it he went with might and main, and very
soon had one boot shining like a mirror;
but instead of commencing on the other
he began to pack up his brushes.

“You haven't finished!” exclaimed: the
man.

“Never mind,” replied the bootblack,
with a twinkle of his eye, “I won't charge
you for anything I've-done ; there comesa
customer who pays.”

The man glanced at the shining boot,
then at the other, which was rusty and be-
sprinkled with mud, thought of the ridicu-
lous figure he would make with one polished
boot, and amid the laughter of the by-
standers, agreed to give the sharp boy ten
cents to finish the job, which he did in
double-quick time, and with great pleas-
ure.

List of our Little Agents.

Lixpa Bronsow, Rochester,
MagGGIE HaMiuTon, *

MARY PERKINS, o

Fanxy and Erva OgueueN, Rochester,
FanNY PoMEROY, Pittsfield, Maas.
S. HaLL, Henrletts,

Jenyte Hurp, Rochester,

CARRIE NEFF, "

JH. F. VicRERY, “

BeNNY WRIGHT, East Kendall,
SamuEL B. Woop, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, “

Eria VAN Zaxpr, Albany.
MaRry WaAT8SON, Rochester.

Hospital Notices.

Packages, including Provisions. Hospital Stores,
&e., should be addressed to ““The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenye, between Pruspeat and
Reynolds Streeta.” A list of the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-
warding, and Post Office dddrées, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding'Secretary, Mrs. Dr
Mathews.

{3~ Persons making' appliestion for the recep-
tion of pationte, are referred to. Dr. H, W. Dean’
attendant physician, .

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Pr. 8q., 1 insertion $1 00 |. QuarterColumn,.....$10 00

Three ‘Munths,. ... 200 One Third Column,.. 12 gg

Stx Months, ... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 15

One Year,....... , 500 | OneColumn, 1 Year, 26.00
A Column contains efght Squares,

Qdvextisements,
GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,

' Walls Whitened or Tinted,

AND PAINTING DONE, )
In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders left as above or at his residence, on Ely 8t.,
will receive prompt at 0w,
Oct. 1865.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILLS.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,
MuUNGER'S SLIP, REAR OF 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen 8t., Rochester, N.Y.
Mausic ONL_Y, is Tl.ﬁght in this Institution.
&;)’:lg ﬁ::t;na £ l?ll‘lr'\.i‘ypments of Music. For Terms,
JULIUS §. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—1y Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
THE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved’

by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be certinued by the
undersigned; Abram 8. Menn and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A, S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the' bnsiness of the late firm of Cage &

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. 3. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865. H. D. MANN.

In referring-to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friendy that our store will henceforth,
as it has in the past, maintain the high reputation
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trads
in Western: New York.

Every attraction gonsiftent with. the require-
ments of ourtrade will be found in our stock.

We shall aim, a8 we have ever done, to make
our own intérest dependent upon consulting the
interest of those who do business with us.

Preferring to let our friends form their own
conclugions as to whether wo shall continue:to
merit their confldence, wei would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of ‘seasonable goods as have ever hesn
offered in this market; and shall, us hitherto, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and

" make prices'as low as the market, whatever it

may be, o A. 8, MANN & Co,
(Late Case & Meun,) 37 & 39 State at
Rochester, Max‘ch'lb;.l&ﬁ&
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Election Notice.

SBEBI!‘!’B OFFICE~COUTY OF NONRQE
- Rotioe is hereby given, purstant to the Starures
of thigS'aeand th- annexed no-ice from the Srer-ta:
of ~tate, thetih- “eneral Elec io» wilbe ‘eld 'n this
County on the TOR-DAY suc eeding the 62st Monday
of November, (7th,) 1865 at w! ich Elrction the u.fic - rs
named iu 1he a1 exed Notlce will be elested.

ST TE OF NEW YORK.

OFFICE OF THE SECRNTARY OF STATE, }
Albapy,July 20 h 185,

To the Sheriff ¢f the County of Mcnrce:

81k Notice s h: reby given, 'hat heGeneral Flec ton
10 be held in «h's State onthe FU a _succeeding 1he
fist Mondsy of Novemd r next, tne 0l owing officers
are to be elected, 10 wit:

A Becre ary of Stats, in ine plac of Chaunscey M.

Depew,
& Comp-roller. in the place of { nc'ns Robirgomn:
A Treasurer, 1a the piae of Geo ge W thn?)m';
An Al oinev \« eneral. in the pince of John Cochrane;
A Siate Kn tneer and 8urveyotf, in th- pace of
Willlan. B " aylor:
A Censl Comn.is ioner in th- place f Willlam I,

skinner;
An‘lrn-pector of Rtate Prisons, inthz place of @aylord
W U es
A Judgé of the ourtof Appeals intheplacert Hiram

ento;

A Cle k of tr~ Ciurt of Apoealy. in the piace of
Frelerick A, Fallmad e,

Al wn ore terms of othice will explre on the last day of
Dceember rext, R

Also, 8 Judg- of tha Court of Anpeals. In the p ace of
John B. Poru:r, who was anpointed o il t-e +acanoy

sloned ¥ the T of Fenry R S8eldeh,
whise te m (for wh ¢h h= was eiee'ed) +xpt es on ch-
to,rty firs* day ot utcember, 1871,

Al-o, & Justice of t e fup  eme Somrt for the S8eventh
Jud:cial M tricr, in place of Thomas A _obns )n whose
e mof ficewidex-ire n the sstof D-cember next,

Also, s ~enuto - for the 28tu Benate District, comporing
the county 0: Mourow,

COUNRTX OFFICYHS TO B4 RLECTED.
Three “. mbe. s ot As:emby;
A Di~tric Atvorpe-, iu the placeof willl m H, Bow-

man;
o Juati es of tes lons, in the place of Benjamin 4
Weiteh-ad snd Lelos Wentworth;
“'wo Cornpers, in the p aceo Tunie V P, Pulils and
»Lay<, Treat,
Al "whose tera.s ot office will expire on the last duy of
Decembes next.

The attention-of luspecrores of Klectic n asd County
Canvas-ers is dire-:tel.to Chapter 825 » Laws of 1865 8
cop- of which e printed be: ewith, engitled ** 2n Act 1o

rovide the meaos of pa ipg boanues auther zed by
aw, a1.d of retmbur ing crunieips Lidcs forbsanthes paid
by them 1 pursuaoce Of law ycreatn. a 1ate deb:
10T 1) »1 purpose; atd 10 cubmit 1o the p-ople thu ques-
tion nf ¢ ating snch debt, and to r peal cert in rec-
tions of cha,ter twenty-uine of the Laws of elghteen
tun-Ted and eiXt -five ° for fnstructions inrega-d to
regard to th ir du ies vnder said act

CHAP, 325

N A ;¢ to provide the mesns of (¢ ying bounties aun
thorized bv law, ard of r jnbureing mun ¢ palries
-or hoanties paid by tbew in pu.euancr of law b

cresitug « state debt tor tbat purpose: snd 10 subust
10 the people the qaestion o1 CTest ne suc.. debt, and
to ie caleerta’n se.tion: of chapler tw+¢n', nh e !
t + Laws of eahtees bundred five,

Passed April ith, 1865; turee-fifths being resent,

The Peoile of the State of New York rep-es-nted

8¢ ate and Assemnly, do eusctas f llows:

8zorTio8 1 To provide the means of pay bg uil ho .n-
ties authorized by.aw 10 be p-id y this stat: to volua-
teer~, draft-d mem Or substitu'es, snd to nrovide the
nesns of re iog cities avd towu:, oOF
bount es paild by them to volunteers, orafied men or
sapstitutes 8o far asthe hount eseo pald ythe are
suth- r.zed by & law of this sta'e, to b reimbursed or
refu ed to 1hem, s debs of thie state i, hereby ¢ eated
aad antt or ged 10 be contracted, which < ebtels 1 be for
the single oblect of paying, reimbarsing and r-fundiog
the sald bennties.

. he_d-bt hereby oreate” and authorized to be
contracted :hall uot excred ke s.m o1 thirty milll ns
of ao.lars, and there sball e impo-e , ievied wnd as
sessed upon tbe wXab @ property ot this:tave, a rect

1tsX, 10 pay the interest ou the ¢aia debt astnch,
rest iabie du-, wuk ssid nnec; sznna‘{ X shati 19,
L)

ent 50 p@; su hmteT 8. 58 itfu nd to rrente
s sinking und for ibe payment of said a: bt, there thall
s .levied: and ssse-sed upon tho taxebie
this state, s direct annua' tax t  payv, and
2 irelent. 0 pey, in thie 6 0L Walve years {fola the
tini - of thie pa¢shge ot this act, tife’ whole ot the debt
-“-IA t » and contracted unfer -nd by \e-provisiensiof

isac.

§ %, To obtsia th~ moueyBuoessar tor he rurp sv

?onwmphted Dy thia act, 1hé comptrolic. is suthor z-a
0 1egue toe bonde Of the +UA*E "I suC BuiLs ucCL &8

shall s2em mect to him, With € 0po. 8 thers v atta * €.
for the pavment of the inte:est ou ancu b Bus, n u
rat- not exceed'Dg seven p+r ceuvtan, pe- annum, b Ir
yearly on the first days of Ja.y and Janver;, I eact

esr, untl the inrerest thereo! 1« payabl- a such
iuce 1o the clty ¢4 Naw YOFrk 8 shall reew medt 6o

im, and the w ole pripcipal eh:ll ue payable tu vuch
place in New Yora au cLo0troler ab-11 dee
mert |0 tweive years 'rom the pas:ace «1 this sct,—
"he bonds tn be issaed Cuwprole , undir v e
provieloos of ttis act, shall by «{sposea OL Dy thu-
compu olle as follows: FIFst, he suall, a~ 8001 +8 D&Y

€ niter the approvsl of thif act by tie pu ue, 1808
8t par to the hold-rs of Ay Of the reves ue bonos of
ihts stite whice, under provivons o. soy law of
thia srute, shal! have been theretoto:e lssnta by him w
raige moneys for the nagment of the bounrier 8;ccifiea
1o the Aret section of aCR'Pr 10 rejmburs« or refand-
10 ctties, counties ur xowname bounues paid by them
88 8pec fled in the firstse of trfs act 80 mucu ot
the oomg aathorized by tl act as shall equal in
smount the revenue bouds.of this stat« wh cu thall
have heretofore beenissued by blm as aforesaid, Secoud,
he_ hall then, a8 1he ru‘:&nder ot th+ bonds authos ized
10 be issued by ns act, bafurs disposinz of them or any.
of thew, advertise for prop: 8ale for the same, nnd suail
open the proposals sud award the same to the hixhest
bldder, at a rate not less than par, which adv~ ti-ing aud
disposition hall be aceording o the provisioLs ol law
now existing, .

§ 4 This act ehall ba submitted to the people 8t the
next geuerai election to behela in this state The in-
spec ors of elect on in the different e eciion districts fu
thi+ s ate shall provide at each poll, o sard election day,
8 0x In tue nsual iorm, for the reception of the bailots
Lerein provided; and esch and every elector of this
state mey present a4 baliot, which shait be a pape: ti. ket
on which shall be printed of writter, or partly wri ten

contenta of 'he baliot, andshali beesdorseu;: *“Act in
relation to boen'ies.” .

§5 Afe- flually c!onlnq the polls of each election,
the in+p crors therof sha'l, immed-ately, and without
adjoernment, rroceed 10 count aud cspvass th Dpallots
given 1a relation to the proposed uct in tke same man-
n-r a8 they are bv law reqnirea 10 canvass the ballots
glven for governor. and il
writing, and in words at fall length, the whole namber
of vo ea given “For_ the att to cr at- a siate debg ”
and the whole nuxber of votes given °*Against the
AC. Lo create a sthte debt,” and cersuy and sabecrive the
same, and cauwae the cop:es therbof to be made, certified
and del'v» red,as prescribed by law in respect to the cau-
vas- Of votes given atan elecng%or governor And all
the provisions of law 1o relal elections, other thaa
for military and town a1 apply to the submis-
slon to the people hevein provided for.

6. recretary of state shall with all convenient
dispatch, after thle act shall receive 1he approval of the
governor, cause the same 0 be struck off and printed
uvpo: shlips in such numbers 48 shatl be suffictent tv sap-

1y the aifferent officers of this suate ¢oncerned in noti-
Pylng or 1g hol.ing elections, or ir canvassing the votes,
and shall tranemit tce same 10 suck osticers,

§17. This act shal b come & law when 1c 8 ratified by
the peopte in of tha itution and the pro-
visiens thereof.

§ 8. section eight, nine, lep, eleven, twelve and thir-
teen o1 chapter twenty-nine of the 'aws of eightecn hun-
dred and sixty five, are hereby repealed.

You are, without delay, to deliver a copy of the ahove
notice to 1he Bupe VisOr Or 0n€ oI thé Assessors of each
town or ward in your county; and also to cause a copy
of sald Bo i"e t0 be published in all the newspap-18
aﬂmed in your county once in eaeh week until the elec-

on, Yours respectiully,

CHAUNCE « M, DEPEW,
Secretary of Bia e.

aul-lawtd 4, wSt-w
LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE HALL, , "
No. T EXCHANGE PLA}JE, ;‘ROCHESTER’ N.Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, £10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all, losses promptly adjust-
ed apd paid, '
H. P. BREWBTER,
Rochester, 88pt., 1866.~6m.’

E. N. BUELL.
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &¢. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

g5 Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1865. E. . THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Co's Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest
fabric.

S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill St., corner of Platt,

Brown's Race, Rochester, N, Y.

55" The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

{5~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
(dentlemen's Garments Scoured or Oolored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms,

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

I3~ Goods received and returned by Express.

Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,

Jan. 1866. Rochester, N.'Y

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.Y.
CHas. F. Surra. GILMAN H. Pk iKINS.

Jan. 1865 [Established in 1826.] "
THE MORNIBNG LIGHT,

PRINCE OF BASE BURNINw
STOVES.

‘We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-
ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.

THE Stove Committee of the New York State Agricul-
tural Society, at-the State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough exami: acion of t. is: ud
other base burners in operatien and on trial fully endors.d
this claim, and awarded the FIRsT PREMIUM .0 the “N ok~
INe LicaET a8 the best base barning, self feeding Coal
Stove; 'thus it has been declded by competent judges that
we are fully entitled to style it THE PRINCE oF BasE Buin
ING STOVES.
Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Cu.
17 and 19 Grecn: Street,

Alb: ny, X, Y.
For sale by WARBANT & SOUTHWORTH,
26 South St. Paul 8t., Rochester, N. Y.
Jen. 1865,
S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1865. 1y

CSEXCELSIOR.”
THE attention of the publicis called to the “ EXCEL-
SIOR,” the best
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,

ever invented—will give more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,

“GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The greatest invention of the day.
These Btoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,

Albany, and for sale in this citﬁ b
ART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1865,

JOHN SCHLEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.

Main Street.
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAIL.

‘] WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Vou. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1865.

No. 4.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

I8 issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:

Mre. GEO. . MUMFORD, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS
“ MALTBY S8TRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS.

m—f‘iﬁy Oents & Year, Payable in Advanca.

Letters or Communieations for publication, to be
addressed to ‘ The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
comtaining money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 53.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
01d Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

—— —

.

For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God’s Word,
My Dxar Friesp:

You suggested, in a recent conversation,
that it was desirable to have in onr “Re-
view,” some brief comment on a verse of
God’s word, which would be applicable to
our sick and suffering ones at the Hoapi-
tal. I enclose you some thoughts that
came with power to my own soul when
in the deep waters of sorrow. It was a
profitable exercise to me, to take a text
and write out the comforting and .instruct-
ing thought which the Holy Spirit present-
ed to my mind. If you think they will'be
useful, use them:

“Remember thy word unto thy servant,
upon which thou hast caused me to hope.”
Psalme 119: 49. Does God forget? The
mother may forget her child, but the Lord
thy God will not forget thee. But yet we
have the privilege of going to our Father,
and telling Him of these gracious words

of promise which we are trusting in, and
we know that He will hear, and in His
time, answer. God's words of promise are
for His servants, Let us examine well
whether we are of the number. If we are
not, He has given us no ground to trust.
What a foundation on which to rest—
God’'s word! Heaven and earth shall pass
away, but His word shall not fail. And
what may we trust on this word? All
that we have, all that we are, and all that
we hope to be. Though darkness and sor-
row now cloud thy sky, hope in His word.
At even-tide, it shall be light.

“The Lamb shell feed them, and shall
lead them to living fountains of waters,
and God shall wipe away ell tears from
their eyes.,” Rev.7:17. Who this Lamb
of God is, the Scriptures declare, “The
Lamb slain from the foundation of the
world.” Jesus, the Shepherd Lamb, shall
feed His own flock, gathered out of every
land; they who in this world of sin en-
compassed with infirmities; cast down
with trials; endeavored daily to follow
Him, shall now be lead by Him ; their thirst
after righteousness shall be quenched at
the living fountains—and God shall wipe
away all tears. Here, we have so much to
weep for—sin in ourselves, and in those
we love—sorrow, pain and death, and the
many other causes that make the tear start
while on earth, will all have passed away,
Oh! for grace so to follow Christ here that
He shall lead us hereafter. R.
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By the Alma River.
BY MISS MULOQOCH.

Willie, fold your little hands;
Let it deop that soldier toy;

Look where father’s picture stands—
Father, who here kissed his boy
Not two months since—father kind,

‘Who this night may—never mind
Mother’s sobs, my little dear,

Call aloud that he may hear;
‘Who f8 God of battles, say,

#Oh, keep father safe this day
By the Alma River.’

Ask no more, child; never heed
'Either Russ, or Frank, or Turk,
Right of nations or of creed,
Chance poised victory’s blood work;
Any flag in the wind may roll
On thy heights, Sebastopol;
Willie, all to you and me
Is that spot, where'er it be,
‘Where he stands,—no other word !
God sure the child's prayer heard,—
By the Alma River.”

Willie, listen to the bells

Ringing through the town to day,
That's for victory. Ah, no knells

For the many swept away—
Hundreds—Thousands! Let us weep,

‘We may need not—just to keep
Reason steady,in my brain

Till the morning comes again;
Till the third dread morning tell

‘Who they were that fought and fell
By the Alma River.

Come we'll lay us down, my child;
Poor the bed is, poor and hard,
“Yet thy father, far exiled,
Sleeps upon the open sward
Dreaming of us two at home;
Or beneath the starry dome
Pigs out trenches in the dark
Where he buries—Willie, mark—
‘Where be buries those who died
Fighting bravely at his side
By the Alma River.

Willie, Willie, go to sleep,
God will keep us, O my boy;
He will make the dull hours creep
Faster, and send news of joy,
When I need not shrink to meet
Those dread placards in the street,
Which for weeks will ghastly-stare
In some eyes,—Child say thy prayer,
Once again; a different one;
Say, “O God, thy will be done
By the Alma River.”

The spirit of Christ sweetly calms the.
soul of a suffering believer, not by taking
away all sense of pain, but by overcoming
it by a sense of his love.

Search others for their virtues, thyself
for thy vices.

Heroism,

The gallantry of our men in the assault
upon Mission Ridge is attested by hundreds
of incidents which came to the knowledge
of the Commission workers as they toiled in
the wake of the army. A few of these inay
be recited here. A eoldier fallen in the diffi-
cult ascent, and lying with a shattered shoul-
der, thus urged forward two comrades who
had halted to carry him to the rear :—¢ I'm

-of no account ; don’t stop for me; for Grd's

sake, push right up with the boys;” and on
they pressed, leaving him in his bloody vest-
ments, more royal and grand than kingly pur-

o.

At another place, a Colouel, toiling up the
mountain, encoantered two brothers, one
wounded unto death, the other bénding anx-
iously over him. The Colonel, not seeing at
first the fallen man, ordered the other to
move on.

« But this is my brother,” he said, with.a
sob in his voice.

The poor dying fellow on the ground ral-
lied in an instant:

“ Yes, that’s right, George; go on,go cn!”

George, turning a sad look on the dying:
brother, clasped his musket and crowded on,
fighting bravely until the summit was reach-
ed. Thep, hurrying back, he knelt again
over the prostrate brother, but he was dead;
in the tumult of the battle his discharge had
come, and calmly, gladly be had been mus-
tered out and gone home.

At the first line of rifle pits, in the grand
advance of our columns, the Colonel of the
Forty-first Ohio regiment fell terribly wound-
ed. A General rode up as be fel), exclaim-
ing:

& I bope you are not badly wounded #”

The Colonel only said, “Do you thiok we'll
make it, General ¥

“1 do,” the General replied.

“Then said the gallant fellow, with a smile,
“I’'m satisfied ; I can stand this.”

And there, perfectly content, he remained
while the battle throbbed and beat along the
hills, with the shouts of the ascending heroes,
¢ gpeaking to him comfortably” now and then
through the din,

A child, speaking of his home to afriend,
was asked, “ Where is your home #”’ Look-
ing with loving eyes at his mother, he re-
plied, “ Where mother is!” Was ever a
question more thruthfully or touchingly
answered f,
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A Skeptical Gollegian.

“ Ah,” said a skeptical collegian toan old
Quaker, “I suppose you are one of those fan-
atics who believe the Bible?” Said the old
man, ®I do believe the Bible. Does thee
believeit!” <« No; I can bave no proof of its
truth.”  “Then,” inquired the old man,
“ Does thee believe in France?” ¢ Yes, for
though I have not seen it, I have seen others
that have. Besides, there is plenty of corro-
borative proof that sucha country does ex-
ist.”  “Then thee will vot believe anything
thee or others bave not seen?” «No.” “Did
thee ever seethy own brains§” “ No.” ¢ Ev-
er see a man who did see them?’ “No.”
Does thee believe thee has any ” This Jast
question put an end to the discussion.

_—

I Shall be Satisfied.

Not here! not here! not where the sparkling
waters
Fade into mocking sands as we draw near;
Where in the wilderness each footstep falters—
I shall be satisied—hut O! not here.

Not here! where every dream of bliss deceives us,
Where the worn.spirit never gains its goal;
Where, haunted ever by the thoughts that grieve

us,
Across us floods of bitter memory roll.

There is"a land where every pulse is thrilling
With rapture earth's sojourners may not know,

Where heaven's repose the weary heart is stilling
And peacefully life’s time-tossed currents flow.

Far out of sight, while yet the flesh infolds us,
Lies the fair country where our hearts abide,
And of its bliss is naught more wondrous told us,
Than these few words, ** I shall be satisfied.”

Satisfied | Satisfied! the spirit's yearaing
For sweet companionship with kindred minds;
The silent love that here meets no returning—
The inspiration which no language finds—

Shallthey be satisfied ? the soul’s vague longings—
The aching void which nothing earthly fills?
Q! what desires upon my soul are thronging,
As I look upward to the heavenly hills.

Thither my weak and weary steps are tending—
Saviour and Lord! with Thy frail child abide |
Guide me toward home, where all my wandering

ending,
1 then shall see Thee, and *‘ be satisfied.”
— Congregationalist.

The Indian summer is nature’s sober se-
cond thought, and to us, the sweetest of
all her thinkings.

A good word is an easy obligation; not
to speak ill requires only your silence,

The Lospital Review.

ROCHESTER, N. Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1866.

Our Hospital.

Our Hospital is now, as will be seen from
the Report of our Secretary, undergoing a
thorough renovation, and being refitted for
the reception of patients. The wards and
private rooms, so beautifully furnished by
the different churches of our city, at the
opening of our Hospital—but which, for
more than a year, have been occupied by
our soldiers, are now, that they have left,
being restored to their original design—and
the whole building wears a new aspect.
The few soldiers who remain, still share, as
they must ever, our tenderest care and
sympathy—but we can all most heartily
rejoice that the cruel necessity no longer
remains for our Hospital to be filled, as it
has been, with the sick and wounded of
our armies. We miss our soldiers—for
they were, and must ever be, dear to us;
but we rejoice that so many have now been
restored to their homes; and we rejoice
still more that the war can add no new
victims—no more sufferers to.our number.
This is the blessing of our restored peace.
Let us thank God for it.

Our Hospital now begins anew its origi-
nal work of caring for the sick of our city
and adjacent towns. Situated on one of
our finest avenues—surrounded with pleas-
ant grounds—its rooms high and light and
airy—and commanding extensive views of
the city and environs—it offers, we think,
unusual attractions to private patients, and
to invalids far and near.

That Short List of Donations!

Just lookat it] Why, in this fruit-grow-
idg, garden-growing region in and about
Rochester, it ought at least to fill two col-
umns! We are out of all patience with it,
for being so small—and, because with all
our coaxing and begging and scolding, we
cannot make it grow. What can be the
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asleep than he began to dream. He dream-
ed that a great many birds, and beasts, and
insects, were humming and singing around
him, and that they were all busied in some
sort of way. On a tall tree just above him,
he thought he saw a monkey swinging by
his tail to and fro, with his arms folded,
and looking as if he was half asleep. The
monkey looked very much like him.

Buzz, buzz, buzz, went a bee, close to his
ear. “ What makes you so merry, Mr. Bee ¢”
said the little boy. The bee never turned
to look at him, but dived deep into the bell
of aflower and licked out all the honey;
then he came out, and dived into another
flower, singing all the time. “ What makes
you so merry, Mr. Bee " called out Robert.
“Because I've got something to do,” said
the bee. “I have to visit a thousand flow-
ers this afternoon ; I have to go to my hive
and back a score of times; I have honey
to put in my cells, and wax to make, and
a great deal to do.” And hum, hum, buzz,
buzz, the bee put his head into another
flower. “But you seem so merry, Mr.
Bee,” said Robert. “That is because I
have plenty to do,” said the bee, and he
flew away out of sight.

Then the boy walked on till he came to a
wood, and he sat down on a grassy bank.
He had not sat long, however, before he
felt a pinch on his leg; he looked, and saw
an ant. “Goaway, you idle boy,” said the
ant. “See what mischief you have done;
you are breaking down our city walls, and
destroying our dwellings. Why do you
not work as we do? Look at us!”

So the boy looked, and saw a great num-
ber of ants; some hringing small grains and
seeds up the steep bank, some scooping out
the ground, some pushing, some pulling—
but all busy.

“Why, how you do work,” said Robert.
“Yes,” said the anmt, *winter will come,
you know ; besides we are never so happy
as when we are at work——that is the great-
est pleasure we have, Our fathers and
mothers work, our little ones work, we all

work here ; there isnobody idle.” * Then,
if you are so fond of work, you may work
by yourselves,” said Robert; so he walked
away and set himself down upon a little
hillock.

Presently he felt the ground shaken un-
der him, and he heard a slight noise in the
earth. A little animal peeped from the
turf close by. ¢ Hallo,’ said Robert,
“ what is your name

« My name is Mole,” said the little ani-
mal; “I'm very busy just now, and cannot
stop to talk. You will oblige me by mov-
ing a little; you are in my way, and I can-
not do my work.

« Work, again!” said Robert. “Yes, I
have my castle to build—a: great many
trenches to place round it—a number of
galleries to construct, with various outlets,
that I may not be caught by.my enemies.
1 bave plenty-to do; but the more I have
to do, the happier I am; so you go along.”

Robert moved off, for he began to be
ashamed of himself, and as he walked un-
der the trees, he felt something pass over
his eyes. It was the long thread of a spi-
der that had just begun to form its web.
The spider was syspended from the branch
of the tree. ¢ Little boy,” said the spider,
“cannot you find anything better to da
than to come and spoil my work {” ¢ Work,
again!” said Robert. “Yes,” said the spi-
der, “I should be sorry to live without
work; and if you will stop a minute, I
wilt show you how I make'my web.” So
saying, he passed hia threads from bough
ta bough ; formed it in one place, and tied
it in another; now tighteued it, and made
it secure in its weaker parts, and at last
gave it a shake to see that it was firm.
“There,” said he, * that work is done, and
now for a fat fly for supper.”

“ Work! do not talk of work to me,”
said Robert, «“ I came out to play.” ¢ Play,
play,” said the spider, “I never heard of
such a thing.” Robert was glad to ge¥
away from the spider, and said, “ you are
an ugly looking thing,” and left him.
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He had not gode far, however, before he
saw a beautifal bird with a little twig in
hisbill. “Bird,” said he, “I want to speak
to you.” “I have no time,” said the bird;
“I am busy; I have my nest to build.”

Presently a rabbit ttept from the under.
wood with some dried grass in his mouth,

“Bunny, bunny,” called Robert. T cannot °

stop,” said the rabbit, “ 1 am very busy.”
Well, thought the little boy, everything

seems ill-ndtured, and won’t play with me.

I will go to the wind. I have often heard
it called the idle wind. “Stop,” said the
wind, with a violent gust in his face, “I
am not so idle as you ‘think me.” ¢ Not
idle! 'Why, what do you do, I should like
to know.” “I am just going to turn a few
hundred mills between this and the sea
coast, and then I have a thousand ships to
_send to port. Besides this, I disperse, as
I go along, a variety of seeds.
to carry the clouds from one place to ano-
ther, and then T exercise the trees and
plants. I do not like to see anything
idle.”

“Well,” said Robert, “I am tired talk.
ing to all these things, and if it were not
for the nice, bright sunshine, I should think
everything was busy—that seems as careless
as myself. How it dances in ‘the brook{”

“Not so fast, little boy,” said a beam of
the sun, “I have millions of plants to bring
out of the earth, fruits to ripen, and seeds
to perfect. I am the least idle of anything.
I go from world to world, from clime to
clime. Playing in the brook! It is true
I dance and sparkle on the waters, but it
is because I am happy. You thought I
was only playing in the brook, bat I was
busy bringing to perfection water plants
and young fish. I am never idle, and to
show you I am not, I'll just take the skin
off your nose.”

So saying, the hot, mid-day sun, which
had all this time been scorching Robert,
raised a very fine blister on the bridge of

his nose. Robert .jumped up, and behold - |

it was a dream. Yes, all -a -dream, except

1 have also |

the last part of it. The sun had taken the
skin off his nose, but he had been taught a
lesson which he would not forget.

He went home, and as he walked on he
came to the conclasion that everything had
some work to perform—something to do;
that nothing seemed to live for itself alone;
that the idle are sure to get into mischief.
He went home therefore, made up for lost
time, mastered the multiplication table and
the Latin grammar, and ever afterwards was

" happier with something to do.

A True Story.

“Father is late,” said the watching boy;
“Tl run through the wood to meet him,
For I love to see his smile of joy
‘When his little son comes to greet him.

“T'1l take his axe from his weary hands,
And lay it over my shoulder;

1"l go to the clearing, and help him too,
‘When I am a few years older.”

The boy set out through the forest dim-—
There were prowlers watching his feet—

But the wild beasts wiked no fears in hitn,
He would soon his father meet.

On, 6n he walked, till his little feet
Ached, dnd were growing weary;

“T'll rest,” said he, “‘on this mossy seat,
For the way is long and dreary.

I cannot hear the woodman’s axe,
So I think their work is done,

And father will surely pass this way,
For other there is none.”

He sat him down on a tall tree's root,
To watch for his father’s coming,

But soon a mist came over his eyes,
And his ears heard only a humming.

And down he dropped by the tall tree's foot,
Never thinking of fear or joy ;

‘And a kind little whirlwind heaped the leaves
All over the sleeping boy.

The father turned his weary feet
Towards his home in joy; [there
‘And he thought of the Welcome awaiting him
And he thought of hia‘@atling boy.

He cast his oyes upon the ground,

___And close by the side of the way;

He stopped to note astrange little mound,
‘Heaped up of leaves so gay.

‘He passed along, then turned—impelled
By a thought both strange and wild—
He cast the varied spread aside,

And saw his sleeping child.
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He raised Lim gently in his arms,
And in his p?ence he laid

A log of wood, and covered it o'er
With the leaves of the forest glade.

Then he withdrew to a sheltered dpot,
For he heard a fearful howl,

And soon the wolves came creeping out
And round the mound they prowl.

As they cast the light gay leaves aside,
And their glaring eyss were soen,

The father strained his child to his breast,
As he thought of what might have been f

Then he homeward strode, but the boy slept on,
As over the ground they flew;

Of the danger threatened he nothing dreamed,

* Of the rescue he nothing knew.

And the father's feet never stopped or stayed
Till he passed the forest wild,

And said, as he sunk on his own door stone,
*Thank God, I've saved my child I

A Dead Boy and His Dogs.

“Ireneeus,” in his “Letters under the
Trees,” in the New York Observer, says:

“ Rarely have I been more tenderly touch-
ed than by a letter just received from a
gentleman in a distant State. He writes,
and I will let him tell the sad story in his
own words "

“On the morning of the 15th of June, I
had a brave and gallant boy, just fourteen

years old, but when night cast her shadow

over the earth, death had left his dread
foot-prints upon our hearth stone, and
Barkley slept, only as the dead sleep. He
went forth, his young heart dancing with
life and joy, intending to spend the day
hunting through the grard old woods sur-
rounding our homestead, but not returning
at night fall, search was made, and some
twelve hours later his body was discovered,
faithfully guarded by two loving dogs. He
had been killed instantly by an accidental
shot, passing from time to eternity in the
twinkling of an eye, the corpse showing
that not a muscle had moved after the
dread blow had been received. His brave
dogs guarded his body throughout the night,
ane exhibited something more than instinct
when his corpse was discovered. They quiet-
ly permitted two cousins of Barkley, who
first discovered the body, to approach and lay
their hands upon the brow of their. dead
master, but when these cousins retired to
make known the sad accident, would permit
neither them or any one else to approach,
nor could thoy be driven away by threats or

entreaties, until an old family servant was
sent for, and by caresses soothed and led them
away. For several nights succeeding, these
dogs returned and guarded the fatal spot.

“ My eon, a shorttime previous to his
death, had read a little book called the
¢ Newsbuy,” and was much interested in the
trials of that houseless and homeless classin
your city, and as he had a small square in
my garden which he was cultivating himself,
and spoke often of the money he would real-
ize from the growth of the same, I now
send you, as a gift from my dead child to the
Newsboy’s Home, ten dollars: the proceeds of
his own labor!

“ Will you be kind enough to place it in
the hands of the proper recipient, with &
loving word form one who can no longer
sympathize in the sorrows and troubles of
the poor newsboy ¢ Yours truly.”

e ——————————
Agents.

The following Ladies have kindly consente! to
act as Agents for the Hospilal Review :

Miss MaGGIE CuLBERTSON, Enst Groveland.

“ L. A. Bumi ER,Perry Ceutre.
* E. A. C. HaYEs, Rochester.
“ MARY W. i)avis, -
Mrs. C. F. SPENUER, “
“ J. B. KxIt FEN, \ :clor.
‘% HawmMonD, East Rush.
“ PaEBE D, 1)AVENPORT, Lockport.

Miss MArY BROWN, Perinton,

Mrs, 8. W. Hamuwrox, Fairport.

‘ CuABLES Forp, Clyde.
Miss Apa MILT:R, "

“ C. M. SECuR, Macedon.

! JuLia M'CHESNKY, Spencerport.

‘ LiLLIAN J. RENNEY, Plelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PrEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.

List of our Little Agents,

Lixpa BroNsoN, Rochester,
Mageie HaMitToN, “

MAaRY PERKINS, "

Fanxy and ELLa Corpury, Rochester,
Fanny PoMEROY, Pittsfield, Mags.
8. Hari, Henrietta,

Jennme HURD, Rochester,

UarBis NEFF, “

H. F. VICKERY, **

BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SamueL B. Woob, Rochester,
LiBBIE RENFREW, i

ELLA VAN ZaNDT, Albany.
"MARY WatsoN, Rochester.

{3 Persons making application for the receps
tion of patlents, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant physician,
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D dvertizements,

RATES OF _APV‘ERTISiNG.I
Pr. 5q,,1 insertion $1 00 | Quatter Column,....:$10 00

Three Months,.... 2 00 One Third Column,.. 12 00
SixMonths, ... 800 | Half Column,1 Year, 15 00
One Year,........ 5 00 One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

~ ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER RiiLL.

M. M, MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and PDealers,
MUNGER'S SLP, REAR OF 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. *65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world.

REASONS.

1. Its uimplici;y and great range of work, .

2. Jts making four different stitches, viz: thelock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot.

8. The ible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left, or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
minil}g to the end of the seam.

4. The perfect finish and_substantisl manner in which
the machine is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-2djusting tension.

The “ FLORENCE ” will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest jPilot Cloth, with-out change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor’s manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no gqual. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular.

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
mndv say, but see thg‘lorence before purchasing sny other
an gudge {for yours®H.

All kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

competent operators.
a & Bilk, Needles and the best Oil, for sale at this Of-
ce.

éﬂ' Rooms over 20 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to eell again.

For particulars address
Nov. 15, 1865 C. 8. HALL, Rochesrer, N. Y.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
Al orders left as above, or at his residence, on Eiy 8t.,
ncfslg; prompt attention.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE HaLL,
No. T EXCHANGE PLA’OE, ;’ Rocugster, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,
Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United Btates.

Policies issued, and all-losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid. .
H. P. BREWSTER,

Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,
No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y,

Musio ONLY, is Taught in this Institution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&e., send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,
April, 18651y Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
HE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the business of the late firm of Case &

E. N. BUELL.

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. 8. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865. H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friends that our store will henceforth,
as it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being the leading houst in the Dry Goods trado
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

We shall aim, as we have ever done, to make
our own interest dependent upon consulting the
interest of those who do business with us.

Preferring to let our friends form their own
conclusions as to whether we shall continue to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of seasonable goods as have ever been
offered in this market; and shall, as hitherto, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
make prices as low as the market, whatever it
may be. A. 8. MANN & Co,,

. (Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 89 State st

Rochester, March 15, 1865.
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UNION ICE COMPANY,

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of.

Jefferson Street.

g3~ Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
100N, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Qo’s Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers,

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest

fabric.
S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y.
g5~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

{&~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmetre and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
(entlemén’s Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every desctiption, dyed in-all
colors, and finished with neatneas and dispatch, on
very. reasonable terms.

-Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

&~ Goods recoived and retursied by Express,

Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,,

Jan. 1866. Rochester. N. Y

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange 8t
ROCHESTER, N.\.
Caas. F. Smia, GiLMaN H. PrugINs,

Jon. 1865, [Established in 1826.} "
THE MORNHING LIGHT,

PRINCE OF BASE BURMING
STOVES.

‘We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-
ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.

HE Stove Committee of the New York State Aricul-
tural Soclety, at the State Fair held at Rochester, Sop-
tember 20th, 1 after a thorangh examil sion of t. iseud
other base burners in operation and on trial fully endorsod
this claim, and'awarded the FiesT PREMion .0 the “) ORN-
ING LicHT” 88 the best base burning, self feeding Coal
Stove; thus it has been decided by competent J“dg‘"‘ that
we are fully entitled to style it THe PRINOE OF BASE Buin-
1Ne STOVES. ~ 3
Manufactureq by
SHEAR, PACKARD & C..
17 and 19 Grecn Stree

Alb: ny, N. Y,
For sale by WARRANT & SOUTHWORTE,
' 26 South 8t. Paul Bt., Rochester, N. ¥.
Jan, 1865,
S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 18656. 1y

CEXCELSIOR.”

"THE attentlon of the publiods called to the “ EXCEL-
BIOR,” the best
Base Burning Self-feeaing Stove,

ever invented-~will gtve more hent-sgith less fuel than sny
other in market, arranged for heating one or two rooms.
Alsgo, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,
“GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The gresgat invention of the day.
These Btoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,

Albany, and for sale in this city, b,
EAKT & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1865, Main Street,

JOHN SCHLEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
‘LARD, HAMS, &o. &o.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 16, 1865.
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DEVOTED TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

AXD TENR

%Y.

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

‘1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vor. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., DECEMBER 15, 1865.

No. 5.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

s issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING OCOMMITTEE:

Mrs. GEO. H. MUMFORD, | Mra, WM. H. PERKINS,
MALTBY ST’RONG “ Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMS—Fifty Ceats a Ym, Payablo in Advance,

Letters or Gommumca,ﬁons for publication, to be
addressed to * The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be.sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkms, P. O. Drawer 53.

Wn. S. Falls, Book ook and Job Printer.
0ld Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
The Little Hand.
‘Way beyord the shining river,
In that far-off happy land,
Dwells my love, I sometimes see her
Beckon with her little hand,
Calling me as oft she called me,
E'er ghe angels came that night,
And within their white wings folded,
Took gy darling out of sight.

Years go on, still I am waiting,

Day and.night, and night and day,
And that little hand is guiding

Throngh the darkness of my way.
‘What have I to fear of evil,

Angel-eyes are watching o'er,
And that little hand shall lead me,

Till I reach the other shore?

Mgzs. B. FRANE EN0S.

Such is the blessing of a benevolent heart, that,
let the world frown as it will, it cannot possibly
bereave it of all happiness, since it can rejoice in
the prosperity of others

God never summons us to any trisl, without
holding in reserve for ua, in the riches. of His mer.
cy, all the strength of which we shall have need.

. For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God’s Word.

« As the heart panteth after the water-
brooks, so panteth my soul after thes, O
God.” Psalm 42: 1. The wounded deer,
as he flees from his pursuers, longs for
some brook where he may slake his thirst,
and perchance renew his strength —so
longs and pants the christian for the refresh-
ing streams of thy grace, O God. In the
struggle with, sin, inbred sin—in conflict
with the world, what desire so strong as
to be near God—to grow more and more
in the image of the blessed Redeemer.
Truly there is' none to be desired in com-
parison with Zhee.. How, even the ten-
derest whom we hope to meet on high,
sink into the back-ground, as we think o
meeting Him “whom not having seen, we
love, and in whom though now we see
Him not, yet believing, we rejoice with jdy.
unspeakable.” . Increase, oh Lord, our
longing . after holiness and our strivings
against sin.

“Blessed be the Lord, because He hath
heard the voice of ‘my supplication.” Ps,
28: 6. 'Who is there that has waited on
the Lord, who cannot with David, say,
“ He hath heard the voice of my supplica-
tion.” Is he not the same yesterday, to-
day and forever! Therefore call upon

| Him; pour out. your supplication before

Him ; His ear is not heavy that He cannot
hear. God every where encourages us to
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come to Him. He delights in mercy.
Shall He who spared not His own Son
withhold ary good thing from those who,

fearing and loving Him, strive to keep His

commandments ¢ Oh! for grace always
to trust and ever bless His name.

“Iam the way and the truth and the
life : no man cometk unto the Father but
by me.” John 14: 6. Jesus Christ the
Son of God, who was in the beginning with
God, has declared Himself the only way—
to what? To safety—to happiness. He
has gone to prepare a place for all who
come to God by Him. His word is the
precious truth by which we learn the way.
Once in it, if we turn not from it, we shall
have the life—wmmortal life, which Jesus
brought to light.

“ Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life;
Grant us that way to know,

That truth to keep, that life to win,
‘Whose joys eternal flow.” R.

Skipper Ben.

Sailing away |
Losing the breath of the shores in May,—
Dropping down from the beautiful bay,
Over the sea-slope vast and gray!
And a skipper’s eyes with a mist was blind;
For thoughts rush up on the rising wind
Of a gentle face that he leaves behind,
And a heart that throbs threugh the fogband dim,
Thinking of him.
Far into night
He watches the gleam of the lessening light,
Fixed on the dangerous island height
That bars the harbor he loves from sight;
And he wishes at dawn he could tell the tale
Of how they had weathered the southwest gale,
To brighten the cheek that had grown so pale
With a sleepless night among the spectres grim,
Terrors for him.

Yo-heave-yo!

Here's the bank where the fishermen go!

Over the schooner's sides they throw

Tackle and bait to the deeps below;

Ang skipper Ben in the water sees,

‘When its ripples curl to the light land breeze,

Something that stirs like his apple trees,

And the two soft eyes that beneath them swim,
Lifted to him.

Hear the wind roar,
And the rain through the slit sails tear and pour,
“Steady! we'll scud by the Cape Ann shore,
Then hark to the Beverly bells once more!”
And each man worked with the will of ten;
‘While up in the rigging, now and then,
The lightning glared in the face of Ben,
Turned to the black horizon’s rim,

Scowling on him.

Into his braim
Burned with the iron of hopeless pain,
Into thouphts that grapple and eyes that strain,
Pierces the mem'ry, cruel and vain!
Under Ms blossoming apple trees
That whisper and sway in the sunset breeze,
‘While the soft eyes float where the sea-gulls skirs,
Gazing at him.

How they went down
Never was known in the stilt old town;
Nobody guessed how the fisherman brown
With the look of despair that was half a frown,
Faced his fate in the furious night;
Faced the mad billows with hunger white,
Just within hail of the beacon light,
That shone on a woman, sweet and trim,
Waiting for him.
Beverly bells,
Ring to the tide as it ebbs and swells?
His was the anguish a moment tells—
The passionate sorrow death quickly knells;
But the wearing wash of a life-long woe
Is left for the desolate heart to know,
‘Whose tides with the dull years come and go;
Till hope drifts dead to its stagnant brim,
Thinking of him. Lucy Larcox.

The Workingman’s Rebuke.

Ile set his empty kettle on the table,
and threw himself on the hofftely lounge.
He was a laboring man, his face brown
with exposure, his hands hard with toil.
All day long he had been out in the sun
upon the top of the house, slating the roof.
Sometimes his head was giddy, and his
back weak, but he strengthened himself
with thoughts of home and the treasures:
there. And now at the sound of his feet,
at the sound of his voice, dimples break
over smooth red cheeks, and loving fingers
play with his curls. He shuts his eyes to
frame the picture in his heart—the picture
of 'his wife getting supper—the picture of
the quiet and comeliness of the room—the
picture of his prattling baby. He feels
the coming cool of evening, and all these



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hospital Review. 67

things -comfort him, yet he is not quite
grateful—not wholly -happy; for to-day,
while busy at his work, he saw another
picture that made him envious: rich Sam,
Marlowe, riding out with his wife and child
—a handsome trio; Sam. portly, content-
ed and smiling, his wife with a dainty color
in her cheek, and rich garments folded
about her. .

“He and I were boye together,” thought
that poor man, bending to his work again,
“and see how Providence has blessed him,
though he began with almost nothing.
Now he keeps horses and a carriage, lives
in a beautiful house, has married a fortune,
and with plenty of leisure, can bring up his
one boy just as' I have longed to do my
Tom. I, by marrying early and poor, have
brought burdens ugon Mary’s shoulders
that must be hard to bear. Five little ones,
and I only a day laborer yet!” and he
sighed wearily. All day the heavy heart

never left him, and his fellow-laborers.

wondered what had come over their usual-
ly merry friend ; now he had brought that

shadow home with him—the phantom,

horse and rider, the envy and the care.

“ My Mary is a handsomer woman than
his wife,” he muttered, nursing his wmisery,
“and yet she never knows rest. As for
taking her out for a drive ”—he ended the
sentence with a bitter laugh.

Moments passed, during which the cloud
grew thicker, heavier, A neighbor pass-
g by told of a strange disease that had
lately appeared in their midst; the doctor
called it diptheria, she said, and it was a
terrible and fatal sickness. Then the door
shut, the voice faded away, but the some-
thing dreary did not pass from the man’s
heart.

Buddenly there was a sound of ‘alarm in
the bright kitchen; “ Harry, come here.”

He arose slowly, and passed the door of
the plain little parlor. His wife held their
babe in her arms ; the other children were
gathered, anxiously looking on.

“What can be the matter with him 9’
cried Mary ; “he seemed well enongh till
now. But his lips are blue, and -mgdenly
he has ceased fo play, and hear how he
draws his breath! Harry, he is very sick;
you must go for the doctor.”

_Harry started at once; little Hebert was
his idol—a most besutiful and attractive
child, winning and loving—a very angel in
the humble home. It was not long before
the physician w;

bert was very ill; the terrible sickness was
upon him in its most fearful form. All
that night they ministered to him in
agony, for they felt that in such struggles
the frail little flower would soon be broken
from the stalk, though shielded by their
tenderest care. And alas! when the mor-
ning broke in unclouded brightness, the
sweet face of the babe was set towards it,
but it saw no light; the little spirit had
gone to its upper home, and left the house
desolate.

Then came the sad duties—the little
body to be dressed, and kissed, and linger-
ed over for the last time—the darkened
room—the floners brought by loving
hands to wreathe about the foyehead, and
place within the slender baby fingers; and
g0 they carried and left him in a lowlier bed
than he had ever known, returning to find
another child in the power of the dread dps-
troyer.

How long a time elapsed no one knew
in that household, for the hoéurs passed by
unheeded ; but death came again and again,
and Harry and his wife stood in their lone
home desolate. The strong man was bow-
ed to the earth with agony. For a time
his reason was threatened. He accused
God, he heaped cursgs on himself.

“] was enviousgof another,” ke cried,
“and see how God has smitten me! O
give me back my children! Oanly give me
back the blessings of my eyes, the jewels
of my heart, and I'll toil like a slave—not
only through the burning hours of day,
but into the blackness and chill of mid-
night! T would live on a crust—I ask not
even for comforts—but give me my chil-
dren, Lord, for I am bereft !”

His wife, in the midst of her own grief,
tried to comfort him ; but he would not
listeu to reason, He saw only through the
crowding earth, black with damps, and
horribly alive with insect vitality, the beau-
tiful brows of his five little children, hid-
den away from him for ever and for ever,

‘While this cruel sorrow was still fresh
upon him, came a letter post-marked “ Eng-
land.” His wife opened it, and learned
that an uncle of whom they had heard
nothing for years, had died within a few
months, and left her husband his heir.

Over the five graves of his little children
a treasure of gold was ready to be poured.
Harry listened with a stony glance.” What
was wealth to him now? ~Oh, for one Jov..

N, Ing s)
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now—rtather give me a fow feet of earth
beside my children. Heap up the gold,
and put my little Berty beside it, living;
only for one hour let me feel his dear lips
pressed to mine, and for that choice I
would barter every dollar. O for Poverty,
blessed poverty, with my children |

A ‘strong hand came on his shoulder; it
seemed to hold him with a vice-like grasp.

«] say, Harry, do you know yon're fast
asleep in the draught{”

Bewildered, up into the thick-bearded
face of the speaker the day-lahorer gased.

“ Well, haven’t you a word of welcome
for your brother? "What do you see with
those wild eyes of yours? Is the man
crazy ¥’

For Harry had flung himself upon his
knees, and with strong cries thanked God
again arid again. Then he spran%‘up, and
wrung the hand of his sailor brother—ran
past him, canght his wife and kissed her,
and gathered his babies about him, held
them all to his strong; loving heart, while
great tears rolled down his cheeks. Then,
as his wife Jooked on wondering, frighten-
ed, he cried in a choking voice—

“] dreamed they were all dead, Mary,
all dead—and I thank God that it was
only a dreadful dream. Never, never shall
I be envious again. 'Oh, Mary, to see them
as they lay there”—and again he covered
their smiling lips with kisses, sobbing in
his joy. )

And that was the way the repining hus-
band and father was led to give up “ envy
and all uncharitableness”” Truly, some-
times the Spirit doth come to instruct us
in our dreams.—Home Monthly.

The River Path.
BY JOHN @&. WHITTIER.

No bird-song ﬁoat;-d_aown the hill,
The tangled bank below was still;

No rustle fyom the birchen stem,
No ripple from the water's hem.

The dusk of twilight round us grew,
We felt the falling of the dew;

For, from us, ere the day was done,
The wooded hillg shut out the sun.

But on the river's farthar,side,
‘We saw the hill-tpps glorified,—

A tender glow, exoseding fair,

With us the damp, the chill, the gloom;
With them the sunset’s rosy bloom;

‘While dark through willowy vistas seen,
The river rolled in shade between.

From out the darkness where we trod,
‘We gazed upon those hills of God,

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun;
‘We spakemot, but our thought was one.

We paused ag if from that bright shore
Beckoned our dear ones gone before;

And stilled our beating hearts to hear
The voices lost to mortal ear!

Sudden our pathway turned from night;
The hills swung open to the light;

Through their green gates the sunshine
sBowed,

A long; slant splendor downward flowed.

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled;
It bridged the shaded stream with gold;

And borne on piers of mist, allied
The shadowy with the sunlit side!

#So,” prayed we, * when our feet draw near
The river, dark with mortal fear,

% And the night cometh chill with dew,
0, Father,—let thy light break through!

%S0 let the hills of doubt divide,
So bridge with faith the sunless tide!

“ 8o let the eyes that fail on earth,
On thy eternal hills look forth ;

“And in thy beckoning angels know
The dear ones whom we loved below.”

———————

A Chinese Fable.

The following discourse, by a converted
Chinese tailor, ‘with reference to the rela-
tive merits of Confucianiem, Buddhism,
and Christianity, is worth preserving :

%A man had fallen into a deep, dark
pit, and lay in its miry bottom groaning,
and -utterly unable to move.” Confucius
walked by, approached the edge of the

it, and said, ¢ Poor fellow, I am sorry

or you; why were you such a fool 8
to get in there! Let me give you a piece
of adviee: If you ever get out, don't

tin again’ ‘I can't get out, groaned
the man.
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said, ¢ Poor fellow, I am very much pained
to see you there; I think if 'you could
scramble up two-thirds of the way, or even
half, I could reach you, and lift you up the
rest.” But the man in the pit was entirely
helpless, and unable to rise.

“ Next the Saviour came by, and hearing
his cries, went to the very brink of the pit,
stretched down and laid hold of the poor
man, brought him up, and said, ‘Go and
sin no more.’”

Ghe Loapitel Review,

ROCHESTER, N. Y., DECEMBER 15, 1865.

The Closing Year.

This is a solemn season—and these are
solemn days now passing, even with all the
gayety and with all the buoyant expecta-
tions surrounding them. How busy—how
thronged the streets—the shops—and how
brightly and beautifully the windows are
all gleaming, and how eager and sunshiny
the faces we meet. It is just before
Christmas, as no one need be told. The
fact is written on every face—on every
window-pane. Holidays are close at hand.
Soon the record of the old year will be
closed—soon its brief history all told—

“The year is weary,
The year is ald,
And the lamp of the lily
Burns close to the mould.”

O young hearts—light hearts—happy
hearts—-eager with present pleasures—
beating warm with yet brighter hopes,
how little can ye know with what heaviness
many are watching the dawning of these
anniversary days of love—and joy—and sor-
row! How much of all that is sweetest
and dearest in all our lives, is linked with
these days, and so sacredly, so tenderly,
that their return can but bring hack afresh
the joy which brightens, or the grief
which shadows all. There is a peculiar
mtingling at this-time of all that.is happiest
in home and family gatherings, with all
that is. most sad, The absent are com-

ing home for the holidays, but alas, even
in the smallest circle, there is a vacant
seat—one missing face—and there is pne
who will never more return. A link is
broken in the golden chain,

Let us remember tenderly, the many sor-
rowful these days—those from whose deso-
lated hearts the light has gone out in dark-

 ness—-and let us remember gratefully and

hold in sacred trust the blessings so freely
scattered around our lives.

It is a time too to remember the poor
and the sick. Add to the record of the
dying year before it takes its everlasting
flight, one more loving deed~—one more
kind action in the name of our blessed
Lord! The opportunity is still extended
to us—let’ us arise now gnd redeem the
time !

The New Wing,.

R is a long time since we lave noticed
in our donation lists any contributions to
our New Wing. We trust the zeal and
interest in this work is not diminishing.
With the suffering all around us every-
where, and: with the cases multiplying as
they ever do at this inclement season, we
can but wish that we bad room in our
Hospital for all who might wish, or seek to
come. Sickness and suffering there must
ever be in this sad ‘world of sin 4nd sors
row and death—and since these things must
be, we can but long to see our Hospital
fulfilling its mission to the very utmost of
its capacity. We want to see every room—
every ward filled, and we want to see the
New Wing up and filled too. 'O, when
will this great good work be completéd?

To our Little Friends.

‘What, we wonder, are our little friends
going to do for us for these holidays!—
Anything? We see Montie's name down
in that good list of donations for Thanks-
giving Day. We wonder if dny of our
little friends are going to send us any gifta
for the holidsys, or any new subseribers,
Well-—we shall see.
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A New—?ear’s Present.

Now, of course, all about our Cliristmas
and New Year's presents is a most profound
and beautiful mystery. We do not dare
even to guess what they are all to be, but
we dre haunted with visions of turkies and
crapberry sauce—and oysters, and pies, and

jellies, &c., and of nice things to wear—-

warm covering too for our beds, and money
for our New Wing, and of a great many
things more than we can tell you; and
among other things, we have been dreaming
how pleasant a long—long—long list of
new subscribers would be. We should like
some sort of a New Year's present from
each one of our friends—nothing necessa-
rily expensive, but a trifle, if no more, just
as an expression of interest and “affection;
and if they would each ome, without a
single exception, send us a new subscriber,
how proud and delighted we would be!
But then, of course, it is not polite nor
delicate to be hinting about what we would
like for presents. We must take always,
and be delighted, as we are sure to be, with
‘ whatever is given us—but if any one, or a
good many ones, should happen to send us
anew subscriber, we must'say it would be
a happy hit, and would be just what we
were wishing for a New Year’s present.
A gift of fifty or a hundred dollars or so, for
our New Wing might, it is true, make us
even yet merrier—but we are getting vis-
ionary.

Thanksgiving at the Hospital.

Our readers will notice with pleasure,
from our list of Donations, that our in-
mates had each and all, a sumptuous
Thanksgiving Dinner. The response to
the hint in our daily papers, for this pur-
pose met, as it will be observed, with many
generous and hearty responses. Our tables
were loaded with every luxury, and it was

*refreshing to see the bright faces of our |

invalids, and to hear their gratified expres-
sions, as they sat down to the feast prepared
for them. In their name, we would extend

to each of the donors, our most hearty
thanks. Could they have seen all that we
saw that day, they would not regret having
done their part towards a Thanksgiving
Dinner for our Hospital.

A Christmas Dinner.
We have returned our thanks duly and

. truly for our Thanksgiving Dinner, but a

still better and more blessed day is drawing
very close upon us, when we hope we shall.
be able to return thanks for another dinner
at least as good—better we do not see very
well how it could be. We do not think it
necessary to make any special appeal to be
remembered on Christmas Day. With
our city so loaded as it is now with gifts,

‘wit,h onf markets so piled with turkeys and
“other good things, Santa Claus will not, we

know, forget the Hospital. We shall all
hang up our stockings be assured, and if
any one should forget to put in all they
meant to do for Christmas, we will just say
that we intend to keep our stockings out
until after New Year’s, so anything too
late for Christmas will be almost, if not
quite, as acceptable a little after, or for
New Year's. We are waiting very impa-
tiently to see what Santa Claus will bring
us. We want, oh, so many things!

Response to our Call for Apples.

We are gratified to find this month so
many responses to our call for Apples.
Among others, was a whole barrel of them
from Mr. E. P. Gould’s Bible Class, accom-
panied with the following kind note:

RocBESTER, N. Y., Dec. 4, 1865.

To THE MANAGERS OF THE Rocmasmn Crry
HeospitaL: We send you one barrel of Apples
for the benefit of the patients under your charge.
We cheerfully make this contribution, small as it
is, hoping it may prove acceptable.

Yours, in sympathy,
E. P. GouLp’s BIBLE CLASS,

First Baptist Church Sabbath School.

A% Those of our readers who respond-
ed to our call for Lint and Bandages, will
please accept our thanks,
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Oonoert and Donation by the First Methodist
Sunday School.

From the followmg note received by our
Superintendent, our readers will learn with
pleasure that the children of the First Me-
thodist Sunday School have kindly consent-
&d, at the solicitation of several of our be-
mnevolent organizations, to repeat the Con-
cert recently given by them. Friday Even-
ing, Dec. 29th, is the time named for this
purpose, and to all who were present at
their recent charming Entertainment, the
sihple announcement will be sufficient.
Accompanying their kind note of accept-
ance from Mr. Viek, was the handsome

donation of $50 from the School to our *

Hospital. The children, and all associated
with this noble little army of workers, will
please accept our most cordial thanks!

RocHESTER, N. Y., Dec. 19, 1865.
E. C. WrLLiams, Esq., Sup't City Hospital :

Dear Sir—Your favor asking a repetition of the
Concert given by the Children of the First Me-
thodist Sabbath School is received. We have
also received other communications of a like im-
port, and have concluded to repeat the Concert
on Friday Evening, the 29th ef December. Your
suggestion that a remembrance of the Institution
with which you are connected, and the wants of
the sick and afflicted there congregated, would be
an act of kindness and mercy, we- think, timely
and valuable. We endeavor to teach our child-
ren to follow the good advice of Wesley, ‘“to
earn all they can and give all they can;” and as
we have lately been favored by the blessings of
Providence and the good-will of the people, please
find enclosed Fifty Dollars, which we ask you to
accept as a donation from our school.

‘We have also remembered other charitable in-
stitutions of our city in a similar manner, and find
many calls among the poor of our school—espe-
cially the widows and fatherless, & legacy of our
late wicked war—whose necessities we are en-
deavoring to relieve as far as possible.

That the good Lord may bless us all in our
humble yet earnest efforts to do , i8 _the
prayer of the Scholars and Teachers of the First
Methodist Rabbath School, and your humble ser-
vant, Faues Viok, Sup'’t.

Hospital Notice.

Packages, including Provisicns, Hospital Stores,
&c., should be addressed to “The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets.” A list of the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-
warding, and Poat Office addrees, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mra. Dr.
Mathewa.

Gorvespondence,

A few words from our former Matron,
Mrs. S.:

Enclosed please find Fifty Cents for my sub-
scription for the *‘ Hospital Review” for the cur-
rent year.

I am quite ashamed that so long a time has
elapsed, but many things have prevented my
writing before. At first, the hope of getting
others to subscribe: latterly, there have been
‘‘Hospitals” all about me, at which T have given
daily attendance; and so the time has slipped
away almost unconsciously.

I like the *“Review” very much, and am very
sorry I can do no more towards obtaining sub-
seribers. I hope all goes well at the * Hospital.”
I have been very much disappointed in not being
able to visit it this fall; but it is only one more
in my life of disappointments. Mr. S. desires to
be remembered kindly. Accept my best wishes
and love.

A friend in Victor writes:

Enclosed please find Fifty Cents, subscription
for * Hospital Review” another year. I should
have sent sooner, but have hoped to find time to
go through the neighborhood to obtain subscri-
bers for your excellent little sheet, but sickness
in my family has heretofore pravented. With
best wishes for the suecess of your noble enter-
prise, I remain, Yours, truly.

RocHESTER, Nov., 1865.
Mer. WrryaMs—Dear Sir: Encloged you will
please find the address and money for another
number of your “Hospital Review.”
Yours, very respectfully, 8. A

A friend writes us from Buffalo: * Please ac-
cept Fifty Cents for the Hospital Review. Eddie
calls nightly for the Story of the Kittens.”

We have rece’'ved the following from
our agent, L. L B. Miss B. will please
accept our grateful thanks for this addi-
tion to the goodly list of names she has
previously procured for us, and for the in-
terest she expresses in our work:

“I have beena silent agent for the last few
months, very much to my reeret, for I wished to
do all in my power for the cauee, and 1 think I
have done so. I have procured but fifty cents,
but I hope that little will be bet#r than nothing."”

Superinendent’s Report for November.

Nov. 1. In Hospital,... .. aeeaas Ceneies
Received during the month,,
Discharged * “

Dec. 1. Number of Patients remaining,... 38
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) The Hospital Review.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
Frox Nov. 15 To Dnmo. 18, 1865.

Mrs. Edward A. Caldwell—By Mrs. Strong, $0 50

Hubbard & Northrop—By Miss Hayes,... 50
Mrs. Samuel Valentine, Victor; Mrs. Eliza-
beth Rose, Pitteford; Mrs. B. F. Enos—

By Mr. Williams,, .. .ccvuuunsn.. veeee 160
Mrs. John Newman—By Mrs. Loop,..... 50
Mrs. A, Ketcham, Victor; Mrs. T. C. Mont-

gomery, Mra. Cutting, Mrs. J. T. Tal-

man, Miss Fanny D. Fowler, Miss H.

Talman, Miss Ruth Morgan; Mrs. Jo-

siah W. Bissell, §1; Rev. Mr. Loop ,$1;

Mr. Stafford—By Mrs. Perking,........ 6 06
James 8. Walker, Oak’s Corners—By Miss

Lillian J. Ranvey,........... Sy 50
Miss Anne Hoskins—By Miss Allgood, . .. 50-
Mrs. Diana Clements, Conesus Centre ; Mrs,

H. L. Fish—By Mrs. Fish, ........... 1 60
Mrs. Thos. H. Rochesier—By Mrs. Monte

Rochester, ......oooveneeinnnnnnnns 50
Advertisement, .. . . 10 00
NOtiCE, o vvveennirvnnnnnns trevaenies. 5O

List of Donations to the Hospital for
November, 1865.

Mrs. Martin Galusha—Basket of Apples, 2 bowls
of Jelly, and Papers.

Mrs. Gen'l Williams—15 cans of Frajf.

Mrs. Coon, West Avenue—27 Cabbages.

Mrs. N. T, Rochester—Basket of Pears and Quin-
ces, basket of Apples.

Mrs. Thomas Rochester—Biscuits every Wednes-
day during the month.

Mrs. Monte Rochester—Dressing Gown and a
basket of Apples.

Mrs, Bzra Parsons—A quantity of Cabbages.

Ledies of Fairport, by Mrs, Wood-~Twe Hop Pil-
lows, one Sheet, two Shirts.

Mrs, Watson, Clyde—A Quilt,

Dr. J. C. Lung—18 Medicine.Cups, $2,25.

James M. Phelon—Ice Cream, Cake and Biscuit.

The Bible Class of Mr. E. P. Gould—One barrel
of Apples.

"Donations for Thanksgiving,

H. P. Brewster—One large Turkey.
Mrs. Thos. H. Rochester—One Turkey, cooked ;
lot of Biscuit. : )
Master Monty Rochester—Three heads Célery.
Rev. Mrs. Tooker—One jar of Peaches, one jar
of Cherries, for Mrs, Williame.
Mre. H. L. Fish—One jug of Cider, half & bushel
of Apples. o '
Nrs. B. Merrinan—One Turkey.
Mrs. Pewey—Three Pies. | .
Nrs, Ioop—Oue basket Turnips, one do. Oniong,
Mrs. Qriel—Gooss, ~
Mre. Charles 8Bmigh--One gallon Oystors.
r. Baldwin—Half a wallon Qysters.
remlin Saloon—One and a balf gallons Oysters.
Mre. Willium H. Perkins—Two Piep and one gal-
lon Qysters.
A Friend—A small Turkey, half gallon Oysters.
C. Spencer, Esg.—Five gallons Opaters.
rs. M. Rochester—Three quarts of Cranberries
. and Sugar to sweeten.

Shildven's Department,

The Pretty Pictures.

The following liges are taken from a Magazine
written by inmates of the New York State Luna-
tic Asylum, at Utica:

I am a little peasant girl;
My father’s very poor;

No rich and handsome things have we—
No carpet on our floor.

And yet this morning, when I woke,
I saw, to my surprise,

Four pretty pictures in my room,
Alike in shape and size.

The first was of a lake a0 clear,
‘With woods encircled round,

Through which there sprang a frightened deer,
Pursued by many a hound.

The second is a quiet stream,
Which through a'valley winds;

Tall trees and shrubs are on the brink, .
And flowers of various kinds.

The next a little hamlet seems,
‘With its neat church and spire;

Behind it hills and mountains rise
Up to the clouds and higher.

The last is a vast waterfall,
Whick a bread lake supplies ;

Masses of water tumble down,
And clouds of spray arise.

These pictures all will fade away—
I know it to my sorrow,—

But mother says she thinks 11l have
Four other ones to-morrow.

Who gives them to me, do you ask ?
And how much do they cost?
The giver I have never seen,
The painter is—Jack FROsT.

Warkine Grawoma wite & Kiss. —I
asked g little boy last evening— !

“ Have you called your grandma to teal”

“Yes. When I went to eall her she
;;vas asIlee D :i &l’;d Ii didn’t know how to wake
er. 1-d1dn™ wish to Aoller at dm:
nor to shake her; so I kissed heg:a:bee;:
and that woke her very softly. Then |
ran into the hall, and ‘said pretty loud,
‘Grandma, tea is ready.’ And she never
knew ‘what wake hey.”
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Little Alice.

*Once upon a time,” that is, the day
before last Christmas Day, a little wee bit
of a girl was sitting on a little wee bit of a
chair, busily engaged in putting her doll's
hair in papers; for her doll was going to
a large party that very night, and of
course like all fashionable ladies, she must
look like a perfect fright all day. So ten
great paper horns stuck out on one side of
her head, and ten more were getting
twisted upon the other, and poor dolly
looked for all the world just like an insane
porcupine.

Now I will tell you, and nobody else,
where Alice lived; for this is to be a “real
true” story, and every thing happened just
as | shall relate. Well, she lived in a
house very near Calvary Church in .New
York city, and the next time you walk in
that way, just look into all the windows,
and when you see a little girl with large
soft gray eyes, and light curling hair, who
bobs up and down the whole time on the
window-seat, why—that’s Alice; and be-
tween you and me, though she does noth-
ing from morning to bight but scamper
about, and bob up and down in the win-
dow-seat, and wear out ever so many pairs
of shoes, she is a sweet little thing, and if
you knew her you would love her dearly.

‘When Alice had finishéd her doll’s hair,
she looked up at her mother who was in
the room, and said : )

“Mamma! my child isn't tubblesome, she
don’t squeal and say *d-o-n-t!" when I pull
her hair just alittle bit! Tsn’t she good?”

Her mamma made no answer. She was
so'much interested in something she was
reading that she did not hear the little one
speak—so Alice ran softly up, and looking
up in her mother's face, saw tears stream-
ing fast down her cheeks and dropping on
the paper.

“ Mamma, dear /ittle mamma " and that
was all she said. ‘

“My darling! shall I tell you this sad
story? Well! look about you, firéf, and
se¢ the bright fire, the nicé¢ warm carpet,
the thick curtains, and all the comforts that
surround you, and then listea to me.”

“In the very midst of this city there is
a dreadful place, where a great many peo-
ple live, poorer, and what is worse more
wicked than it is possible to describe—alt
crowded together in_ damp cellars, #nd
miserable’ garrets, cold, hungty, and al-
most naked; and among them are ever so

many poor little children, some only four
years old, like you, Alice, who are shiver-
ing with cold now, and crying for hunger.
But not a great while ago, a good man
who kept God’s first and great command-
ment, and loved Him with all his heart
and soul and mind, and by humbly doing
this was enabled to keep the second great
commandment, which is like unto it, ‘to
love his neighbor as himself’—this truly
great and good man went into this fearful
place to live, and picked up the poor little
ones out of the gutters and wretched holes,
and having first washed them clean and fed
them, he commenced to tell them of the
Great God above, who would love them
and care for them if they would only love
and seek Him.”

“And did they do it?” said little Alice,
“and why don’t they run right out of the

- dreadful place?”

“ A great many do,” said her mother,
“and many more want to come out.”

“Now, Alice, what can you do? Per-
haps there is some poor little girl whose
name is Alice, like yours, and who is four
years old, like you ; is it not sad to think
that perhaps that little Alice is s-h-i-v-e-r-
i-n-g, s-h-i-v-e-r-i-n-g in a corner, with noth-
ing to eat?’

The child shuddered as hér mother
spoke, ber' large eyes filled with tears, and
the little rosy lips trembled.. She looked
at the window and up at the wintry sky,
from which feathery snow-flakes were be-
ginning to fall, then at the*bright fire, and
then hegan softly to smooth down her apron
with her little fat fingers.

“Mamma,” at last said the soft little
voice, “hat poor Alice must have some
clothes,” and then looking upon her dress,
“may I give her this frock and apronm,
please mamma ¢

“You may, iny dear,” replied her mam-
ma, Alice’s face brightened, she cut a lit-
tle caper half across the room, tumbled
down, scrambled 'n‘g) again, and danced in
a zigzag direction back to her mother, and
tursing quickly round, and jumping up
and down JI" l_g; time, desired her mother
to unhook her ‘dress, which you may be
sure was not doné without difficulty, al-
though the Jum'ping, after it was ynhooked,
helped it off in double quick time. h

“Well now,”-said the mothef, “what
will the poor‘fitile girl do for a ‘petticoat §”

“ Pekkitote!” éxclaimed Alice, and she
folded her handsand put her head on one
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side, and looking demurely out of the cor-
ner of her eyes. “If somebody would only
unbutton this pekkitote for me. 1 have
three, two, five more in my drawer.”

Her mother smiled, and Alice jumped,
and sung a little song, and the petticoat
was unbuttoned and down it fell on the

carpet.

“ What will the poor little girl do for a
flannel petticoat ¥ asked the mother, “you
know a white one is not very warm.”

“Flannel pekkitote!” and Alice pucker-
ed up her mouth as if she was going to
whistle, and made the letter A with her
two forefingers, and looked through them
at the fire.

But she could not see any petticoat
there—no—so, shaking her little curling,
head, she said: “Take it off, Mamma, ah
d-o!”

So off came the flannel petticoat, and
then of all the lLittle images you ever saw,
Alice was the prettiest and fauniest, as she
hopped on one foot to the end of the room
in her little white drawers. "What did she
look like! Why she looked just like a
little fat Dutchman.

“The little girl will be glad to get these
clothes, Alice, but then what will she do
for pantalettes? I know she only has a
few dirty rags to cover her.”

“But [ meant all the time to give her my
panties,” replied Alice, “only I was wait-
ing for you to ask me—that’s all—certain-
ly she must have panties, mustn’t she?
She couldn’t d®without them you kmow,
could she#’

“Oh!” said the mother, and with-a
lance full of love, and a low, tearful
ugh, she unfastened the pantalettes.

“Alice, won't the poor girl want stock-
ings and shoes ?”

Down went the little figure, all in a
bunch in the middle of the floor; and af-
ter a deal of tugging and pulling, and fall-
ing over backwards when the stocking came
off suddenly; at last they were safely off,
and Alice got up and handed them to her
mother wigh such a flushing and beaming
face, from the exertion, that she could not
resist the impulse to catch the little one up
and hug her to her heart.

And now nothing was left but the little

muslin shirt—a pretty little shirt trimmed
with narrow lace.

“ Will you g}ilve the little girl your shirt,”
asked her mother.

“To be sure,” said little Alice, “how
would a little girl Took without a shirt, I

should like to know ¥’ and a little savage
war-dance commenced, which soon brought
the little shirt low. And now all of 'a sud-
den, the child grew serious, and stood quite
still, gazing at her mother. There she
stoud clothed only in the garment of purity
and innocence with which she came into
the world.

Suddenly a sunbeam breaking through
the frosty sky, came a-slant into the room,
and rested upon the child, and from the
lovely head, down to her little- twinkling
feet, its radiance fell around her like a glory.

A hushed and rapt expression passed
over the innocent face, as if in that brief
moment she was blessed with a glimpse of
heaven. ]

With beaming eyes the mother turned
away; and quickly making the clothes into
a little bundle, while the vital warmth was
yet lingering upon them, she directed that
the bundle be given entire to one little girl.

Then dressing Alice in another suit, she
took her gently up in her lap.

And as she looked down upon the im-
mortal soul beaming from those up-lifted
eyes, with a swelling heart, and grateful
love, she softly murmured, * Of such is the
Kingdom of Heaven,”

The Poor Scholars.

In the year 1497, two boys were seen
assing through a small city in Germany.
ey walked slowly, and at times stopped
before the doors of the houses, and sung
carols about the infant Jesus. It was
Christmas time, and the weather was cold
and frosty. The evening was drawingon ;
and the bright glare of the fires withid the
houses of that old city of Eisenach shone
forth through the small windows on the
hoar frost without.

These poor lads belonged to a school
kept by some monks, who gave their
pupils as many blows and angry words as
lessons of learning. As was the custom of
the times, they had been sent to beg their
bread from street to street, singing as they
went along. The better to move the heart
to charity they sang of Him whose lowly
birth was at that season of the year called
to mind.

That day these minstrel ‘boys had met
with only frewns and repulses; and they
thoyght of returning cold and hungry as
they were, to their home. But there was
the house of Conrad Cotta nigh at hand.
He was the burgomaster, or chief magis-
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trate of the city: perhaps, if they sang
before his door thay might get some help,
for his wife Ursula was well-known for
deeds of kindness. It was their last hope,
so they sang their carol in their sweetest
style.

Ursula was very fond of music; and,
hearing the sounds, she stood at the win-
dow till the song was finished. The sing-
ing of one boy was more musical than the
other. It was the voice of young Martin
Luther which fixed her attention. She
had often listened to it with delight before
in the great church of the city, and ‘now,
as she gazed on his pale, intelligent face,
she felt the deepest pity. A gentle, lov-
ing heart had Ursula Cotta. She had seen
the boys driven from three door3, but there
awaited them kind words and charity at
her dwelling. When the carol was ended,
she made signs for them to approach. It
was not often that they were spoken to in
such a gehtle manner; and when she ask-
ed Martin from whence he came, and what
was his father’s name, how great was her
delight to find that he was a kinsman of
her husband !

The boys were soon placed before a
cheerful fire ; and after a good supper they
were ready to sing to good Ursula their
most favorite carol. When that was end-
ed, young Martin sang the forty-eight
Psalm. From that day. Martin became a
frequent visitor at her house. . She wasasa
second mother to him; and often did he
seek to repay her kindness by one of his
swegtest songs, or by a few strains on his
flute.

‘From “ Tales for Young Protestants.”

From the Advoeate and Guardian,
Flora Wade'’s New Year.

“Well, Floy, what is it, pet? I suppose
you are coaxing round for a new dress for
New Year’s day # said Mr. Wade as his
only daughter sat upon his knee, bestow-
ing upon him the little endearments whici
she had not been able to relinqhish with
her childhood, and which were very sweet
to the merchant after the roughness of the
busy day. “We must look very nice, I
know,” eontinued he, “upon this grand
occasion. Let me see; how many names
does my litfle princess expect to add to
her list this year.”

“ Never mind, papa,” returned the maid-

en, with a merry twinkle in her bright’

eyes, “I'll show you when the time comes,
only you must be very liberal, because I
do want to make rather greater prepara-
tion than usual, and you and mother must
give me carte-blanche to arrange every-
thing just as I please—will you?” and she
kept one arm close around her father’s
neck, while she reached out the other hand
caressingly to her mother, “I do care so
very much to have it all my own way this
year?” said she with a beseeching tone.

“You know we cannot refuse you any-
thing, daughter,” said Mrs. 'Wade, kissing
the little dimpled hand, and looking with
pride and love into the beautiful face of
her child. “Father will gratify every rea-
sonable wish I am sure.”

“ Let me see wlrat is in your purse,” said
Flora, diving into her father’s pocket and
drawing thence a well-filled porte-monnaie,
“I shall want twenty, forty, niuety, one
hundred dollars; stop, that is not enough
—two hundred will do, I think,” and she
put her finger upon her lip, to ponder,
while her parents watched her, amused and
wondering.

She had hitherto been such a child in all
matters pertaining to dress and entertain-
ments, and had de%erred so naturally to her
mother’s judgment, that this new whim
they could not quite understand; but as
their chief delight was in her pleasure,
they determined to allow her the full pur-
suit of her secret plans,

“ Now you mustn’t be peeping round to
see what you can spy, will you?’ said the
petted maiden, as she crowded the speci-
fied sum into her own delicate purse. I
shall want ¢Tom’ and ‘Susie’ the day be-
fore, to help me, and you and mother are

to know nothing until the time comes;

comprenez vous{” and with a pirouette
through the room, she reached the piano,
which she made eloquent by her skillfal
touch, accompanying it by such warblings
as seldom come from the human voice. .
“Bless her dear heart!” ejaculated the
merchant, as he followed her with eyes
humid with joy. “What's up, now, 1
wonder. Wife, did yqp notice Harry Tice
the other day when i turned the leaves
for Floy, at Jennie Gfay’s musical? I'm
jealous of these yonnf lads cooing about
my dove; I'm afraid I shall do something
despetate to the man that dare ask for our
treasure. If I thought the child wanted

“to deck herself out to. please Harry, I be-

lieve I wouldn't give her a penny Here,
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Floy, I want you a minute,” called he, as
there was a momentary lull in the music,
Her father’s voice was magnetic, it always
brought her at the instant, and she stood
before him in a half drooping, inquiring
attitude,

“Confess, you little Jesuit,” said he,

+ feigning a degree of sternness.

“What? Papa.”

“Say now, ¢certain true, is it gewgaws
for Harry Tice’s eye that you want to pur-
chase with the money ¢”

A delicate bhush suffused her brow for a
second, then passed away as she gaid play-
fully, “Certain true, papa, it is not gew-
gaws for Harry Tice’s eye that I want to
purchase with the money; do you trust
me now {” *

“Forever, my darling ; if there. is not
enough, come to your old banker, he will
always honor your draft.” .

“ Better not promise, papa, I shall be
pitiless in my demands if you are so free,”
and the happy creature retraced:-her steps
to the piano, and poured -forth her glad
heart in joyous song.

“Youspoil her, father,” said Mrs,Wade,
unaware how at unison with her husband
she was in every indulgence to her child.

What a busy creature Floy was the day
before the New Year dawned. Her father
and mother kept purposely aloof from her
that she might have the full pleasure of
their surprise.  Once only Mrs. Wade
asked if she would have rose-buds or came-
liss for her hair; and then remembering
her promise, relapsed into.silence eoncern-
ing the day.

The sun arose gloriously. The earth
was covered with a pearly mantle and dia~
monds glittered upon tree angd spray, there
was a sparkle in the.very air, and the faces
of men mirrored.the brightness.

Floy was up betimes, merry and sactive,
flying here and there abont the house and
giving her orders, and now and then put-
ting ‘her golden-head in at her mother’s
door to see if her prisqners were safe.

“When the great bell rings eleven then
you may come,” aaig she laughing, as she
noticed her mothes§ and father's unusual-
ly elaborate toiletté. “I'm gaing nowto

make myself charming for the refreshments |

are regdy, and the beaux are clusteri
upon Jennie Gray’s eteps, but they .ave
aware that { don’t receive before .eleven ;
then we shall see.”” And away she went to
change her attire, ’

“I hope Floy has chosen pink to-day,”
said Mrs. Wade, as the door closed upon
the receding figure ; she is like a rose-bud,
with the delicate hue that she wore at-her
debut, and the white sprigs in' her hair.”

Mr. Wade was looking from the window
at the clock in the square, impatient of the
slow hands that seemed to creep with snail’s
pace upon the dial. He did not Hear his
wife’s femark, but his heart dwelt upon his
child with an intense yearning; and he
blessed God with unwonted fervor on this
bright day for the still more beauteous sun-
beam ‘that gladdened his houschold.

Harry Tice was also watching the great
clock, and when the first stroke of the hour
boomed upon the air, he sprang up the
steps of Mr. Wade’s house. His hand
touched the bell before he perceived the
little wicker basket hanging so provoking-

.1y by its white ribben.

“Not receive! What can it mean I
must inquire,” said he to himsell, ringing
for admittance.

“Basement door, if you please,” said
Susan, as she answered the summons.
“ Miss Wade is down stairs to-day.”

Néthing daunted, Harry took the way to
the basement. There was a placard in
prominent characters between the windows.

“ Happy New Year

"With plenteous cheer
To all awho appear.”

There was a‘croud of mendicants pressing
in, and the young man followed them.
The long room was decorated with ever-
green, and holly berries, and bright balls,
and toys, and books were pendent from the
branches. A table in the centre of the

- room was unheaped with good things, and

surrounding it were the poor-of every des-
cription. -Old men with white hair and
tremulous limbs, young mothers with ba-
bies in their afms, little cnildren, wounded
soldiers, feasting upon the abundance be-
fore them, as if it were the first full meal
for many a day. Supreme over the motly
fhrong was the beautiful Floy clad in a
drab marino with pink buds from the green-
house on her breast and in her hair, her
face beaming with a smile as she filled
the famished mouths.

“You here, Harry#—audacious,” said
she, sportively, as she perceived her youth-
ful admirer in & group of ragged urchins
pressing at the door. “Who said you
might come §”

“Let me help you, Miss Wade, I can
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turn the coffee for you, I am famous at
that,” and he took possession of the steam-
urn,

“This is a uoble impulse,” whispered he,
as she took the flowing cups from his hand,
“how much more sensible and Christian
than feasting the rich.”

“It is a pleasant day,” said Floy; “I
never remember being so traly happy. It
was so kind of papa and mamma to gratify
me in this wish, but see how.amazed they
are. They little thought what was in pros-
pect for them,” and the merry creature
shook her head cunningly at her gay
mother who stood near her be-furbelowed
for a different scene and scarcely conscious
of her own identity as she gazed upon the
crowd around her.

Entering into the spirit of the occasion,
Mr. Wade took his station at the door, and,
as each well-fed person passed out, handad
his offering, a silver dollar, enclosed in an
envelope, with the motto, “ God is love,”
as a reminder of Him who showered upon
them all their blessings. It was quite late
at night when the feast was over, and the
tired but happy Floy had her wonted seat
upon her father's knee in the drawing-
room.

“It was such joy,” said she, twining her
arms around the merchant’s neck and layi
her soft cheek to his. “How the little
hungry things did eat. Did you see their
blue, pinched faces grow ruddy as their
hunger was.satisfied, and their dull eyes
brighten and sparkle 2’

“ What put it into your head, child ; such
a whim! Mother and I were startled almost
out of our wits when we found you with
sach a throng of beggars around you.
How did yowever think of such’a thing 1"

Floy laughed, one of her ringing laughs,
when her father spoke of the alarm; but at
his question she grew thoughtful. “Dll
tell you,” said she, “how I came to think
of it. Remember the New Year's day at
Aunt Maria’s two winters ago P’

“Yes.”

“ Well, we were drawn up around the
table late in the evening, eatimg our sup-
per, for we had a great many calls that
day, and were too excited to care for food,
and we had become very hungry. I had
a dish of stewed oysters, and was enf’oying
them ¢ hugely,’ as Willie Gray would say,
when I heard some one in the hall ask for
the lady of the house. The servant tried
tosend her away, (it was a woman,) but

she pressed forwaed and looked in where
we were. I shall never forget her frantic
look when she saw the food. Aunt Maria
seemed to know, instinctively, what she
wanted, and satisfied her cravings; but we
had no more appetite. It would have
choked me to try to swallow anything af-
ter that, and I made up my mind that
some year I would make a feast for the
poor. You know 1 couldn’t last year, as
mamma was bent upon my receiving in
the new drawing-rooms, but it was all
made plain for nie know.”

“Sweet child,” said Mr. Wade, pres-
sing her closer to his warm heart; “it is
worth all my moneyed treasure to know
that God has given me a daughter whose
soul is rich with. heavenly graces, and
whose life is devoted to a kindly interest
in her fellow-creatures. To-day’s example
of unselfishness is worthy the imitation of
all who may hear of it, and I trust that
many who have hitherto thought only of
their own gratificaion, will find out the
purer ?Ieasure that comes from serving
others.’

“This was your offering; you gave me
the money, father.”

“So I did, darling, but you had the power
to spend it as you pleased ; Ishould have said
nothing if you had laid it all out for your
own personal bevefit. My heart is very
light to-night, because of the profitable use
you have made of the funds committed to
your care.”

“'Twas so much better than trifling, up-
stairs, father | Did you notice that little
old woman who brought her dog! ah, me!
wasp’t it funny! She tried to hide him
under her old cloak, but he put his head
out and gave a bark and I made her feed
him, It showed such a good heart for her
not toforgét her hungry dog. Such a day’!
my dreams will be a funny medley to-night;
but I am very happy! very happy "

“The good God bless thee, daughter!
Good night” “Good night.”

Sisrer WinnNie.

Can any one of our readers solve the
following charade? It has been stated to
be by the principal of a Cambridge Col
lege, but we know not with what truth:

“ A Headless man had a letter to write,
'Twas read by one who had lost his Sight
The Dumb repeated it word for word,

And he was Deaf who listened and heard."
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‘Wise Men of Gotham.,

Mrs. Beke, an English lady, having travel-
ed with her husband through the East, has
written a most entertaining narrative of
their journey. Among other amusing pas-
sages from this work, we find the following
in respect to. Helbon, a town south of
Damascus, famous for its wine and for the
stupidity of itsinhabitants. Mother Goose
would have been charmed with such mater-
ials for her rhymes as these:

“Once upon a time the inhabitants of
Helbon declared themselves independent,
and were going to establish a government
of their own, but found themselves unable
to carry out their intention, because there
were not men enough in the place to fill all
the public offices. Another time, it is said,
the good folks of Helbon wished to drag a
little on one side a mountain which kept
the mid-day sun from their village. With
this object they tied a rope to a large oak
growing on the mountain, and pulled at it
until the rope broke, and gave many of
them so severe a fall that they were content
to postpone the removal of the mountain
till some more fitting opportunity. On'an-
other occasion, when there was a total
eclipse \of the moon, the inhabitants of
Helbon took it into their heads that the
people of a neighboring village had stolen
that planet. Accordingly, they all turned
ont armed against their neighbors, to force
them to give them back their moon; but
before they had reached the village the
eclipse was over, and the moon reappeared
in full splendor. On this they returned
home in triumph, boasting that their neigh-
bors had given thein back their moon for
fear of them. A native of Helbon was once
driving to Damascus a donkey, laden with
wood for sale; when the load being too

heavy for the poor animal, he considérate- -

ly took it off and put it on his own should-
ers, and then, mounting the donkey, he
rode on it into Damascus. Another of
these Syrian Gothamites, who wanted to
purchase a cradle for his child, measured
the length of it with two hands, and so
went to Damascus, keeping his "hands
stretched out at the exact distance from
oneanother. In passing through the crowd-
ed streets, first the one arm and then the
other got knocked out of its place by the

passers-by, so that the good man soon lost
his measure. On this he hurried back
home, and tied between his outstretched
hands a stick the exact length of the cradle,
and thus succeeded in reaching the carpen-
ter’s shop, and giving him the correct mea-
sure. A boy once thrust his hand into a
narrow-necked pitcher containing walnuts,
and having filled his hand with them, was
unable to draw it out agsin. He cried bit-
terly ; the whole village assembled to deli-
berate on what was best to be done, and
the wise man of the place gave it as ‘his
opinion that the boy’s hand must be cut
off; when fortunately a stranger, who hap-
pened to be passing by, freed the boy from
the danger he was in, by telling him tolet
go the walnuts, and so draw his hand out
of the pitcher empty, as he had put it in.”

A Good Hit.

A correspondent of the New York Jnde-
pendent, Mr. X., being on a visit to New
York, recently, decided to go on Sunday
morning: to hear the Rev. Dr, Chapin. To
his regret, on arriving at the church, he
found not that eminent divine, but a stran-
ger who preached eloquently from the text,
“But Simon’s wife’s mother lay sick of a
fever.” X. thought he would go to Ply-
mouth Church in the afternoon, to hear
Mr. Beecher. There he found the same
stranger in the pulpit, and again he listen-
ed to the expounding of the text: “But
Simon’s wife’s mother lay sick of a fever.”
Somewhat vexed at his ill success, X., hav-
ing liberal views, went in the evening to
Dr. Osgood’s church. 'What was his aston-
ishment at being compelled to listen again
to the now familiar sermon, from the same
clergyman, Having occasion next morn-
ing to cross the ferry, X. discovered his
next neighbor to be the strunge preacher,
with his sermon under his arm. “I won-
der what that ringing can be " suggested
the stranger modestly, as a peel of bells
was heard from the opposite shore. “I

" suspect,” returned X. savagely, eyeing the

manuscript, “ghat Simon’s wife's mother
must be dead. I heard in several places,
yesterday, that she was very dangerously
Ul The rest of the voyage passed with-
out incident or conversation.

Sorrow can never wholly fili the heart
that is occupied with others’ welfare. Con-
stant melanoholy is rebellion,
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‘RATES OF ADVERTISING.

hﬁl .1 muertion 31 00 uonerColumn, ..... $10 00

T onths,.... 2 00 e Third Colump,.. 12 00

SixMonths, , 800 slf Colamn, 1 Year. 15 00

One Year,........ 500 One Colomn, 1 Year, 26 00
Column contins eight Sqnues

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Popular

Embodied in the New and P

- g . \'\r,‘,\',_x;
"LUNLINUL.:
. v W W W g

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal at the Fsir
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20t
the best machine in the world. 80.000 Bold within '.he ‘
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equal as a Family or Manufacturing

Wamnted never to have “fits.” Does its vork alike
each REABONS.

Its simphcit and range of work.

2 Its making four different sm,ches, viz the lock, knot,
double-lock an double-knot.

8. The reversible feed motion operated by stmply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, onlblmg the operator to run the work
from right to left or left to Hg t, and perlect.ly self-gus-
taining to the end of the se:

4. The perfect finish md aubstant(nl manner in which
the machine is made.

6. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-ad

The “ FLOREN " wdl sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manugctn ring machine,
or family machige, it has no equal. We make strong as-
ump““ons which we are prepared to substantiate in every

cu

Belfeve not what the sgents or friends of other machines
IIIIJV sady baut see the Florence before purchasing any other

ge for yourself.

All kinds of Smehln Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of ' Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short notice, in the nestest possible manner, by

etent operators,

8ilk, Needles and best Ofl, for sale at this Office.

Rooms over 20 Btate atreet. Rochester, N. Y.

A liberal discount made to those who buysto sell again.

For particulars address

CHAS. SPENCEB HALL, Genenl Aig.
Nov. 15, 1865, Rochester, N. Y

GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CoRNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left 28 above, or at his residence, on Ely 8t.,

ustln

will receive prompt attentlon,
Oct. 1865,

~ ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILL.

M. M, MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,
MUKNGEK'S SLIP, RRAR OF 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE HaLL,
No. 7 EXCHARGE PLACE, }Rocamm, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most rehable
Companies in the United States.

Policies issued, and.all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.

H. P. BREWSTER,

Rochester, Sept., 1865.—6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,
No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.

Musio ONLY, is Tanght in this Institution,
Daily Lessons in 4l departments of Music. For Terms,
&c., send for a Circular,
JULIUS 8. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON, -

April, 1865—1y Priricipals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership,
THE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the business of the late firm of Case &

E. N. BUELL.

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. 8. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865: H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-

'form our friends that our store will henceforth,

a8 it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trado
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

We shall aim, as we have ever done, to make
our own interest dependent upon consulting the
interest of those who do business with us.

Preferring to let our friends form their own
conclusions as to whether we shall continue to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring 8tock with as choice an
assortment of seasonable goods as have ever been
offered in this market; and shall, as hithertq, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
make prices as low as the market, whatever it
may be. A, 8 MANN & Co,,

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State st
Rochester, March 15, 1865. '
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private !
Families, &c. by week, month or year. .

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

{3 Orders left at J. PALMER'S IoE CREAM SA- |
LOON, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House, °
will be promptly attended to.

March 16, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO. ’

WHEELER & WILSON '

Manufacturing Oo’s Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS

Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest

fabric.
. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,

S
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. Rochester, N. Y,

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill St., corner of Platt,

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos, 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.

Cras. F. Syrra. GILMaN H. Prugrys.
[Batablished in 1626
Jan. 1866.

THE MORNING LIGHT,

THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURNINW
ST O VES.
‘We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-

ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State,

TH’E 8tove Commitles of the New York State Agricu}-
tural Boc| st the Btate Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1884, after a thorough exami: ation of tnis eud
other base burners in operation and on trial, fully endorsod
this claim, and awarded the Fizst PREMIUM .0 the “MorN-
ING L1GHT" e the best base burning, self-feeding Cosl
Stove; thus it has been decided by competent B]udges that
we are fully entitled %0 style it THE PRINCE oF Bask Buun -
ING Broves. . . .
Manufactared by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Co.
17 and 19 Grecu Btree:

Albuny, N. Y.
For sale by WAREANT & BOUTHEWORTH,
28 South 8t. Paul 8t., Rochester, N, Y.
Jan, 1865
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN .
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos, 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1865.

Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y.

(&~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, tb mislead the public.

{F NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL.
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies' and
Gentlemen's Garments Scoured or Oolored with-
out ripping; snd pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen |
or Cotton Gonds, of every description, dyed in all |
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

A1l goods returned in one week.

I Goods received and returned by Express,

Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D, L Y, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,,

Jan. 1868. Rochester,N. Y.

C“EXCELSIOR.”
THE attention of the publicis called to the “ EXQEL-
SIOR," the-best
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
ever nvented-will glve more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,

“ GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The greatest {nvention of the day,
These Stoves are man by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this mﬂ

E’l‘ & REYNOL)
Rochester, January, 1865, Main S?r%et

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN .
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &e.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
YeJn. 15,1865,
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PEVOTED T0 THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

4y,
%,

AND THE °

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

"1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Vou. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., JANUARY 15, 1866.

No. 6.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is {ssued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:

Mrs. GEQ. H. MUMFORD, meu. H. PERKINS
“ m’m%‘smom‘ | Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMS8—TFifty Gents & Yur, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to “ The Hoepital Review,” Box381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer b3.

Letters of inquiry, ind all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs, Dr. MaTaEws, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

 Wmi. S. Palls, Book and Job Printer.
' 0ld Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Bﬁvlew
Comfort in God’s Word.

“Ye canmot serve God and mammon.”
Matt. 6: 24. A divided heart God will
not aceept, and yet how prone we are to
offer a divided service. Whateber draws
our affections from Him, who reqmres the
first place in the hearts of His children, is
Mammon to us—no matter how lovely and
attractive the form it takes—it may “bear
affection’s impress or devotion’s air.”” How
gonstant the warﬁre to keep down the
world, how oftem do our eyes become
blinded by thé god of this world. Spirit-
ual blindness takes place, and our Father
in mercy strikes at the root of some cher-
ished object or place—the scales fall from
our eyes, and we find that we have been’
virtaally trying to: do just what the text
sags we cannot.  Give us gace; oh | Heav-

enly Father, to. keep close to Thee—serv-
ing Thee with an undivided heart.

“Let this mind be in you which was
also in Christ Jesus,” Phil. 2: 8 Itis
the selfish principle in our hearts which is
8o opposed to the “mind of Christ.” He
gave his life freely to save sinners; are we
doing any thingj or trying to do any thing,
for the salvation of souls? If we desire to
have the “mind of Christ,” we must study
to be like Him; to follow Him; to have
every thought brought into capt1v1ty, or
subjecuon, to the will of God ; 'to be ho}y
in thought, word and deed. Wen _may we
hide our faces in the dust, when we reahze
how little we have of the “mind of Christ. ?
But let us not be dlscouraged If we are
in Christ, faithfully striving to reflect His
image, the robe of His righteousness is for -
us, and we shall be clothed in the day of
His appearing.

“ Fear not, for I am with thee.” Tspiah
43: 5. Jehovah, the Almighty, the all-
wise, the all-powerful, the all-good, the
unchangeable, condescends to speak thus
to man—sinful, weak, erring, timid nan.
Who that trusts in the word of God, will
dare to yield to doubts, to despondeney
and fear! O, may we be enabled to'lay
hold of tlus comforting Wm'd in all its fpl-
ness. “ What time I am afraid I will trust

in Thee.” Oh1 that all would be persuad-
‘ed to make Him their friend, whose power
faileth not. R’
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My Brother.
BY ALICE GAREY,

The heech-wood fire is burning bright,
'Tis' wild Névember weather—

© brethew, many a stormy night
W{s’ve sat and talleed together.

Suah pretty plans for future years,
We told to one another—

.I cannot choose buat ask. with tears,
Where are they now, my brother?

Where are they now, the dreamrs we dreamed,
That scattered sunshine o'er us,

And where the hills éf flowers that seethed
A little way before us ?- )

The hills with golden tops, aad springs,
Thau which no springs were clearer?
Ah me, for all our journeyings
They are nat any nearer.

One, last year, who with sunny eyes
A watch with me was keeping,

Is gone—across the next hill lieg
The snow upon her sleeping.

And 8o alone, night after night,
I keep the fire a burning,

And trim and make thg candle bright,
And watch for your returning.

The clock ticks slow, the cricket tame
Is on the hesrth-stone crying,

And th® old Bible just the same’
1s on the tale Ising. ‘

The watch-dog + liines beside the door,
My hands forget the knifting-

O thall we ever #ny miore
Together here be sitting ?

Sometimes I wish the winds would sink,
The cricket hush its humming,

The while I listened, for I think:
I hear a footstep coming

Just as it used so'long ago—
My cry of joy I smother—

"Lis dnly' fancy cheats me 8o,
And.never thou, my brother. ..

“That was:a beautiful idea expressed by a
Christian lady on her death-bed, in -reply,
to a remark of her brother; who was tak-
.ing leave of her to return to his distant
“residence, that he ‘should probably never
meet her in the land of the living. ¢Bro-
er, I trust' we shall meet in the land of

the living, ‘We are now in the land of |

the ‘dying.”

The Puritan of 1863.
A Prize Tale, written for 'the New York Observer.
BY MES, B, D. 0. BOBEINS, MIDDLEBURY, VT,

It was in the early part of Q#tober, —,

that the Rev. Mr. Allan starféd 46 walk to

* Farsier Owen's, over the hills. “He hag to.
cross two low spurs of the Green Moun-
tains, and as he climbed to the topof the

, second, the rich valley of the Otter Creek

lay spread out before himi. ‘At any other
time he would have stopped to admire its
gentle undulations; its great flower garden
of forest trees, rich in every color and hue;
ity silver threads..winding their way to the
waters of the Champlain, and the glorious
autnmn light which [ay [ike a golden man-
tlex over ‘them all.” Buf this afternoon he
seemed oppressed by the beauty which sur-
rounded him. He looked upon it with eyes
misty from tears. Theré ‘was a dull, heavi
weight. upon his* heart—a weight whicl
even the long, fervent prayers that he had
uttered so unceasingly sincé neon had fail-
ed.to move. Between him and that land-
seape, we might almost say, between him
and the mercy seat, there moved a slight,
tall boy, with a laughing blue eye, cluster-
ing brown hair, and lips always ready with
a merry pleasant word. - To-day, there was
Bennie, nutting' under the bare, brawny
arms of the butternut tree; throwing his
line into the little brooks, that came bab-
bling down from the steep mountian side ;
driving his cows along the narrow foot-
path; standing with Blossom under the
bright maple,-and shouting witkr pride and
Jjoy as she wreathed her pretty face in the
gay leaves. |
“Oh, Bennie! Bennie” Mr. Allan hard-
Iy knew be was calling the nampe, until it
came back to him with such an empty,
mocking sound, from the heartless echo;
“almost”—Mr. Allan " thought, ' startling
himself by the seeming impiety of the
. words—* almost as if there were no great,
kind Father over us all,” ,
As he came near Farmer Owen’s house,
ha saw his oxen gok_ed to the plough. He
knew'they had been there since the tele-
graph came. Mr. Owen had read it in the
field, gone to the house and forgotten thef
and no one had dared to putthem yp. He
_ wag a man fully cppable of taking care of”
his' own affairs under ‘an circumstano}es,
never havifg been known {Jefore to forget.
Mr.:Allan beckoned to an'Itishman who
was passing, and asked him to take eare of

' them. The man came with an awed look
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upon his face, as if even there he stood in
the presence of a great sorrow, and with-
out the least noise obeyed.

Mr. Allan walked on slowly toward the
house. He had known Mr. Owen for many
years, and he knew him well. Indeed, there
was a peculiar bond of sympathy between
the two men. 1In all his large parish, there

was not one upoun whom the minister relied-

as he did upon this strong, sturdy farmer,
Many and many an hour he had walked by
his side when he was upturning the brown
earth, and had discoursed with him on
topics which wounld have sounded harsh
and repulsive to common éars, but which
were fraught with deep and vital interest to
them. Mr. Owen was a direct descendant
of the Puritans, and every drop of blood
in his veins was tinged with as strong and
true a *“blue,” as if he himself had landed
in the Mayflower. He took naturally to
the sterner doctrines of religion, while Mr.
Allan, versed in all the modern lore, ques-
tioned and doubted. The key-stone of Mr.
Owen’s theology was the. sovereignty of
God;—* Shall not the Judge of all the
earth do right #”” This was the man upon
whom God had now laid his hand so heav-
ily; and Mr. Allan felt that if the trial
brought no murmur, no rebellion against
that mighty Sovereign, the stern old faith
were indeed a rich one‘in which: to live
and die. He knew that one element in
this war was Puritan. Bons of the Round-
heads filled up the ranks of the Northern
army. They marched to battle to strains
of the old tunes that had lingered in the
vursery and the sanctuary from the day
that Cromwell and his soldiers chanted
them on Marston Moor.
aisles of Time came tramping to the music
mailed men, bearing on their shields the
two words, Liberty and Equality. They
trembled on Mr. Owen’s lips with his part-
ing blessing to his boy. Would he re-
member them, shd would they comfort
and give him strength now ?&

Where there is afflictlonin a house, the
minister is at home. Mr. Allan entered
without knocking, and'made. his way to
the large, old-fashioned kitchen in which
he was sure of finding the family.

; There, by a table, with his arms folded
and laid heavily upon jt, sat Mr. Owen.
His wife was in a small rocking-chair by
the fire, and Blossom, a young girl, sat be-
.tween them.

Mr. Owen rose to welcome him: so did

All down the |

- Blossom; but the wife did not notice

him,—she sat still, rocking herself to and
fro, looking at the blazing wood.

Mr. Allan put a hand in the brawny one
that was held out toward him, and laid the
other on Mr. Owen’s great heaving breast.
“My friend,” he said, “how is it with the
decrees of God?’

“Just and true are all thy ways, thou
King of Saints,” faltered out the man.

There was something strange in his
voice,—a thin, womanly sound, so unlike
the deep, stentorian tones in which he had
always spoken ‘before. Mr. Allan, when
he heard it, almost felt as if it had dealt
him a blow.

“Thank God! He has not, then, for-
saken you, and from the depths of this
deep trouble you can still say, ¢ The Maker
of all doeth well.””

“Yes, yes,”—and for an instant there
glimmered from his dull eye a spark of the
old eontroversial fire—* you don’t suppose
I have held ou to that anchor when the
skies were cloudless, and the little waves
just rocked ‘my bark, to let alone of it
now—now, when the great waves and bil-
lows are going over me, do you? I've

. planted it firm, and it don’t yield; no, it

dow't yield, but the strain is terrible. God
send it may carry me into port; oh, Mr.
Allan, say it will. It has seemed to me
to-day so dark, so wonderful, so inscruta-
ble, that be—my Bennie! Mr. Allan,
there is a good, wise purpose behind it all.
Can you see it#”

“To .bring you nearer the kingdom,”
said the minister.

“Oh, don’t tell me that; I can’t bear it.
God is too wise; He knows a hundred

.such souls as mine are not worth one of

my Bennie's. I can suffer if I am too
great a sinner for God’s grace to save, but
Bennie! Bennie!! I have sat here all day,
since the news came, wondering, wonder-
ing; he was so good % son,”—and Mr.
Owen’s voice grew: almost inarticulate in
its emotion,—*such a dear, precious, no-
ble boy! I thought, when I gave him to
his country, that not a father in- all this
broad land made so precious a gift,—no
not one. God forgive me if my grief is a
sin, Mr. Allan, the dear boy only slept a
minute, just one little minute, at his post;
I know that was all, for Bennie never doz-
ed over a duty. How prompt and reliable
be was!” and Mr. Owen's eye wandered
out over the brown fields, with such a per-
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plexed, wondering look. “I know.he only
fell off one little second ; he was so young,
and not strong, that boy of mine! ~Why,
he was as tall as I, and only eighteen! and
now they shoot him because he was found
asleep when doing sentinel duty.” Mr,
Owen repeated these words very slowly, as
if endeavoring to find out their true. mean-

ing: “Twenty-four hours, the telegraph -

said,—only twenty-four hours. Where is
Bennie now §”

“ We will hope, with his Heavenly Fath+
er,” said Mr. Allan, soothingly.

“Yes, yes, let us hope ; God is very mer-
ciful, and Bennie was so good—I do not
mean holy,” he said, correcting himself
sharply ; “there is none holy—mo, not
one,—but Jesus died for sinners, Mr. Al-
lan, tell me that. Oh, Bennie, Bennie !”

The mother raised herself as she heard
his name called, and, turning, said, with a
smile : “ Don't call so loud, father. Ben-
nie is not far-off; he will come soon.”

# God laid his-hand on them both; you
see,” said Mr. Owen, pointing to her, with-
out making any direct reply. “ She has
not been justly herself since. It is a mer-
ciful thing that she is sort of stunned,
it seems to me; she makes no wail. Poor
mother! if my heart was not broken it
would almost kill me to see her so. Ben-
nie was her idol. I told her often, God

had said, ¢ Thou shalt have no gods before

me."”

Mr. Allan looked in astonishment at the
bowed man as he came now and stood be-
fore him. These few hours bad> done the
work of years. The sinewy frame.was tot-

tering, the eyes were dimmed, and the sud-.

den sorrow had written itself in deep wrink-
les all over his manly face. He recognized
the power of the great, kind heart, simple
and almost childlike in its innocent, clingin
affeetion; -how could this be: reconciled
with' the stern, strong, cjear head—-the
head 'that to cotimon observers outlined
the -chatacter of the man? *“God have
mercy on you; Heis trying you in a fur-
nace seven times heated,” he exclaimed,
almost involuntarily.

“+1-should be ashamed, father #” he
said, * when I am a man, to- think 1 never
used this great right arm,’—and he held it
out so proudly before me,—*for my coun-
try, when it needed it.. Palsy-it, rather,
than keep it at the plough.’”

44 Go, Bennie, then %c:; m
“*and God keep you.’ di

boy,’ I said,

a8 kept him, .,

I: think, Mr. Allan ¥’ - and .the farmer re-
peated these last words slowly, as: if; in
spite of his head, his heart doubted them.

“Like the apple of his eye, Mr. Owen,
doubt it not 1’

Blossom had' sat' near them listening,
with blanched cheek. She had not shed a
tear to-day, and the terror in her face had
been 80 very still no one had noticed it.
She had ‘occupied herself: mechanically in
the .househo]g cares, which' her mother's
condition-devolved entirely upon her. Now
she answered a gentlé' tap at the kitchen
door, opening it to receive, from a neigh-
bor’s hand a letter. - It is from him,” was
all she €aid.

‘Twas' like a message from the . desd,

" Mr. Owen could not break the seal for his

trembling fingers, and held it toward Mr.
Allan, with the helplessness of ‘a child.
The minister opened, and, obedient to
a motion from the father, read as follows:
“ Dear Father :—When -this reaches
you I shall be in.eternity. At first, it
seemed awful to me; but I have thought
about it so; much now that it has no terror.
They say they will not bind me, nor blipd
me, but that I may meet my death like a

- man. I thought, father, it. might have

been on the battle field, for my country,
and that, when I fell, it would be fighting
gloriously ; but to. be shot down: like a
dog for nearly betraying it, to die for-
neglect of duty l—oh, father, I wonder the
very. thought does not kill me. But I
shall not disgrace you. I am going . to
write you.all about it, .and . when I am
gone, you- may tell: my comrades, I can't
now.

“You know, I promised Jemmy Carr’s
mothery I would look after her boy, and
when he fell sick, I did all I could for him.
‘He was not strong, when he was ordered
back into the ranks, and the day before
that night, I carried all-his luggage, beside
my own, on our march. Toward night we
went in on double quick, and though the
luggdge began to feel very heavy, every-
body else was tired too, and as for Jemmy,
if T had Wot lent him an arm, now and
then, he would have dropped by the, way.
I was all tired out when we came into
camp, and then it was Jemmy’s turn to be
sentry, and I would take his place, but '
was too tired, father. I could have not
kept awake, if I had a gun at my head,
but T did not know it until—well, until it

‘was too late.”
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“God be thanked,” interrupted Mr.
Owen reverently, “I knew Bennie was not
the boy to sleep carelessly at his post.””

“They tell me to-day that I have a short

ereprieve, given to me by ecircumstances,
¢ time to write to you,” our good Colonel
says. Forgive him, father, he only does
his duty ; he would gladly save me, if he
could, and don’t lay my death up against
Jemmy. The poor boy is broken-hearted,
and does nothing but beg and entreat them
to let him die in my stead.

“I can’t bear to think of mother and
Blossom. Comfort them, father! Tell
them I die as a brave boy should, and that
when the war is over, they will not be
ashamed of me as they must be now.
God help me, it is very hard to bear.
Goodbye, father, God seems near and dear
to me, not at all, as if he wished me to
perish forever, but as if he felt sorry for his
poor, sinfal broken-hearted child, and would
take him to be with him and my Saviour,
in a better—better life.”

A great sob burst from Mr. Owen’s heart,
“Amen!” he said solemnly. “Amen!”

% To-night in the early twilight I shall
see the cows all coming home from pasture.
Daisy, and Brindle and Bet ; old Billy too,
will neigh to me from his stall, and
_precious litttle Blossom stand on the back
stoop waiting for me—but I shall never—
never come. God bless you all: forgive
your poor Bennie.”

Late that night the door of the “ back
stoop” opened softly and a little figure
glided out, and down the footpath that led
to the road by the mill. She seemed
rather flying, than walking, turning her
head neither to the right nor the left;
starting not, as the full moon stretched
queer, fantastic shapes all around her, look-
in% only now and then, to Heaven, and
folding her hands, as if in prayer.

Two hours later the same young girl
stood at the Mill Depot, watehing the com-
ing of the night train, and the conductor,
a8 he reached down to lift her in, wonder-
ed at the sweet, tear-stained face that was
uptarned toward the dim lantern he held
in his hand. .

A few questions and ready answers told
him all, and no father icould have cared
more tenderly for his ohly child, than he,
for our little Blossom.,

8he was on her way to Washington, to
ask President Lincoln for her brother’s life.
She had stolen away, leaving only a note

to tell her father where, and why, she had
gone. She had brought Bennie's letter
with her; no good, kind heart like the
President’s, could refuse to be melted by it.

The next morning they reached New
York, and the conductor found suitable
company for Blossom, and hurried her on
to Washington. ‘Every minute now, might
be a year in her brother’s life.

And so in an incredibly short time,
Blossom reached the Capitdl and was hur-
ried at once to the White House.

The President had but just seated him-
self to his morning’s task, of overlooking
and signing important papers, when, with-
out ene word of ‘announcement, the door
softly opened, and Blossom, with eyes
downeast and folded hands, stood before
him.

“Well, my child,” he said in his plea-
sant, cheery tones, “ what do you want so
bright and early in the morning ¥’

‘“Bennie's life, please sir,” faltered out
Blossom.

“ Bennie? Who is Bennie #”

“My brother, sir. They are going to
shoot him for sleeping at his post.”

“Oh yes,” and Mr. Lincoln ran his eye
over the papers before him. “I remem-
ber. It was a fatal sleep. You sep, child,
it was at a time of special danger. Thou-
sands of lives might have been lost for his
culpable negligence.”

“So my father said,” said Blossom
gravely, “ but poor Bennie was so tired,
sir, and Jemmy so weak; he did- the
work of two, sir; and it was Jemmy’s night,
not his, but Jemmy was too tired, and
Bennie never thought about himself, that
he was too tired.”

“ What is this - you say, child! come
here, I don't understand,” and the kind
man eaught eagerly, as ever, at what seem-
ed to be a justification of an offence.

Blossom went to him; he put his hand
tenderly on her shoulder and turned up.
the pale, anxious face toward his, How
tall he seemed, and he was President of
the United States, too! A dim tt ought of

“this kind, passed for a moment through
.Blossom’s mind, but she told her story now

simply and straightforward, and handed
Mr. Lincoln, Bennie's letter to read.

He read it carefully, then taking up his
pen wrote a few hasty lines, and rang his
bell.

Blossom heard this order given:, *SEND.
THIS DISPATCH AT ONCE.”
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The President then turmed to the girl
and said : ‘Go home, my child, and tell that
father of yours, who could approve his
country's sentence, even when it took the
life of a child like that, that Abraham
Lincoln thinks the life far too precious to
be lost. ‘Go back, or—wait until to-mor-
row ; Bennie will need change after he bas
so bravely faced death, he shall go with
you.”

“@God bless you, sir,” said Blossom ;
and who shall doubt that God heard and
registered the request.

Two days after this interview the young
soldier came to the White House with his
little sister.
dent’s private room, and a strap “fastened
* upon the shoulder,” Mr. Lincoln said,

“that could carry a sick comrade’s bag--

gage and die for the good act so uncom-
plainingly.” Then Bennie and Blossom
took their way to their Green Mountain
home, and a crowd gathered at the Mill
Depot to welcome them back, and farmer
Owen’s tall head towered above them all,
and as his hand grasped that of his boy,
Mr. Allan heard him say fervently, as ‘the
boliest blessing he could promounce upon
his child : “Just and true are all thy ways,
thou King of Saints.”

That night, Daisy and Brindle and Bet
came lowing home from pasture, for they
hear a well-known voice calling them at the
gate; and Bennie as he pets and looks loy-
ingly in their great brown eyes, catches
through the still evening air his Puritan
father'’s voice as he repeats to his happy
mother these jubliant words; * Fear not,
for I am with thee; I will bring- thy seed
from the East, and gather thee from the
West; 1 will say to the North give, and to
the South, keep not back ; bring my sons
from far, and my daughters from the ends
of the earth, every one that is called by
my name, for I have created him for my
glory; I have formed him, yes, I have
made him,”

“I Hold Still.”

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN.

Pain's furnace heat within me quivers,
. God’s breath upon the flame doth blow,
And all my heart within me shivers,
And trembles at the fiery glow;
And yet I whisper—* As God will|”
And in the hottest fire, ' hold still.”

He was called into the Presi- {

He comes and Jays my heart, all heated,
On the hard anvil, minded so,

Into His own fair shape to beat it,
With his own hammer, blow on blow;

And yet I whisper—* As God willl”
And at hig heaviestiblows, *“hold still.”

He takes my softened heart; and beats it—
The sparks fiy off at every blow;

He turns it g'er and o'er, and beats it,
And lets it gol, and makes it glow;

And yet I whisper—* As God willl”
And in the mighty hand, *hold still.”

‘Why should I murmur " for the sorrow
i Thus only longer lived would be;
. Its end may come, and will, to-morrow,
‘When Gogd has done his work in me;
So I say, trusting—*- As God will!”
And trusting to the end, *Lipld still.”

He kindles for my profit, purely,
Affliction's glowing, fiery brand,

And all His heaviest blows are, surely,
Inflicted by a Master hand ;

8o I say, praying—*‘ As God will!”

And hope in Him and suffer still.

New Year’s Day in 1790.

" The levees.of President Washington
were far more select and rational than
those of the same officer have been for the
last few years, They were numerously
attended by all that was fashionable, ele-
gant, and refined in society; but there
were no places for the intrusive of the rab-
ble in crowds, or for the mere coarse
and boisterous partisan—the vulgar election-
eerer—or the impudent place-hunter, with
boots and frock coat, or with patched
knees, and holes at both elbows. On the
contrary, they ‘were select, and more court-
ly than have been given by any of his
successors. Proud of her husband’s ex-
alted fame, and jealous of the honors due,
not only to his own lofty character, but to
the dignified station to which a grateful
country had called him, Mrs. Washington
was carefal in her drawing-rooms to exact
those courtesies to which she knew he was
entitled, as well on account of personal
merit as of official consideration. Fortu-
nately, moreover, democratic rudeness had
not then so far gained the ascendency as
to banish good manners; and the charms
of social intercourse were heightened by a
reasonable attention, in the best circles, to
those forms and usages which indicate
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the well-bred assemblage, and fling around
it an air of elegance and grace which only
the envious affect to decry, and only the
innately vul ridicule and contemn.
None, thercfore, were admitted to the
levees, but those who had either a right by
official station to be there, or were entitled
1o the privilege by established merit and
character ; and full dress was réquired of
all. Inthose days, also, late hours were
10t necessary to fashion; and many of our
fair metropohitan readers, ‘who are in the
habit of dressing at ten to enter a draw-
ing-room at eleven, will .doubtless be sur-
fri‘sed .to learn that Mrs. Washington's
evees closed always at nine.

* This was a rule which that distinguished
lady established on the oc¢casion of hold-
Tog her first levee, on the evening of Jan-
uary 1st, 1790. The President’s residence
was in the old Franklin House, in this city,
at the head of Cherry street. “The day,”
writes-a gentleman (now deceased), who
was presewt on the occasion, *was uncom-
mouly mild and pleasant. It was full
moon, and the air so bland and serene that
the ladies attended-in their light summer
shades. Intredueed by the aids and gen-
tlemen in waiting, after being seated, tea,
coffee, plain and plum cake were handed
round. Familiar and friendly conversation
epsued, and kind inquiries, on the part of
Mrs, Washington, after- the families of the
exiles, with whom she had been acquainted
during the  Revolationary war, and who
always received marked attention from
6eneral Washington. Mrs. Washington
stood by the side*of the General in receiv-
ing the respects of the visitors. Amid the
social chit~chat of the company the clock
struck zine. Mre, Washington thereupon
rose with diguity, and looking around the
circle with a complacent smile, observed,
‘The General always retires at nine, and I
usually precede him.’ At this hint the
ladies instantly rose, adjusted their dresses,
made their salutations and retired.”

General Washington had, on that day,
‘been waited upor by the principal gentle-
men of the ecity, dccerding te the ancient
New York custom of  soeial and convivial
visiting on that dgy. ¢ After being sever-
ally introduced, and paying the usual com-

liments of the season,” says the writer
Just -quoted, “the citizens mutually inter-
ehanged their kind greetings, and with-
drew highly gratiﬁed%;' the %riendly notice
of the President,go most of whom he was

personally a stranger.” In the ‘course of
the evening, while apcaking- of the oc-.
currences of the day, Mrs. Washington
remarked, “Of all the incidents of the
day, none so pleased the General,’—by
which title she always designated him—
“as the friendly greetings of the gentle-
men who visited -him at noon.” To the
inquiry of the President whether it was
usual or customary, he was answered that
it was an andual custom, derived from our
Dutch forefathers, which had always been
commemorated. After .a short panse, he
observed—* The highly favored situation
of New York will, in the process of years,
attract numerous emigrants, who will grad-
uaHy change its ancient.customs and man-
ners; bat, let whatever changes take place,
never forget the, cordial, cheerful obser-
vance of New Year’s Day.”—Jour. .Com.

The Fospital Beriew,

ROCHESTER, N. Y., JANUARY 15, 1865.

“The City Hospital.”

From the fact that our Hospital is called
“ The City Hospital,” many have inferred
that it was devoted exelusively to the care
of city inmates. This is an entire mistake.
Our Hospital is not designed exclusively
for the benefit of thecity, nor even county,
but is now, as it has been from the first, oc-
cupied by all who may fall within our reach ;
whether they may be our own citizens,
inmates from adjacent towns and counties,
or strangers. Our first patient was from
out af town, and we have, at present, one
here from Batavia—gne from Gates—one
from Wayne Co.,—one from Wheatland—
one from Syracuse—one from Canada, &c.
&c. &e. We mention this from the fact,
that since the departure of our soldiers, the
interest of many of our friends has very
sensibly diminished, and in some instances
we have learned from the impression that
our Hospital was devoted exclusively to
the city, 8o far from this being the case
—on the contrary—the larger numher of
our patients has always been from ou.of
town. We desire to call the special atten-
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tion of out readers to this point—for we
have noticed, with regret, the gradually
failing interest in our work in these adja-
cent towns, whxcb, while our soldiers were
with us were so‘edger, and so generous to
respond to our every call. We feel that
we have still as strong a claim as ever upon
all of our friends. The majority of our
sick and wouuded heroes have returned to
their homes, but the disabled ones still
linger with us, as we trust they ever will,
and their families overtaken with sickness,
will ever be our tender care. The numbers
who fill our Hospital will. come to Bs not
ouly from our own midst but from alt
around us—from far and near, and hence
we appeal to you, dear readers, every-
where, for aid and sympathy.

A Polite Way to Discontinue a Paper.

Now we are very sorry to have any one
even for once think of_ discontinuimg the
paper—we mean our paper—indeed, we
think there are at Teast a hundred reasons
against one, why no one should—but'if
any one, spite of all we can éay” and do,
will persist in discontinuing it, we would
like to tell them a polite way of doing so.
First of all; pay up all arrearages. Pon't,
after having 'y received the paper three or
four months or so, or even longer, send it
back with a request to have it -stopped,
until you have pald for all that you have
received. This is the only polite ‘way of
dlscontmumg a paper, but in our opinion
it would ‘be strn Better’ manners—not‘ to
stop it at all Y

—
Wanted—Rags and Old Cloths.
Once more we-feel under the necessity

of making a atrong appeal for old cotton
and linen’ for c]oths, of whxch an infinite
number is always needed in a-sick room.
‘We have had a great many supp'hes of this
descnpmon it s tiue, and we are not ‘ant-
ing in gratitude ror appreciation of the
same, but we want more old rags and cloths
of every descriplion—a greaf many more.

Our nurse, driven to desperation, actually
threatens to marry a rag-man’ for the sake:

of getting' 8 supply for onice; but we trust
it may not’ "be necessary toresort to ex-
treme measures—only—the gfd cloths raust.
be forthcoming, m some way..

Wanted—-ra Ca.rpet.

‘We want eometbmg, as you see, besides
rags and old dloths—sindeed great many
thmgs—but we shall only mentiow at this
time a carpet We' wanit u carpet espe
cially. We' wonder ff there f not ‘some
one of omr chufches ancﬁ él not contri.
bute te t'he ﬁttmg up 0( our HospxtaI ab
its opening, and. which would: like now-to
give us this neede_((i: carpef t

Christmas af the Hospital.

Our friends will be pleased‘ to 'learn that
we were not forgotten on Clmstm-as Day.
Three turkxes were sent to us, ais will be
seen from the reports ; and ‘in the evening,
we bad puts and’ caudies, and & pleasant.
time generally.

Little Girls’ Aid Society of Avon.

The little girls of this ' Bociety "wilt
please accept our thanks for smotber quilt
(the third they have sent, us), gome lint,
and bandages—and. for %M 00 in money.
This little Society has often remembered
us and our mrd&ers, and we' Tearn, with
regret, that it is now abont to d}sband-
Would it not be bettqr;,, we woul:d like to
ask these young fifends, to reconsider this
subject Wlth'so much gobd to be dome
—s0 much ‘want and suifermg aH over' the
the land to be rehe-ved” ; would if: not be:
better for these fittle gu-}s to keep up, thexr
Society? Think Ibng, gnd-‘ earngstly, we
beg of yoi before yow decide to give it
up, atd see if you had net Better to cone
tinue to work for the Hospital. Our sol-
diers have nearly a&l Teft us, it is true, but
we have still enougl to do to keep many
little haitds busy~—and shall have as long
as our Hospital exists. Our new. Superin-
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tendent and Matronboth coming to usfrom .

Avon, we shall expect our friends in that
vicinity, both old and young, to take a
fresh iuterest in our work.

—_—

A= Mrs. B. Frank Enos will please ac-
cept our thanks for her favor—published
last month—and wg would assure her that

any contributions from her pen will always -

be- warmly welcomed by us.

What is the Matter with Victor?

What is the matter with Victor—our
“banner town"—which came up to our
help so bravely a year ago, and did so
mach for us and for, our soldiers? Ts it
possible that Victor can be losing its in-
terest in our Hospital, that so many of
those good names are dropping daily from
our list of readers? WWhat cax be the mat-
ter? Surely, a town which could do so
much for our soldiers, will not now lose all
interest in our Hospital. Have we not
all here still a needed and a blessed work
todo?

To any ‘Wishing to Advertise.

If there are any among our readers who
have occasion to advertise, we advise them
(confidentially) to advertise in the ¢ Hos-
pital Review.” It is just the thing to ad-
vertise in—mnch better than our dailies
and larger papers, because our little sheet
is taken by a class of persons who read it,
advertisements and all, (at least so .they
tell us,) and a notice would naturally at-
tract more atteotiop in a paper like this
than in almost any ether kind.

Change of Superintendent,

Capt. E. C. Wirriams, who has had the
charge of the City Hospital for the past
sixteen months, which position he has fill-
ed so acceptably, wearied with the trymg
duties of this responsible situation, early
in November last tepdered his resignation,
The latter part of %ecember, the Trustees

succeeded in securing. the services of Mr.

“Vax .Zawpr, of Avon, so well known to

many who have visited that watering place,
having had the charge of one of its prin-
cipal hotels, We hope and expect that
those interested in the Hospital, or whom
sickness may bring within its walls, will
find in Mr. Van Zandt, as Superintendent,
and Miss Van Zandt, as Matron, all that
they can desire in their intercourse with
them.

Mr. Williams having kindly consented to
remain until the first of January, Mr. Van
Zandt then assumed the care of the Hos-
pital.

©€arp or Taarks.—At the last Monthly
Meeting of the Lady Managers of the City
Hospital, December 29th, 1865, upon mo-
tion, it was unanimously resolved, *“That
the thanks of the Ladies be tendered to
Mr. and Mrs. E. C. Williams, for the in-
terest which they have manifested in the
discharge of their duties as Superintendent
and Matron of this institution,” and that
the Corresponding -Secretary transmit the
same.

—

A Good Exa.mple.

In the early part of December, about
Thanksgiving, the Bible Class of Mr. E. P.
Gould sent to the Hospital a barrel "of ap-
ples—a most acceptable present for our
sick ones. ‘But, they are now gone, and
our Superintendent gently hints that they
want some very much. We will not speci-
fy the quantity, (thankful whether they
be few or many) but will leave it for those
to decide who have apples, how many

. they can and are willing to spare for the
- Hosplta}

Will not some of our friends
who have erchards, and to whom apples
are no great luxury, remember how grate-

ful they are to the invalid and convales-

cent, and send us some? Will our country
friends please note this, and as they come
to the city, bring us a basket or barrel ?
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. Died,

' KRR
At the Rochester City Hospital, on Sunday
afternoon, January Tth, 1866, of Gisease of the
heart, an infant daughter of Mrs. A. 8. Hastings.
“8bort pain, short grief, dgar babe, was thine,
Now, ﬁlyl eternal and divine.” -
The remains were buried on the Hospital lof in
Mount Hope.

@orvesponience.

: = : 4]

«B. B. R.” will ple'ase accept our thanks,
for the following subscriptions, (one from
a new subscriber,) and we are requested
furthermore to ask if «B, B, R.” will not
consent to act as our Agent in Clyde. We
have already quite a list of names in that
town, which we believe might easily be
made still larger with the aid of an effi-
cient agent. If our proposal should be
accepted, as we trust it may, “B. B. R.”
will please address a note to our Corres-
ponding Secretary (whose address will be
found clsewhere) to this effect:

Cuypg, N. Y., Jan. 12, 1866.

Mgzs. P.—Encloeed you will please find the money
and names for five copies of your * Hospital Re-
view." °  Yours, respectfully, B. B. R.

We are pleased to hear again‘from one
of the warm friends of the Soldier and the
Hospital. Though bowed down with sor-
row by the death of a near rélative, she
does not in her sorrow forget the suffermg.
She writes:

T often think of you, and your efforts to com-
fort the aick and sorrowing oncs, and wish that I
might go often to that Hospital and do ‘something
for them. Even a cup of cold water will not
lose its reward from our Heavenly Father. Mrs.
Johnston, the President of our Society, brought
gome empty bottles from the Hospital, last sum-
mer. They are now fijled, and we gre waiting
an opportunity to send them. We hope to get
them to yon by New Year’s. I must not forget®
to add that I enclose two dollars for the Review.”

B Very sincerely, M. C.

Cash Receipts for December, 18865,
From Patients,.......... Ceeaiaans ‘... $141 00

Cash Donations.
First Methodist Sunday School—By Jamés
Vick, B8Q.cvvveeee cvnarrnceinse. s $60 00
Little Monte, for “ Making the Wing,” ... 36
Little Girls’ Aid Bociety, Avon—By Mr.
Winans, ,..... sereeiiieaiinepreseies }4 00

List of Donations for-the Hospital from
Dec. 15th to Jan. 15th.

Mr. E. H, Hollister—Five loads of Pine Wood.

‘Mrs. J. Packard—One Sheet, two large Pillows,
two Pillow-cases, and two Towels.

Mrs. T. H. Rochester—Biscuit every Wednesday
during the month,

Mrs. Prof, Northrup-+One cup of Jelly; one pgir
of .Socks.

Mrs. William Pitkin—A quatitity of Butter.

Mre. H. F. Atkingen, for Christmag—One Turkey.

A Friead—One Turkey. Lo

Mrs. B. Darwin Smith—One Turkey.

Little Girls’ Aid Society, Avon, by Mr. Winans—:
One Bed-quilt, and a quantity of Bandages.

Mrs. N. T. Rochester-——One basket of Apples, Pop
Corn and- Candy. , .. v

A Friend—One jar of Currants, one loaf of Cake.

Ladies of Groveland, Liv. Co., by.Mrs. Johmston—
One can Cherries, one can Tomatoes, two cans
Pears.

Migs D. Ebenriter—One can Baspberries.

Mrs. G. W. Keliy—One can Pears.

Mrs. A. Harrison—One can Grape Catsup.

Mrs. Fort Benway—One can Grape Catsup.

Mrs. R. Johnston—Qne Limb Billow, and a quan-
tity of old Cotton and Linen for Bandages.

Receipts for, the Hospital Review,
~ Frou Dec. 15th To JAN. 15th,

Mrs.'J. M. Sly, Camgron Mills—By Mrs.

Mathéws,. ..ol eeeiianinennns ... $0 50

Mra. J. R. Eldridge—By Mrs. 8trong,.... 50
N. B. Rochester, Esq.—By Mrs. N§. T.

Rochester, c.vvvueen.ss veveieeien. 5O
Mrs. O. Bigelow, Miss D. Ebenriter, Grove-

land; Mrs, R. Johnston, E. Greyeland;

Mrs. Frank Ciflbertson, Mt. Morris—By

Miss Culbertson, ... vieaeeeaercecnan, 2 00

Mra. W. Gibbons—By Mary Perking, .... 50
Mrs. ‘Jesse . Smith, ‘Brooklyn—By Mrs.
E:D.Swith,, :..oo00iann cireseree. B0
A Gentlemsn, (name forgotten,)—By Mr,
-@. H. Perkihg,........... eeseens eee
Mrs, L. A, Ward; Free Press, :Burlington,
Vt,;” Mrs: Prof. Benedict, Miss Nellie M.
Bradfield; Mrs. P. Hoag, Lake Road;
Mr. Porter-——By Mra. Perking,......... 3 00
Miss A. Goddard, York—By Miss M. A.
Root,..... ... A iieneines Cieieeseas 50
Miss Jennie- McNair, Mt. Morrig—By Mrs.
F.8tarr, .oovivnnne [N 50
Mrs. O. F. Burng, Albion—By Mrs. Dalzell, 80
8. J. Child, Esq,, William H. Miller, J. Mil-
ler Ryerson, Miss H. Aurand, Miss Allie

1 00

Hendrick, Clyde—By B. B. Ryerson,... 2 50
Miss Mary E. Squires, Dansville—By.Phebe
A, WHITNAD, < cveevevrensennanannnes 50
Marion Horton, Mr. Gandnern—By Mrs. Pers
[ king, . ..., Ceerebet it aianae ferreeens 1 00
Mies Sareh Barhydt, Miss Barhydt: Miss
 Minnie Williams, Clinton; Miss Carrie B.
Porkins, Salem, Mass.; Mrs. Dr. Strong,
Mrs. E. B. Church—By Mrs. Strong,... 3 00
Mra. E. (., Baker, Mrs, Repass; Mrs. Ho-
mer Sackett, Avon—By Mr. Ven Zandt, 1 60

Mrs, 'H. P. Browster—By Mrs. Rochester, 60
Advertisbment—Buell & Brewster, ...... 6§ 00
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Superintendent's Report for December.

1865. Dec. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 38
Received during the month, 17—56
Discharged ** 11

1866. Jan. 1. Remaining in Hoepital, 44
Five of whom were Soldiers.

Childvew's Jepmviment,

For the Hospital Review.
Sad End of all Our Kitties.
My Drar Lirrie Frienps:

A few weeks since I wrote you of our
Tabby and her beantiful little kittens, with
a promise that you should hear sometime
of some other pets we have had. But I
must tell you more this time of those same
little kittens. Poor little ¢ Muff”” had then
sickened and died—and a few days after,
a little girl came to the door to get some
“cold pieces.” I'suppose you have all seen
many such children, who have not the com-
forts and blessings which God has given
you, and I trust you will ever treat them
kindly, for encased within their ragged and
tattered coveringthere often beats as warm
a heart and loving disposition as may be
found in those who are decked with beau-
tiful and bright garments. She started
away, and coming back as I came out of
the door, told me kitty was dying—and
sure enough, there was little « Cuff,” beau-
tiful kitty, in great suffering, struggling and
dying. She only lived a short time, and
then was buried by the side of “Muff.”

The next day we missed “ Buff,” and for
days we could not tell what had become
of her; but as the man was spreading a
pile of leaves over the garden, to enrich it,
at the bottom he found her—dead. Tab-
by, our nice old cat, whom we had for so
many years prized and petted, died next.
Then “ Guerills” and “ Baby” (who, though
they, too, had been sick, we hoped we
should be able to keep,) soon followed the
rest. So Tabby and her kitty children,
bave now only a place in our memory, but

we shall not soon forget them, they were
such nice kitties.

I suppose you wonder what we do with-
out them, and we should be rather lgne-
some; but when one goes- another gene-
rally comes, so we are provided for by the
arrival of another. Going to market one
Saturday evening, I heard a kitty mewing
very mournfully, but it was dark, and 1
could not see it, so I called “kxtty,” and
such alittle black animal came very quickly
and jumped upon me, climbing up on my
shoulder, so that I could not take her off.
I stepped into the house with ber, and
from that evening we have been very firm
in our attachment for each other.

We call her Topsy, (a name which some
of you may have heard before,) she is so

‘black, and so full of her pranks and capers,

and uses her little velvet paws very mach
as the little monkeys who come around in
the summer with the organ grinders—as
she puts them into my work-drawer and
helps herself to my thread and spools.
In truth, we think her quite a wonder—
though she is not as dignified in her con-
duct as Tabby's family—still she is very
gentle and frolics with great glee; but has
pever forgotten her first location on my
shoulder, and if at all frightened, takes re-
fuge there, where she thinks the dog can-
not reach her.

It has been said that notoriety kills some
people. I wonder if it is so, with some
cats? Perhaps it is—for Tabby and her
family have all died since they first appear-
ed in the “Review,” except “Huff,” of
whom we have had no tidings since she
played truant to Jennie. We think Top-
sy will prove to be a nice cat, and show
her gratitude for her new home by behav-
ing with great propriety—just as all good
cats should. Avunrty.

“ Trathfulness is a corner stone in charac-
ter, and if it be not firmly laid in youth,
there will ever after be a weak spot in the
foundation,”
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Little Benny.

I had told him, Christmas morning,
As he sat upon my knee,

Holding fast his little stockings,
Stuffed as full as full could be,

And attentive, listening to me,
With a face demure aud mild,

That old Santa Claus, who filled them,
Did not love a naughty child.

‘ Bug we'll be good, won't we Moder ?"*
And trom off my lap he slid,
Digging deep among the goodies
In his crimson stockings hid;
While I turned me to my table,
‘Where a tempting goblet stood,
Brimming high with dainty custard,
Sent me by a neighbor good.

But the kitten there before me,
'With his white paw nothing loth,
Bat by way of entertainment,
Sipping off the shining froth;
And in not the gentlest humor
At the loss of such a treat,
I confess, I rather rudely
Thurst him out into the street.

Then how Benny's blue eyes kindled!
Gathering up the precious store
He had busily been pouring
In his tiny pinafore,
With a generous Jook that shamed me,
Sprang he from the carpet bright,
Showing by his mien indignant,
All a baby's sense of right.

¢ Come back, Harney,” called he loudly,
As he held his apron white,

“You shall have my candy wabbit!”
But the door was fastened tight;

80 he stgod, abashed and silent,
In the centre of the floor,

With defeated look alternate
Bent on me and on the door.

Then, a8 by some sudden impulse,
Quickly ran he to the fire,
And while eagerly his pright eyes
Watched the flames go higher and higher,
In a brave, clear key, he shouted,
Like some lordly little elf:
** 8anta Kaus, come down de chimney,
Make Moder 'have herself.”

1 will be a good girl, Benny,”
Said J, feeling the reproof;

And straightway recailed poor Hayney,
Mewing on the gallery roof.

| other world: a happy famil

Soon the anger wag forgotten,
Laughter chased away the frown,
And they gamboled 'neath the live-oaks
Till the dusky night came down.

In my dim, fire-lighted chamber,
Harney purred beneath my chair,
And my play-worn bby beside me,
Knelt to say his evening prayer:
“God bess fader, God bess moder,
@dd bess sister"—then a pause,
And the sweet young lips devoutly
Murmured: * God bess Santa Kaus.”

He is sleeping: brown and silken
Lie the lashes, long and meek,
Like caressing, clinging shadows
On his plump-and peachy cheek ;
And I bend above him weeping
‘Thankful-tears, O, undefiled!
For a woman'’s crown of glory,
For the blessing of a child.

Johnny Ray,
THE LITTLE NEWSPAPER BOY.

A cold, drizzling .sleet, and a biting east
wind, had almost cleared the streets of
passers-by.  Certainly no person would
walk such a night for pleasure. Even busi-
ness must have ‘been urgent to coax any
one out who had a home to stay in. But,
empty as the streets were, a passenger might
be seen here and there; a well-muffled gen-
tleman walking briskly under the shelter of
his large umbrella, or a splendidly dressed
lady whirling past in her carriage to some
evening party. Did either of them notice
that little newspaper boy shivering at the
corner! The gaslight shows that his face,
over which hangs a tangled lock of red
hair, is sharp and eolorless, and the ragged
clothes scarcely cover a thin and wasted
body. ‘

Johnny Ray had wandered far that even-
ing, trying to find a few customers for some
of those penny papers which were hidden
from the rain under his jacket. He had
crept slowly through some of the grand

‘squares, where the servants sometimes

bought a newspaper from him; and, as he
looked up at the parlor windows, the rosy
light that glimmered through the warm cur-
tains made him feel more cold than ever.
Once the curtains had been flung aside by
a boy about his own age, and Johnny got
a peep into what seemed to him quite an-
gathered
round a riohly covered tes-table. .- Home,
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friends, love, rest, food, fire—just  every-
thing Johnny wanted was there. But the
laughing little face withdrew, the curtains’
heavy folds closed again, and Johony pain-
fally felt that he was outside. ,

'.ghen he tried a poorer part of the city.
He dragged his weary feet down narrow
streets and gloomy courts. At the top of
his voice he called out his newspapers for
sale, until a hollow cough made Eim stop ;
but no one came to buy.

Tired from walking, and hopeless of suc-
cess, Jobnny rested: on a door-step, and

ed up fixedly inte the opposite windows.

ere were no blinds here. Johnny could
see all that was: passing within, In ome
room, near the top of a tall old house, the:
feeble light of one poor candle showed a
woman bending over her sick' child’s bed,
whispering something to the little one,
and smoothing its coarse pillow. Johnny-
brushed away a tear with the sleeve of his
wet coat: kis mother was sleeping .in the
churchyard. In another roomthere was
no candle, but a bright fire sent up flicker-
ing shadows on the streaming panes. A
group of children sat around the hearth,
watching a cake that was toasting before
the fire. The kettle bummed a song; the
teapot cosily toasted its brown sides on the
hob, and the cups seemed to- inviteiit to
come to the table. Then the father came
home, and the children sprang 1o’ meet
him. Johnny thought he could almost
hear the kisses, taste the cake, and feel the
fire glow. But his father was dead, ind he
was himself out in the cold.

Johnny got up and moved slowly on, he
scarcely inew where. At the farthest end
of the ‘court a door stood - ajar, and so
bright a stream of light came through that-
the little boywondered if some' new gin-
shop had beenopened. He resolved to go
and see. Stepping up to the door, he
peeped in. I grand fire roared up the
chimney, but-it was no gin-shop. ere
were desks, and forms, and books, and
slates, and ragged boys like himself,’ There
was a kind-looking gentleman, too, who
seemed to have a good word for each of :
these rough fellows. Johuntry waited until -
all the scholars came out, and then he went
in. He knew this must be a school, though
he never had.been at one, and hoped the -
master might: buy a paper; so, lifting off

his cap, and givitig a pull to the little red | -

lock that hung over his forehead, he held
out a newspaper, erying, in his shrill voice,
#Becond edition,only one penny.”

‘to tedc

Mr. Egan turned round and saw his lit-

-tle visitor.. With a look of tender pity

and kindness, he drew the dripping -boy to
a seat near the fire, and having bought-a
paper, sat down beside him. E

“ Do you sell many papers?” asked Mr.
Egan,

“Sometimes ;» not many of an evening

‘like this,” answered Johnny, twirling his

cap.
one.”

% And where do.you live, my little boy

“1 don’t live anywhere fow, sit; moth-
er's dead—and father too, indeed.”

4 But where do you sleep at night#”

“In any place, sir; just as the season is.
This weather, door-stegs are not very good,
and the policemen wakes one up with their
‘move on.” But I earn my bread honest-
lii and don’t'steal. Mother would not like
that, and I'll never do it while my name is
Johnny.”

“Can you réad ¥’

% No, sir; though "twould be very usefal
in my busineds; the newspaper linie,'you
know,” he ‘added, with a nod. “I'know
all the newspapers by their look, and make

“] often walk miles without selling

'8 guess at what is in ‘them, too, by listen-

ing to other boys talking: but I wish:I
could spell the words. other used to

‘read. She had a big book, with a nice

cover; it was on the bed near her when she
died ; but father sold it, and her ring too.
‘We never had one pretty thing since.”

“Then, Johnny, if 'you come heré to'me
every evening, I will teach you to read;
and when you can read I will give you a
book'like your mother’s, which, I'am sure,
was the Bible. Do you ever hear the Bi-
ble read in'God’s house ?”

“Oh, sir, I never go there. Very nice
these ragged clothes would look next to a
gentleman like you. A long while ago,

‘when we lived in the country, I used to go

to church with mother: the singing was
very. nice, almost like the birds, Mother
used to tell me nice things about the.goad
‘place she was going to; but I did not learn
the _wa{ right then, and I have had no one
me ever since.”

“Johnny, I think I can tell vou the way

‘to the happy land where your mother is

gone.”

“Qh, sir, can you1” cried the little boy,
with a look of joy that made even his
plain, Sinched features lose their harshness :
“T will givé you every ope of these papers
for nothing jif you can.”
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“Johnny, there is one Fricnd, and only
one, who is able to take youito your
mother’s home. His name is the Lord
Jesus Christ, the Son of God. Jesus
means Saviour, for the came to seek and
save the lost. You and .I are sinners,
Johnny, and therefore lost—Ilost like travel-
ers who have missed their way, or poor
prisoners -condemned to die.” Johnny’s
ht look faded guite away. “But God
is great love and pity, sent his only
Son to die for us; and Jesus died.”

“I'm sorry for that,” said Johnny, as
the old sad look crept over his face again.
“1 thought you told me he coyld show
me the way to mother. I wanted to go to
him this very night.” s

“And so you can, my boy. The. Lord
Jesus lives again, and will hear you if you
pray. He has gone up to heaven, and is
willing to take you there. “Trust him
alone.” .

Then Mr. Egan drew a little Testament
from his pocket, and read the Saviour’s
own sweet words about the lost sheep and
the good Shepherd. Clasping Johnny's
thin hand in his, they knelt down together.
An eamnest prayer that God would, for
Christ’s sake, show them the way to hee-
ven, and enable them ‘to walk in it, was
simply offered. It was the first time that
Johnny had tried to pray.

The fire burned low. The old church
clock struck ten. It was time to close the
schoolroom and go heme. But where was
Johnny’s home? Some door-way or
bridge-arch. . Mr. Egan resolved it should
be so no longer. He remembered a very
poor couple, living nigh at hand, whose
ouly child had died lately. They lived in
agarret: he thought they might give John-
ny a bed in the corner of it. Of course

b
in

he would pay the orphan’s small rent; so, |

leading the weary boy down one or two
streets, and up a long creaking stairs, lie
knocked at a broken door. The old peo-
ple, though much startled at so late a visit
from the. ragged-school teacher, consented
to let Johnny share the shelter of their
room, and promised to be kind to him for
their own little Jem's sake. L
Here ' Johuny lived for 'several, mayths. |
"He spent his days in’ selling ‘newspapérs l
about the streets, as usual, aud his evenings
most happily at the ragged-school ; but he
never failed to repest to his land)ady; whom
he now called grandmother, the Bible
stories he learned there, ot the good news
about the open way to heaven through

faith in the death and risen life of our
Lord Jesus; and he never forgot to pray,
“Show me thy way, O Lord!” and
through his simple teaching a blessing
eame to that house. But,day byday,
Johnny grew weaker. His cough made
the old garret echo all night long. The
poor woman and her husband nursed -him
with the greatest caré, refusing any pay-
ment for kindness which they said was:all
for the sake of their poor little Jem. At

- length he could not walk‘even to the rag-

ged-school, and his teacher, alarmed at his
absence, went: one evening to see him.
Johnny lay on a heap of straw in the gar-
ret corner. He was dozing, but the voice
of his friend aroused him, and, stretching
out both his worn hands to welcome him,

-he eried, “ O, sir, I see the:way now! ’tis

very plain and very short. But the good
Shepherd is coming to carry me home,
like the lost sheep, you know; for I'm
sick and tired. Yes, mother, I am com-

-ing. Good night. You must all: come

soon. Granny, don’t forget-the way.”
It was death, not sleep, that ‘folded

.Johnny in his arms.—Child’s Companrion.

I Wud not Die in Winter.

I wud kmnott die in winter,
When whiskie punches fio—

‘When pooty gals are skating
Oar fields of ice and snow;

‘When sassidge meet is phrying,
And hickory nuts is thick;

Oh ! who can think of dibing,
Or even getting sick.

T wud knott die in spring time,
And miss the May moon’s beem,
And the pooty séngs of the little frogs,,
The ski lark’s airly screem;
When birds begin their wobbling,
And taters 'gin to sprout ;
‘When turkies go a gobberling,
I wud knott then peg out.

I wud knott die in summer.
And leave the garden sass—
The roasted lamb and buttermilk—
The cool place in the grass;?°
I would not die in summer,
When everything is hot,
.And leave the whiskie jew lips—
Owe kno I'd ruther not.

T wud knott die in-ortum,
+ When peaches fit for eatin,
Wheh the wavy corn is getting wripe,
'\‘Apd candidates are treating,
Phor, thee and other reasons,
I'd knott die in phall}’ :
And senge I've thort it over,
I'wud knott die at all.,,



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hospital Review. ¥5

A dvertisements,
RATES OF ADVERTISING&

Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00 Quarter(‘olmnn, .$10 00
Three l_hmhs,.... 2 00 One Third Column, .. 12 00
Six Months, 8 00 Half Colunin, 1 Year, 15 00
One Yesr,........ 500 One mn, 1 ear, 26 00

A Colnmn contains eight Squares.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

FLORENGE

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE " touk the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct, 20th, 1.
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sotd withln the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have noequal as a Family or Manufacturing M

Warranted never to Imve “ fits,"

each day. EASONS.
1. Its simpli

. and gfel‘ range of wi

2 Its mdkh% difterent stitches, vlz the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-kunot.

8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turp-
ing & thumb-screw, énabling the operatar to run the work
from right to left or left to rl,ht, and perfectly self-sus-
mlnm to the end of the

ie perfect finish and substantial manner in which
the machine is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quslify of the
work done.

6. Its self-adj ustmg tension.

The “ FLORENCE " will sew lrom the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of temsion or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equsl. We make strong as-

* sertions which we are prepared to substantiate In every
particular.

Believe not what the ageats or friends of other machines

, but see the Florence before purchasing auy other
Ami ze for yourse:

All kinds of Sﬂan Qloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds o ’ Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by
ocompetent operators.

é‘ k Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.

e over 2O Hate street, Rochester, N, Y.

A Iiheml discount made to those who buy to sell again,

For parﬂculau address -

CHAS, SPENCER HALL, General
Nov. 16, 1865, Rochester, N.'Y

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tlnteql
B AND PAINTING BONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders left as aboye, or at his residenge, on Ely 8t.,
will receive prompt at 0.

Oct. 1865,

- Oct. '65.

Does its work nlike ‘

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,
MuxGER's SLip, REAR OF 117 BUFFALO STREEL,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArcapE HaLL,
No. 7 ExCHANGE PLACR,

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States. -
Policies issued, and all losseg promptly adjust-

E. N. BUELL.

}Rocansrmz, N. Y

-ed and paid.

H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.—6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Music ONLY, is Taught in this Institation,
Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&, send for a Circular.
JULIUS 8. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUN SON

April, 1865—1y Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.

HE firm of Case.& Marih is this day didgsolved
by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. 8. Mann & Co., by
whom gl}- the business of the late tirm of Case &

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. S. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865. H. D. MANN.

. In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friends that our store will henceforth,
ag it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being thé léading house in the Dry Goods trado
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

We shall aim, as we have ever done, to maKe
our own interest dependent upon consulnng the
interest of those who do business with us.

Preferring o let our friends form their own
conclusions as to whether we shall continue'to ,

“merit their confldence, we would simply say, that

we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of seagoriable goods as have ever heen

. offered in this market; and shall, as hltbg{g),,con.
8, .80

tinue to sell always the best class of
make prices as' low as the market,
may be. . A. B. MANN & Co.,
(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State’ At
Rochester, March 15, 1866.

atever it
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

§3F~ Orders. left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
100N, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1865, E..L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Co.'s Highest Premiium
Sewing Machine,
With new Chm Cloth- Presser and Hemmers.

These Machir®s are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices a8 to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest
fabric.

S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block, .
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing.

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Rlaceq Rochester, N. Y.

F~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public,

{3~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies" and
Gentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolén
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all

s

SMITH & PERKINS,
WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 20 & 31 Exchange 5t
ROCHESTER, N.\.

Cuas, F. 8urTH, GrLMAN H. PrugINS.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865,
THE MORNING LIGHT,

PRINCE OF BASE BURNIN G
STOVES.

‘We Claim that this is the best Base 8urn-

ing, Qoal Heating Stove in the State.

HE Stove Committee of the New York State Agricul-
tural Soclety, at the State Fair held at Rochester, fep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examir-aiion of tulsend
other base burners in aperation and on trial, fully endorsod
this claim, and awarded the FiesT PREMIUM [0 the “MokN-
I8¢ LieAT” a8 the best base burning, self-feeding Coal
Btove; thus it has been decided by competent judges th-t
we are fully entitled to style it THE PRINCE oF Bask Buxa
NG S8TOVES, ,
Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Cu.
17 and 19 Grecu Streef

Allumy, N. Y.
For sale by WARRANT & S0UTHWORTH,
.26 8otuth Bt, Paul St., Rochester, N. Y.
Jan, 1865
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
. OF ALL KINDS,#
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1865. 1y

C“EXCELSIOR.”

THE sttention of the public is called to the * EXCEL-
& BIOR,” the best
Base Burning Self feeding Stove,

ever invented~—~will give more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, srranged for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,

“GOOD SAMARITAN,”
The greatest inventlon of .the day,
These Btoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this clt}v{, b

ART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1865. y

colors, and finished with neatness and dispétch, on
very reasonable terms.
Goods dyed black every Thursday.
All goods returned in one week.
U™ Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt ats.,
Jan. 1865. Rochester,N. Y.

‘ Matin Btreet.
JOHN SCHLEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &c.

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester.
YeuJn. 15,1865,
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

Y1 °'WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Vor. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., FEBRUARY 15, 1866.

No. 7.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING OOMMITTEE:

Mrs. GEQ. H. MUMFORD, { Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS
“ MALTBY 8TRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMB—Fifty Cents s s Year, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to  The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
<ontaining money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
Tequegted to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
Tesponding Secretary, 28 Spnng Street.

Wmn. 8, Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, oppetite the Arcade.

Unreconciled.
BY MRS. B. FRANK ENOS.

Y said—* He cannot die"—God never sweeps the
path )
Of any child of earth, so passion dry,
So clean of all that makes life worth the living, -
As mirne would be, ghould he; my loved one, die.

“Oh no, I have no fear”-—andgo I held the silken
leash
Of life across my fingers, as hghtly now
As one holds up the flowery enids of wreaths
To deck some youthfal brow.,

Lot even then, from out some dun and silent aiele
..of Heaven,
Thete drifted down & cold and frozen breath,
And in some mystic manner wrote upon my dar-
ling’s forehead, '
That one word—Death,

Of what avail was then my frantic wailing;
Lifé's darkest night was shrouding me at last;

Fram out kis eyes the love:light fast wae fading
My sunshine of the past.

,shalll work for our good.”

My clinging arms, nor all my burping kisses
Rained o’er his brow, cotldl wilkke him from this
ﬂwp 1
And though I call his meme aloud in wildest
ahguigh,
His white lips never speak.
Blow d'er me all ye wildest winds of Heaven-—
No bitterer cup can ever come to me;
Take me into thy deep ard ltarm tossed bosom,
Oh! bounding sea.

Let me go down beneath thy waves, and hide me,
‘With rocks the sharpest, for my lonely bed;
Oh! amything but this—sorhe cold voice saying—

My darling ‘s—Dead?

For the Hospital Reﬂew.:
Comfort in God’s Word.

“Oh, that' Thow wouldest bless me in-
deed and enhrge my coast, that Thy hand
might be with me, and that Thon wouldest
keep me from evil, that it may not grieve

me,” 1, Chron. 4: 10.

What a comprehensive prayer, “The
blessing of the Lord it maketh rich and
addeth no sorrow with it,” the foes that
encompassed the Jew, against whom he
must ever be on his guard, were types of
the spiritual foes that are ever watching to
hinder the Christian in his advance toward
the heavenly Canaan—but, if the hand of
our God be with us, we need not fear, for
He that is for us, is more than they that
be against us, What the world calls evil
will‘only be among the  all things” that
“T will fear no
evil for thy rod and thy ataff comfort me,”
Matt. 6: 34,
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“Take, therefore, no thought for the
morrow ; for the morrow shall take thought
for the things of itself.”

This text is'no encouragement to.indo-
lence, or want of prudence, but is a rule as
regargds the temper and -spirt -with which
we should fulil our daily duties. It is
true, our thought cannot add ome cubit to
our statare, or indeed make any result sore,
nevertheless our duties wust be mwet and
performed in reliance upom God. Tt is for
the morrow we sow the seed, whether as
temporal or spiritual husbandmen. Let
us do 80 in dependence upon God’s bless-
ing, casting gff all anxious care, knowing
that He is faithful who promised, and in
due season we shall reap, if” we faint not.
Oh! for a larger measure of faith and
patience. The word tRought, is sid in the
original to have the same signification

which early writers in our tongue give it— |

troubled, abnxious, wearing, distrustfal,
thought.

“ Be strong in the Lord and in the pow-
er of hismight.” Eph. 6: 10. Wiren we
look at our own hearts, or view our own
lives, we may wel! wonder that St. Paul
should say, “Bestrong,” But when we
consider what is implied by the words, “in
the Lord,” we are lead to the only Sonrce
of spiritual strength, He is & tower of
might to them who trust in Him. The
more we feel onr helplessness, the less like-
ly are we to turn our eyes from Him, who
is the defence of his people.” Oh! fora
more pressing and copstant sense of dan-
ger, & more continual looking to Him who
is all our salvatfon.

“ My strength, Thy gift~my life, Thy eare ;

1 shall forget to seek plsawhere,

The joy to which my soul is heir.

R.

Happiness is the gift of God—mat’ the
result of fortunate circnmstances, . pleas-
ant coincidenges, and nice, adaptations of
character.

For the Hospital Review.

Love’s Mission.
Leove, upon a summer's day
Spread his wings and soared away,
Dropp’d to earth, where I, alone,
Wandered in the fields at morn,
Sad and Tenely, dwelling oft,
On my bard and weary Jot,
Feeling that with all earth’s voices
Sparkling love and cheer to men,
Earth for me, ad only crosses,
And I drooped in fear amd pain.
Thus, I pondered when, behold,
Bvery tree was tipped with gold,
And the Blushes of the morn
Pure; as of a soul new-born,
Filled my bosom with delight-—
Love had throwm the shades of might
Far, into the glosmy past—
Anq, my heart, no more o’ercast,
Woke to see the wil‘:g‘ of love,
Glistening in the stars above,
Shining in the slsfes of even,
And the blue expanse of heaven,
‘While esrth's voices then for me,
‘Woke a joyous harmeny.
Love had sanctified my heart,
Teaching me the better part.,

K H.

For tise Hoapital Review.
Suggested -by Bancroft’s * Memo-
rial Address.”
Bancroft,-im his “Memorfal Address,”

| speaking of the early education of our be-

loved President, said, “ The Life of Wash-
ington was his constant study.”

Little dreamed the Father of his coun-
try, when devoting his energies to the
cause of our National Independence, that,
a half century Jater, the reeord of his-deeds
would aronse the enthusiasm of a then un-
born youth; and develope in him that
self-sacrificing patriotism which prepared
him to be the instrument, in the hands of
God, of saving his country from disunion;
and of proglaiming liberty to four millions
of slaves,

This seeond Washington toiled and
struggled, for mental light and life, but a
fow degrees West of where the first Wash-
ington encountered the perils of ‘a wintery
wilderness, to deliver the latter of Gov.
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Dinwiddie, to the commander of the
French forces, on the banks of the Ohio
in 1753,

Those.oacupying high positions of trust
may well take courage from the thought
that their influence dies not when they are
laid away from mortal sight; that they are
combating and overcoming, not for them-
selves, alone; not for those, alone, by
whom the_y may now be surrounded; but,
for the unknown multitude which will be
embraced in the perpetually widening ecir-
cles of their influence, till the end of time.

Mothers, what lesson do we draw from
this thought? Shall we not redevote our-
selves to the work of implanting the seeds
of “The true, the beantiful and the good,”
in the minds of our children! Our sons
cannot all become Washingtons, or Lin-
colns; but, the world to-day needs, and
it will forever need, patriots, controlled bj
reason but stimulated by hearta full of gen-
erous impulses, who will make themselves
felt: through the ballot box, and in the com-
mon business of life; as well as from the
chairs of state or of learning.

‘We can teach our sons the first princi-
ples of true hearted, fearless patriotism,
trusting in God to perfect the work. Thus
we can add our mite to the tide of influ-
ence which shall make this young republic
an example, and a power; when genera-

tions shall have passed away.
M. E. M.

Selected for the Review.

“ZLeaning Upon Her Beloved.”
Song of Sol.

It may indeed apg)ear to the worldling a
strange sight ; but the believer in Jesus can
afford to lose all, if she may win Christ.
She can wander alone in the wilderness of
this world, if need be, for “forty years,”
and she will ¢ lack.noa)‘ , for.1p Christ
sbe has all and abounds.” Like Moses,
she endures “ as seeing him who 18 invisi-
ble;” like John, she breathes out every
thought into the ear of her Beloved, “lean-
ing on his bosom.” Apd this js the secret
g?the sweet peace of the childxen of God;

they cling to the allsupporting stem of the
“true vine” Nothing can rend them
asunder. The expression “leaning on,”
implies a sense of weakness. It is a word
nowheie else used in scripture, signifying a
clinging to, or strengthening oneself upon
another. The Lord is often times pleased
to.-make the wilderness a specially chosen
place of blessing to his beloved ones.—
“T will allure her, and bring her into the
wilderness, and speak comfortably to her.”
For it is when mpst bereft of earthly
things, that we most enjoy the supporting
and abiding presence of our “ well belov-
ed,” and find him to be indeed our “all
and in all.”
—————————

The Way of the Cross,

‘We may spread our couch with roses,
And sleep through the summer day,
But the soul that in sloth reposes
Is not in the narrow way.
If we follow the chart that is given,
‘We never need be at a loss,
For the only way to heaven
Is the royal way of the Cross.

To one who is reared in splendor,
The Cross is a heavy load;
And the feet that are soft and tender
Will shrink from the thorny road.
But the chains of the soul must be riven,
And wealth must be held as dross,
For the only way to heaven
Is the royal way of the Cross.

We may say we will walk to-morrow
The path we refuse to day,
And still with our luke-warm sorrow
‘We shrink from the narrow way.
‘What heeded the n eleven
How the fortunes of life might toes,
As they followed their Master to heaven,
By the royal way of the Cross.

A King’s Daughter.

A poor bat very pious woman onee call-
ed to see two rich young ladies, They too
loved the Lord. Withont regard to her
mean appearance, they received her with
great kindness into their splendid drawing-
room, and sat down to converse with her
upon religious subjects. While thus en-
gaged their brother entered the room. He
was a gay, proud, thoughtless youth, and
looked monc t?“l(xmi‘hed at the:ll'l gnusual

est. One of them rose up with dignity,
g:d;said, “ Brother, don,’tpbe surpgi!;eg H

[ this it & king's daughter, only she has not

nat got her fine clothes on.”
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From the Advocate and Guardian,
The Rag Carpet.
A TRUR BTORY.

‘A rich gentlemat said to me yesterday,
“J was taught a good lesson by a remark
I read in early life in a piece entitled,
“Clothes and Old Clothes.” “That one
person makes two persons happy by giving
away his second-hand clothes, viz: the
person to whom he gives them, and the
tailor who has an opportunity to make
him some more in their place.”” But I
find that my more thrifty friends make
carpets of their rags and old clothes, and I

found Mrs. Hall had triumphantly nailed'

down a fresh, nice, warm ‘carpet she had
sewed and had woven in South Street. 1
looked at it enviously, it was just what I
needed at home, and I wished I had done
likewise.

“ Catherine,” said I on entering my own
domicile, “I mean to make a warm rag-
carpet for our kitchen this winter. It isso
cold a place, my feet almost freeze when
the thermometer is down to zero, and I
come down to get breakfast, and then the
scrubbings I have given that floor are not
to be numbered. Decidedly! I must have
a carpet. There is-a large roll of clothes
in the attic I put by for our poor pen-
sioners; what a fool I have been, always
to give away all our old garments as soon
as they are worn a little; so thriftless!
Mrs, Hall cats them in strips, and sews
them in great balls, and sends them to
be woven into long breadths of carpeting.”

“ Why, Maria,” said Catherine, looking
sorry, “ our men do no hard work and wear
their clothes very lightly. It would be a
shame to cut them up for carpets when you
have done so much good with them, cutting
and fitting them so nicely for poor children.
I am astonished at-your new fancy. Don’t
you remember how.angry you.are with
those ladies who sell their old clothes for
glass-ware and knick-knacks for the ‘ what-
nots,’ and how you boast ‘that not one of
those little images éver came into our house
in that way " ,

« Well ] but,” I feplied fretfully,  our in-
come is so small and everything is'so Itigh;
I can’t afford to buy a carpet, and I must
have one, my throat is so affected’ with
bronehitis.” - So I brought down the big
roll of clothes, and put it in my closet
where I kept my wotk, and determined  to
commence my new plan that véry day.
However, some family eares delayed me,
and the next morning after breakfast the

old man who mends our furniture came
round with a litle table, and I unlyekily
asked him how he was provided for. the
cold weather. “Very poorly, ma’am, I
don't get much work to'do, and our boys
ain’t half clad for ‘winter.” “Oh!” said L,
quite enthusiastically, *“I have got the.
nicest jacket for your Ben, my son has just.
out-grown it. Send him round forit.” ~In
a few moments; triie enough, the boy came
and looked delighted with his prize. Alas!
my carpet, I forgot all about it till it was
over, That day I heard of a colored boy
who was lame, about fifteen years of age,

_and who wept bitterly at the thought of

going to the poor-House this winter. * Quick
as thought, the pamts, vest and all followed,
and so 1t was af the end, of the week, my
roll was diminished sadly. I had noheart
to begin''the ‘carpet when I found one wo-
man with no othet dress but the one she
wore and a poor, new-born baby with
none at all. Ah1-me, what suffering there
is in this beauntiful world, .

That night grandma came to make us a
call in her hands6me carriage, and as she
sat in our little sittingroom, she said,
“Maria, I have been taking up the Brue-
sels carpet in my back parlor and getting.
a new one, and I'have cut the old one in
two piéces, one to cover a bed-room and
the other to lay' down in your kitchen.”
Dear me! I was astonished ; she did not
know my thoughts, or how anxious I bad,
been, but Providence had sent me a carpet,”

Now I will not say that every one who
diligently gives a&ay first of his penury or
of his abundance, will be rewarded by a
Brussels carpet, but I feel that God sees
every self denial, éven the smallest, and
looks after our minutest concerns, and will
bestow even in this life a hundred-fold and
in the world to come life everlasting.

IL A G

One evening Douglas Jerrold was at a
party where several other literary men and
publishers were assembled,’and the. conver-
sation turned upon epitaphs. Jerrold gave
his opinion that an epitaph should not con-
gist of more thdn one of two words, inclad-
ing theé nathe. When thé laugh had sub-
sided, for po ong'dreamed he wa$ in éarn-
est, Chdrles Knight, who was present,
handed 4 piece ¢f paper and a pencil to
Jerrold, -and" beig'ed him to write hi§
(Knight’sg epitaph.’ Jerrold took the' pa-
per, and lnstantly wrote down two simple

v

words, “Good night!"
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ROCHESTER, N. Y., FEBRUARY 15, 1866.

Our Paper.

We are gratified this month to see the
names of several new subscribers on.our
list. “The more the merrier,” we say.

We .wonder if all of our readers are
aware that by sending us the names of six
new subscribers, entitles them to one copy
free. This is so—and a very nice way for
any one who has not a spare fifty ‘cents, to
procure the paper for themselves, and at
the same time help us far beyond what a
single subscription could do. There is
nothing,when we are feeling 2 little discour-
aged and disheartened over our work,
which brings such a gleam of sunshine wish
it as the name of a new subseriber. If we
could only see more of these—but we will
not complain this month, which has
brought us several such gleams.

Our Wants.

We do not always like to have to be
harping upon  our wants,” but to tell you
the truth, dear reader, there is no end to
the wants of our Hospital. Not a day but
we find ourselves “out of something,”
just as it is in each of your households, only
meore so—and the most discouraging part
of it all is, that our kind friends no sooner
supply one nrgent demand before another
makes itself known. 'We want.especially,
as we told you last month, a carpet—and
we want clothing for adults and children.
We have just now many needy sick among
us who have been unable to procure or to
make the garments getually needed for
comfort. We like to see onr sick looking
tidy and comfortable—but how is it to be
done? Ilelpless and destitute, they must
look to us—and we Jopk to you

* The happlest man is the benevolent one,
{or he owns stock in the happiness of all
mankind.

there will be to the end of time.
.world is full of sorrow and suffering, and
-oh you cannot begin too early the blessed

Little Girls’ Bazaar.

We are gratified to be.able to record
more of the pleasant doings .of our little
friends for us. We have this month re-
ceived 3 Quilt, two Comforters and four
Pillow-cases, from four little girls, whose
names are given elsewhere. The material
for these articles was purchased with the
proceeds of ‘a little;Bazaar, lield by them
in August, and they have since been busy,
as we understand, /in making 'theni up for
our Hospital. TlEse are the same little
girls who, with others, raised $40 for us at
a Bazaar, as some of our readers may re-
member, in. August, 1864, We are glad
to find that the enthusiasm for Children’s
Bazaars, is not over. We have still, dear
children, the soldiers to work for—not for
those, itistrue who, as a year ago, on distant
and bloody fields, were fighting for us—but
for those who have won for us victory.and
peace at last. They are with us, and will
ever be—those brave heroes to whom we
owe so much—and #ftk, and wounded, and
maimed, in their defence of the dear flag
we all so dearly love. Can we do too much
for them f We shall always have them to
care for; and there are many others in our
Hospital—men, and women, and children,
sick and sorrowful, jn need of our help, as
there will ever be.,.:. We would say to every
little girl and boy,: once so eager in their
efforts for the soldiers—keep up your ef-
forts—keep up your Bazaars! There is
abundance of good yet for you to do, and
The

work of doing and caring for others!

A% The beautiful lines, * Unreconoil-
ed,” which appear on our first page, are
from the pen of Mrs; 8. Frank Enos, whose
name is already a favorite with our read-
ars, and from whom we trust to hear regu-
larly 1n fature,
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Baby Clothes Wanted!

We have at present nine babies in our
Hospital, including two pairs of twins, for
whom one of our Managers, in a note now
before us, tolls us we must ask you kind
readers to send some clothing. Now, at
first, when we considered the case, or rather
cases, of these nine babies, we made up
our mind that we would make a most elo-
quent, and of course irresistible, appeal in
their behalf; but upon reflection, we have
concluded that such an appeal would be
entirely unnecessary. The truth is, there
is not, we believe, 8 woman who reads our
paper, but whose heart will go out at onee,
without any of our assistance, to these nine
babies—and when she thinks of their des-
titution—for they are really forlorn, some
of them—and of all their baby-wants—
something within her will begin to move
and soften and grow warm—and she will
bethink her of some little pareel, laid a-

way a long time ago, it may be, which will
help to make one, if no more, of the hap-
less nine a little more comfortable. Now,
we are not, we repeat it, going to beg for
these babies. - They do ‘ot need it. We
have only to tell you—we mean those of
you who have ever held that dearestand
sweetest thing in the world—a baby-—all
your own—close to your heart of hearts—
that there are nirie of them, all in our Hos-
pital—and alf, like Miss McFlimsy, with
“nothing to wear”—and there is not a
woman of you—but will bfing them some-
thing !

About that “ Rag-Man.”

Our friends, and especially those of our
nurse, will be relieved to know that there
seems no necessity of her carrying her
threat to marry a rag-man for the sake of
getting a supply of rags, into immediate
execution—as ever since her dire announce-
ment, a perfect shower of old cotton and
linen, she tells us, has been pouring in.
Indeed she thinks the alarm occasioned by
her threat, thust have been very intense,
from the rolls and parcels and nondesoript
bundles, which still continue to-¢ome in.
She is greatly obliged to her friends for the

exertions they have put forth to save her
from the dreadful fate to which her despe-
ration was driving her—and we can assure
them that fhe supply of old cotton was
very timely. A few days’ more delay might
have proved forever too late.

—_—

Annual Report of the Rochester City
" Hospital.
Lapiis :

In the winter of 1847, mearly twenty
years ago, a charter was granted by the
Legislature, for tbe Rochester City Hospi-
tal, but not untll Febmary 1st, 1864, two
years ago, was the main building of this
Institution, ready for occupation, and the
first patient ddmitted within its walls,

To-day, our Second Anniversary, we look
back and recall the past. One year ago,
throughout the length and breadth of our
land—-“ was there a voice heard, lamenta-
tion and weeping, and great mournmg, for
the sound of the battle was in the land
but when they cned unto God in the bat-
tle, He was entreated of them, because
they put their trust in Him,” and sent joy
and gladness to our hearts, with peace and
liberty to the nation.

At our last Annual Meéting, the wards
of the Hospital, with the exception of two,
appropriated for female patients, were fill-
ed with soldiers,'and the necessity of more
room induced & few of our citizens to con-
tribute very genérously for a wing, whith
was then in ‘process of erection, and
being now completed and furnished, the
lower story is ottupied as a male ward,
and a fever ward]'also an operating reom ;
while in the second story, is a female ward,
4 nursery and accouchment room ; th’e
rooms in the main building, having been
furnished, and'fetored as far as practicable,
to their original’ nse, for private and pay
ing patlent.d.

In June, 1885, & portion of the soldiers
were discharged ‘or transferred to some
other point, while not until September,
were all removed, for whom Government
provided. 'Though we do not wish it for-
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- gotten, that these loysd sufferers continue
still, almost daily, to present themselves,
in sickness and poverty, for our care and
support.

As years roll by, the remembrance of
this pertion of our work, will ever awaken
mingled emotions of jby and sorrow.
Happy in being able to provide so comfort-
ably for the soldiers—to minister to their
wante, and through the gifts of the benev-
olent, to furnish them with many luxuries—
regretting only that any opportunity should
have been lost for the mental or spiritual
improvement of those “who counted not
their lives dear unto themselves,” but went
forth to saffer and to die, if need be, for
their chosen or their native land.

The namber of persons admitted to- the Hos-

pital, gince its opening 8,... e0eavun. 753
Of this aumber, were soldiers, ...... 448
Citizens, . ..coveuianeecnnranennnnn, 385
Deaths, oocaueeennnncmnnneanas 19

No. of Soldiers during the past year, or from
Feb. 1st, 1865, to Feb. 1st, 1866,...... 165

No. of Citizens,...ccaueivearacercsaese.. 186
Total for the year,................. 351
Remaining February ist, 1866—
L6710772) T R 43
BOldiere, o oeaveaeierantomensiotnnsnnen 4

Twelve have died during the year.

One, a. stranger brought from the cars,
siek with brain fever.
way to this eity, to be mmstered out, hav-
ing saffered from an attack of typhoid
fever—to0 amxious to reach his home, was
brought in with no hopes of recovery—

but to die and here bid adieu to those dear

ones, who had hoped to welcome to their
home after an absence of many months, a
husband and a father.

Here the homeless orphan bey, tossed
and tried, tempted and fallen in the struggle
of life, lingered and died of consumption §
receiving eare and Yindness, which' the
more favored cannot always receive in their
own homes. Here too, the young studente
preparing for their Master’s service, have
found a place of rest and retirement, inthe
‘weary, painful hours of sickness, until reator-

A soldier on his |

ed to health; while one lays off" his armor,
his work completed, kLis warfare done, and
and though thousands of miles from his
fatherland, is borne to his final rest, by
sympathizing friends and sorrowing breth-
ren,

Every day brings more convincing proof
of the necessity of such an institution, as
application after application, is made for
the suffering and stricken—and many are
the sad and touching appeals to the heart
—mwhich come from the homeless wander-
ers, of the trials and temptations of the
destitute and erring; of the aged and the
weary, whose young tife opened brightly,
but whose tottering steps aud faltering
tongue betoken ¢ the grasshopper a bur-
den.” And though we miss the pleasant
voice and cheerful smile, and the many
thankful and grateful expressions of one
who has been mueh with us for the past
two years, we cannot regret that her hours
of trial and suffering are ended, and she
at rest.

Mr. and Mrs, Williams, who, for sixteen
months as Superintendent and Matron, had
the oversight of the Hospital, tendered
their resignation in November. In De-
eember, the Trustees seeared Mr. Van
Zandt and sister, of Avon,to fill the vacan-
cy ; they assuming the eharge January 1st,
1866.

Miss Hibbard, never tiring, never shrink-
ing from any duty, but faithful to all, still
remains.

Mr. Henry Smith, the patriotic volun-
teer nurse, who came with the coming of
the soldiers, we now miss from our wards,
Working for his country, first. as a soldier ;
then for his fellow soldiers, without any
expected compensation. He was ever en-
couraging and cheering the snffering, and
ministering to their every want,

Doctors Dean and Montgomery, who
received ample compensation for their ser-
vices to the soldiers, continue to render
gretuitous care, now as heretofore, for the
citizen patientd& Mr. Kent and Dr. Lung,
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to whom was given, for a long time, the
privilege of caring for the sick and wound-
ed, having left, Dr. Rider now oceupies
that position.

The “ Hospital Review,” is still publish-
ed monthly, and we feel that it has amply

paid for its. publication, though. drawing |

upon the Hospital treasury, for a portien of
its expenses, (whieh, but for the high price
of paper and printing, would not have
been) and we trust our ladies will feel the
importance of collecting. the dues, and will
obtain as many new subscribers as is in
their power.

We can but renew our thanks; so. often
expressed, to the many friends of the sol
dier and the- Hospital, who have sustained
and encouraged the ladies i their work,
by their many gifts enabling us to furnish
the wing; and provide many comforts and
luxuries.  To the Aid Societies, whose
labors cannot be too highly praised; during
the past four years, and to the .young
who have so industriously plied their
needies, we owe many tharks;. but who
will, we are sure, recall with pleasure their
work for the brave and suffering, and the
siek and destitute in our midst, remember-
ing: “to do good, and to distribute,. for
with such sacrifices God is well pleased.”

Fruits and Jellies.

We canmot refran from expressing our
thanks to the kind friends; who have re-
membered the sick this past month, by
sending them :canned fruits and jellies,
They were s very grateful to them, that
the invalid soldier thought the eurrant jelly
would quite Testore him to health; while
one, who has been suffering for many
weeks, with-little or no appetite, so enjoyed
the raspberries that she has been able to
relish a little toast since, at her meals;
With so many varying tastes, none come
amiss—and every one must feel repaid
when they realize that the delicacies they
have given; have been so keenly relished.,

A Mavagsr.

Apples..

Our Superintendent, though se thanlkfub
for canned fruite and. jellies, 8aysno apples
were sent in during the past month. We
bad hoped that- somebody would have sent
a few to. the Hospital—but we presume
they are situated. very much as we are—
and have none. Apples .in the Fall, sold
for suck an enormous price; that those who
had thems tor sell, sobd all they could spare,
while those' who had them to buy, as we
did, found them 100, expensive for a large
supply..

As we saw the Lundreds and thousands
of barrels of apples, on the line of the
raflroad, waiting for transportation to
eastern markets; we could but regret, that
specalation should take them from us, and
row, since s0 meny farmers-in-this western
part of the" State have not only lost their
apples but their money, we feel that it
would have been better for- them, if they
had saved a: portion- of them for our own
market at reasonable prices How different-
Iy we should do, did we but read and re-
flect, as we should, upon the commands of
God to His chosen people—and not glean
our fields and our vineyards ‘too elosely.
“When ye reap the harvest of your land,
thou shalt not make clean riddance of the
eorners .of thy field, when thou reapest;
neither shalt thou gather any gleaning of
thy harvest: thou sbalt leave them unto
the poor; and to- the stranger: I am the
Lord thy God.” A MaNAGER.

Hospital Notices.

Packages, incliiding Provisions, Hospital Stores,
&c., should be addressed to “The- Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets.” A list of the articles sent,
Wwith:sthe names of the- denars the date ef for-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to-
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathews.

¥~ Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant ghysician..
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Our Armies—Past and Present.

There are in New York to day several
hundred returned soldiers, who are home-
less, houseless, and hungry. They have no
shelter at nights save the Police station-
houses; no food, save the cold victuals ob-
tained by begging. It cannot be won-
dered at, while an army of nearly a million
of men, many of ‘them foreigners and
strangers, has been disbanded by the Gov-
ernment, that a considerable number should
find their way to this city. Many of them
have been rendered destitute by sickness
consequent upon exposure; many, unable
almost to speak English, are victims of cru-
¢l imposition ; many have still elaims upon
Government for arrears of pay, which,
when settled, will make them comfortable ;
and many doubtless have been reduced by
their improvidence and intemperance. All
the agencies, which were so zealously effi-
cient during the war, bave ceased their op-
erations, and there is no association to
which these destitute men can apply for
aid. TUnder these circumstances, the Trus-
tees of the Five Points House of Industry
are compelled to appeal to the Christian
and patriotic public for aid and support.
These men, without invitation, congregated
around the doors of the institution, and
they have not been sent hungry away.
Upwards of one thousand meals are daily
given to them—meals of the most frugal and
economical kind—and temporary accom-
modation is being prepared to give them
shelter at night. The men express-a wil-
lingness to work on the most moderate
terms, and the Trustees have made arrange-
ments by which those in the various sec-
tions of the Union who desire it, may help
the men who have served their country in
the hour of trial, and leave them no longer
uncared for in the hour of triumph. Yester-
day a gentleman from Tennessee applied for
twelve laborers, and immediately able-
bodied men engaged to go withhim forone
year at $10 a month and board. If the
friends of the soldier in any part of the coun-
try will only inclose the cost of. transporta-
tion and a description of the kind of laborers
wanted, to the superintendent, he will im-
mediately forward a fitly selected man. It
should be remembered that many: are crip-
pled, maimed, and reduced, and the great-
er charity will be evinced by authorizing
such to be sent than by applying for able-
bodied men. Thus in a few weeks all these
war-worn soldiers can be provided for.

Moanwhile the work and the wants of the
Institution are more than doubled.. The
meals now given cost about sixty dollars
a day, and this expenditure must be con-
tinued for some weeks, The public are

" urgently invited to come and see the class

of men thus supplieants for aid, at their
frugal dinner at one o’clock, and to judge
as well of the necessity as the economy of
the work.
TRUBTEES,
ArcaieaLp Russery, 45 Tenth st.,
CrarLes Evrv, 434 Broome st.,
MarsuaLL LerrEras, 145 Broadway,
Huen N. Caup, Treasurer, 149 Pearl st.,
Rapcuirr B. Lockwoop, 18 Platt st.,
‘WiLLiam T. Boorn, 95 Front st.,
D. Lypie Suvpam, 25 Waverly Place,
Taeo. B. Bronsox, 99 Ninth st.
29th January, 1866,
Five Points Housg oF Inpustry, N. Y. §
S. B. HarLipay, Superintendent.

Cash Receipts for January, 1866.
From the City, for Care of Sick,....... $244 29
Patients,.....oovvvvenennnnn.

Cash Donations.

Mrs. Sam'l Wrone, Spencerport—By Mrs.
Dr. Mathews,..... Ceresasareatenanes $1 o0

Little Montie—proceeds of his Lecture,.. . 20

List of Donations to the Hospital.
FroM JAN. 15TH T0 FEB. 16TH, 1866.

Mrs. Loop—1 can Oysters, 1 jar Peaches, 1 of
Raspberries.

Mrs. Tho's H. Rochester—A quantity of Biseuits
every Wednesday.

Mrs. Roby—1 jar Cider Apple Sauce.

Mrs. N. T. Rochester—1 bowl of Jelly, 1 bowl of
Custard, 1 Night Dress.

Miss Leland—1 bowl of Jelly.

Mrs. John Craig—1 jar Raspberries.

Mrs, E. Darwin Smith—Old Linen and Clothing
for one of the patients,

From four little Girls—1 quilt, 2 Comfortables, 2
pairs Pillow Slips.

Jennie and Amelia ‘Hall, Lizzie Taylor and Alice
Perry—By Dr. Van Ingen, from Trinity Church,
10 Prayer Books.

Mr. F. Starr—Readirig matter.

Mrs. Sam’l Wilder—a jar of Jelly.

Mrs, Dr. Strong—Roll of Cotton.

Mre. Smith and Mrs. Wilder—Night Dresses and
0Old Cotton.

Ladies' Aid Society—Old Cotton for Bandages,&c.

A Friend—Roll of Old Cotton.

Mrs. E. M. Smith—A jar of Currant Jelly.
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Raceipts for the Hospital Reéview.
FroM JaN. 16th To FEB. 15th.

Mrs. E. P. Willis, $1; Mrs. E. N. Buell—

By Mrs. N. T. Rochesber,.... ceereeess 1 50
Mrs. E. T. Huntington, Mrs. Jobn McCon-
vill, Mrs. Wm. Mudgett, Mrs. E. Bo
tmn,Mrs S. H. Terry, Mrs. F. A. Whit-
tlesoy, Mrs. J. OHaﬁ,smos—ByMrs.
ERODZ, et ve e sonnn e en e 3%
Mrs. Sam'l E. Dawley, Taberg, Miss C, P.
Brooks, Brooks Grove; Robbie Telford,
Miss L. F. Hyne—By Mrs. Perkins,. 2 00
Mrs. G. F. Danforth, Mrs. E. M. Smneh,"'
Mrs. Sam'l leder, Mrs. O, E. Sibley,
Buffalo; Mrs. Henry Kip, BLﬁalo—-—By
Mrs. Dr. Mathews,uuueresreennennns 2 50
0. W. Story—By Jennie Hall,..‘ ...... re. 50
Mrs. Joseph Gifford, Fighere—-By]Mr G,
Brooks,. ...oiiiniiilieieniaanaeaan, 50
Mrs. E. M. Price, Avon—By Mr. VapZandt 50

Mrs. 8. H. Pierson. Waterford, Sargtogo Co.
B. H. Andrews—By Mrs. W. W.-Carr, 1 00
Miss Emma Shaw, Le Roy; Mrs. L. M.
Newton—By Miss Barhydt,...........
Mrs. A. N. Bumpus,

Superintendént’s Réport for December.

1866. Jan. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 44
Received during the month, 23-—67
Discharged " “ 16
Died A “ 3—19

1866. Feb. 1. Remaming in Hospital, [ 46

Died,

/A% the Rochester City Hospital, Saturday mor-
ning, Janvary 27th, 1866, of Congestion of the
Lungs, Mrs. Rebecca Phillips, aged 65 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Monday after-
noon, January 29th, 1866, of Parlys:s, Mrs. Ann
Joyce, aged 69.

Agents,
The following Tadies have kindly consente(‘ to
act as Agents for the Hospilal
Miss Maaare Ci'rBERTSON, East Groveland.
“ L. A. Bun ER,Perry Ceutre.
“ E. A. C. Hayes, Rochester,
“ MARY W. l)avis, ¢
Mrs. C. F. SPENUER, “
“# J. B. KNIM¥EN, \clor.
“ HAMMOND, Fast Rush. .
“ PHEBE D, DAVENPORT, Lockport.
Miss MarY BrowN. Perinton,
Mrs. 8. W. Hayaurow, Fairpor
“ CHARLES Forp, Clyde. .
Miss ApA MR, . ¥
* (. M. 880OR, Macedon,
' Juria M'C'HESAKY, Spencerperti . -
* Licuiaw J. RENNEY, Phelps; Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITMMAN, Scottsb\u'g.
“  Lmuay I RayNey, Rocheater:

Ghildven’s Depariment,

A Letter from Robbie’s Mama.
My Dxzar Mgs. P"

Enclosed, I send’ fifty  eents, for « The
Hospital Revxew Please send it to your
little subscnber, Roblne. Allowme to say,
he has ‘been. greatly- pleasedr with the: sto-
ries written for “the déar little friends,”
particularly the one abott “The Kitties,” "
and “The Newspaper Boy.”

I trust your efforts may be successful,
not only in kindness to the sick and suffer-
ing, but that through your pages many a
little heart, that is.full of love and tender-
ness, may be awakened to a life-long of be-
nevolence and usefulness; and ever with
an open purse and willing hand administer
to the wants of the needy.

Perhaps a hutory of Robbie might in-
terest some of your kttle folks. He was
borti away across the great, waters, in the
city of Bangkok, kingdom, of Siam, where
he lived four years. He than came to your
lovely Ametica, and the quiet city of Roch-
ester, where he has found kind friends; Sab-
bath Schiools, day schools, and so very
many things to interest; and love, that he

" has no desire to return to' the land of his

birth, where the heathen bow: down to idol
gods of their own hands’ make—and where
the sky is hot—fhe earth is full of ants,
lizards,, scorpions: and :snales, and many
things; to make little children afraid.

Dear ehildren, .you are home mission-
aries, Go,om with your good work, and
now and then, as.you may have to spare,
drop a penny in the Missionary box, that
these poor }teathqn may be taught to love
and serve the trug and living God.

Tee CurLorzwe’ Frignp.
Jan, 20th 1868.

% Hpnor thy father and thy mother, that
thy, days. may be Jong upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thea.”
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Lines for dur Little Friends.

Those of our little friends who are fami-
liar with—*¢Little Drops of Water—Little
Grains of Sand,” will wethink, be glad to
commit the following verssa:

“If little falling drops of rain
The lakes and rivers fill;
If little grains of earth.and sand,
Make mountain, plain, and hill ;

“If little moments, as théy pass,
Make hours, and days and years,
Then little sins of every kind
Should fill our hearts with fears;

“For little gins, if once 'dlowed.,
To greater sins will ébow;

And if not stopped by grace divine,
Will lead to endless woe.

#Great God, then, fill éach youthful heart,
With love and fear of Thee;

And to us all thy Spirit give,
That we may holy be.”

Peter Bammanm

Among the upper valleys of the Alps,
there lives a brave, intelligent, industrious
race of people called “lﬁxe Waldenses.”
Though surrounded by Roman Catholics,
they have remained, for ages, firm Protest-
aats. Even the Romish princes that have

overned them have never interfered with
their religion, for the bravest and most faith-
ful of their guards were Waldenses, who
served them as they were taught to per-
form all’ their other duties—*not with eye
seryice, as men pleasers, but as unto the
Yord.”

But at last a prince 4séended to the
throne who had ‘ot suffcient strength of
character to persist in doing what he knew
to be right ; and yielding to the persuasions
of the jealous Romish priests, he ordered
them to abandon their Protestant faith and
g.lt'themse]ves urider the protection of, the

o

e. ‘

'Fbia they very respectfully, but very de-
cidedly, refused to do, and, by the samé ad-
vice, the prince determined to send troops
and force them to do so. Very foolishly
he sent his Waldensian tréops against them
bat it was soon very plain that they did not
tean to be very active in the mattér, ro
Aunstrian soldiers were dmployed to do the
basfness,

The Waldenses fought bravely; step by
sh‘ei they disputed the possession of every
inch of ground in their grecn valleys. Bat
they were overpowered by the great num-
bers of the Austrian armies, and driven
from one valley after amother, until they
had reached the beautiful spot known as
the valley of .Chamouni.

This was the higheat'one on that side of
the mountain. If forced to leave that, their
only place of refage was on the other side
of the Alps, to reach which they must
climb to its almost inaccessible summit,
and descend, amid the same difficulties, on
the otherside. There was a comparatively
easy road to ‘it, to be sure, throngh the
mountain passes—sucka road as the moun-
taineers generally have to use in passing
from one valley to angther—but this they
dared not ptter:lpt, for fear of meeting the
Austrians ;' so old men and delicate women
and children must make the fearful journey
or remain to be brutally treated by the piti-
Tess foe. )

The troops' poured ‘into the valley, and
the people (whose plans were already laid
with caution and prod¢hce, in case such a
frecessity should arise: pretended to sub-
mit. With the first shédes of evening they
went as nsndl to their beds, and soon the
whole valley was as silent as death, exeept
as the sounds of brawling or shouting and

singing came from the church and school-

house, where the officers were quartered.

When the darkness'of night, however,
had settled over theé valley, one by one
they stole from their homes and met in a
large cavern in the mountain side, which
was hidden by a tall' snow-covered rock
from the sight of those in the village.
Here they kneeled down, and the old pas-
tor fervently and earnestly implored the
protection of God in their fearful journey,

This done, they set forward, the aged
pastor leading the van, some of the strong-
est men walking on each side of the women
and little ones, who followed, and the re-
mainder bringing np the rear, that they
might be ready, 1n case they were pursued

and overtaken, to miget the foe. Oh! a

fearful journey it was, indeed.

More than one poor babe, at every stop
for rest, was buried in the snow, without
even a rough stone to mark its grave; and
more than one old or'feeble person had to
be left behind until he recovered. strength
enough to follow on, some stout compan-
ion staying with him to assist and defend.
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When the gray light of morning began to
break over the moyntain top, the astonish-
ed Austrian soldiers saw their escaped pris-
oners moving in a long biack line over the
snow upon the sammit, where it seemed as
if even the chamois-hunter or the wild goat
would hardly dare to follow. ‘
Among that little band of fugitives “ for
the sake of God,” was Meta Bannermann,
the widow of one of the noblest and brav
est sons of the valley. Almost at the be-
ginning of the struggle he had been killed
1n an attempt to protect. from brutal insult
“the corpse of the old pastor’s wife, and left
his own wife, with her young babe and a
crippled son of six years old, to the grate-

ful love and care of the pastor and his

flock. )

Carefully, that bitter cold night, she
wrap{)ed her sleeping babe and held it
tightly to her bosom. For hours.they
trudged on through the snow,, even the
stoutest scarce able to bear the intense
cold; and when, at every halt for rest, she
saw the little stiffened bodies taken from
the arms of the weeping. mothers and laid
in the snow, she held her little one still
closer, and prayed in_ her innermost heart
that she might be spared that trial.

But the little bundle in her arms began
to grow heavier, and she could scarce re-
frain from a cry of agony as her heart told
her the caunse. But still she clasped the
little body closely, as if by the warmth of
her own bosom to restore {ife to her child,
She spoke no ‘word, though—none knew
the babe was dead. She could not leave
it there in the cold snow. No, she would
not tell her trouble; heavy as was the load
she would bear it, er on with it still,
and if a merciful God allowed them to
reach in safety the shelter they weie seek-
ing, she could bury it in God's own acre
‘beside the church, where she could go, day
after day, and look at the little grave.

But the watchful eye of her boy saw that
there was a change upon her gentle face,
and thinking she was weary he asked eamn-
estly : “Mother, can I not carry the little
Dora for a'while, and let you rest?”’ ‘

“ H-u-g-h |” said the mother hastily, and
again she put her ear down to,the gale
lips, as if she still hoped to hear them
breathe. .

At last the summit was reached, gnd the
fugitives began the descent on the ather
side ; a journey sfill moreé fearfiil than their
climbing. A few rods brought them to a
‘large cave, and here they sfopped’ to rest

and pray. A cave it could scarcely be tall-
ed; it was a space inclosed by some huge
blocks of stone resting against each otlier;
but it was's welcome shelter from the bit-
ter, bitter cold, and gratefilly they thanked
God for the mercy that had led them to it,

But now the poor mother could no lon-
ger hide her'loss. The pitying old pastor
with gentle force took the cold burden
from her weary arms and laid it to its rest
with other little beings like itself who had
gone to a world of peace and joy. Now
the widow had nothing left her but the
crippled boy, and to him she clung with
almost increased affection.

Thanks to'the love of a pitying Father,
the poor exiles at last reached the haven of
rest they sought, and found a warm wel-
come. Here, while the females, young and
old, gave their eager help to the generous
house-wives who sheltered and fed them,
the men, old men as well as their sons and
grandsons, armed and stationed themselves
in squads among the mountain passes and
behind the rocks that hung over the moun-
tain roads, ready to attack and drive back
the enemy should they attempt to follow
them there.". Even the little boys had their
duties assigned them, in taking informa-
tion from party to party, and climbing tq
reconnoitre where a man would not dare to
show himself.

But little Peter Bannermann could be of
no use. He ‘could not climb the'slippery
peak, or slide over the frozen glacier, so he
must sit at home, and for the first time in his
life repine at his misfortune. Vainly his
mother strove to comfort him by telling how
much he could help his people by earnest
prayer to God for their success, and how
much he could help those whom they had
left behind. Little Peter did pray heartily’
and for hours.at a time, too, he sat and
thought what he could do to give more ac-
tive help.

8o passed weeks and months, and the
holy Christmas Day waa near at hand. The
widow Bannermann had no gift for ber crip-
pled boy, With jealous care she had hoars-
ed up a fow krgutzers, and on the Christmas
Eve, when the lights of the Christmas trees
streamed from even the humblest cottage
windqws, she slipped the twelve kreutzers
into his hand, and bade him go and buy for
himgelf whataver he most fancied.

With a grateful kiss the boy started on his
errand, st.oppifng from time to time to look in
through the frosted window-panes ugon the

i

happy, merry groups within. He did not
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envy their happiness, and was ready to echo
every gay laugh; but when he saw a straight-
limbed, active boy run nimbly across the
rootn, his eyes filled with tears, and he mur-
mred At his own lameness.

Presently he came to the house of the
town magistrate, and looked in upon a large
company of children that were gathered about
a table playing with a company of leaden
soldiers, Oue of them was broken, and as
a little girl picked it up, her brother exclaim-
ed: “ Throw it away! It's as useless as Peter
Baonermann I”

The boy's pleasure was over, and he went
howms to tell, with bitter tears, what he had
heard. The broken soldier had been thrown
into the street; Peter had picked it up, and
for many days he looked at it again and
again, while the words rang in his ears: “As
useless as Peter Bannermann.”

It haunted him even in his dreams; and

at'fast he rose one cold, starry night, when
bardly half awake, and wandered by himself
up the side of the mountain. On he went
frot rock to rock, dreaming that he was no
longer a cripple, and then rousing again to a
painftl cousciousness of the fact as he found
the difficulty he had in crossing’ some little
ravine, over which another would have gone
at & slight leap. He noticed that upon
several of the most prominent peaks of the
mountain there were large piles of wood
and brush carefully arranged, and near each
was placed a sentinel. At last he gained a
distant point, and wearied with his’ efforts,
sat down to rest. _
" Here, too, was a pile of wood, abd as the
sentinel paced past him, he asked his object.
4The first who didcovers the approach of the
Austrians,” replied the man good-naturedly,
“is to light his pile; then the othérs will
light theirs, and so the warning be given to
all the valley round; for it is said they are
going to take us unawares.” And he pass-
ed on.

Poter sat thoughtfully,. and then again
dropped almost off into sleep, quite’ umable
to tell how he came there, and whether he
had heard or only dreamed of the beacon-
piles; ‘but, through all, those bitter words
rang through his brain, and he myrmured
the drowsy prayer that he too might ba able
to be useful.

Suddenly he started to his feet; no sound
had reached him, but straining his gaze down
the side of the mountain-peak on which he
stood, he saw, or fancied he saw, a dark mass
moving slowly and silently upwards. He

turned to the sentinel; 'he was gone. Again
he gared with straining eye-balls; then sud-
denly springing to''the pile, in an jostant a
bright flame shot up from it; and:before the
flying boy—who, now forgetting his lame-
ness, was spoeding like an arrow down the
icy slope—had gone a hundred yards, the
signal was answered from every mountain
and rocky peak, until the whole valley seern-
ed lighted up, .

But vainly those who had lighted the bea-
con-fires strove to catch a sight of those of
whose céming they had ‘thus given waming.
Nowhere was a single form to be descried,
and many 4 harsh speech was made of the
dreaming cripple, and of their own folly in
béing so hasty. But this did not last long;
soon the sound of a smothered tramp began
to be_ heard, and before the words had left
their lips, the Austrians came in sight, led by
a mountain guide’through passes they would
never else bave'found.”

But they had scen whose form had stood
beside that first heacon-flame, and whose
band had thus defeated their plans. The fty-
ing' boy was still in sight; but it was ina
fearful place—he stood upon the edge of a
wide rift; how could the cripple cross it?
But he must; not only was his own life at
stake, for an enraged soldier was in full pur-
suit, but the alarm.must be given to the vil-
lage, the sleepers awakened, and the women
and children enabled to betake themselves to
their hiding places.

Peter never stopped to think; wiih a wild
leap he sprang over the gulf; an arrow sped
by the hand of his pursurer struck his side,
but still he rushed on. The alarm was
given ; the village was aroused ; and the no-
ble bey sank bleeding at his mother’s door,

None sought: eafety until their preserver
was raised and ready to be carried with them;
but flight proved needless. Met by an arm-
ed host where they had expected to surprise
helpless women and feeble old age, the in-
vaders were soon repulsed ; thousands fell in
that deadly fight, short as was its duration,
and thousands 'were hurled down the-ic
stopes of the snow-covered mountain an
were dashed to piecés'in the wild chasms
below. '

Meanwhilé a grateful company had gath-
ered ‘about the dying boy, and his eye Eght'-
ed with joy as he claspéd his motber’s hand
and ‘whispered : “ Nevér again can they say,
¢ As useless as Peter Butinermann '

He could tell nothing of the way in'which
he'reached the mouttain peak—nothing of
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the way in which he -had returned; all ho
knew was that he had prayed and his prayer
had been answered. By the light of the
stars he Liad caught a glimpse of the invaders
as they rounded & peak below, and finding
no one near him, had lighted the beacon.

But the life-blood wus pouring from bis
wound; his moments were numbered. The
old pastor beat over him. “ My noble boy,”
said the old man, while the tears rolled down
his furrowed ‘cheeks, * for thy sake and that
of thy brave father, thy mother shall never
want what we are able to give. Hast thou
anything else to ask of usf”

The boy smiled. * Never let the Wal-
denses forget, dear (ather, that though a crip-
ple, God gave me the noble privilege of sav-
ing them from their oppressors!” and with
the last words his spirit passed away.

The traveler who passes the nigg} in the
Little villages that lie nestled among the val-
leys of the Waldenses, will hear at midnight,
(the hour at which those bescon-fires were
Ix%})ted,) the sound of the watchman’s ery:
“ Midnight! and God’s peace is with us!
Blessed be the memory of Peter Banner-
mann."—7T ke Methodist.

Sagacity in a Dog.

Dear Mgrs. Arner—I think the . little
readers of T%e Review, who have been in-
terested in the history of the Kittens, will
be pleased with the following well anthen-
ticated fact of sagacity in a dog, which I
clip from an English periodical to which it
was sent by the owner of the dog and
fowls, R.

One of our fowls made a nest behind
. the haystack, and laid fifteen or sixteen eggs;
two only out of this number were hatch-
ed, which the farm-servant took to the
cook, requesting her to keep them warm,
and endeavor to.rear them, &e weather be-
ing extremely cold at the .time (7th of
March, 1865.

‘To kegp the chickens out of danger, she
for a few days, kept them in a basket on
the mantlepiece, but soon afterwards they
were allowed to run about the Kkitchen,
when Gipsy, our little dog, took a great
fancy to them, and laid herself down upon
the hearth, drew them towards her with
her paws, licked them, and,.as it were,
nursed them for hours together. This the
little dog repeated from day ' to- day, until
the cook found it necessary to shut the

pets up, as Gipey licked the feathers from
off their bodies, as.fast as they came.

But Gipsy soon discovered their place
of concealment, and contrived to get them
out again one by one, and took them to the
hearth, and fopdled them as before. The
cook, however, fearing mischief to the
chicks, again took possession of them, and
this time placed a heavy weight upon the
basket, thinking this woyld prove an effec-
tual barrier; but Gipsy, nothing daunted,
went coolly the next day to the basket and
after several vain attempts, at last succeed-
ed in rescuing her young friends, and then
took them as before to the hearth,

Milder weather soon came, and the chick-
ens were turned into the farm yard. They
were inseparable, and much fonder of the
kitchep, than of any other place. Gipsy
was sometimes guilty of raciug the other
fowls, but she never molested her two fos-
ter-children. E T

A Novel Bird’s Nest.

“It was in the spring -of 1861, that a
little robin entered a house in one of the
midland counties of Ireland, and after hav-
ing looked around, fixed on a shelf in
the school-room, to build her nest. As it
was hid from view by a pile of books, we
couldd not mark its progress, except by
watching the little father and mother flying
in and out, with pieces of moss and other
things, in their mouths. As time flew by,
we were rather surprised one morning to
hear a low chirping from behind the
books ;. we took advantdge of the protract-
ed absence of the mother, to discover four
little robins. We were delighted in
watching the progress of the little birds,
and when at lgst they flew away to return
1o more, our BPITOW Was very great. We
named our room after its spring visitors,
and to this day it has retained its title of
¢‘Bird’s Nest.”” '

List of our Little Agents.
LiNDA BRONBON, Rochester,
Magae HaMitroN, ¢
‘MARY PERKING, “
Fanny and Euta CouByry, Rochester,
FaNNY, PoM3ROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. Havri, Henrietta,
Jennie Horb, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, “
H. P. ViokeRYy, **
BEnyY WRIgHT, Eagt Kendall.
Sanyew B. Woob, Rochester.
LipsIg RENFREW,
ELna VaN'EaNDT, Albany.
Mary WarsoN, Roechesater.
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Sidvextisements,
RATES OF _;A_PVERTISING.
Pr. 8q., 1 ingertion $1 00 |- Quarter Oolamn,..: .$10 00
Three Manths,..., 2 00 One Third Columa,.. 12 00
8ix Months, 3 % . Half Column, 1 Yéar, 15 00

One Year,........ One Column, 1 Ycar, 26 00
A Column contains eight Squares.

PERFECTIGN REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

FLORENCE

QOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Bold within the
last three years, giving mni satisfaction to all. They
have noequal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have “fits.” Does its work alike
each day. REASONS,

1. Its simplicit mglgreat range of work.

2. Its making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot."

8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing & thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
frem right to left or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the seam.

4, T%:e perfect finish and substantial manner in which
t.ha tg‘n‘:h:lne is made,

6. Its self-adjusting tension.

The “ FLORENCE " will sew from the flnest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of temsion or
bresking of thread. As a Taflor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal. We make atrong as-
sertions whieh we are prepared to substantiate in every

particular.
Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines

may say, but see the Florence before purchasing any other
un{ mée for yoursell. iag soy

All kinds of BtiteMH, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies' Garments made to
order on short notioe, in the nestest posstble manner, by

nt operators.

Sill:pl;oedlumd ‘best Ofl, for sale at this Office.

¥ Rooms over S0, State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made 4o those who-buy $o sell again,
For particulars address

. OHAS. SPENCER HALL, General
Nov. 15,1865. . Rochester, N, Y

GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CoRNER OF StoNk & ELY Smm&
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left as above, or at his residentde, on Ely Bt.,

il e pompi i

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,
MUNGER'S SLIP,; REAR 0F 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. ’65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE L,
No. 7 EXCHANGE PLACE, }ROCHEST““ NY.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large -number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.—6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Musio ONLY, 1s Taught in this Institution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Term
&c., send for a Circular, %

JULIUS 8. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,
April, 1865—1y Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.

HE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8, Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. 8. Mann & Co., by
whom all the business of the late firm of Case &

E. N. BurLL.

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
A. S. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15, 1865. H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friends that our store will henceforth,
a8 it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trado
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require.
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

‘We shall aim, as.we have ever done, to make
our own interest dependent upon consuiting. the
interest of those who do business with us.

Preferring {0 let -our friends form their: own
conclusions' a8 to.whether we shall continus to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choios an
assortment of seasomable goods as have ever been
offered in this market; and shall, as hitherto, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
make prices as Jow as the market, whatever it
may be. A. 8. MANN & Co.,
(Late. Case & Maunn,) 37 & 39 State st
Rochester, March 16, 1865.
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on fea.sonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

{5 Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
LoON, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

" March 15, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oo’s Highest Preminm
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect. Sewing
Machine. .

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to-the use of LiNEN THREAD upon the heaviest

fabric.
S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block, .
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing:

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill St., corner of Platt,

Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y.

55~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
‘building, to mislead the public.

{=" NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT. : ’

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; alsp, Ladies' and
(Gentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colosed with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woulen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

§3~ Gooda received and returned by Express.

Bills colletted by Express Co. .

Address D, LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,

Jan. 1865, * Rochester,N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.

Caas. F. Suire. GHMAN H. PruxIps.
' [Established in 1820.]
Jan. 1865,

THE MORNING LIGHT,

THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURNIN@
STOVES.
We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-

ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.

THE Stove Comr.t\ill@eebr the New York State Agricul-
tural Society, at the State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examiration of tuls xud
other base burners in operation and on trial, fully endors~d
this claim, and awardpd g Frrer PREMIUM (0 the “M-OkN-
iNe¢ Licar” as tha hesl‘base burning, self-feeding Coal
Stove; thud'it has béén-decided by competent judges th-t
we are fully entitled toetyle it THE PRINCE oF BasE Bukn
NG STOVES. A
Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Co.
17 and 19 Grecu Street,”
Altuiny, N. Y¢

For sale by’ WARRANT & SOUTHWORTH,
26 South 8t. Paul 8t., Rochester, N. Y.
Jan. 1865 .
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 57 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N.Y.
Jan. 1865. 1y

C“EXCELSIOR.”

HE attention of the publicis called to the * EXCEL-
- SIOR,” the best

Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,

ever invented—will give more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heating ene or two rooma.
Also, to the.old celebrated Cooking Btove,

“GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The greatest invention of the day,
These Btoves are manufactured by:Jobn T.Rathbone,

‘Albany, and for sale in this mﬁ'Abﬂ’l‘
&R

Rochegter, Jhnusry, 1865. v Emlégib;
JOHN SCHLEIER,

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
V.LA,‘,_RD’, HAMS, &c. &e..

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester,
YwuJn. 16,1866.
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DEVGTED TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

AXD YHR .

&y
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

“1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED.ME."”

Vou. 11

ROCHESTER, N. Y., MARCH 15, 1866. No. 8.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:

Mrs, 680. H MUMFORD, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS
“ MALTBY STRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS.

TERNB—Fifty Oents a Yu.r, Payablo in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to  The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subacriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H.  Perkins, P. O. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffale Btreet, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
*Behold, I Stand at the Door and Knock.”
Yes, I hear him—listen—lsten—
But I dare not ope’ the door,
He has knocked, and I have listened,
Many, many times before.

For my heart is filled with sinning,
I must sweep its chambers clean,
E'er I turn the key, iaviting
Such a Royal Guest within ;
1 must make my palace ready,
Trim my lamp with greater care—
Then, when I fling wide the portal—
Lo! no Royal Guest is there.

He had passed with silent footstep,
Knowing that I stood within,

Hating all my wretched folly,
Knowing every secret sin.

8o, to-day I make a promise,
My poor sinful heart and I,
To be always waiting, ready,
‘When the Royal Guest draws nigh.

Help me, Lord, to keep the promise,
Made in weakness and in sin,

And if He once more should call me,
Let me answer—* Enter in."

Mgs. B. FRANK ENos,

Comfort in God’s Word.

“For thy name’s sake, lead me and guide
me.” Psalm 81: 3. David, after declar-
ing in the two first verses of this Psalm,
who is his trust and confidence, and how
strongly he feels that the Lord is a defense,
a rock, a fortress, puts up this petition to
be lead and guided. Oh, how much more
fully is revealed to us the willingness of
God to hear for Christ’s sake. Our bless-
ed Saviour has told us, “Whatsoever ye
ask the Father in my name, He will do it.”
If God is our leader in the way of life, we
should strive to keep the eye of faith fixed
on Him; if He is our guide, and we wan-
der not from His side, we cannot go astray.
Often to feeble sense the way seems hedged
up, let us then cry mightily in the words
of our text, and stay ourselves upon His
promise, “ Call upon me in the day of trou-
ble and I will hear thee.”

*Thou art coming to a king;
Large petitions with thee bring,
For His grace and power are such,
None can ever ask too much.”

“The Lamb shall overcome them ; for
He is Lord of lords and King of kmgs,
and they that are with Him are called,
and chosen and faithful” Rev. 17: 14,
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What thonghts are presented to our minds
as we read this verse! A Lamb as the
leader of an army—a victorious army.
Who is this Lamb, even the Lord and the
King? The enemy, “the world, the flesh,
and the devil.” And who. are so honored
as to be on the Lamb’s side? Those whom
He has called, and who having accepted
the call are numbered among his followers ;
who continue faithful to their Lord and
Leader; who “set Him always before
them.”  Oh, Iet us never forget that, “By
grace ye are saved through faith, and that
not of yourselves it is the gift of God.”
“Whosoever hath the Son hath Life.”

If God be for us, God the Lorg,
‘Who, who shall be our fee ?

“Ye must be born again.” John 3: 7.
A new birth, even of the Spirit of God—
new desires, new affections, new hopes,
new aims—a new path. “ Who can bring
a clean thing out of an unclean#” Blessed
be God, the same spirit which opens our
eyes to see our vileness and sinfulness, re-
veals the fountain opened for sin and un-
cleanness, and encourages us to wash and
be clean; but oh, how the old man clings
to us, ever giving us fresh reason to ap-
ply to the blood of cleansing. Animating
thought—if we have been bom again, we
shall one day put off and have done with
the flesh, and be clothed with the robe of
Christ’s righteousness and awake in His
likeness. Till then, Oh blessed Saviour,
help us to strive more and more earnestly
to walk in the path of holiness, to crucify
self and live to Thee ! R.

InTERCESS8ORY PRAYER.—No ministry is
80 like that of the Angels as this—silent,
invisible, known but to God; through us
descends the blessing, and to Him alone
ascends the thanksgiving, Surely, not an
employment brings us so near to God and
the spirits of men as intercessory prayer,
—Selected,

B —

Tt is more shameful to distrust our friends.

than to be degelved by them.

—
From Littell’s Living Age.

Rest.

The following lines were found under the pillow
of a soldier who was Iying dead in a hospital near
Port Royal, 8. C.:

1 lay me down to sleep
‘With little thought or care
‘Whether my waking find
Me here or there.

A bowing, burdened head,
That only asks to rest,
Unquestioning upon
A living breast.

My good right hand forgets
Its cunning now——

To march the weary march
I know not how.

T am not eager, bold,

Nor strong—all that is past;
1 am ready not to do

At last, at last.

My half-day’s work fs done,
And this is all my part;
I give a patient God
My patient heart.

And grasp his banner still,
Though all its blue be dim;
These stripes, no less than stars,

Lead after Him.

Mr. Ruskin on Mammon Worship.

“A nation cannot last as a money mak-
ing mob; it cannot with impunity—it can-
not with existence—go on despising litera-
ture, despising science, despising art, des-
pising compassion, and concentrating its
soul on pence.” And again, extending the
idea to embrace all preference of material
wealth and advancement to the true, the
spiritual wealth and life  of the soul—
“Mighty of heart,” he says, “ Mighty of
mind—* magnanimous’—to be this is in-
deed to be great in life; to become this in-
creasingly, 1s indeed to *advance in life'—
in life itself—not in the tra pings of it.
My friends, do you rememger that old
Scythian custom when the head of a house
died? How he was dressed in his finest
dress, and set in ‘his chariot, and carried
about to his friends’ houses; and each of
them placed him at his table’s head, and
all feasted in his presence? Suppose it
were offered to you in plain words, as it is
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offered to you in dire facts, that you should
gain this Scythian honor, gradually, while
you yet thought yourself alive. Suppose
the offer were this: you shall die slowly;
your blood shall daily grow cold, your flesh
petrify, your heart beat at last only as a
rusted group of irou valves; your life shall
fade from you, and sink through the earth
into the ice of Cania; but day%) day your
body shall be dressed more gaily, and set
in higher chariots, and have more orders
on its breast, crowns on its head, if you
will. Men shall bow low before it, stare
and shout round it, crowd after it up and
down the streets, build palaces for it, feast
with it at their tables’ heads all the night
long; your soul shall stay enough within it
to know what they do, and feel the weight
of the golden dress on its shoulders, and
the farrow of the crown-edge on the skull—
no more. Would you take the offer, ver-
bally made by the death-angel? Would
the meanest among you take it, think you?
Yet practically and verily we grasp at it,
every one of us, in a measure; many of us
grasp at it in its fulness of horror. Every
man accepts it who desires to advance in
life without kmowing what life is; who
means only that he is to get more horses,
and more footmen, and more fortune, and
more public honor, and—not more person-
al soul. He only is advancing in life,
whose heart is getting softer, whose blood
warmer, whose brain quicker, whose spirit
is entering into living peace. And the men
who have this life-in them are the true
lords or kings of the earth—they, and
they only.”— Evangelical Christendom.

From the Evangelist.
The Little Robe of White.

In a rosewood cradle a baby lay;
Its mothier was stitching, stitching away
On a little robe of white. -
Ome foot on the rocker, she hoped to keep
Her frolicsome baby fast asleep
To finish her work that night.

In every stitch of the garment she wrought,
That loving mother fastened a thought—
Hopes for that little one—
And smiled on her babe with a happy pride
As it glept in its cradle by her side
'Till that little robe was done.

Then she folded up the cambric and lace
And kissed her little one’s chubby face
That smiled in its infant gloe—

She tossed it up and down in the air: [wear
“How pretty you'll look, little babe, when you
That new little robe!” said she,

In a rosewood coffin a baby lay—
Its mother had wept the night away,

‘Watching its dying breath. [keep
With it clasped to her breast she had prayed to
Her darling baby from going to sleep

In the cold, cold arms of death.

They buried the babe in the garment just wrought—
‘Whose every stitch held a hopeful thought—
From that loving mother's sight.
On the marble stone she wrote with a tear,
‘* How many hopes lie buried here,
In that little robe of white.”

In the Saviour's arms a baby lay,

From its rosewood coffin far away,
In the realms of love and light.

The angels a garment had folded about

Its little form, which would never wear out—
A seamless robe of white.

e
One Day in the Smith Family.

“ Goodness gracious, wife,” exclaimed Mr.
Smith, who seated himself at the breakfast
table. Mr. Smith was a religious man, and
never allowed himself to swear. No, in-
deed! He would have been shocked at
the thought. But he had a set of phrases
always at his tongue’s end, such as good-
ness gracious—deuce take it—thunder and
lightning, &c., which indicated the same
state of mind, that-in an unprincipled man
would have been expressed by downright
profanity.

“Goodness gracious, wife, what do you
mean by letting those children come to the
table looking like young savages? There’s
Nellie’s head like a orow’s nest, and the
baby in her night-gown. I declare a man
can't eat his breakfast,” and he turned
away his head with a look of insufferable
disgust. §

Mrs. Smith put the baby into Nellie’s
arms, and told her, gently, to go into the
bed-room, -and stay while papa eats his
breakfast. Then she poured the coffee for
her husband, and waited on the four child-
ren at the table, hushing their noisy im-
patience with soft and timid words, and
casting anxious glanees at their father's
clouded face.

He ate his beef-steak and toast with an
appetite, not noticing that she did not eat
at all. 'When he had finished, he took his
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hat, and telling her he was going away on
business, and she must keep a sharp look-
out that the cattle did not break from the
pasture into the field again, he departed.

As he walked away, with health and
vigor in every muscle, he thought that his
wife was certainly a good, patient creature;
but then he was vexed that she had not
more ambition and spirit,. Why could not
she keep herself and the children as tidy
and nice as Mrs. Norton? Norton could
have told him that he had milked the cows
and made the fire, and in every way tried
to lighten the labor of his wife; and then,
if he had remembered that he never did
anything of the kind, and that there was a
great difference between taking care of two
children and six, he might have known why
his children’s faces were not always clean;
and why his poor wife, who never found
time to read a page, except now and then
on Sabbath afternoons a chapter in the Bi-
ble, could not talk on science, poetry or
polities.

The morning’s work done, he started
home, and reached there just as the child-
ren were rushing in from school, and his
wife, with the baby in her arms, was plac-
ing the last dish on the table.

“ Dinner’s ready,” she said, and he seat~
ed himself at the table, and she got the
little oues into their places.

«This beef isn’t half baked,” he said,
cutting into it with a frown. “I should
think I had said often enough that I don't
like raw beef.”

«1 was afraid it would be so,” she said,
humbly ; “but I don’t know how I could
help it. I had to go and drive the cattle
out of the corn, and while I was gone the
fire went out in the stove, and the wood is
so green that it took me a long time to
make it burn again.”

Just then the baby pulled over a tumbler
of water, which a little brother had care-
lessly placed within her reach, and scream-
ing as she felt the cold fluid on her hand.

“ Nellie, take that child from the table,”
he said, sternly.

« I'll take her away,” said the mother,
and she went into the bed-room, and throw-
ing herself on the bed, allowed her tears to
flow freely, while she nursed the little one
to sleep. ..

Mr. Smith spent the afternoon repairing
the fence where the cattle had broken from
the field, and in doing some other small
jobs about the farm, and at five o’clock
went in as usual to tea,

He found the table set, and the tea-ket-
tle boiling on the fire, but his wife, with
the baby in her arms, sat by the cradle,
while little Willie, the two-year old, lay
with flushed face, and quick, irregular
breathing, betokening fever.

“Come, hurry up the supper,” he said,
throwing off his hat, and washing his face
at the sink. “There is a caucus to-night,
and I don’t want to be late.”

With the baby in her arms, she made
the tea, and completed the preparation for
supper, and he read the newspaper mean-
while.

When all was ready, they came to the
table. Glancing anxiously at the cradle,
she said:

T think Willie is sick, and X don’t know
how I can milk the cows to-night.”

%0, pshaw [ he said, “ you are always
worrying about the children. He has eaten
too much, or played too hard. He'll be
well in the morning.”

Having finished his supper, he took his
hat to go out, but his heart smote him as
he looked at the cradle. He hesitated a

moment. “1 must go,” he said, to satisfy
his conscience. * They all expect me, and
I must go.”

Weary and dispirited, the poor wife con-
tinued her toil. The cows were milked,
and the hundred other things which keep
a woman busy were done, and then she
found time to attend to her sick child, and
to assure herself that he was really veryill.

Mr. Smith came home late in the even-
ing, and found her with the little sufferer
in her arms.

“Is Willie really sick 9 he asked, with
much concern; and when assured it was
80, he said, “then I had better take a sepa-
rate bed, for you will be up and down all
night, and there is no use of my being
kept awake.”

And so, not without some pity for his
poor, care-worn and weary wife, but with-
out one thought that he, strong and health
as he was, ought to take care of that sic
child, and let her rest, he went to bed and
slept soundly all night,

is is & brief history of one day in the
life of this husband and wife. Are there
not, alas! too many families in which the
burdens are unequally borne—in which a
gentle and unselfish heart is crushed by a
stronger and coarser nature !

Mr. and Mrs. Smith married young—
married for love, and commenced their
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matrimonial life with a mutual desire to
make. each other happy. She was gentle,
affectionate, self-forgetful; and her love
found the only expression which satisfied
her heart in serving the beloved. No office
was too humble, no service too menial for
this purpose; and she only asked, to make
her happy, a return of the love she so
freely bestowed.

He had, perhaps, a cell more in the brain,
but he had many fibres less in the heart,
than she. Naturally selfish and egotistic,
her devotion flattered his vanity, and he
soon came to receive, and to demand it as
a right ; and as she always yielded with-
out a word, he never questioned his right
to rule.

Well, is this the way to be happy! O,
certainly not the way for her to be happy;
no human being loves slavery, and her state
was little better than that. Too gentle and
timid to defend herself, she feels, neverthe-
less, most keenly the wrong which is done
her. Her daily labor, never lightened by
a word of encouragement, or a smile of ap-
preciation, becomes a hopeless and weari-
some task, Year by year her cheek grows
thinner and paler, her step more languid,
and her voice more timid. For her child-
ren’s sake she tries to strengthen herself,
tries sometimes to smile and be happy, but
her heart is dark and cold. The sun to
which she turns for warmth and light never
shines upon it. Poor woman! you might
read her history in her face.. She is dying
of spiritual atrophy.—Morning Star.

Child Training.

They were as pretty little children once
as you could wish to see, and might have
been so still if they had been left to grow
up like human beings; but their foolish
fathers and mothers, instead of letting
them pick flowers, make dirt pies, and get
bird’s nests, and dance round the goose-
berry bush, as little children should, kept
them always at lessons, working, working,
learning week-day lessons all week-days,
and Sunday lessons all Sundays, and week-
ly examinations every Saturday, and month-
ly examinations every month, and yearly
examinations every year, everything seven
times over, as if once was not enough, and
enough as good as a feast—till their brains
grew big, and their bodies grew small, and
they were all changed into turnips, with
but little water inside; and still their fool-
ish parents actually pick the leaves off them

as fast as they grow, lest they should have
anything green about them.— Charles
Kingsley.

The Wospital Beview.

ROCHESTER, N.Y., MARCH 15, 1866.

Our Waants.

You see, reader, we are out with the
selfsame heading again, Are you tired of
seeing it? Not so tired, we assure you, as
we are of wanting. But do not be alarm-
ed—we are not going to tell you of half
of our wants—indeed if we were once to
give you the list, complete, there would be
room for nothing else in our columns. So
we will spare you. There are, however,
two or three things we want especially this
month. We want—and we have made up
our minds to tell you so, boldly and frank-
ly—some eggs—some butter—and some
beans! Our invalids would relish some
nice fresh eggs so much—and they are get-
ting so plentiful now, and so much cheaper,
that we'begin to indulge the hope that we
may receive some, if only a few. Butteris
now scarce, we believe, but very necessary.
The beans we do not know so much about
—whether they are scarce or abundant—
cheap or dear—but we know that they are
good, and we want some. Eggs!—but-
ter!!—and beans!!! [Please remember
these three things !

About those Nine Babies.

It has proved just as we said Tt would—
and just as we knew it would. Those nine
babies, dear reader, are all comfortably
clothed! Didn’t we tell youso? The lit-
tle packages have been coming 1 ever
since the sad story of their wants became
known. Dear little packages they are—
tiny shoes and socks, from one—flannels,
from another —and dresses, and night-
gowns, &c., &e., from various sources—
all proving how deep—how tender—how
all-embracing—how beautiful, is that best
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love—that mother-love, once awakened in
the heart. One of these nine babies—one
of the twins—God has taken to Himself.
Looking down, with a love even more ten-
der than a woman's pitying heart can give,
He saw what trials—what temptations,
awaited the little one, along Life’s thorny
pathway—and so He took it to His own
bosom. Happy little one, so safely folded
now from all earth’s woes—so blest for-
evermore! For those that remain, what
doubts and fears arise, as we look forward
to their future—bnt no fears, little one, for
thee !

Six New Subscribers!

One of our little friends—(Nellie Col-
lins)—has, we are pleased to find, profited
by our suggestion last month, and has sent
us the names of six subscribers. This, as
we then stated, entitles her to a free copy
of “The Review”—and, as we think, to
be enrolled also in our List of Little Agents.
At all events, we have ventured, without
waiting for her permission, to add her
name—and if she does not like it she must
let us know. On the whole, we feel quite
encouraged about our paper this month.
We have received in all twenty-five new
subscribers, which is, we think, a great deal
to be thankful for. Shall we do as well
this month? Let us all try.

GARMENTS FOR THE Sick.—We have re-
ceived thig month several responses to our
appeal for clothing for our sick—for which
we are very thankful.

To E. D.S., Sux Prairie.—We have re-
ceived a note from E. D. 8., Sun Prairie,
Wis., proposing, if agreeable to us, to get
up a club for our “Review” in that place.
‘We can assure our friend, that such an
effort in our behalf will be most agreeable,
and will meet with our most hearty ap-
Ppreciation,

Death of one of our Young Friends.

From the following letter we learn the
sad intelligence of the death of our young
friend, Leander Valentine, of Victor. Many
of our readers will remember him for the
active interest he took in our soldiers.
With his younger brother, he collected
quite a handsome sum for us about a year
since. '

It is sad to think of this glad young
heart so soon grown still—of his now deso-
late home—his lonely little brother, and of
his sorrowing parents. May God comfort
them as only He can.

VicTor, Feb. 12th, 1866.

DEAR MRs. M.—T received your letter last Sun-
day. I wish to be excused for not writing to you
sooner. We have the promise of two new sub-
scribers, and perhaps we may get still more. I think
there are many of our acquaintance who will still
feel an interest to do something for those who
yet stand in need of our assistance. Our Lean-
der is no more! We shall see him no more go
forth with his younger brother with a kind heart
and cheerful mind, to gather pennies for the bene-
fit of soldiers that were sent to the City Hospital.
He died the 15th of last December of diptheria.
He was eleven years old. Please to accept this
from Yours, sincerely, Mgs. V.

An Example to be Imitated.

‘We have just received from dear little
Alice, not quite four years old, an infant’s
suit for one of the babies at the Hospital.

Seeing her mama preparing some articles
of clothing for those babies, whose mothers
have not the meaus to provide for them,
she was desirous of doing something her-
self, and was told if she would save the
pennies that were given her, she might
purchase the material, and it should be
made up and presented to the Hospital by
her. This she has done, and young as she
is, has already tasted the pleasure of doing
good.

May we not expect others will “go and
do likewise,” for the sick and destitute
in the Hospital, who are constantly claim-
ing our sympathy and aid.

e that giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord.”
8.
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Tidings from Eddie R.

Many of our readers will remember the
accouunt of Eddie R. , the canal boy, in
the October “Review,” (who was brought
to the Hospital sick of fever). We have
often thought of Eddie, and wished we
could hear something of his welfare, and
to-day’s mail brought a nice little letter
from him, telling of his safe arrival and
how very glad he was to be at home. His
health is now very good, and he has been
at school during the winter. His brother,
the Tittle boy who came from Michigan to
see him when in the Hospital, and told
him of his father's death in a southern
prison, is in the oil regions in Canada.
Eddie speaks with gratitude of the many
kindnesses he received while sick, and
wishes to be kindly remembered to his
many friends. We think this news from
him will be gladly received by the scholars
of the West Avenue ‘Chapel Sunday
School, ‘who so generously contributed a
nice sum to enable him to reach his home.

E.

Apples.

Those apples for which we plead so ear-
nestly in the last “Review,” (becanse we
wanted them so much,) have come—not
only the basket, but a whole barrel; and
we thank the givers most heartily for them.
There are few 8o sick, but they may be al-
lowed a portion of this healthy fruit, pre-
pared in one form or another—and then
they were so exactly what was needed.

The same may be said of the barrel of
potatoes—exactly what we need—as the
the fall supply is entirely gone. We are
very grateful for them, and shall be for all
that may be sent us; and we are quite
sure we shall be remembered again.

Please don’t forget, that our Hospital
has no endowment, is not supported by the
city, and has not sufficient paying patients
to support it, unaided by the benevolent,
but that it is doing a good work in reliev-
ing the suffering and the sick.

A Word to the Tempted.

Among the number who enter our Hos-
pital to seek relief from sickness and suf-
fering, not a few are those who have in-
dulged to a greater or less degree in the
vice of intemperance. We would fainhope
that some of these have been lead to see
the evil of their past lives, and really de-
sire to live soberly, godly and righteously
for the time to come; but the snares which
alove of strong drink threws around its
victims are hard to break; only by con-
stant and earnest prayer to God for help
can any hope to resist the temptations
which are found at almost every corner of
our streets. It is with the hope that the
accompanying receipt may prove an aid to
some who really desire to reform, that I
copy it for the « Review.”

“The prescription has been much used
in England; it came into notoriety through
Vine Hall, commander of the Great East-
ern. Hisfather had fallen into such habitual
drunkenness, that his most earnest efforts
to reclaim himself proved unavailing. At
length he sought the advice of an eminent
physician, who gave him a prescription
which he followed faithfully for seven
months, and at the end of that time lost
all desire for liquor, although he had been
for many years led captive by the most de-
basing appetite. The receipt he afterwards
published—by it many drunkards have been
assisted to reform. It is as follows :”

“Sulphate of iron, five grains; magne-
sia, ten grains; peppermint water, eleven
drachms ; spirit of nutmeg, one drachm;
taken twice a day. This preparation acts
as a tonic and stimulant, and so partially
supplies the place of the accustomed liquor,
and prevents that absolute physical and
moral prostration that follows the sudden
breaking off from stimulating drinks.” R.

Avoraer QuiLt.—The little girls of
Class No. 11 of the Cornhill M. E. Church,
will please accept our special thanks for the
Quilt we have just received from them.
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Letter from one of our Soldiers.

We have been much gratified at the re-
ception of the following letter from one of
our former soldiers—and with his express-
ions of grateful remembrance of our Hos-
pital:

Newark, March 5th, 1866.

DEAr Friexp—I have received your pa-
per for the past year, and it always brings
to notice the good deeds of those who so
kindly ministered to my wants when I was
a soldier in your Hospital. I can fruly
say, that I never saw more kindness shown
to soldiers than in your City Hospital by
all who were connected with that noble
institation. Uncle Smith was one of the
omnipresent beings, with a smile and a
cheering word for all; and his jokes, like
his razor strops, always “a few more left.”
Then there was friend Williams and wife,
who, with all their duties i caring for our
present wants, were ever ready to lead us
to look to Him, who is ever ready and
willing to save. I often felt as if you
must tire in your assiduous duties; and
then, too, we were not always patient and
resigned to the suffering we had to endure.
I return my thanks to you, and all others,
whose presence made Rochester City Hos-
pital seem like a home to the sick and
wounded soldiers so far from friends. With
my best wishes, I am,

Yours respectfully, C.T.C.

List of our Little Agents.
Lrnpa BRONSON, Rochester,
MagaiE HAMILTON, ¢
MARY PBRKINS, “
Faxny and Erua CouBUrN, Rochester,
FANNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. Havrt, Henrietta,
Jennie Hurp, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, [
H. F. Vickery, *
BeENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SaMUEL B. Woob, Rochester.
LigBiE RENFREW,
Eita VAN ZANDT, Albany.
MaRrY WATS0X, Rochester.
JuLia A. DAVIS, ¢
NELLIE COLLINS, “

Gorvespondence,

A friend whose heart and hand is ready
for every good work, writes us from Boston
asfollows :

Many, many thanks for your kindness in send
ing me the “Hospital Review,” it has not only
conferred much pleasure upon me, but I have
taken it to the “ Home,” and read i¥ to many of
our sick and suffering heroes, who have beem
much pleased with it. One in particular, was
greatly moved by the story of “The Littfe White
Angel.” It gave him new ideas of the words and
teachings of Christ.

1 also carried them into the “ Newsboys’ School,”
and they have had a good influence there. They
were much interested in the story of  The News-
paper Boy,” and often refertoit. Enclosed I send
two dollars for the “ Review.”

We had a very touching case at our “Home
for Soldiers.” A poor consumptive, from the
Alm House of one of our large towns, came to us.
ITeaving behind him a wife and six small children;
He died last week. His poor, sick wife came and
remained a few days with him, previeus to his
death. «Some kind ladies interested themselves in
her behalf, and when she buried her husband she
parted with her childrem. They were placed in
the “Home for Children,” on Kneeland street,
and the poor, sick, broken-hearted wife and
mother returned to Taunton, a widow &nd child-
less. I thought of you, and yeur interest in those
poor tried sisters of earth, and I feel that the
crown of glory will be filled with many gems for
those, who smooth the bed of the sick, cheer the
dying, and help the fainting soul to bear their
weary burdens. For every one God will recom-
pense them, and for every one the crown will be
brighter.

Your Friend, M.

A Word of Encouragement for our Paper.

‘We hope that all of our readers who
have been considering the question of dis-
continuing the “Review,” now that the
“ war is over,” will read the following from
our friend, Mrs. B., of Geneseo, and decide
with her that they ¢ cannot stop the paper.”
She is right in her opinion, that we have
still © enough needy ones to care for,” and
that “ every little helps.” But here is her
letter:

GENEsEo, Feb. 27th, 1866.

DeAr MRS, P.—Enclosed please find fifty cents,
my subscription for the “ Hospital Review" for-the
present year. Ihad thought of discontinuing it,
as the “war is over,” and there are no more sol-
diers to be cared for, but the little paper continues
to come, and is really excellent. I suppose, too,
you have enough needy ones to care for, and
overy little helps. I do not feel as if I could say,
#Qtan the naner."” Vours. Mre B N B,
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We are much pleased at the reception
of the following nice little letter from one
of our dear little friends, and to be able to
add another name to our List of Little

Agents:
DEAR MRs. M.:

Iam alittle girl. I send you two dollars for
four Hospital papers. I shall send you some
more names and money, if I can. J.A.D.

ROCHESTER, Feb. 14th, 1866.

Cash Receipts for February, 1866.
From Patients,.......occovvueeians ...$43 50

Donations for the Flag.

Sackett & Van Zandt, Avon,.......... .e 50
Homer Sackett, Avon,.......cc... vevss 60

List of Donations to the Hospital.
FroM FEB. 15TH, T0 MaRr. 15TH 1866.

Mrs. E. M. Parsons—Basket of Apples,

Mrs. E. C. Baker—Basket of Apples.

Mrs. Dr. Strong—Loaf of Home-made Bread, roll
of Cotton, roll of Linen and Infant’s Clothing.

Mrs. H. L. Vervalin and Mrs. Sydney Avery—
Package of Tnfant’s Clothing.

Mrs. F. A. Whittlesoy— Package of Infant’s
Clothing.

‘Mrs. Wm. Tuttle—S8ix Lemons.

Mrs E. D. Smith—One can Berries, 1 tumbler of
Jelly.

Miss Hughes—One pair Slippers, Bandages, Arm-
slings and a roll of Old Cloth.

A Friend—A pail of Pickled Peppers.

Class No. 11 of the Sunday School of the Corn-
hill M. E. Church—One Qullt, the work of five
young girls.

Mrs. Hawksworth—Package of Infant's Clothing.

Mrs. Pitkin—A quantity of Linen, a Crib Quilt,
and three pounds Dried Peaches.

Mrs. Dr. Little—Infant’s Clothing.

Nellie Collins and Florence Sill—Sundry Gar-
ments for their Pet Baby.

Mrs. Orange Sackett, York—One barrel of Apples
and one barrel of Potatoes.

Little Alice—Infant's dress, shirt and night-dress.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
Frox Fes. 15th To MArcH 15th.

Mrs. Anne E. Coates, Clifton Springs, 2
copies; H. J. Van Wagoner, Lake Road ;
N. B. Norris, Norwich, Chenango Co., 2
copies; Mrs. Bacon, Geneseo; E. D.
Swain, Sun Prairie, Wis.; Miss E. A.
Taylor; Mrs. G. W. Hamilton, Fairport,

1 paper, 5 cts.—By Mrs. Perkins, ..... $4 05
Edward 8ly, John Toles, Cameron Millg—
By Mra. J. M. 8ly, ..ovvveencnaannnen 100

Backett & Van Zandt Mra. Orange Sackett,
Avon; Mrs. Charles Puffer, Elizabeth,
N. J.; A. W. PFanning—By Mr. Van

Zandt .......................... 2 00
Mrs. H. P, Merrill, Lester Pease—By Mrs
Wandlaw ... 100

H. W. O'Keefe, Mrs. 8. W. Updike, Mrs.
Richard Baker; A.D. Miner, Lima; Miss
M. E. Paul, Boston, Mass. $2—By Mrs.
Mathews, .oovverneerieienennnennns $:

Mrs. Frank Kislingbury, Mrs. C. R. Davis,
Mrs. J. J. Booth, Miss M. A. Welton,
West Bloomfield—By Julia A. Davis,. .

Mrs. Elvira N. Allen, Mrs. L. H. Alling,
Mrs. F. Whittlesey, Miss H. McKnight,
Grace M. French, Mrs. H. L. Vervalin;
Miss H. Backus, $1; Mrs. H. Lyon, C.
Morse, Esq.—By Mrs. Dr. Strong, .....

Mrs. Wm. H. Hanford, Sen., Mrs. Wm. H.
Hanford, Jr., Mrs. William Brown, Mrs.
Frank Fields, Mrs. Joseph Brown, Vol-
gey Hyde, Scottsville—By Miss Black-

2 00
5 00

.............................. 300
Mrs. Marsh, Mrs. Ives, Mrs. C. P. Bush,
Mrs. E. E. Sill, Mrs. M. L. Reid, E. B
Booth—By Miss Nellie Collins,........
Mrs. N. 8. P. Crocker, Mrs. A. 8. Johnson,
Mrs. A. Borst, Mrs. Barton, Spemncer-
port—By Miss McChesney,...........
Mrs. Horace T. Cook, Auburn—By Miss
DewWey, ..oonierererrarnanocanaannns 50

E. & A, Way'te, Advertisement—By Mr.
Van Zandt,. ....ocveneennnnnnnannns.
E. L. Thomas & Co., Advertlsement—By
Mrs. Mathews,..o.ooee ivvveeenennnnn

3 50

Superintendent’'s Report for February.

1866. Feb. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 44
Received during the month 23—67

Discharged 20
Died “ " 1—21
1866. Mar. 1. Remaining in Hospital, 46
Died.

At the Rochester City Hospital, February 14th,
1866, an infant daughter of Amanda Richardson.

“They are one In Heaven—the wept and dear,
The foundling, who perished without a tear,
Of lands and titles earth’s infant heir,

And the blighted offspring of woe and care.”

Agents.

The following Ladies have kindly consenter to
act as Agents for {he Hospilal Review:
Miss MagaTE CuLBERTSON. Enst Groveland.
“ 1. A, Bom ER,Perry Ceutre.
“ E. A C. Hnns, Rochester.
‘ MARY W. Davis, *
Mrs. C. F. SPENUER, u
“ J. B, KNIFFEN, Vaclor.
‘ Hammoxp, Fast Rush.
“ PHEBE D. DavexPORT, Lockport.
Miss MARY BrowN, Perinton.
Mrs. 8. W. Hamrrox. Fairport.
% CrARLES Forp, Clyde.
Miss ApA Mrmr ¥R “
“ G, M. 8ecor, Macedon.
“ Jounia M'C'HESNEY, Spencerport.
% LiLLiaN J. RENNEY, Plhelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
¢ LinLiAN 1. RANNEY, Rochester.
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Ohiliven's Depaviment,

For the Hospital Review,
Our Dogs.

DEear CaiLbrEN—Aunty has written you
of her “Kittens,” with a promise to tell
the little boys of her “Dogs” Now we
do not wish to prevent her writing, but
please let us say, if herlittle white “ Spot,”
and her little black “Doet,” are any more
remarkable specimens of the canine race,
than our “ Poodle” and “ Toby,” we will be
pleased to hear of them in the next “Re-
view.” But let us first hear something of
“Poodle.” It has been so many years since
he lived with us, that we are fearful we
shall not do him justice. He had many
excellent traits of character—was very intel-
ligent—and though he did often “speak,”
he never talked—but was always able to
make known his wants. He was very gen-
tle, and so was a great favorile with the
little boys in the family ; always ready for
a frolic with them, and yet behaved so pro-
perly that he was allowed to come to Roch-
ester in the cars with them. But the most
remarkable things about “ Poodle,” were his
eyes. They were different in color-—one
being a bright blue, and the other brown.
It was the first time I had ever seen such a
sight, and it seemed very strange. He re-
mained with us many months, and then
went on another visit, but never returned.
Oue night he strayed from the house, and
was never found. We felt very sorry to
lose him.

As for “Toby”—he was a very dignified
dog for a small one—seemed conscious that
he had duties to perform in this world, and
attended very faithfully to them. In “To-
by’s” time, the cradle was no useless piece
of furniture, to adorn the attic, but had a
position in the family room, and often held
one of those precious little treasures which
so many mothers have, of more worth than
diamonds or rubies, for no money could
purchase it. Can you guess what it was?
If not, I will tell you, it was a dear little

baby-boy. Now, “Toby” seemed to know
how very precious it was, and how very
carefully it should be guarded from intrud-
ers; and so, whenever it was laid in the
cradle, he would place himself by it—never
allowing any one to come near but its fath-
er or mother—and never leaving his posi-
tion while the little sleeper remained in it.
Then he had another idea, that he must
take particular care of his master’s boots;
and a sorry thing it was, if any body
should. attempt to take them from his
charge until his master came.

Little boys may learn many lessons from
these dumb animals—valuable lessons of
faithfulness—of affection—of gratitude—
and we hope they will always remember chat
dogs have feeling, and be kind to them.
‘We know they are often teazed and plagued
by boys until they become very cross and
even dangerous to be around—but we are
very sure, it is only when they are taught
such lessons by those who ought to know
and do better. “Toby” lived to a good
old age, and died respected, and, as you
know by this article, kindly remembered
by “ MotaER.”

The Snow-flake and the Citron.

The following very beautiful little poem was
written by the late Rev. James Burns, of Scot-
land, while he was in the South of France for his
health, and sent home for the amusement of his
children :

A snow-flake came fluttering down through the air,
‘Where a citron grew in a garden fair,

“ T am weary of flying,” it said to the tree,

“I should like to rest for a while on thee I"

8aid the citron tree, “Itis many a year

That I have been growing and flourishing here,
But I have ne'er seen & creature like thee,
Now tell me first what thy name may be!”

“The little bird comes to my topmost spray,
And sings its song all the sweet spring day,
The bee and the butterfly well I know,
Lightly they come and lightly they go.

“They nestle about in my fragrant flowers,
And then fly away to their woodland bowers,
They never hurt me in blossom or stem,

Art thou an innocont ereature like them ?”
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“ O never fear!” said the little snow-flake,
“The smallest bird that sings in the brake,
The gauze-winged bee or the butterfly,

Is not such a gentle creature as Il

“I am but a raindrop out at play

In my soft white mantel, this winter day,
It is crystal-clasped—it is light and warm,
How could a raindrop do thee harm ?"’

“Well then,” said the citron tree, with a smile,
“You are welcome to stay and rest awhile!”
And the little snow-flake chose out on the tree,
For his perch, the greenest leaf he could see.

Then another came, and another came,

And their request was always the same,

Till the citron branches, one and all,

‘Were white with the snow-flakes’ noiseless fall.

And soon there struck to its heart a chill
Never felt before—a foreboding of ill—

And soon with the weight of the falling flakes,
Its loveliest branch bends down and breaks.

And its deep roots shivered under the ground,
And its golden fruits dropped off all round,
And so the snow-flake, so small to see,

‘Was the death of the beautiful citron tree.

The Blind Child.

It is beautiful to see the bright sunlight,
and the green trees, and the colored flowers,
and the moon, and the golden stars; but it
is a great deal more beautiful to look into
the face of a good man, and see the clear
light of his lgdnd eyes! But little Paul
could see none of these things, for he was
blind, and to him it was always night.
Ah! how lonely and sad life must be when
it must be passed in perpetual darkness!

His mother was poor and his father was
dead; but the last words he said to his
weeping wife were, “Trust in God! God
never forsakes His people!” and then he
closed his eyes and died.

Now the poor mother was all alone in
the world with her blind child,—all alone,
for she had neither friends nor relations,
And she had no money either, but must
work diligently with her needle for her
living; but that she did not mind, and
worked gladly, day and night,, for her lit-
tle blind boy. The blind child was as dear
to her heart, perhaps more so, than those
children who can see are to their mothers,
for he needed her more. Sometimesshe did
not come home for the whole day, for she
had to go and work for strangers from

early morning uutil late in the evening;
and all that time the blind child was alone.
But no, not quite alone either, for good
Martha, the old woman who lived over the
way, and whose room door was directly
opposite the poor mother’s, came several
times in the course of the day to look after
little Paul ; she was such a good, kind old
body! But she could not stay with him
long, for she must make haste and spin all
her wool if she would not go hungry.
“ Munter,” though a little puppy-dog, and
“Bibb,” a dear little eanary bird, stayed
with him all the while, and kept him com-
pany. The canary bird used to sit upon
his pillow and sing him the sweetest songs
it knew; and when the little boy let his
hand hang down over the side of the bed,
Munter would run up and lick it. When
Paul, too, wanted to get up, this same sen-
sible Munter would take hold of his little
coat sleeve, and lead him up and down the
room, that he should not run against a ta-
ble or a chair. He took such a walk
every day.

The happiest time for the little boy,
though, was the evening, when-his mother
came home; it seemed like day then to
him. Sheused to put her little work-table
close beside his little bed, and tell him,
while she sewed away as fast as she could,
of the blessedness of heaven, and of the
good God and all the holy angels; and so
she entertained him with the most beauti-
ful stories until late in the night—until he
shut his eyes for very weariness. Little
Paul often asked, “ Mother, isn’t the night
almost past?’ This cut the poor woman
to the heart, and sometimes she hardly
knew what to answer him. “ When we
get to heaven,” she said sometimes, “the
night will be at an end. But God's eyes
can look through the thickest darkness,
and He is always looking at you; yes, at
this moment, and keeping watch over you.”

Thus they lived together very pleasantly,
until by-and-by Palﬁ got to be six years
old. At that time the mother complained
one morning that she was sick, and so
weak that she could not stand up; she had
to stay in bed the whole day, and was seiz-
ed with a burning fever. The next day it
was still worse, so that she lost her mind.

| Good old Martha watched over and tended

both mother and child faithfully ; but when
another day passed, and still the poor wo-
man was no better, the old woman ran to
the doctor and brought him into the sick
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room. The doctor was a kind, benevolent
man ; he felt the sick woman’s pulse, ask-
ed agreat many questions about her illness,
and at last shook his head. It is always a
bad sign when the doctor shakes his head.
When he saw little Panl lying in his bed,
he said: “That child must not stay in this
room, he must be taken away immediately,
for the woman is very, very sick. Has she
no relations or friends to whom he could
be sent ¢’

Then old Martha answered, “ They have
no relations, and few care to be the friends
of the poor; but little Paul is blind.”

The doctor took Paul out of his little
bed, and carried him to the window and
seated him on his lap. After he had look-
ed closely for a long time at the sightless
eyes, a bright smile of pleasure passed
over his face. Without saying a word, he
took the child in his arms, and carried him
to a large, fine house. In this house lived
some rich people, friends of the doctor’s,
who very readily agreed to his request that
they would take care of the child until his
mother got better. Emma, the sixteen-
year old daughter of the house, undertook
the charge of him, and the kind-hearted
doctor came every day to see him. After
a good many days, as Paul was asking
again and again for his mother, the doc-
tor promised that he should go to her very
soon, if he would promise to hold quite
still while he examined his eyes, for they
were very sick too, and must be cured.

The boy promised, and kept his word
from love to his mother. The doctor took
a sharp instrument, and removed with it

the thick skin that had hindered him from |

looking upon God’s beautiful earth and the
bright sky, and restored to him the use of
his eyes. Not a single cry of pain had es-
caped from Paul’s lips as the sharp instu-
ment cut into his eye, and only twice had
he whispered softly “Omamma!” The
operation had succeeded.

Tne vext day the doctor permitted Em-
ma, as a reward for her care to the little
boy, to remove for a few moments the ban-
dage he had tied over his eyes. Little
Paul trembled through his whole frame as
the first ray of light streamed into his open
eyes, and then exclaimed, “ Now I'm in
heaven, and the ni%:]t is all past!” And
as he saw the bright body of the sun—
though just then it was almost covered
with silvery clouds—he cried out, “ There
is God's eyel” He looked around him,

and at the blooming Emma who stood
beside him, and asked her, “if she was
God's angel!” But now the eyes had to
be bandaged up again—so said the doctor.

The mother’s illness was conquered by
the skill and unwearied care of the worthy
doctor; but the weakened woman recover-

- ed very slowly, and it was many weeks be-

fore she could leave her bed. The separa-
tion from her child gave her so much un-
easiness, that she could not get well as soon
as she otherwise would, until the doctor
discovered what it was that troubled her;
and gave her his word that the boy was
safe and well, and well taken care of, and
she should see him just as soon as she was
sufficiently better to bear it. But it seem-
a great, great while to the longing mother.

It was a beautiful spring morning, and
the mother, for the first time, had left her
bed, and was walking feebly across the
room, when Emma led the boy, dressed in
a neat new suit of clothes, to the house in
which his mother lived. She went up the
steep, high steps with him, opened the
door very softly, and pushed him gently
into the room. The mother stood near
the window. She had not heard the door
open, and little Paul stood timidly near
it; everything was strange to him; he did
not even know his mother. But Munter
sprang toward him, and barked so loudly
with delight, that the mother turned
round.

“My Paul!” she cried, as soon as she
saw her child; and Paul, who knew her
now by her voice, was in her arms and on
her bosom in a moment. The mother
hugged and kissed him, and looking affec-
tionally into his face, started back with as-
tonishment, exclaiming “He sees!”

“Yes, I'm in heaven now,” answered
Paul, laughing with delight. “I have seen
God’s eye, and one of His holy angels, and
now the night is all past.”

Overcome with happiness and gratitude,
the poor woman sank upon her knees and
lifted up her folded hands; and Paul fold-
ed his little hands too, and raised them to
heaven, as his mother had taught him long
before to do; and a wordless prayer went
n}) from the hearts of both to the throne
of the Highest. Then came into the moth-
er's mind the remembrance of those part-
ing words of her dying husband: “Trust
in God! God never forsakes His people 1’

Tears flowed from her eyes, and thus re-
lieved her heart, that was almost crushed
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with the weight of the mercies that had
been poured out to her; and when little
Paul saw her weeping, he, too, shed the
first tears that had ever fallen from his
eyes; but they were tears of joy.

Books of the Old Testament.

The following, if committed carefully to mem-
ory by the children, and repeated occasionally, will
enable them during all their lives to keep in mind
the order of the books of the Old Testament.
Very few are able to keep the order without some
help of this kind:

The Great Jehovah speak to us

In Genesis and Exodous;

Leviticus and Numbers see,
Followed by Deuteronomy.

Joshua and Judges sway the land,
Ruth gleams a sheaf with trembling hand;
Samuel, and numerous Kings appear,
‘Whose Chronicles we wondering hear;
Ezra and Nehemiah now

Esther the beauteous mourner show;
Job speaks in sighs, David in Psalms,
The Proverbs teach to scatter alms.
Ecclestiastes then comes on,

And the sweet song of Solomon.
Isaiah, Jeremiah then

‘With Lamentations takes his pen,
Ezekial, Daniel, Hosea's lyres

Swell Joel, Amos, Obadiah’s.

Next Jonah, Micah, Nahum, come,
And lofty Habakkuk finds room.
‘While Zephaniah, Haggia calls,

Rapt Zechariah builds his walls;
And Malachi, with garments rent,
Concludes the t Test: |

From the Presbyterian,
Petty Larceny by a Dog.

A man with a dog to sell will be sure to |

tell you all the excellencies he possesses,
and very likely invent a few more, which
would be a great surprise to the animal, no
doubt, if he knew what was said. But a
gentleman bought a dog of a dealer one
time, who did not mention a most curious
trick he had been carefully taught. Its
owner used to be puzzled.and annoyed by
receiving almost daily, little pencils and
articles, such as are exposed for sale in
shops, which a dog could conveniently
carry. After some investigation, poor
little Juno stood oonvicted of petty lar-
ceny. The discovery caused great amuse-
ment, and the gentleman often took the

dog through the streets for the purpose of
convincing and amusing his friends. An
understanding would be had with the deal-
er, and a parcel laid in a convenient spot,
the dog meanwhile eyeing his master most
keenly. The minute he found attention
diverted he would snap up the parcel and
make off with it. While in the store, he
would roam about quite distant from his
master, as if to make believe he was not
his dog at all—O no |—at the same time
watching him with the closest attention.
The police would no doubt have been
pleased to have made the acquaintance of
his first master.

Now poor Juno had to do as many chil-
dren do—*“learn to unlearn what he had
learned amiss.” He was given to under-
stand that such services were no longer
desired, ‘and in time became quite an
honest dog. It was well he fell into an
honest man’s hands, or he would doubt-
less have gone on stealing all his days.

Miscelluneons,

From the London Punch.
The Power of Music.
The Man of Business, returning fo his Mansion,
Jindeth his wife at the Piano Forte.
Sing to me, love, I need thy song,
I need that thou shouldst cheer me well,
For every thing is going wrong
And life appears an awful sell.
T've overdrawn my banker’s book.
T'm teased for loans by brother John;
Last night our clerk eloped, ard took
Two thousand pounds—sing on—sing on.

My partner proves & man of straw,
And straw, alas! I dare not thrash ;
My mortgagee has gone to law,
And swears he'll have his pound of flesh,
My nephew’s nose has just been split
In some mad student fight at Bonn;
My tailor serves me with a writ
For three year's bills—sing on—sing on.

My doctor says I must not think,

But go and spend a month at Ems;
My coachman, overcome by drink,

Near Barnes, upset me in the Thames;
My finest horse is ruined quite,

And hath no leg to stand upon;
The other knees are such a sight

He'll never sell—sing on—sing on.
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My love, no tears? I'll touch thee now—
Thy parrot in our pond is drowned ;
Thy lap dog met a furious cow,
‘Whose horn hath saved thee many a pound.
Thy son from Cambridge must retire
For tying crackers to a don;
Thy country house last night took fire—
It's down, sweet love—sing on—sing on.

Aristocratic Extravagance.

George Villiers, the splendid favorite of
James 1., exceeded all his compeers in the
lavish costliness of hi§ garb. On one
great occasion he had twenty-seven suits
of clothes made, “the richest that em-
broidery, lace, silk, velvet, gold, and gems
could contribute; ome of which was a
white uncut velvet, set all over, both suit
and cloak, with diamonds valued at four-
score thousand pounds, besides a great
feather stuck all over with diamonds, as
were also his sword, girdle, hat and spurs.”
This exquisite gentleman would have the
flashing gems which adorned his attire,
affixed so loosely that he could shake them
off as he paraded through the gallery of
‘Whitehall, much to the edification and con-
tentment of the Court ladies who picked
them up. On his embassy to Paris, the
sylendor of his appearance completely daz-
zled the French nobles.

“He appeared there,” says Lord Claren-
don, “with all the lustre the wealth of
Eungland could adorn him with, and out-
shone all the bravery that Court could
dress itself in, and overacted the whole
nation in their own peculiar vanities.”

It was common with him, at an ordinary
dancing, to have clothes trimmed with
great diamond buttons, and to wear dia-
mond hatbands, cockades, and ear-rings;
to be yoked with great and manifold ropes
and knots of pearls—in short, to be mana-
cled, fettered, and imprisoned in jewels.
At the time of his death, he is said to have
possessed three hundred thousand pounds
in jewels—a sum which might almost ex-
cite the envy of Hancock or Emanuel, and
may be borne in mind when we peruse Sir
William Davenant’s eulogium on the pros-
perous courtier :—

“The Court's bright star, the clergy’s advocate;
The poet's brightest theme, the lover's flame;
The soldier's glory, mighty Buckingham.”

Raleigh, the bright particular star of the
galaxy which moved and shone around the
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great Elizabeth, was equally, profuse in his
expenditure upon dress. A portrait is ex-
tant, in which he appears attired in a white
satin pinked vest, close-sleeved. to the wrist;
over the body a brown doublet, finely flow-
ered and embroidered with pearls; in the
feather of his hat a large ruby and pearl
drop, at the bottom of the sprig, in place
of a button; Lis trunks or breeches, with
his stockings and ribbon-garters, ‘fringed
at the end, are all white; his shoes of buff,
adorned with white ribbon. These shoes,
on important occasions, would glitter with
grecious stones of the value of sixty-six

undred pounds, (pearly eight thousand
pounds at the present standard of money,)
and the wearer would occasionally present
himself before the eyes of his lady-love,
Miss Elizabeth Throckmorton, in a suit of
armor of solid silver, his sword and belt
flashing unutterable radiance from a hun-
dred diamonds, pearls and rubies.

The Funeral of a Bee.

A correspondent of the Qlasgow Herald
transmits the following :—On Sunday mor-
ning last, I had the pleasure of witnessing
an interesting ceremony, which I desire to
record for the benefit of your readers; and
if Dr. Cumming, the 7'umes’ bee master,
happens to be one of them, I would re-
commend it to his hotice. Whilst walk-
ing with a friend in a garden near Falkirk,
we observed two bees issuing from one of
the hives, bearing betwgen them the body
of a defunct comrade, with which they flew
for a distance of ten yards. We followed
them Cclosely, and noticed the care with
which they selected a convenient hole at
the side of the gravel walk—the tender-
ness with which they committed the body,
the head downwards, to the earth—and
the solicitud¢ with which they afterwards
pushed against it two little stones, doubt-
less in memoriam. Their task being end-
ed, they. paused for a minute, perhaps to
drop over theirfriend a sympathizing tear,
and then flew off from our sight.

Quoth Madame Bas Bleu, *“I hear you have said,’
Intellectual women are always your dread ;

NOw tell me, dear sir, is it true?”
“Why, yes,” said the wag, “very likely I may
Have made the remark in a jocular way;

But then, on my honor, I didu’t mean you.”
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y,
mch, 1866, 1y

ALFRED 8. LANE. CYRUS F. PAINE.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the Few and Popular

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE™ took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80.00Q Sold within the
1ast three years, giving universal satisfaction to al. They
ha:ve no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine,

arranted never to have “fits.” Does its work alike
mihihy. i 4 REASONS. £ work.
ts simplicity an at range of worl

2. Its maki zu.r dis::ent mswheu, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot.

8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left, or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining-to the end of the seam.

4. The perfect finish and substantial manner in which
the machine 1s made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the qaality of the
v«;rkldonel.r N

. Its self- nltu? n.

The “ FLORENCE™" will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tensien or
bagaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
ortumilg' machine, it has no equal, 'We make strong as-
sertions” which we are prepared to substantiate in every

particular.

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
may say, but see the Florence before purchasing any other
and judge for yoursel.

All kinds of Stitehing, Closk and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladles’ Gorments made to

order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

etent operators. -
% 8ilk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
£ Rooms over 29 Btate street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again,
For particulars address
CHAS, SPENCER HALL, General A,
i ochenter Y,

Nov. 15, 1865. ester;

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAYTE,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of al] kinds in its season.
GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,
CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely 8t.,
will receive prompt attention.
Oct. 1865.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArRcaDE BALL,
No. 7 ExcHANGE PLACE, }ROCHF‘STER' K. T.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all losges promptly adjust-
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.

HE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
by mutual consept. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram 8. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the business of the late firm of Case &

E. N. BueLL

Mann will be settled. Z. T. CASE,
. A. 8. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15; 1865. H. D. MANN.

In referring to the above notice, we hereby in-
form our friends that our store will henceforth,
as it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being the leading house in the Dry Goods trado
in Western New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our trade will be found in our stock.

‘We shall aim, as_we have ever done, to make
our own interest dependent upon consulting the
interest of those Who do business with us.

Preferring {0 let our friends form their own
conclusions as to whether we shall continue to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of §easonable goods as have ever been

. offered in this market; and shall, as hitherto, con-

" tinue fo sell ;alwags the best class of goods, and

i make prices as low as the market, whatever it

, may be. A. 8. MANN & Co,,

' (Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State st
Bochester, Maroh 15, 1866.
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

{35 Orders left at J. PALMER'S IOE CREAM Sa-
rooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1866. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oos Highest Premium
Sewing Machine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS

Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest

fabric.
S. W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
64 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15. Rochester, N. Y.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,

On Mill St.,, corner of Platt,

Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y.

&~ The reputation of this Dye House sirfce
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

{35~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Gentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

B~ Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,
Jan. 1865. Rochester,N. Y.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,
MuUNGER'S SLIP, REAR OF 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. ’65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,
No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.

Music ONLY, is Tanght fn this Institution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Term
&c., se{d for a Circular. y

JULIUS 8. MUNSON,
Mgs. K. CORNELIA MUNSON
April, 1865—1y Princig

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROC

Nos. 27, 29 & 81 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.
CHas. F. SurrH. GoMaN H. PrukINs.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865. : tf
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y

“EXCELSIOR.”

’I‘HE attention of the publicis called to the “ EXCEL-
8IOR,” the best publiets o the
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
e:;:r hxentmi—gvﬂl give ‘ﬂorehheat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heat: )
Alsgo, to the old celebrated Cozimmgg é’ﬁfvg,' o roome.

“GOOD SAMARITAN,”
The greatest invention of the dsy,

These Stoves are man d by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this city] b;

T & REYNOLD
Rochester, January, 1865, | Yiato Borest.

JOHN SCLILEIER,
FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &o.

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester.
Jan. 16, 1865.
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&

DEVOTED TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

ANXD THR [ ]

%

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

"1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vor. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., APRIL 15, 1866.

No. 9.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Filteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLIS.HING OOMMITTEE:

Mrs. GEQO. H. MUMFORD, P Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,
“ MALTBY S8TRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMB—Fifty Oents a Ym, Payable in Advance,

.
Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to * The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

+  Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing morney, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
responding Sectary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Jeb Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Btreet, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospi‘al’ Review.

“Come unto Me.”
Oh yes, my tired feet are coming;
Last night I heard your dear voice call to me—
*Oh, do not wait so long, beloved,
Ceome unto me.”

And so I put aside my worldly labor,
Laid down the tangled web of life, and free
Arrayed me in my white and shining garments,
To go to thee.

Then sat me down beside the still, dark river,
That flows between your far-off home and ms,
Where every wdve that crept to shore, sighed
softly,
“ Come unto me.”

Ifaw the jasper walls beyond the cold, broad .

river,
You went within so long, 8o long ago,
And wondered if you knew that I was waiting,
‘Who loved you so.

Lo! then, from out the distant blue you floated,
My angel-one, walked toward me on the sea,
And all the air wag filled with singing,
“’Come unto me.”

“Icome.” My eager foot pressed on, and on,
but whither?
‘tSave me—1I sink beneath ﬂ;"eache:ons sea;
1 cannot hear you now, my loved one, callmg
¢Come unto me,’”

O, lonely heart, take up again thy burden,
The shining robes are mot for us to-day;
Take up againthe weary, task of living—
Help me to pray.

How long must I go on, my Heavenly Father,
Is this the path that leads me up_to Thee?
Then am I contrite, meek and lowly, praying,
# Come unte me,”

Mgs. B. FRaNk ENos.

For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God’'s Word.

“Take no thought, saying what shall we
eat, or what shall we drink, or wherewithal
shall we be clothed? for after all these
things do the Gentiles seek; for your
heavenly Father kioweth that ye have
need of all these things” Matt. 6: 31,
32, God, who has seen fit to give us bod-
ies requiring attention, cannot surely mean
that we are not duly to care for the body,
laboring, if need be, for the necessary sup-
ply of our bodily wants, What then can
be meant! It must be that we are here
cautioned against anxious, distrustful care,
lest we, or those dependent on us, come to

. want—not satisfied with % our daily bread,”
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our hearts are troubled apout the future.
Is not God our Shepherd, and ought not
that thought to keep us quietly reposing on,
His love, for He kroweth that we have ’
need, of all these things. Who are repre-

sented by the Gentiles? Those who have no-

knowledge of or love for the covenant God.
How priviledged are His children to be
thus assured that they ‘may leave all to
their heavenly JFather—surely, if we are
willing to-trust our souls to His mercy and
love, we need have no fear for our bodies.
Aud of how little avail is the rising up
early and late, taking rest, if God gives not
His blessing. Let us seek first and su-
premely the kingdom of God, and other
things will have their right place.

“One'by one, thy griefs shall meet thes,
Do not feargan armed band ;

One will fade, as others greet thee,
Shadows passing through the 1énd.

Do not look at life’s long sorrow;

See how small each moment’s pain ;
God will help thee for to-morrow,

So each day begin again.”

“To be carnally minded is death; but
to be spiritually minded is life and peace.”
Rom. 8: 8. The carndl mind is ours by
nature—we are born in sin, carnal thoughts,
desires and feelings, are sin. Because it is
uatural to us to have carnal minds, it is no
less sin, for God bas graciously promised
to pour ont His spirit upon us, that old
things may pass away, There will be a
struggle, but if we put ourselves on the
Lord’s side, striving to do His will, we may
take courage, ¢ for He that is for us is stron-
ger than all that be against us.” The con-

flict will last with'life on earth, and then

through Him who conquered death we shall
be conquerors, and have in all its fullness
of perfection 'and eternal duration, life and
peace.
¢ Here often from our eyes
Clouds hide the light divine!

There we shall have unclouded skies,
Our sun will always shinel” R.

Dead.

Fold the coarse shroud on her bosom,
Lift her with jesting and mirth,

Take the worn ring from her finger—
Little the bauble is worth.

Tangle her curls—but no-matter,
Push thém all roughly away,

Back from her passionless forehead,
'Tis but a Magdalen’s clay.

‘Who will come forth te behold her?
No ore—so on with the lid;

Press the face downward and firmer—
It looks as her poor mother)s did.

Just such faint lines on the temples,.
Just so deep sunken the eyes;

Rot their remembrance forever,
Living by craft and by lies.

Lay her away from the sunlight—
‘Why should it rest on her face ?

Put her pine box in the shadow,
Burdened with sin and disgrace.

Nameless the cofin—no matter,
Sleepeth she well enough so—

Dig her a hole in the corner,
Where the rank thistle-weeds grow.

Stop! I bethink me a momen®—
Pshaw! those are womanish tears;
I have a fair little daughter—
Lilly, of tenderest years.

‘What if—oh! horror to think it—
Genily men, gently, behold,

Out on the rough side left hanging
One shining ringlet of gold.

Hush, men, the mirth is untimely,
Carefully bear her and slow—

Though a poor victim of sorrow,
She was a woman, you know.

Hush men, this mirth is untimely;
Ceaso your rude laughter and din;
Though full of frailty, remember,
" Man is to blame for her sin.

Lay ber in silence to stamber,
Evenly cover her bed;

For the sake of my one little daughter,
I will be kind to the dead.

Srp——

“Whe learns and learns, but acts not
What he lmows,
Is ono-who plows and plows,
But never sows."
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From the Unfon and Advertiser.
Robert Ralston.

“What I kept too carefully is gone;
what I gave wisely, P've kept.” 8o said a
genial, generous man, who by hard toil,
and generous encouragement of like-mind-
ed men, had gathered a co#hpetence, and
made princely gifts from it where he saw
occasion, On the day he made this ut-
terance he had suffered a heavy loss by
fire, coming close on the heels of the no-
ble gift of a house and lot to a worthy
object.

“ What he had given was there, and a
joy to him ; what he had kept—was ashes.”
He has had, ever since, all he needed of
this world’s successes.

Let us chauge the scene to the eounting
room of a noble and princely merchant,
and devout Christian—whose name was
another word for commercial wisdom and
integrity and generous sympathy and pub-
lic spint—RoBery Ravsron, of Philadel-
phia.

A gentleman engaged in an approved
work of humanity and mercy, has just
been laying before him the work he is en-
gaged in and its wants. A few days be-
fore the mails have brought him the ti-
dings of wreck and loss to one of hie
ships. He sits down and writes his check
for $500, and hands it to the gentleman.
The mails come in from the Post office.—
The first letter tells when and where a
second ship has just been lost. He asks
back the 8500 check, and writes a new
one. It is for $1,000. The applicant ex-
presses his astonishment. “This is too
much, sir; after such heavy losses.” ¢ No,
it’s all right, sir. If God is taking away
my property so fast, I must give the
faster.”

This is not romance, but reality, and the
reality of many lives lived now every day;
of men armed with every part of a good
soldier’s armor, but discarding the trumpet
which proclaims more sclfish men’s inter-

d and faithless bounty; and therefore
Little known by the world. X,

While aman lives he must not despair of
God’s mercy ; for there is no tree so xstoxt-
ed that homan grt cannot make it. straight
again—sp, there is no person in the world,
whose #ins are so grievous that God canngt

Mo bim with, graee; and; virtues.

My DEar Mgs. ARNER:

I suppose there are few mothers to be
found for many generations past, who-have
not felt, however wisc old batchelors, or
wiser maiden ladies, might speak with con-
tempt of “Mother Goose and her Melo-
dies,” it was a treasury of nonsense that
was invaluable in the nursery; calming the
restless, quieting the turbulent, and restor-
ing the irritated to good humor. But I
fear few have realized: the stories of wis-
dom and morality it contained. A friend
has kindly loaned me a-copy of “Mother
Goose for Grown Folks.” As I think you
and many of your readers will be glad to
be introduced to the volume, I enclose you
an extract.

The author, in the introduction, speak-
ing of the “venerable dame,” says:

4 Toss-balls for children hath she kindly rolled,
That ehining jewels secretly enfold.”
SOLOMON GRUNDY.

Solomon Grundy, ‘Worse on Friday,
Born on Monday, Dead on Saturday,
Christened on Tuesday, Buried on Sunday:
Married on Wednesday, This was the end
Sick on Thursday, Of Solomon Grundy.

So sings the unpretentious muse,

That guides the quill of Mother Goose;
And in one week of mortal strife,
Presents the epitome of life,

But down sits Billy Shakspeare next,
And coplly taking up the text;

His thought pursues the trail of mine,
And low the * Seven Ages” ghine;

0, world! O, critica! can't you see
How Shakspeare plagarizes me ?

And other bards will after come
To echo in a later age;

He lived—he died! behold the sum,
The abstract of the historian's page;

Yet once for all the thing was done,
Complete in Grundy's pilgrimage.

For not a child upon the knee,

But hath the mgral learned of me,
And measured in & seven-days span
The whole experience of man.

Only through hu;;nilit , €80 man ,a}_ti{iu
the knowledge of God: &e path, upward,
begias, dowaward,.
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A Lesson from the Crane.

Let us be merciful, and imitate the
cranes, who, when they set off for their
appointed place, fly up to some lofty emi-
nence, in order that they may take a view
of the lands over which they are going to
pass. The leader of the band goes before
them, chastises those that fly too elowly,
and keeps together the troop by his ery.
As soon as he becomes hoarse, another
takes his place ; and all have the same care
for those that are weary: so that if any
one is unable to fly, the rest gather to-
gether and bear him up till he recovers his
strength. Nor do they take less care of
each other when they are on the ground.
They divide the night into watches, so that
there may be a diligent care over all. Those
that watch, hold a weight in one of their
claws, so that if they happen to sleep, it
falls on the ground and makes a noise, and
thus convicts them. Let us, therefore, be
merciful as the cranes; that, placing our-
selves on alofty watch-tower in this life, we
may look out both for ourselves and others
—may lead those that are ignorant of the
way, and may, by our exhortations, stimu-
late the slothful and negligent. Let us
carry the weak and infirm, that they faint
not in the way. In the watches of the
night, let us keep vigil to the Lord by
prayer and contemplation. Early Witnesses.

———t————
Childish Wisdom.
BY JAMES W. WARD,
“ The Earth hath He given to the children of men.”

*T'was the hour of prayer, and the farmer stood,

With a thankful heart, and a lowly mind,
And prayed to the Author of every good,

That the Father of_ all would be very kind,
And bless his creatures with raiment and food ;
That the blessing each day might be renewed,
That every want might find relief,

And plenty for hunger, joy or grief,
Be measured out, by the merciful One,
To all who snffered beneath the sun.

The prayer concluded, the godly man
‘Went forth in peace to inspect his farm;
And by his side delighted ran,
Glowing with every healthfdl charm,
Hig little 8o, & sprightly boy,
Whose home was love, and whose life was joy;
And they rambled over the golden fields,
And the father said, *The harvest yields
A plentififl crop, ‘my son, thig year,
My arn are too small for the prain I fear.”

And they wandered on through row upcn row
Of plumy sheaves, and at length the child,
With earnest look and a rosy glow
On his shining cheek, looked up and smiled,
And said, * My fatber, do you not pray
For the poor and needy, day by day,
That God, the gepd, would the hungry feed ?”
“I do, my son.” “Well, I think, a8 you plead”—
His eye waxed bright, for his soul shone thro’ it
“That God, if he had your wheat, would do it.”

Hassan, the Wise.

Hassan Ben Omar threw himself pros-
trate upon the ground, outside of the walls
of Bassora, and tore his hair with rage.
In three years of riot and luxury he had
dissipated the wealth which he had inher
ited from Good Omar, his father. His
liouse, his vineyard, his olive yards, were
all gone; and now he would be compelled
to scek employment as a camel-driver, or
beg of those who had feasted sumptuons-
ly on his extravagance, He cursed his
unhappy fate, reproached Allah, blasphe-
med the Prophet, charged his friends with
ingratitude, and called loudly upon death
to release him from his misery. His old
servants approached and tried to comfort
him; but he drove them away with abuse
and blaws, and dashed himself again up-
on the earth. For a long time he lay
moaning and weeping ; at length a voice
sounded in his ears :

¢ Listen, Hassan Ben Omar !
tends thee good.”

Hassan raised his head, and his eyes
rested upon a venerable dervish, who was
calmly contemplating his grief.

4 Begone, old man !” he cried, “if thou
canst not work a miracle for my relief.”

“ Listen,”” replied the dervish; ¢ the
Prophet has sent me to serve thee. What
wouldst thou have #”

“@ive me my possessions again—my
vineyards, my fields, and my gold.”

« And what would it avail thee,” said
the old man, “if I were to do this? When
they were thine, thou hadst not the wis-
dom to keep them; iun three years thou
wouldst be as wretched as now. But at-
tend, Hassan Ben Omar! Reform thy life,
%overn thy passions, moderate thy desires,

ate thy wine-cup, labour for thy bread,
eat only when thou art hungry, and sleep
when thou art weary. Do these things
for'one year, and thou shall be monarch of

Allah in-

a mighty kingdom.”

A .mist -darkenéd the eyes of Hassam, .
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‘When it was gone, behold, the dervish was
nowhere to be seen. Hassan invoked the
aid of Allah, and rose from the ground
with a light heart. He joined a caravan,
which set forth for the desert the next
day. He began to rise early, and to la-
bor with diligence. A cup of water and
afew dates formed his simple meal; and
at night, he lay down by the side of his
camels, and enjoyed sweeter repose than
he had ever known before. If his anger
was excited, or if he was tempted to give
the rein to any passion, the form of the
dervish seemed to rise before him, with a
mild rebuke upon his lips, and his heart
was calmed. Thus for a year he lived a
frugal and patient life—following to the
letter the exhortations of the dervish. At
the end of the time, he was again at the
same place, before the walls of Bassora.
He fell prostrate upon the earth and cried :

“ Now, Allah, fulfil the promise !”

Suddenly he heard the same voice as
before :

“Hessan Ben Omar, thou hast done
well, and thy reward is with thee. Behold,
thy kingdom is thyself ! 1 have taught
thee to rule it. Be wise and happy.”

Hassan looked in vain for the speaker—
no one was near. He pondered deeply
upon these things, and finally resolved to
continue as he had begun.

Thus he lived many years, gradually be-
eoming more prosperous, but firmly retain-
ing his frugal and industrious habits, until
he became richer than the Good Omar, his
father, and all men called him Hassan, the
Wise.

Welsh Sayings.

Three things that never become rusty—
the money of the benevolent, the shoes of
a butcher’s horse, and a woman’s tongue.

Three things that are as good as the
best—brown bread in famine, well water
in thirst, and a grey coat in cold.

Three things as good as their betters—
dirty water to extinguish fire, an ugly wife
to a blind man, and a wood sword to a
coward.

Three miseries of a man’s home—A
.smoky chimney, a dripping roof, and a
scolding wife.

Three things seen in a. peacock—the

. garb of an angel, the walk of a thief, and
the voice of a devil. '

Threc warnings from the grave—thou
. Emowest what I was, thou seest what I am,
remember what thou art to be,

Tl Tiospital Leview,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., APRIL 15, 1866.

To whom shall we extend Beneficence?

Shall we look for a fuller or more expli-
cit answer to this question, than the one
_given us in these words of St. Paul, in his
Epistle to the Galatians, (6: 10): “ As we
bave, therefore, opportunity, let us do good
unto ell men, especially unto them who
are of the household of faith.” From this
one simple text, are we not taught that the
motive which should influence us in the
bestowal of our charities should not be the
worthiness or the unworthiness—the grati-
tude or the ingratitude of the object, but
that we should be lead by a simple, earn-
est purpose to “do good” to others as we
“have opportunity . Not indiscriminate-
ly, it is true, in one sense—for in this same
text we are instructed to whom we are to
render our first service——to whom it is
right for us to show a preference, and to
this precept of such universal application
is added the injunction,',“nsrnchLx,x;_ro
THEM WHO ARE OF THE HOUSEHOLP ,PF
Farre.” It is obvious why the claims.;of
these upon us should be a special claim,
bourd to us.as they are by.the highest,and
holiest ties—one faith—one Lord—one
baptism—one eternal hope—and aside
from this strong tie, there is within ug an
instinctive sense of the justice'of the claisms
of the worthy and upright over those we
know to be vicious and upgdeserving. Still
while admitting the paramount claims, of
these, we must not forget the injunction;to
“do good to all.” But the precept hgre
given had before found its highest exem-
plification in the life and death of qur
Lord. His whole mission was onq,of
mercy and of love. His life was spent,in
sdministering to the woes and wants of
athers—and in healing every disease, snd
every sickness, and every sorrow. No mat-
ter how vile—how logthsome were those
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that were brought to Him—or how un-
grateful or ill-deserving—over all was ex-
tended the hand of Divine Beneficence.
Then, when all His work was done, this
beautiful life, whose every breath had been
a deed or a prayer of love, was to be offer-
ed up a sacrifice for sin—* the just for the
unjust.” He not only came to seek the
lost—but to die to save the lost. Let us,
i our deeds of benefience, follow the ex-
ample and precepts of our Lord! We
have been led to these reflections from the
number of that unfortunate class of wo-
men who, during the last few months,
have sought an asylum -with us. Desert-
ed, betrayed, sick and friendless—pursued
and overwhelmed with the fearful conse-
quences of their sin—covered with lasting
shame, they have come to us, and we have
opened unto them the doors of our Hospi-
tal. We have been questioned seriously
for this. It has been argued, that by open-
g our doors to such, we were eneourag-
ing them in their sin—and that others, en-
couraged by the precedent, will have less
dread of making the fatal misstep than if
there were no place provided for them at
the time of their extremity but the Coun-
ty House, snd that in reality our intended
kindness is an injury rather than benefit.
Besides, it isurged, “ the poor-house is good
enough for such—better than they deserve
—and all that they should expect.” This
may be so, but who of ns would like to
have simple’ justice without mercy meted
out to us? And then, in reply to the
seemmg objections to our course—Can it
in the first place be proved, or even for a
moment supposed, that one such poor girl
has been the more willing to incur the
consequences of her fall from the consid-
ergtion of the care and attention she might
hope to Teceive? What a feather is this
little alleviation of her physxcal suffering
w]nch we may be able to give, to the
‘blasted name—the infamy—the life-long
disgrace—from which nothing can save
her? And yet she risks all these—yea,

even the hope of heaven itself, The cause
of her ruin lies deeper, and beyond all our
power to move. It is the same old story
the world over—of misplaced trust and
affection—of weakness and folly—and the
want of proper guidance and protection,
‘We have nothing to do with the cause of
the sin, nor yet with its punishment—but
the privilege of alleviating the miseries
which this and all other sin brings with it,
is ours. Those who have sought refuge
with us—as is usnal with institutions like
ours——are not the hardened in their career
of shame. With many, if not qaite all, it
is their first misstep, and those who, as in
one most touching case we might mention,
have, in extreme youth, been cruelly ex-
posed to the powers of evil—or they are
those so weak, so feeble in mind and char-
acter, as to appeal to our compassion rather
than our censure, and ‘'who we can but feel
have been far “more sinned against than
sinning.” The position which our Hospi-
tal has taken towards this unfortunate class,
we can but believe, is the true ore, and
that by its course it is improving one of
its opportunities of doing good. A little
kindness now—a little safe counsel and di-
rection—may save them from the career
of vice which now opens before them, and
into which, unaided, unwarned, they must
almost inevitably sink. And who are we
who sit in eold, harsh judgment upon this
class? If we are, as perhaps we may flat-
ter ourselves, so much stronger and purer
than they—who, let us ask, has made us te
differ? Again—are we, after all, so sure
that, unshielded as they were—and placed
under circumstances to us equally tempt-
ing—that we would have done so much
better than they? From the litile knowl-
edge that we may gather of our own hearts,
can we discover no weaknesses—no liabili-
ties to err—that we should boast! He
who was infinite purity—infinite wisdom—
was infinite, too, in compassion—* touched
with a feeling of our infirmitics.” His
disciples, it is trne, with their weaker,
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colder hearts, and narrower, blinded vis-
dons, ;marvelled that He talked with the

sinning women of Samaria, and the proud’

Pharisees curled their lips in scorn at Him
and at His mission, because He ate with
publicans and sinners. But what was His
declaration? ¢ They that are whole need
not a physician, but they that are sick™
“I came not to call the righteous, but,sin-
ners to repentance.”

Our Hospital is the offspring of the old-
est #nd most venerable of our city benevo-
fent organizations—The Charitable Socie-
ty—and’ in considering the question, to
whom shall we extend beneficence, let us
follow closely her example, believing ‘that
in so doing we are following also the foot-
steps of our Lord. Its mission has been
to administer to the needy sick wherever
they may be found—searching them out
in every ward, and street, and tenement of
our city—ungquestioning as to the charac-
ter or worthiness of the objects, but sim-
ply of their actual need and suffering. So

fet it be with ws. Let us receive all the,
sick who may come to us, of whatever -

name or elass, and by relieving their suf-
ferings, and administering to the diseases
and infirmities of their bodies, let us hope,
with God’s help, to be ablé to do good to
theirsonls also. There is no way by which
we may hope so surely to reach the hearts
of the erriug, as through Xindness. Let
this be our weapon !

Eggs, Butter and Beans!

They came, as we knew they would. A
friend from Brighton, paid us a visit one
morning, bringing with him a nice roll of
butter, a half bushel of beans, and four
dozen of eggs. He remarked, as he emp-
tied his store, “I see from your little pa-
per that you are in need of these articles”
—s0 we may thank our “little paper” for
thém. Nor was this our obly response.
A lady in Avon, noticing our appeal, sent
us some cggs; and “little Montie,” who is
aure to remember us in some pleasant way,

every month, brought us some beans. But
we find ourselves writing abount those eggs,
and beans, and that butter, as of the things
that are, forgetting that they are already
of the past, and of the things that were.
They were greeted with gladness and
thanksgiving in our Hospital; but, alas,
how brief their stay! -To-day, not a bean
—not an egg remains—and we may search
in vain throughout the length and breadth
of our Hospital for a globule of that golden
butter! They have all now become a dream
of the past. But it-is vain for us to waste
our strength in useless regrets. Let us
rather, from these bright memories of de-
parted joys, take a ‘hopeful view of the
future. 'Who can tell but we may have
some more eggs and butter and beans sent
us? Let us not despond—but wait pa-
tienfly and see !

“Little Daisy—A Dress and Stockings.”

Who is little Daigy? We canuot tell.
All that we know is just this simple record
which we find this month in our list of Do-
nations—¢ Little Daisy, a dress and stock-
ings.” We do not even know for whom
the dress and the stockings were inténded,
but ye can guess that they were for one of
those dear babies at our Hospital, of whom
Daisy has doubtless heard or read, and to-
wards whom her little heart has gone out
in this deed of love,

Spring has come, and in our gardens and
along our walks the pretty daisies, pink and
white, are beginning to come out, but we
are thinking—not of these spring daisies,
but of a dearer, sweeter little Daisy—where
she blooms, we cannot tell—but wherever

that spot may be,—softly- there may the
sunbeams and the shadows fall, and teh-
derly good angelg watch |

. Hospital Notice.

Packgges, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,
&c., should be addressed to ““The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Peynolds Streets.” A list of the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mra. Dr.
Mathews. ’
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More Apples.

‘We are gratified to be able to acknowl-
edge the receipt of “more apples” this
month, and the more so, from the fact that
the season for apples is decidedly on the
wane, and that good and fresh ohes are so
scarce and high. The enjoyment, how-
ever, of our patients for this fruit, does not
diminish with the diminishing stores—on
the contrary, as the spring lassitude and
loss of appetite comes on, the cry for ap-
ples was never so loud. “What shall I
bring you?!” we heard a manager ask one
of our sufferers a few days since. “O,
nothing,” was the reply. “I have those
apples you sent me, and they are so good.

They are all I want!” Now, we -confess
that apples are not all we want:, We could
name over several things, if we cLose, which
would be very acceptable just now in our
Hospital, but, kiml friends, we do appreci-
ate those apples you brought us, and we
hope you are convinced of it.
—nes

Wz are indebted to the “Rochester
Democrat,” for the following kid notice
of our little paper:

Tae Hospira Review.—This is a neat
little’ monthly, published under the aus-
pices of a committee of ladies who gre in-
terested in the prosperity of the Rochester
City Hospital. The terms of subscription
are fifty cents a year, payable in advance.
The “ Review” is made up of well written
original matter and careful selections, and
deserves a liberal support, both on account
of ‘its intrinsic merit, and the results which
it labors to accomplish.

List of our Little Agents.

TLanpa Broxsox, Rochester,

MAGGIE HaMILTON, ¥

MARY PERKINS, o .
FaxNy and ELna Cousury, Rochester,
FaNNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. Hary, Henrietta,

Jexnie Horp, Rochester,

CARRIE NEFF, wo

H. F. VIORERY,

BenNNy WRIGHT, East Kendall.
S8aMUEL B. Woop, Rochester.

Lippie RENFREW, “

Erua VAN ZaxpT, Albany.

MarY WarsoN, Rochester.

JuLia A, Davis, #

NELLIE COLLINS, .

A grateful and much respected inmate
sends us the following :

March 8, 18686.

Dear Reviaw: I came to this Hospital
about four weeks ago. During the fime I
have spent here, I have shared in common
with others the hospitalities of the place;
and what a cleanly, comfortable place if is!
When I first came here, I felt” thankful te
God, and grateful to those, who, under the
influence of Christian sympathy and bamev-
olence, have provided so pleasant an abode
for the'sick and suffering. Here the home-

Rocuester Crry Hospirar, }

‘less stranger, and foreigner—the soldier who

has ‘perilled his life for his country—the
poor, the halt, and the blind, fied a refuge,
and find friends always readyte- administer
to their wants, and bestow kindness and
sympathy. Much credit is due to the Man-
agers, Physicians, Superintendent, Matron,
and Nurses connected with the Hospital,
They all have reason te rejoice in the good
they are accomplishing. May the blessing
of God attend them in this life, and in the

life whichis to come may they all receive

a rich reward for all their kindness to the
unfortunate and the suffering.

It seems to me that could the Farmers,
the Farmers’ Wives, Sons and Daughters,
of Mouroe County, witness the suffering
in this Hospital, and see what is done by
those whe have provided such a comforta-
ble place for the sick, it would be next te
impossible- for them to withhold a few of
the many blessings and luxuries they rich-
ly enjoy. We will name some of the arti-
cles much needed here. Butter, cheesa,
eggs, apples, potatoes, turnips, beets, cab-
bage,, onions, dried fruit, canned fruit, jel-
lies,&c. A few beans would not be refused.

To the Grocers, we would say, sugar,
tea, coffee, fish and salt, are all used in this
Institution.

Remember,  He that giveth to the poor,
lendeth to the Lord.”

Rest assured, the Lord is a good pay-

- master. How easy a matter for Him to
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add a few kernels of wheat or corn to each
ear of the harvest; in short, to increase the
products of the farm to such an extent that
you will rejoice in the abundance of your
returns.

“The Lord loveth the cheerful giver.”
¥t is more blessed to give than to receive.”

‘Will you bless yourselves, and bless others,
by imparting to the suffering and the dis-
tressed? Do something to encourage those
who are doing so much for the inmates of
this Hospital. D.W.

Goveespondenee,

We are gratified to hear again so sub-
stantially from our friend, P. W., who has
80 often shown her interest in the Hospi-
tal by her works. We are glad to see that
if some discontinue, she obtains new names
to keep good the number of the subsecri-
bers. She writes as follows :

ScorrsBURG, Liv. Co.

Enclosed please find $3.50 for seven copies of
the ‘ Hospital Review.” Three, whose time ex-
pired last month, have not subscribed for another
year, Yours, respectfully, P.W.

‘We were also glad to hear from Miss R.,
who obtained several subscribers last year.
‘We hope she will remember us in the
same way again.

Yorg, April 10th, 1866.

Pardon me for not sending the money for my
¢ Hospital Review” ere this. I thought I would
not take it this year, but have concluded it will be
for the best. Very truly, H. A R.

Miss Linda, we see by our list, "is “not
weary” in her work. It is very easy to
begin, but to the faithful, persevering la-
borer, the reward is promised, “In due
season, we shall reap, if we faint not.”

Miss B., of Scottsville, also sends a re-
mittance—not the first one either. We
trust we shall hear from her again. We
have known of the 8cottsville people—that
they are ready for cvery good word and
work.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FroM MaR. 15th, To APRIL 15th 1866.

Mrs. Danforth—One barrel of Apples.

Ladies’ Aid Society, by Mrs. George Gould—A
package of Shirts and other articles.

Louis Bauer—Half barrel Ale.

Jacob Howe & Son—A box of Soda Crackers.

Mrs. Backus, Geneseo—A keg of Pickles.

A Friend—A jar of Jellys

F. 8. Hayward, Brighton—Half bushel Beans, four
dozen Eggs, & roll of nice butter.

Montie Rochester—Three quarts Beans.

Mrs. E. N. Buell--One bowl of Currant Jelly, one
do. Raspberry Jam, one de. Apple Jelly, cup of
Grape Jam, and Oranges. Also, roll of old
Cotton.

A Friend—A basket of Apples.

A Friend, by Mrs. Mathews—A package of Child-
ren’s Clothing.*

Little Daisy—Dress and Stockings.

Mrs. Talman—A package of Infant's Clothing.

Mrs. W. W. Carr—A jar of Plums.

Mrs. J. L. Fish—A jar of Jelly.

Mrs. Burns—Soap.

Mrs. Homer Sackett, Avon—Two dozen Eggs.

Mrs. Rochester—A. pail of Soup for the sick.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FrOM MARCH 15th To APRIL 15th.

Mrs. Ambrose Cox, Scottsville—By Mrs.
K327 T R T R TR $ 50
Mrs. Calvin Waite, Mrs. George W. Fisher,
Mrs. J. A. Eastmen—By Linda Bronson, 1 50
Mrs. T. B. Yale, 2 years; Miss E. Hanford,
Mrs. E. S. Gilbert, Mrs. E. 8. Hayward—
Mrs. ATDET, veennenviavanonsnss
Mrs. Abner Bushman, Mendon Centre—By
Mrs. MOOT®, .o evvnevreenneeerannanns 50
Miss Azalia E. Green—By James Peet, ... 60
Mrs. Maria Cook, Fairport; Mr. Parker,
Somerset; Mr. Wooster, Pittsford—By
Mr. Van Zandt, ...e0viveviennn.n
Mrs. C. R. St. John, Prattsburgh; Miss M.
A. Root, York; Miss J. A. Williams,
Fairport; Mrs. Dr. Lewis; Mrs. E. T.
Throop Martin, Auburn; Mrs. R, M. Wi-
pans, Brooklyn—By Mra. Perkins,..... 3 00
Mrs. Joseph Frost—By Mrs. Strong, ..... 60
Mrs. J. Weeks, Mrs. J. Croft, Scottsville—
By Miss Blackburn,........oocoevnnns
Mrs. Dean, Mrs. Smith—By Mrs. Woodard,
Mrs. John Shepard, Mrs. Stephen Clark,
Mrs. Ada Traxler, Mrs. Ruth Dann, Mrs.
J. 8. May, Miss Lounisa Clark, Scotts-
burgh; Miss Kate O. Keilday, Dans-
ville—By Phebe Whitman, ..... P
Henry Smith, Esq., New York—By E. M.
L L s 50
Henry R. Smith, New Carthage, La.; Mrs.
Woodward; John Anderson, Adams Ba-
sin; George . Maurer; Advertisement
—By Mrs. Mathews, ..... eenees .
Printing Election Notice, .ovvveeisaecen 20 00

2 50

100
100

3 50

Cash Receipts for March, 1866,
From Patients, ...oovviievnncinanns . $l143 50
DoxatioN—From Little Monte Rochester, 40
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Superintendent’s Report for March,

1866. Mar. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 46
Received during the month, 26—66
Discharged “ “ 20

1866. April 1. Remaining in Hospital, 46

Ehilileen's Depaviment,

For the Hospital Review.
Little Spot.

Dear CriLpreN—Promises to children
should not be broken by Mothers or Aunt-
ies, without very good re:;.son, we think,
and so we must tell you, as we promised,
about our little dog. One bright, sunny
morning, a young friend came to the door
with a little covered basket. He said he
had brought us a predent, handing us the
basket. On opening it, we found such a
pretty little white dog, all cuddled up so
nicely, with a little blue ribbon around his
neck, with a card attached, upon which
was written “Philepene.” He was al-
most too cunning in his little nest to be
disturbed. Of course we were very much
Ppleased with him, for our other dog, Twee-
zer, was very old, amd had grown so very
nervous, (I believe that is the term applied
to peevish, fretful people, and so I suppose
it applied to him,) that he was an annoy-
ance to our friends who visited us, and we
felt that wé should be obliged to part with
him, though he had guarded our house
faithfully for many years. But the new
dog must have a name. He had some
black marks upon him, so we were not very
long in deciding that he should be called
“Spot.” He, like other little dogs, frol-
icked about, full of glee, wagging his tail,
and expressing great joy, seemingly not
regretting leaving his mother, little Daisy,
and the family who had so kindly cared
for him. He became a great pet with us
all, and enjoyed riding or walking about
with his master, as much as any dog could.
He would sit up so nicely upon the seat
when he rode, that he attracted much at-
tention. He had a great deal of manner,

was exceedingly dignified as he grew older,
paying much attention to what his master
taught him. In fact, he was morce obedi-
ent than many little children that we have
known, and seemed to understand language
quite as well as many who do not bear the
name of dogs. *“Spot” did not always en-
joy his bath, but was as much improved
by it as boys and girls are; for being
white, he always looked badly when not
clean. The last time he was washed, he
looked unusually nice and clean, and his
‘master being obliged to gg to the east side
of the city, on business, “Spot” thought
he must go too, and so he jogged along,
little thinking that he should never see his
home again—but so it was. While his.
master was attending to his business, some
person was so much pleased with his aps
pearauce, that, forgetting the tenth com-
mandment, ¢ Thou shalt not-covet”—* any-
thing that is thy neighboér’s;” broke the
eighth, “Thou shalt not steal”—thus de-
priving us of our little “Spot.” We made
great search for him, and spent not a little
time and money to find him, but m vain.
‘We were very glad our children were not
little ones; they would have grieved so
much for him, We all hoped that he
would be treated kindly; but only heard
that & boatman had him in a grocery in a

‘neighboring town—gave him something to

eat—and took-a string to tie him up, so he
wonld not run away from the.béat when
stopping at different Stations.

Now, children, we had hoped to have
told you something of another little dog,
but fear we shall tire you, and so will only
say, good-bye for the present. AuntY.

—

A Little Child’s Prayer.

Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,
Look upon a little child;

Suffer me to come Theo.

Fain I would to Thee be brought,
Gracious God, forbid it not—

In the kingdom of Thy Son

Give a little child a place.
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Little Aots of Love.

Not mighty deeds make up the sum
Of happiness below,

But little acts of kindness
‘Which any child may show.

A merry sound to cheer the babe
And tell a friend is near;

A word of ready sympathy,
To dry the childish tear.

A glass of water timely brought;
An offered easy-chair;

A turning of the window blind,
That all may feel the air.

An early flower, unask'd, bestowed ;
A light and cautious tread;

A voice to gentlest whisper hush’d,
To spare the ailing head.

Oh, deeds like these, though little things,
Yet purest love disclose ;

As fragrant perfume on the air,
Reveals the hidden rose |

Our heavenly Father loves to see
These precious fruits of love;

And if we truly serve him here,
We'll dwell with him above.

- e
The Grandmother’s Story.

“Grandma, can’t you tell me a story,”
said Alfred. * Eddie Norris says {is
grandmother tells him and the other chil-
dren such lots of stories, and such awful
ones, too, about ghosts and witches, and
such things. These are the kind of sto-
ries I like to hear.”

“Oh, yes, grandmother, do tell us a
story,” added Alfred’s brother, and seeing
by the old lady’s indulgent smile that she
was about to comply with their wishes,
they both seated themselves close to her,
looking up in her face.

“ Well,” commenced their grandmother,
“T can tell you a story which may frighten
you to as good a purpose as any of your
ghests or witches, and, perhaps, may be
more useful. Once upon a time, and not
very long ago either, there lived a man
named Mr. Ulric, who had a fine farm, a
neat and pretty dwelling house, very com-
fortably furnished,.and what was best of
all, an amiable wife and four interesting
childfen. They were not what is usually
called rich, but they had everything that
was really necessary to make them com-
fortable and happy, and they wished for
nothing more.

Now, for a number of years, there had |

been in that neighborhood a huge and
ferocious wolf, who had destroyed a great

deal of property, ard killed several per-
sons, but was so cunning as to avoid being
caught and killed himself. One day as
Mr. Ulric sat in his house, who should
come walking in but this wolf. I suppose
you think the first thing he did was to fly
fiercely at the man or some of his family,
but such was not the case. The wolf
walked in quietly, wagged his tail, rubbed
his head against Mr. Ulric’s feet, and in &
pleasant voice, (for he could talk when he
chose,) thus spoke:

“ My dear sir, T know that I have a very
ill name among people in general, but
those who are really acquainted with my
character, will give a very different account
of me. Like most other beasts—and hu-
man beings likewise—the way in which I
treat others depends entirely upon the way
in which they treat me, and I am quite as
earnest a friend asgenemy. I have takena
particular liking to you, Mr. Ulric, and I
should like to settle down into your family
to a quiet, domestic life. If you will take
me into your house, and treat me as a
friend, you will find me quite as useful,
attached and faithful as my cousin, the
dog, can be.”

Mr. Ulric listened willingly to all this,
patted the wolf’s head, and informed him
that he should livein his house as long as
he chose. When Mrs. Ulric discovered
this new member of the family, she was
much alarmed, and begged that he might
be turned out of doors at once, but her
husband insisted that thére was no danger
in a wolf, if it was properly managed, and
he was one of those who knew exactly how
to manage such an animal.

The wolf, when he first came, promised
to live upon the scraps which were left
from the table; but it was soon discovered
that he was devouring his master’s sheep
every night. Yet, when Mr. Ulric was
told this, he absolutely refused to believe
it, and said the people were only preju-
diced against his poor pet. So the wolf
grew bolder and bolder in his operations,
and being one of the most voracious ani-
mals that ever was seen, it was not long
before he had devoured all the sheep, hogs,
calves and poultry about the farm, besides
wantonly trampling down the fields of
grain when he was ranging about. In
short, this destructive animal in the space

.of one year, proved the ruin of his keeper,

and Mr. Ulric’s family were obliged to re-
move from their comfortable home into a
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poor little hut, which was furnished in a
poor and scanty mauner. But what will
seem more astonishing is, that Mr. Ulric
insisted upon taking with them, to their
new dwelling place, the beast who was the
cause of their poverty and distress.

And now the wolf, to satisfy his own
appetite, took the greatest part of the food
which the family were able to procure,
and often snatched from the lips of the
poor children the secanty portion which
they were about to eat. The ouly person
who saw, wi.hout any pity, the miserable
condition of the family, seemed to be Ulric
himself, for he became furious when any
one urged him to part with his favorite
wolf, without whose company he said he
would not wish to live. At length, one
evening, the wolf, in a fierce and authori-
tative tone thus exclaimed ta Mr. Ulric:

“You wmust turn this woman and her
children out of doors, for you cannot sup-
port them and me.”

Something in the words scemed to mad-
den the unhappy man to whom they were
spoken and with all the behavior of a luna-

tic, he proceeded to drive his family out

of doors, though it was the middle of win-
ter and they were scantily clothed. The
poor woman and children were badly frost-
bitten, and almost frozen to death by the
time they reached a neighbor’s house,
where they were allowed to take shelter.
And now the wolf, left alone with Ulrie,
demanded that he should give him food.

“ I have none, mot even for myself,” was
the reply.

Glaring at him with flaming eyes, the
wolf howled out, *whether you are fed or
not, I must be,” and then he remorselessly
spang upon the wretched man who had
sacrificed everything for his sake. For
some time dreadful cries and yells were
heard proceeding from the lonely hut, and
when at length some of the ne%vhbors got
courage to enter, they found Ulric lying
dead upon the floor, with the wolf’s paw
upon his throat.

Here the grandmother concluded her
story, during which Alfred and his brother
huddled as close up to her as possible, some-
times looking nervously over their should-
ers to see whether some monster were not
stealing in to make them his prey.

“That was awful,” said Alfred, “but of
course it was not true.”

“Indeed it is, though,” said his grand-
mother,  “It has happened a great many

times, and is now happening every day.
The name of the wolf that men allow to
rain their fortunes, and take away their
feeling for their own families, and which
pays them at last by destroying their
wretched lives, is INTEMPERANCE, or the
love of drinking. Who that knows all
this, and has his proper senses, would not
wish to keep that wolf from his door?—
Christian Intelligencer.

Some Jingles for the Little Folks.

Thomas Hood, the younger, has published in
London a new set of *Jihgles and Jokes for Lit-
tle Folks,” from which the following is a speci-
men :

PUSS AND HER THREE KITTENS.

Our old cat has kittens three :
‘What do you think their names should be?
*One is a tabby with emerald eyes,
And a tail that's long and slender;
But into a temper she quickly flies,
If you ever by chance offend her.
I think we shall call her this—
I think we shall call her that;
Now, don't you fancy “ Pepperpot”
A nice name for a cat ?

One ig black, with a frill of white,
And her feet are all white fur, too; |,
If you stroke her, she carries her tail upright,
And quickly begins to purr, too.
I think we shall call her this—
I think we shall call her that;
.Now, don't you fancy * Sootikin"
A nice name for a cat?

One is a tortoisg-shell, yellow and black,
‘With a lot of white about hip;
If you tease him, at once he sets up his back;
He's a quarrelsome Tom, ne'er doubt him1
I think we shall call him this—
1 think we shall him that;
Now, don't you fancy “ Scratchaway”
A nice name for a cat?

Our old cat has kittens three,

And I fancy these thdir names will be:

“Pepper-pot"-* Sootikin"-* Scratchaway"-There!

‘Were there ever kittens with these to compare ?

And we call the old mother—now what do you
think ?

“ Tabitha Longelaws Tidleywink!”

“Mother,” said little Ned, one morning,
after having fallen out of bed, “1I think
know why I fell out of bed last night. It
was because I slept too near where I got
in” Musing a little while, as if in doubt
whether he had given the right explanation,
he added, “No, that wasn’t the reason; it
was”because I slept too near where I foll
out.
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M iseellnneons,

From the New York Evening Post.

What Fitz-Hugh Ludlow says of
San Francisco,

Since I wrote you I have become very
much attached to San Francisco. It is the
only New York out of New York that I
ever saw.  Its commercial future is unmis-
takable—it will be the New York of the
Pacific border. Its climate is the most
wonderful thing I ever imagined. It comes
as near perfection as we shall ever find
climate in the present life. I don’t know
whether everybody in the East is as igno-
rant as I was, but most of them must have
been while I was at home, or I should not
have been taken so completely by surprise
when I reached here, though never having
heard what the climate of San Francisco
was like. There are no seasons here—
there is nothing “but all the year round,”
or the multiplication of that summing up,
“year in and year out” Winter differs
from summer only in being a little warm-
er, far balmier and freer from high winds
and dense fogs. Snow is absolutely un-
Lkoown here. San Francisco is in about
the latitude of Richmond, yet it never has
the sweltering heat or the raw blasts of
that rebellious capital. There is a high
toned equanimity about the weather here
that strikes you like the easy and unfor-
ced, yet dignified and fascinating manner
of a perfect gentleman who has moved all
his life in the best society. * Nasty days”
are unknown to the San Francisco alma-
nac. You are never driven to form part
of that frenzied gqueuwe which flies dry-
tongued to the rushing soda-fountain ; you
never stand gossiping on a narrow island
of a house-shadow, mopping your neck
and forehead with a handkerchief, gasping
as you read the latest bulletin of sun-
strokes, or watching the dread thermom-
etrical up-grade to sec
 The herald Mercury new lighted on a heaven-(?)

kissing hill.” N
numbered 105° in the direction of boiling
point.

Nor, in San Francisco, do you for days
together go slopping about the bedraggled
streets in caoutchoue yawl-boats under
that baldickino of mourning-cambric raft-
ered with whale-splinters and known as an
umbrella, It rains here, but it also stops
n decent season—before reminiscences of

Niobe and Noah have driven you to a
melancholy which grimly contemplates its
own extinction in some metropolitan mud-
hole, as the only refuge of fortitude with
its starch entirely washed out.

There is at times a dense sca-fog which
blots out the fine perspective of the Golden
Gate, makes Alcatraz as though it were
not, hides, in the person of the Presidio
and ité fort, the presetves of San Francisco
from the preserved, blots out Tamilpais
and the other fine mountain outlines which
frown across the bay, and, together with
sand-driving winds which bluster through
the misnamed summer of this seasonless
land, makes the city a bad place for pa-
tients of the phthisical, bronchitic, or
rheumatic class. In fact, sufferers from
ailments of either of these types cannot
venture to stay here two months. But the
very worst summer weather here cannot
be compared at least for perfectibility of
badness, with our eastern autumn rains,
our spring storms, or our winter  tempests.
The absence of all season boundaries and
the perpetual occurrence of more or less
genial sunshine, breaking through even the
dismalest day by high noon or after, make
San Francisco, with its environs, the most
wonderful fruit country in the world.

‘Washington and the Colored Sentinel.

At Cambridge, General Washington had
heard that the colored soldiers were not to
be depended on for sentries. So, one night,
when the pass-word was “ Cambridge,” he
went outside the camp, put on an overcoat,
and then approached a colored sentinel.

“Who go dar?" cried the sentinel. “A
friend,” replied Washington. “Friend, ad-
vance, unarmed, and gib de countersign,”
said Pompey. Washington came up and
said; “Roxbury.” * No, Sar!” was the re-
sponse. “Medford.” “No, Sar!” return-
ed the colored soldier. “ Charlestown,”
said Washingtoy, Pompey immediately
exclaimed, “I tell you, Massa Washeton,
no mau kin go by here, 'out he say “¢ Cam-
bridge"” Washington said, # Cambridge,”
and went by ; and the next day the color-
ed gentleman: was rclieved of all further
necessity for attending to that particular
branch of military duty.

B

. Trifles, lighter than straws, arc levers in
the building up of ¢haracter, .
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The Woodman'’s Reply.
No, mum; this ‘ere tree

Can't be no longer spared;
It aint no odds to me,

If Muster Brown was squared.
But Muster Brown sez, ‘“Green,

You chop that there treo down,
And what he say he mean,

Surely do Muster Brown.

I don't possess the ed
Fo hargify with you;
A lady born and bred
Is safe to speak what's true.
But putn case: I takes
A job from Mr. B,
And little 'tis I make
Out of the likes of he.

Your heart-strings, and all that,
Round this ‘ere tree may cling=—
To contradict you flat
‘Would not be quite the thing;
But if you talk of shade,
There's other boughs than these,
And other folks have played,
Mayhap, round other trees.

It's werry good to feel

A moistning of the eyes
For chairs of oak or deal,

And old straw hats likewise—
To keep, if ‘you've a mind,

The things as makes you weep
Tve got no fault to find,

If they're your own to keep.

But this ‘ere old oak tree,
As you don't want cut down,
Excuse me, mum, you see,
Belongs to Muster Brown,
To him you should apply,
Though 'taint no use, I think;
And if you please, mum, I
Should like your health to drink.

A Greater than Wellington.

I will close this chapter with a story
told of a great sheep farmer—not one of
the old “gentleman tenants,” verily |—
who, though he could neither read nor
write, had nevertheless made a large for-
tune by sheep-f’arming, and was open to
any degree of flaftery as to his abilities in
this department of labor. A purchaser
knowing his weakness, and anxious to in-
gratiate himself into his good graces, ven-
tured one evening over their whiskey-tod-

" the shee

" large pinch of snuff,

dy, to remark, “I am of opinion, sir, that

, you are a greaterman than even the Duke

of Wellington!” « Hoot, toot I” replied
farmer, modestly hanging his
bead with a pleasing smile, and taking a
“ That is too much
—too much by yav——by far.” But his
guest, after expatisting for a while upon
the great powers of his host in collecting
and concentrating upon a southern market
a flock of sheep, suggested the question,
“Could the Duke of Wellington have
done that¥”

The sheep farmer thought a little, snuff-
ed, took a glass of toddy, and replied,
“The Duke of Wellington was, no doot,
a clever man ; very, very clever, I believe.
They tell me he was a good soger; but
then d'ye see, he had reasonable men to
deal with—captains, and majors, and gen-
erals, that could ‘understand him, every
one of them, both officers and men; but
P'm not so sure, after all, if he could man-
age, say twenty thousand sheep, besides
black cattle, that could not understand
one word he said, Geelic or English, and
bring every hoof o’ them to Fa’kirk Tryst!
I doot it—I doot it —But I have done
that!” The inference was evident.— Re-
miniscences of o Highland Parish, in Good
Words.
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A. 8. MANN & CO.

37 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-
ed a lot of

SILK WARP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses,
April, 1866.

A.S. MANN & CO.

37 and 39 State Street,

AVE received, another large lot of NEW
H SILKS, which they offer to purchasers at
GREAT BaRGAtNS. The lot comprises BLACK,
BROWN, GREEN, BLUL, LAVENDER, and
every other desirable oolor. Algq, & full assorte
ment of '

BLACR AND WHITE CHECKED SILES,

& the lowast price. April, 1866.
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THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY
OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
At 62 Buffalo §t., Rochester, N, Y.
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib.

OOLONGS, .80c., 90c. and $1.00
MIXED TEAS?.....80c, 90c. and R1.00
IMPERIAL,.............. $1 and $1.25
UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, ..... $1.25

ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE, ...20c, 30c, and 40c, "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in

pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee, .

a8 to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which the Company sell
them in New York; and every pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned and the money re-
funded.

‘We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,

of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 50 low as to make it a special object for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to deal with us.
The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,

April, 1866, 1y 62 Buffalo Street.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.
M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street,
‘Where they will continue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Mason's
goods. 6m* Rochestér, N. Y., Apnl, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.

E are now opening the LARGEST and FIN- |

EST STOCK of SPRING GOODS that we
have ever offered to our customers. The stock
comprises everything new and desirable in the
line of DRY GOODS.

We invite every one to call and examine our
goods and prices. A. 8. MANN & CO,,
April, 1866. 37 and 39 State St.

CURRAN & CGOLER,

BUCCESSOES TO B, KING & CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Opposite the Court House,

Rochester, N. Y,

RICBARD OURRAX, April,*66-15* 0. W. 6QLEB.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

& Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM SA-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1866. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON

Manufacturing Oo.'s Highest Preminm

Sewing Machine,
. With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of ali com-
petition, and sold at such prices as to come with-
in the reach of all who require a perfect Sewing
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest
fabric.

S. WaDIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,
March 15, 1865. Rochester, N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROGERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.
Cuas. F. Syra. GILyAN 1. PruiEINg.

[Established in 1526.]
Jan. 1865. tf
8. F. & W. WITHERSPGON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N.Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y

CEXCELSIOR.”

THE attention of the publicis called to the “ EXCEL-
SIOR,” the best
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,

aever invented—will give more heat with less fuel than any
other in market, arranged for heating one or two rooms.
Also, to the old celebrated Cooking Stove,

“GOOD SAMARITAN,”

The greatest invention of the day.
These Stoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this cit i

b
Tiafi & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, Japuary, 1865, Main Strooy
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y,

ALFRED 8, LANE. mch, 1866. 1y CYRUS F, PAINE.
JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,

LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.
No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

@OLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE™ took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80.000 Sold within the
Jast three years, giving universal satisfaction to all.
have noequal as a Family or Manutacturing Machine.

Warranted never to )i“e “g;‘sé" Does its work alike

each day. EAS

1. Its simplicity and §rem mnFe of work.

2. Its muking four ditferent stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot. .

8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the seam,

4. The perfeet finish and substantial manner in which
the machine is made,

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done,

6, Its sclf-adjusting tonsion,

The * FLORENCE™ will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pllot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. ~As a Taflor's manuafacturing machine,
or fumily machine, it has no equal, We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiste in every
particular,

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
may say, but sce the Florence before purchasing any other

for yourself.
m&'u %\ell"l:i%ds of Btitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

compctent operators. .
é‘ Sllk,pNeedles and best OIl, for eale at this Office.
2

Rooms over 20 Btate strect, Rochoster, N, T.
A liberal diseount made to those who buy to sell sgain.
For particulars address

CHAS, SPENCER HALL, General ‘ﬁ"!
, N.Y.

Nov. 15, 1865, Rochester,

'104 Buffalo Street,

They,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A, WAYTE,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND BALT FISH, ETC.
Rochester, N. Y.

“TGBORGE MoRAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF _STomz: & ELY STREETS. .
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely 8¢,

will reczive prompt attention. '

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE HALL : ‘
No. 7 EXCHANGE ?LA’CE, } RoonusTER, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000,

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large humber of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
‘ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.—6m.

THE' OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S
Steam Fancy Dyeing

AND . SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill §t,, corner of Platt,
Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y.
135~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead.the public.

I~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
(tentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton (roods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and figished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week,

{55~ Goods received and returned by Express.

Billg collected by Express Co. .

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1866. Rochester, N.Y.

E. N. BueiL
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

“1I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vou. IL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., MAY 15, 1866.

No. 10.

e

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
rs. GEO. H. MUMFORD, | Mis. WM’ B. PERKINS,

* MALTBY STRONG, “ Dr. MATHEWS.
TERMB—Fifty Ceats a Year, Payable in Advanoce.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to ** The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be seat to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 53. L

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MATEEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

Wmn. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospitsl Review,
At Rest.
Sing, blue-bird, in your leafy cradle,
Sing blithely on the swinging willow bough,
8he sleeps beneath, in all her bright young beauty ;
It cannot wake her pow.

What matters it to her, how fair and fragrant

The June day breaks, and glows, and fades away ?

She's gone within the vale where June's celestial
Wake every day.

8he sleeps, and still the days go on and brighten,

May's green robe has its fringe of daisfes white ;

The birds sing low in all the rustling branches,
From morn till nigh£ '

The lily cups should fill with tears, each chalice,
And stand this June with lowly drogping héad,
Because she lies asleep and will not waken
Up from the dead.

[lies,
Her small white hands wete clasping gnowy lil-
White lillies nestled on her pulselegs breast
And she, the fairest, pufest lily, taketh

Unbroken rest. ‘
Mgs. B. FraNx ENos.

For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God’s Word.

“And when they were come to & place
called Calvary, there they crucitied him.’”
Luke 23: 33. ,

‘Immanuel God with ws. .He who had
50 often foiled hid wicked Zqi‘e'mies—’caus-
ing Himself to be conveyeg out of their
sight in a miraculous way—now, because
His time was come, suffers Himself to be
lead to the plaece of execution, and treated
with many indignities—lead 4s a spotless
ZLamb to the slaughter. What can be said
to add to the simple impressivgness of this
verse! Henceforth, may we dwell much
on Calvary.

“Love 80 amazing, 80 divizﬁ
Demands my life, my souji’my all.”

“ For not the hearers of the law are just
before God, but the doers of thelaw are jus-
tified.” Rom. 2: 13.

How many “hearers of the law,” that
from Sunday to Sunday, are found in the
temple, even men tell us dre ot just? Tt
needs not God's eye to detect their failures.
But there is another clags thaggppear unto
men to be doers of the law, that will not
stand justified in His sight fho weighs
our thofights and motives. “ By the law
no man’can be justified,” and!while there
is a constant desire and prayerto be a doer
of the law, Christ must be thejonly ground
of hope ; Christ believed on ~iti-<‘ohe heatt
manifested .in the life; Chrigt our daily
example—by grace walking in His most
Holy steps. R.
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CBRARIUS OF ARJES,
A.D. 470-542.

The Excellegce of Love.

Let himwha knows it not taste and see.
Hear what the Apostle declares: “God is
love,” -Let him that knows it not, hear
what the. Psalmist says, (343 @): “Taste
and see how gracious the Lord is.” Thus
God is love. He who hath love, God
dwells jp him and bein God, 1f thou hast
love, thou hast God ; and if thou hast God
what can'st thou lack? Dost thou, indeed,
believe that he is rich whose chest is full of

old, and he not rich whose soul is full of

od? But it is not so. He alone is rich
in whom God has graciously vouchsafed to
dwell. How can the meaning. of the Holy
Scriptures yemaip hidden from thee, if
Love, that is God Hjmself, inspires thee?
‘What good works wilt thou not pe able to
‘accomplish if thou carriest in thy heart the
spring of all good works? What adversa-
ries wilt thou fear, if thou art honored to
have God the Lord within thee! As long
as the root in thy soul is not changed,
thou can’st not bring forth good fruit; in
vain dost thou promise good things with
thy mouth; thou ean’st not accomplish
‘them, as long as thou hast not the root of
all good in thy heart,

One root is planted by Christ in the

hearts of believers, the other by the evil

Spirits in the hearts of the haughty ; and
thus the one is planted in heaven, the
other in hell. God does not send us
wearisome jourpeys to the east or west to
obtain oyr salvation, He leads us back to
ourselves; what he has bestowed upon us
by his grace, that he requires .of us; for
he says thig is the Gospel: “ The kingdom
of God is within you.” Again, the Lord
has not said, “ Go to the east or go to the
west and seek® righteousness. Sail to the
west to obtain the forgiveness.of your sina.”
But what saith he? ¢Forgive thine ene-
mies, and thou shalt be forgiven. Give
and it shall be given unto thee.” God re-
auires nothing from thee whieh lieth out-
side thee. God leads thee to thyself and
thine own conscience. In thyself hath he

laced that which he requireth of thee.
g‘hog hast no need to seek xemedies for
thy words afar. Thou wayest if thou
wilt find the for%ivenepa pfmgy sins in the
recesses of thy heart,

' —_—rr

When :you ate an govil, hold you still;

-whep you are a hammer, strike your fill.

Wna.

BY RICHARD REALPH.

When a poor forsaken sister

‘Whom we name a fearful hame,

*\ From thefgprons lips which kissed her,

Shudders back all bowed with shame ; -
#When her weary heart is yearning

For the light of God's own skies,
And far off; a dim discerning

Of a purer morrow lies,

Do not thou who, less believing,
Loving less, hast conquered more-=

Do not thrust her backward, grieving,
To the life she lived befare ;

Do not pass her by, and whisper
Bitter words of scorn gnd pain ;

Make her crigp, hot heart grow crisper,
And the red hell burn again.

‘Who art thou that passeth sentence

On a Deeding human soul ?

Counld’st thou ‘drain full-dregged Repentanee
If no Love run in the bowl?

.Is not ghe, poor stricken weeper,
Loved of Heayen glike with thee?

Fool! thy pride hath thrugt thee deeper
Than thy sister—Pharisee !

Up amang the higher mountains,
There the valleys too are deep ;

And we learn the depth of fountaing
By the hoight their waters leap;

Ay, apd hearts the weakest, lowliest,
Crushed and crumbling on this sod,

Beam full oft the brightest, holiest,
In the firmament of God.

Nighest to the great calm splendor
Of our first pure innocence,
Is the halo, sadly tender,
Of a poor heast's penitence.
‘Whemfore, brothers, since transgression
Shrouds each spirit like a pall,
Is not meek and full confosion
Best and noblest for ug all ?

Go! and when, proud soul, thou learnest
Thou and 1 and all are .one,

Then shall beauty deep and earnest,
“Bresk upon thee like the sun ;

And the love that lights thy features,
In thy wider eyes shall be,

Unto all God's living creatures,

Erao 88 itjs to thep.
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The Burgeon at Work.

On the black-board by the door of a
London hospital there is attached by four
wafers a simple announcement. Simple as
it looks, it meets with very great notice,
for as the students keep dropping in, some
in little knots, others singlyyca :good. many
in f:irs, the first.thing they dook at is the
little sheet-of papes; with but few words in
print, and fewer in writing.upon it. -« Has
it begun® «“Is Mr. here yetf”
are the constant quéstions addressed to the
important man with ' the red ‘collar on his
coat of blue.” This functionary is the por-
ter, whose chief business: consists in keep-
ing order among the crowd. of people in
the out-patients’ room, and in' letting up
and down a wooden bar to allow them as
their turn arrives”access to the celebrities
they have come to consult. ' Let us follow
the students as they.pass through the va-
rious passages and corridors of the build-
ing. The . out-patiemt practice. has -no
charm for the students to-day. The phsi-
cians are going ‘their rounds alone; for
however often the :theory may be enuncia-
ted that in rauk-the practice. of: physic
takes precedence -of the practice of surgery,
yet the fact remains patent that a -brilliant
operator creates more enthusiasm than the
best physician, his test-tubes, sbethoscope,
and microscope notwithstanding.- Passing
up a narrow staitcase, we find ourselves at
the top of a tier of steps at the bottom of
which is the room proper, The bright
rays of the sun pass through ‘the ample
skylight, and’ discover a densely-packed
mass of people filling the round gallery:
Weare in the' operating theatre of the hos-
pital. Around-us we see,. let. into the
walls, medallions of the great surgeons of
old times—the apostles of the art, whose
names are held ip reverence by their clever
eager followers of to-day. Here and there
among the students:we have pale-faced,
anxious looking..men whohave: ealled- in
during- their round of so-called “ general
practice.” They. have come to see their
former master operate—the surgeon who
is at the pinniMe of his profession, and
who has carned fame, weatth, and now a
title, by his' talents, and who has been the
instrument in-@God’s hands of alleviating
much human suffering .and distress.

In the area of the theatre there are
signs of the apg;oaching operation. There
isthe peculiar
fold in all -diredtions, with its'straps and

ble that can extend and.

appendages. There are cans of hot and
cold water, the bésius,»i;,he sponges, and
many other things. The surgicil dressers
flit about, anxious that vothing shall be for-
gotten and the house surgeon, with liga-
tures ready in the button-hole of his coat,
is examining for the last time the glitter-
ing array of. knives and other instruments
preserved in a case as delicately lined as a
lady’s jewel-box..

By degrees the minor luminaries of the
medicalsand surgieal staff of the hospital
drrive, and the- students ranged above, so
noisy at their college in awarding approval
to their favorite'teachers, only show here
by a halfstifled buzz their recognition. At
last the lion of the hour arrives, a strong,
stalwart mas, placid, cool, and smiling, the
least anxious ‘of the whole assembly. A
smothered roar - of approbation meets him
as he lifts his eyes and nods to the assem-
bled crowd. A gestore of his hand, checks
any unseernly noise, for now the patient is
being carried in 4nd laid tenderly on the
cushioned table. The latter gives a shatp,
half-frightevéd: glance above at the -dense
mass o% hushed,eager, and expectant stu-
dents. The time has at last arrived which
has been in-his thoughts for days and
weeks—aye, may be months, It is a mo-
ment of agony fof the poor man; in spite
of all the care and kindness shown him.—
The great surgeon whispers in his ear and
pate his shoulder ‘kindly. The patient
grasps the hand of his friend, ‘and instant-
Iy another medical man fits the- apparatus
for the inhalation of chloroform. In a lit-
tle he is wandering in his' talk, he gesticu-
lates with his hands, but soon he drops off
like a sleeping ¢hild. Quietly: turning up
his cuffs, and giving a scrutinizing glance
through the gifaming instraments spread
on the white:tothed tray, the surgeon
turns to the diseased limb. -'There is a
dead stillness $hroughout’ the theatre, as
with stéady haid the operator coelly and
rapidly proceeds. His knife is erimson
now, and the warm red blood wells up and
spirts around,, The saw is quickly used,
and a few more ‘dexterous movements with
the knife -perfect the operation. - All the
pumping arteries are caught and tied, and
the parts-are gkillfully adjusted:’ Then the
still. unconscidus patient is carried off to
awake in hisjbed, and find himeelf sur-
rounded by all that skill; ingenuity, and
wealth can’brihg to-bear for suffering man,
The surgéont has done his best within his
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limit; the issue rests with God ; for, “ Ex-
cept the Lord build the house, they labor
in vain that build it.*-—Medical Mirror.

From the New York Observer,
Praise for Death.

It is a beautiful custom of the Mora-
vians, who, on the death of one of their
aumber, send a band of choristers to the
belfry with various musical instruments;
with these, in the early morning, they
break forth into notes of the most trium-
phant and joyous music. This is the true
1dea of death : for why should not we rejoice
when those whom we love are safe at home?

How different such a custom from that
which exists in the corrupted Church of
Rome, where, upon the death of any per-
son, however eminent he may have been in
piety or good works, it is esteemed neces-
sary to recite masses and penitential pray-
ers, and to contribute money for the repose
of his soul and its deliverence from purga-
tory. If we believe that *the souls of be-
lievers are at their death made perfect in
holiness, and do immediately pass into
glory,” should we not rejoice? Their worn
and weary bodies may be consigned to the
rest and peace of the grave, to await the
resurrection morning ; but the deliever is
4 with the Lord,” and to be with the Lord
is to be in the most blissful condition in
which a believer in Jesus can be placed.

Let the air of the early morning, then,
be jubilant with sweet and. holy strains,
for the believer beholds the rising of the
Sun of Righteousness, the dawning of an
eternal day ; let the earth which .he has
left sing of his victory over death through
the might of his Redeemer, for he is enter-
ing into the company of those who sing
eternally * worthy the Lamb.” The tolling
bell, the wail around the bier, the bursting
sobs at the grave, these give voice and ex-
pression to our selfish grief and loss ;, but
when we think of the holy, happy spirit,
forever with the Lord, let us ring a trinm-

phant peal, sing a psalm of praise, and |

look up towards heaven with the tearlesg
and trusting eye of faith. . Aveuvsrus.

Lirg.—Life when we..calmly analyze it,
is made up of three siraple elements—joy,
sorrow and work. Some of us, get nearly
equal proportions of each. Some unequal
or at least, we fancy so. :But in reality, as
the .ancient. sage said, . “the same things
come alike to all.”—Noble Life,

-Tithe is, t}*ou\ imsp;improve, the portion small ;

The Nautilus,

The nautilug and ammonite,
Were launched in ffgudly strife ;
Each sent to tloat, in his tiny boat,
On the wide, wild ‘sex of life.

For each could swim on the ocean's brim,
And when yearied its sail could farl,

And sink to sleep in the great, sea deep,
In its palace all of pakrl.

And theirs was a bliss more fair than this
Which we taste in our colder clime;

- For they were rife in a fropic life—

A brighter, better clige |

They swam. 'mid isles, ‘whose sumnfer smiles
Were dimmed by noalloy;

Whose groves were palm, whose air was balu,
And life was only ioii’I

They sailed all day through creek and bay,
And traversed the ooean deep;

. And at night they sank'gn a coral bank,

In its fairy bowers to gHeep.

And the monsters vast of ages past;
They beheld in their ocean caves ;

They saw them ride in their potver and pride,
And sink in their deep sea graves.

And baund in bhand, from'strand to strand,
They sailed in mirth and glee—

These fairy shells, with their erystal cells,
Twin sisters of the sea.

And they came at last to & sea long past;

: But, as they reached the shore, ,

The Al’mightj'é breath spoke out in death,
And the ammonite lived no more |

So the nautilus néw in its shelly prow,
As ovét'the deep'it strays,
8till seems to seek on bay and creek
Its companion of othe‘i Hays.
. .:)

And alike do we on life’s stormy sea,
As we roam from shore to shore,

Thus tempest-tossed seek the loved, the lost— .
But find them on earth no more!

Yet the hope, how sweet, egain to meet,
Ag we look to a, distanggtrand, ., ..

Where heurt meets heart, and no more they party
‘Who meet in that,better*jangd!

“Time was—is past, thod canst not it recall;

‘Time future,‘ is not—and may never be?
Time present, is the only time for thee.”
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Like Fa.ther, Like Son,
BY T. 8. ARTHUR.

My friend had spoken an impatient word
to his little. son, and Isaw the child’s face
stained by the hot blood of anger. My
friend saw the stain,.also. What did be
do! Repent of his impatience, and heal
the hurt in his child, by a .gentler word?$
No. But he grew more impatient, and
calling sharply to the boy, said, in a warn-
ing tone, * Take care, sir!”

Take care of what? Why, lest punish-
ment follow.

You ask, as to the child’s fault, that
punishment should be threatened. There
was no fault. He had, in passing near a
table in the room where I sat talking with
his father, accidentally touched a book ly-
ing on edge, causing it to fall.” The noise
jarred on the father’s semsitive nerves.
Naturally irritable, he smote the child, as
I have said, with an impatient word ; and
the child’s spirit answered to the hot re-
buke, in a hot face and flashing eyes.

“Take care, sir!” repeated my friend,
seeing that his warning admonition had
produced no effect on the boy’s roused
spirit, smarting under an undeserved blow.
The stain grew redder on cheeks and brow;
the eyes more intense; the lips more firmly
shut. T saw defiance in the child’s face.

“Why don’t you pick up that book,
sir”

There was no sign of obedjence,

“Did you hear me?” almost fiercely de-
manded the father. Ishuddered inwardly,
bat dared not interfere- between my hot-
tempered friend, and his equally hot-tem-
pered childe He might as well have spoken
to deaf ears.

“ Pick up that book, I say!”

The child did not stir.

«1 shall not speak again,” said my friend,
in 2 suppressed voice, lgne minute passed
in dumb silence ; then rising, with deliber-
ation, he approached thé boy, whose face
had become pale, but not weak or fearful,
and grasped one of his arms tightly. Time
was atill given for him to lift the book ; byt
be was too angry to yield. I held my
breath painfully, taking a long inspiration
a8 my friend swept from the room, dragging
the boy after him. He was gone for nearly
five minutes, and then came back, flushed,
nervoys, and excited, saying, ashe sat down
opposite me, “I am out of all heart with
that' boy.”

| croachment.

He looked sadly discouraged. I did not
answer. After a few moments, he added,
“Such a temper!—such a will—I never
saw any thing like it " .

But I answered nothing.. What could I
say in approval of my friend’s conduct?
My silence was on the side of his own un-
easy convictions, and he felt it to be so.

“ What am I to do with the child ¢ he
asked, interrogating my unspoken thought.

“To give up to him—to let willand pas-
sion have their sway—can only end in
moral ruin. He must conre under the yoke.
Is it not so #”

“Obedience is essential,” I answered.

“So I think,” he said,—* obedience, at
all hazards.”

I did not assent to this extreme propo-
sition.

“ At all hazards,” he repeated, with in-
creasing force. "y

“It may be well,” . said I, “to look at
the conditions of obedience, before exact-
ing the full measure of obligation.”

“I am not sure that I understand you,”
answered he, with a slightly puzzled air.

“Obedience may be impossible.”

“ Was it impossible for John to lift that

" book from the floor?”

¢ Perhaps,” Isaid.;

“Perhaps !” my friend looked astonish-
ed.

“ Morally impossible, I mean.”

He shook his head doubtfully.

“ A condition may render the easjest act
so difficult of performance, that a man will

. look death in the face, and yet not lift a

hand in attempted execution.. The act in
this case, becomes morally impossible.”
“I do not see how you will apply that
in my boy’s case.” '
“Suppose,” said I, “you were riding in
one of our street cars, and a passenger on

" entering, and before you had time to make

room for him, were to order you in a rough,

_imperative manner, to move; what would

be the result #” )
" “T would sit still in-my place,” answer-
ed my friend. a )

«And yet it would'be the wiser course
to give way, and ‘not. be disturbed by un-
gentlemanly rudencss,”’ :

“ Perhaps it would; but I have that m
me . that would not submit tq unjust en-
I am quick in my resent-
ment, as you know. To gentlemanly de-
meanor, yie,ld every ?“\ing that, is right ;
to rude action, nothing,””



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

150

The Hospital Review.

“Therefore it is that the condition of a
command ma? render obedience a moral
impossibility.” - *-

“It is s0,” answered my friend.

“Has it not often happened,” I con-
tinued, under a momentary blind excite-
ment, yon have said or done things for
which you were sorry, and yet, having
said or done them, would not recede—
growing more ‘persistent-in the degree that
you were assailed: by angry efforts to drive
you from the position taken; although in
your heart, you knew that you were
wrong "

I understood my friend’s character, and
knew its weak side. ‘

“It is as you say,” was his answer, “I
can b¢ lead easily; but all the world can-
not drive me—no, not even to do what is
right? -~ S

* Has it ever occurred to you,” I asked;
after a‘pause, “ that your son is like you in
this respecti”

I saw a quick- change in my: friend’s
countenance. The question had taken him
unawares. A sudden light had streamed
into an obscure coroer of his mind.

“Like me?” His tome was that of a
man just awakening, and in surprise at
some unexpected sight. ‘

“Is it strange that he should be like
you?!” I queried.

“ Perhapg not. 1 am -his father.” —
The surprise had already gone out qf his
voice, which had in it a shade of depres-

sion.
“(Like father, like son.' Tle adage is -

as much founded on immutable law, as
upon observation. In a homlier ‘phrase,
you have a ‘chip of the old block.’—
John’s disposition is very much like, your
own, my friend. He i quick-tempered,
strong-willed, independent, and instinctive-
ly tpposed t6 eoercion—easily led-Lhard
to be driven. * Have you never thought of

this? Never looked in-the clear mirror of .

his unsullied character, and seen a perfect
image of yourself $” o

I\fy friend dropped his head upon his
bosotn, and sat a long time silent.

« The father,” I sald, as he sat musing,
“ re-produces himself in his children, wit
&uch modifiéations as the mother’s lifesmay
give. 1 need not offér/arguménts to ‘prove
the fact ; ‘evety man of 'ratipual‘fercepﬁon
sces that it must be so, under the unvary-
g law of “1ild'producing like. ¥ « -

41 do not gainsay- this,” returned my

friend. “I-believe that it 48 so:- -1 com-
prehend the important truth youm have
stated, that my child bears a likeness to his
fathers But what I do not:see clearly. is,
thei way.in which.] am to deal:with. him.
How am I to! correct, in my:boy, 'the per-
versities which he'has, by inheritance, from
his father?”

“The- first. thigg.” I.answered,: *.is for
you to pity him. @To think compaseionate-
ly.of him, burdewed, as he: is for Iife, with
a hasty temper, aud a stubborn will” |

1 saw the modsture come intomy friend’s
eyes; the firm mouth gave waya little. -

“May I refer“to the scene that passed
here a little while'ago? ” T asked.

“Bpeak freelfj’ returned my friend.

!t “John comnfitted no fault.”

There was a glight motion of surprise in
my friend’s fac’é.ng , P

“ Accidentally he tonched s book, and it
fell to the floor—this, and only‘this”

“ He was cargless,” said my friend, with
a slight effort at %elf-justification.

“You, or 1,"any one, might have done
the same thing. Nay, every day of our
lives, we do jut as careless things, When
the mind is ablorbed, we cannot always

uard our movements. Now,’put yourdelf
1i' John’s place. Imagide the book touch-
‘ed without intention, and- it falls-wpon the
floor; and imagine as sharp a word spoken
to you as yow spoke to him—what state of
mind would have resulted ?” ‘

1 paused for his answer, but he did not
reply. ; ‘ -
“Could yoi have helped the rush of
angry. waves§ Hurt pride—a- semse ‘of
wrong,—blind. frpulse—~-would have made
you' as stubborn as yéu saw hith.” -’

“Perhaps it would.” My friend's eyés
were on the floor. He spoke in a subdued
voice. ‘ N N

“You cannot overcome the' mind’s de-
fects by external force;” I added. “ There
must be a wise,appliance of moral means.
Deal by hind -as you would yourself be
dealt by, in like ciréumstances. Cure-his
disease” by the' remedies that 'reason tells
yon' would heal your own. Weaken his
angry hrillfalneks by rémoving exciteraents
Control 'yourkelf in;-his -presence — hold
back your quick-springing impulses-—never

. let him see you angry, nor find you unjhst

or unreasonsble. ~ Always spésk’ ‘mildly
and kindly:  Help with {is load: of hered-
itary ‘evil temdencies, instead -of adding. 8
part of your own burden to the weak shoul-
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ders of 4 child. If you ‘Gannot control
yourself, with fehson, judgent, yeals, and
experience on your side, What can you
ex,;[)ect from him§¢”

stopped, lest T were pressing home:

upon him too closely.

Just at this moment the dooi opened,
and the child came in. The book siili 1ay
where it had fallen from the table. 1 turn-
ed and saw the little fellow’s questioning
eyes ufon his father’s face. There was'a
look of grief about his lips, Nothing was
said to him ; in fact, no xotice, apparéntly,
taken ofhim. My friend thanged e co.
versation to amiew theme, arid the child sat
‘down, noiselessly, taking as he did a long,
sighing breath. = Presently he slipped from
the chair, and moving quietly to where the
ook 18y on the floor, Hiftéll ‘and placed it
on ‘the table, ‘pusking ¥t 16 some distance
from the edge, in this very act showing his
recogpition of the fault for which he had
been harshly blamed, as oply an accident,
igainst the recurrence of ‘Which he would
gilird, by ‘placing the book whert it would
be in rio danger of falling. 1 woticed an-
other deep breath, as the ‘child’s burdened
heart sought to relieve the pressure that
stijl lay heavily upon it. Then he began
by, slow ‘approaches, to draw near his
father,-and-at'last stood by his'knee. My
friend placed his arm sround him, as ‘he
still talked with me, and: tightened it with
a loving pressure, made stronger by pity
and repentance. John looked up into his
face; and then his father bent down and
kisted him. Reconciled; yet, as there had
been Wwrong and suffering, and the graver
of .memory cuts deepest when feeling is
most intense, was not something. lost jn
that brief struggle between fatherand child
which ¢ould never be rédtored ¢ ‘sométhing
hart, the pain of which would endure
through natural life?

My frienid, with all his-infirmities of tem-
per, had a strong love for children ; a quick,

moral ‘sénse; a love of“right ‘and. justice. -

These were ‘all on the side of 'a truer self-
disciplinarian as affecting the little onés
given to him of God, that they might be
trained for heaven. I saw him afterward,
undér sfronger provocation; ‘and he did
not forget hiﬂse . My presénce may have
revived in his memory'tﬁe« sceme . just- des-
eribed, and so put hjm on his.guard.  Even
if that were so, much was gained; for all
right effort gives a measure of strength, and
erects barriers againét'bvil, "'We ‘bvercome

WXat is wrong in out natural tempers, by
tealsting the impulse to act in the moment
of provocation ; not by tepenting and re-
solving only. The repentance and the reso-
lution are all well enough, and give strength
fot resistance Agafnst the hour of tempta-
tion only in the degrée that we tesist and
fefrain’ in the hotr of Yial do we over-
come and fise superior to our enemies.—
Ladies National Magozink.

What Will You Have?

BY REV. JAMES W. -ALEXANDER, D. D.

The following vivid sketch was intro-
duced by the late Dr. Alexander into his
“Letters to Workingmen.” He writes in
the character of a workingman :

After a day’s work of copying, I was
under the mortifying necessity of waiting
an hour in the tap-room of a low tavern,
to' secure the services of a mail-guard, who
was to carry a parcel for my employer.—
Amid the stioke, the spitting, and the clat-
ter of a crowd of ifin-higunters, I ¢ould not
but find some sabjects for reflection.

. The presiding geniug of the bar wasa
bloated, whiskered young man, whom I

ad long known as the &bandoned son of a
deceased friend. T sighed, and was silent,
Ewver and-anon, as squads of ‘two or three
approached his shrine toreceive and empty
their glasses, and deposit their sixpence,
I heard the short formula of the bachanal
tiinister, * What will you have? brandy ?
gin ¢ punch? What will 'you have?” And
the victims severally made their bids for a
“smaller,” a cock-tail, a sling, or a julep,
as the case might be.

“Methinks I can answer this question,”
gaid Ito myself, as I cast’a glance around
the murky apartment. And first to the
young shoemaker, who, with a pair of
pewly-finished boots, is asking for grog.
“ What will you have#” Young man, you
‘will soon hadve ‘an empty pocket.

There comeés my neighbour, the book
binder. His hand shakes as he raises his
full glass. Ah! Shamnon! I dread to say

it ; but you will have the palsy.

The glasses are washed out, not cleansed,
in the slop“tub under'the barshelf. Now,
a frésh bevy comes wp, cigir in hand.
“ Gentlemen, ‘what will .you -have ¥ I
choose to supll(lly the answer for myself
thus :—The baker there will have an apo-
Plexy or-sidden fall in the shop. ‘The teil-
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or in green glasses will have, or rather has
already, a consumption, And I fear that
the three idlers in their train will have the
next epidemic that shall sweep off our refuse
drunkards.

Sorry am I to see in this den Mr. Scant-
lini: the cooper. Not to speak of himself,
I have reason to believe that both his
grown sons are beginning to. drink, He
looks about him suspiciously. Now he
has plucked up courage. He takes whis-
key. You will bave a pair of drunken sons.

The Lozpital Review,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., MAY 15, 1866.

May.

It is May, gentle reader! A little cool,
we admit—a little frosty even, at times,
and grates still are comfortable—and win-
ter over-coats and basquins have not yet
disappeared—and yet it is May—for lo, are
not the trees all white with blossoms, and
for weeks now have we not heard the rob-
ing singing? Then—chilly as it may be
on this twilight hour, as we write, let us
not forget the warm delicious days we have
had-—those real spring days—real May
days. Now, wedo not propose writing just
now, any odes or rhapsodies to Spring—or
attempting even anything of the sort—al-
though when those first warm lovely days
came—when first the doors and windows
were open to let in her balmy breath—
and when first we heard the robins and saw
the violets, we felt as if there was a great
deal we would like to say about Spring, if we
could, but we couldn't—and we shall not
try now. Its gentle charm—its freshness
has come to your hearts as well as ours
—and the shadows tbo, which its voice
brings back, of other springs—of other
Mays. The sweetness and the sadness of
these beautiful hours, we know you have
felt—and the awaking also, as we trust, in
your hearts, of some new hope—aew joy
—with the new-born Spring.

But we are beginning to sentimentalize,

we foar, and to fall a little into that May-
dreaming and musing which we promised
we would not do. 8o we will stop here—for
we could never, as we said, tell a7 that we

"have been thinking, these sweet May-days

—but we have been thinking of some
things—which, perhaps, it may be well to
tell you. Well, then, we have been think-
ing about oar Hospitsl, and of its many
sick aod invalid ones—and of what we
could do forthem, To-day, as we passed
through the _?treets, and saw the fresh let-
tuce and radighes, and bunehes of aspara-
gus and spindage, &c. &c., we thought of
them. These early vegetables are relished
80 keenly by our patients. We thounght
of them too as we passed the fruit-stands,
heaped with oranges and lemons, and pine-
apples. Fruits of all kinds are so refresh-
ing to the iuvalid. Can we not bring
them some of these first spring vegetables,
and some of these nice fruits, greeting us
at every turn ! And then' can we not bring
flowers? Evérybody loves flowers—but
there is no place where their presence
brings the keen delight, the cheer, and the
comfort, as in a sick-room. Oar woods—
our yards——our gardens—our green-housés
—are full of new bloom—new life. Have
we no flowers for the weary sufferers of
the Hospital, shut out from the gladness
which we enjoy? O let the tender beanty
and the joy which the breath of the new
Spring has brought us, fill our souls, and
blossom in deeds of love and mercy!

.

"Potatoes !

Twelve shillings a bushel for potatoes!
O dear, what are we to do at the Hospital
for potatoes ?  These prices are discourag-
ing—but then we have faith in our friends
nevertheless. We arq sure that there
are those with generous and noble natures
among them who would rather give them
to us in our need, thaneto sell them at even
twelve shillings & bushel! Let us see who
these generous friends are !
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Improvements.

We are gratified to notice the improve-
ments now going on at the, Hospital. The
rooms are being phinted and generally
renovated, and the grounds being put in
order. But alluding to these improve-
ments, leads us to a grateful remembrance of
‘a quantity of nice ornamental trees, recent-
ly planted upon the grounds, contributed
for the purpose by Mr. H. E. Hooker, and "’
for which, we beg he will accept our special |
acknowledgments.

The beautiful and healthful location of
our Hospital, its extensive grounds, its
high and airy rooms, offer unusual attrac-
tions to. invalids and private patients.

More Eggs and Beans.

‘We have had more eggs and beans sent
us this month, as our List of Donations
abundantly testifies-——sspecially deans—but
glas, not a bit of butter! Butter is still,
we know, scarce and high, but never bet-
ter—so fresh, so sweet, and with alf the
deliciousness of flavor which May meadows
and green and sunny hillsides have impart-
ed to it. Who does not like spring butter,
golden as the buttercups, and tasting of
their freshness and perfume? We like it
here at the Hospital, we ean tell you; and
peculiarly grateful it is to our invalids, We
are very thankful for the eggs and the
beans—they were very acceptable, and you
cannot, kind friends, send us too many—
but next time, please don’ forget the but-
ter!

A friend in North Chili writes :

“I hope you will pardon 'me for not sending the
money for the Review ere this lateday. I thought
of not taking it this year; but the little sheet still
comes, and I cannot say ‘stop it.' I think that

those who read it attentlvely, cannot but be in-
terested in the work.”

Hospital Notice:

Packages, including Provigions. Hospital Stores,
&c., should be addressed to “The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenus, between Pruspect and
Raeynolds Streets.” A list of the articles seht,
with the names of the donors, the date of for
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs, Dr.

Mathows,

List of Donatians to the Hospital,
FroM APRIL 15th, T0 MaY 16th 1866.

Mrs. Williams-—A package of Infants’ Clothing.

Mrs. Sarah Howard—L large can of Cherries.

Mlg James Brackett—Barrel of Apples, Dressing

own. i

Mrs. J. O. Pettingell—Bushel of Beahs, bushel of
Beets, bushel of Onious, bow! of Jelly.

Mrs. Mochreka—Can of Tomatoes.

Mrs. A. Smith—Apples and package of Clothing.

Mrs. M. Rochester—Roll of old Cotton & Holders.

Mrs. McKnight—Largé roll of old Cotton and Lin-

nen; a great number of Magazines, Pamphlets

and Papers.

A Friend, by Mrs. Mathews—Roll of old Cotton.

Mrs. Homer Sackett, Avon—2 dozen of Eggs.

Bela Hibbard, Pittsford—Peck of Beans.

J. C. Keeler, Pittsford—Bushel of Potatoes.

Reuben Toby, Pittsford—Half bushel of Potatoes.

Mrs. D. Wooster, Pitteford—Peck of Beans—By
Mr. D. Wooster.

Mrs.\Ira Green, Rush—3 cans of Peaches, 1 can
of Tomatoes.

Little H. D. R. Green—A Testament.

Ladies’ Aid Society, Albion—14 pairs Drawers,
3 Sheets, Pillow, 1 pair Pillow Cases, 19 Nap-
kins, package of Lint and Bandages.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
From ApRm 16th 20 MaY 15th.

Mrs. Dr. Fenn, Mrs. Edward Ray, Mrs.
George J. Whitney, tMrs. F. S. Dewitt;
Charley Dickinsan, Julia Dickinson, Fair-
port; Miss M. A. McDowell, 2 years,
Mra. R. Gorsline, Mrs. C. M. Lee, 2 years,
Mrs. A. Waite, North Chili—By Mrs.

Perkins,........... [ T, $6 00
Mrs. James Pray, Mra. Isaac Pray, Mrs.
A. Norton, Mount Matris; Mrs. Samuel
Vance, Groveland—By Miss Maggie Cul-
L e T 2 00
Mrs. Wm. Davis, Mrs. Cone—By Mrs.
Woodward, «.ocoviiiennineninnns ... 100
Mrs. E. Brooks—By: Mrz. Dr. Strong, .... 0 50
Mrs. Steele, Mrs. F. Starr, Mr. J. W. Adams
—By Mrs. Dr. Mathews, ..... wnsmsens 1 50
Cash Receipts for April, 1866.
City Patients,. .cc.covvveviiinineians $480 16
County Patient8y..ceeveaiaraiearnaa. 293 83
Private Patients,. ... ....ccoviiiennnns 146 25
DONATIONS,
Capt. H. G. Hamilton, for luxuries for the
801ATOrS, iiviirriidiiiaeiiiaiianns . 00
0 50

A. P. Seaman, Pittsforﬁ sasmssnssasssea

L. D. Mitchell, © ‘... .. ........

E. Underhill, B i iiaenieees 1 00
By D. Wooster, Esq. g

Superintendent’s, Report for April

1866. April 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 46
Received during the month, 12—~58
mmh““ N " 23

May 6. Remainingin Hospital, g
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Ehitdven's Pepaviment,

For the Hodpital Review.
Little Monte’s Dog.
My Dear LirtLE CBILDREN:

Little Monte, of whom those who read
the Review must have heard before this
time, has requested us to tell the children
about his dog; and as Monte is such a
nice little boy, so earnest in his friendship
and zeal for the soldiers and the Hospital,
we could not refuse, and are sure that thée
¢hildren will be pleased to hear that he has
such 2 little pet for a'playmate—for Monté
has no little brothers or sisters. But such
afanny name ! “ Buzz!” Only think, Buzz!
He is alittle delicite black-ahd-tan dog,
with a pretty little collar around his neck.
His ears have been trimmed—but we must
confess we cannot see any very good rTea-
son for clipping a dog's ears—but suppose
men have some idea that they are made
more beautiful by it ;—brt we are so old,
we cannot see that they are, As he-grows,
we suppose Monte will teach hitn some
very remarkable tricks, and he will afford
him many hours of pleasure. But his size
will prevent him from doing such things as
Newfoundland dogs ean do. He is very
bﬁnhiug now, and is just the dog for a lit-
tle boy like Monte. 'We have had such a
very shoft acquaintance with Buzz, that
we presume we have not told ope half of
the fine things that might be said of him,
but we will only add that if we have not
dote Buzz justice in this introduction, we
we will try and find some one who will be
able, from better acquaintance, to do so.

We found in thie Daily Ezpress, a few
days ago the following story of a New-
foundland dog, which ‘we thirk, ‘will not
only interest children, but their parents—

-who know how ‘Preciotis these little ones

are, and how happy a mother must be
whose child is thus restored to her.

'AUNTIE.

A THRILLING INCIDENT,

Returnitig from s visit to New Orléans,
we were fortunate gnough to secure a pass:
ape in a stéamboatwith but few passengers.
Among the ladies gne especially interested
us. She was ‘tl}e dow of a wealthy plant:
er, and was retufting with an only child
to her father’s hotlie. Her dévotion to the
child was very touching, and the eyes of
her old black nurse would fill with tears a8
phe besought her mistress !‘not to love
%hat boy too much, or the Lord would take

im Away from heh.”

We passed through the canal at Louis-
ville and stopped for a few minutés at the
wharf, when the nurse, wishing- to see the
city, walked out on the guard at the back
of the boat, where, by a sudden effort, the
child sprang frotn her arms into thie terrible
current that swept towards the falls, and
disappeared jmmiediately. The confusion
which ensued attracted the attention of a
%entleman who was in the front part of the

oat quietly reading. Rising hastily, he
asked for some article the child had worn.
The nurse handéd him a tiny apron he
had torn off the tliild in her arms. Turn-
ing to a splendid Newfoundland dog that
was eagerly watching his countenance, he
pointed first to ‘the apron, and then to the
spot where the ¢lild'had gode hdtter.

In an instant the noble dog leaped intb
‘the rushing water, and .he also soon disap-
peared. By this time the excitement was
lntense, and some pérsons on shore sup-
posing the dog was lost, as well as the
child, procared s ‘boat and started off in
search of the body.. Just at this moment
the dog was seen far awaﬂ with something
in his mouth. Bravely he struggled with
the waves; but it was evident that his
strength was fast' failing, and more than
one breast gave aFigh of relief as the boat
reached him, and,it was announced that
he had saved the hild, and was still alive.
They were brought to the shore—the dog
and the child.

Giving a glafife to satisfy herself that
the child was reafly living, the young mo-
ther rushed forward, and sinking beside the
dog, threw her arms around his neck and
burst into tears. ' Not many could view the
gight unmoved, and as she caressed and kiss-
ed his shdggy head, she looked up to his
owner and said—* Ob, sir, I must have
this dog! I amri¢h; take all I have, every-
thing, but give me my child's preserver!”
The gentleman smiled, and patting the
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éog’s head, said—* T am very gY&d he has
been of service to you but nothing could
induce me to part with him.”

The Death of the Dove.
The song-birds met in the weéping ash,
And the moumf'ul,mavis*”s#:id. oL
#No more let our hearts be turned to mirth,
For the turtle-dove is dead.

“Go, seek the fold where the lambkin playé,
And gather the snowy flecce;

Weave 2 silken shiroud, and with blossoms make
A pall for the bird of peace.”

Then the finches gathered the thistle down,
And rifled the chezry-blooms ;

And the linnets toiled on the apple boughs,
As weavers by crimson looms.

And the larks t!lnbl'ovld.el'efli the blooming-imy
By curtains of clover-heds;

While the blackbirds toled ju the tangled brake
‘With mosses and silver threads.,

Then ere the dial of day went down,
They finished the work of love; L

And when the. lamps of the glow-worm burned,
They buried the turtle-dove.

And the robins piped a funeral dirge
From the sprays of the golden broom;

And the swallows, beautiful architects,
Were the builders of the tomb.

* A thrush.
A Candle as a Beacon.

Jean Ingelow’s new book, “ Storigs Told
to a Child,” published-by Roberts Broth
ers, has an account of the patient persever-
ance of a poor woman in one of the Ork-
ney Islands, (whose father was lost in a
4torm,) in setting a beacon in her window.
“There is on this island a huge rock, called
the “Lonely Rock,” dangerous to naviga-
tors. She says:

The Jong time ago of which I mean to
tell, was a wild night in March, during
which, in a fisherman's hut ashore, sat a
young girl at her spinging wheel, and look-
ed out on the dark, driving clouds, and
listened, trembling, to the wind and the
sed, H

The morning light dawned at last. One
boat that should have -been riding on_ the
waves was missing—her father’s boat ! and
half a mile from his cottage her father's
body was washed @p on the shore.

This happened fifty yeprs ago; and fity
years is a long time in the life of a human
being; fifty years is a long time to go on
in such a course as the woman did of whom
I am speaking. She watched her father's
body, according to the custom of her peo-
ple, till he was laid in the grave. Then
she lay down on her bed and slept, and by
night got up and set a candle in her case-
ment, as a beacon to the fishermen and a
guide. She sat by the candle all night,
and trimmed it and spun; then when the
day dawned she went to bed and slept in
the sunshine. )

So many hanks as she had spun before
for her daily bread, she spun still, and one
over, to buy her nightly candle; and from
that time o this, for fifty years, through

outh, maturity and old age, she has turn-
ed night into day, and in the snow-storms
of winter, through driying mist, deceptive
moonlight, and solemn Egr{'ness, thaj north-
ern harbor has never once been without
the light of her candle.

. How many lives she saved by this can-
dle, or how many a meal she won by it for
the starving families of the boatmen, it is
t ! £ men, 1t 1
impossible to say ; how many a dark night
the fishermen, dependfpg on it, went fear-
lessly forth, cannot.now be told., There.it
stood, regular as a light-house—steady, as
constant care could, make it. Always
brighter when daylight waned, they hag
only to. keep it, constantly in view, an
they were safe;, there was but one thing
that conld intercept if, and that was the
rock. However far they might have
stretched out to sea,they had only to bear
down straight for that lighted window, and
they were sure of a safe entrance into the

arbor. ) . ]

Fifty years of lifa and labor—fifty years
of sleeping in the sanshine—fifty years of
watching and self-denial, and all to feed
the wick and trim the flame of that one
candle! But if we look upon the recorded
lives of great men, gnd just men, and wise
men, few of them cpn show fifty years of
worthier, certainly of not more successful
labor. Little, indged, of the * midnight
oil” consumed during the last half century
so worthily deserved the trimming. Hap-
Ey woman—and bat for the dreaded rock

er great charity might never have been
called into exercise;

But what db the-boatmen and the boat-
men’s wives think of this? Do they: pay
the woman :
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No, they are very poor; but poor or

rich, they know better than that.

Do they thank her?

No. Perhaps they feel that thanks of
theirs would be inadequate to express their
obligations; or, perhaps, long years have
made the lighted casement so familiar, that
they look upon it as a matter of course.

‘Sometimes the fishermen lay fish on her
threshold, and set a child to watch it for
her till she wakes; sometimes their wives
steal into her 'cottaie, now she is getting
old, and spin a hank or two of thread. for
her while she slumbers; and they teach
their children to pass her hut quietly, and
not to sing and s]g)out before her door lest
they should distyrb her. That is all.
Their thanks are not looked for—scarcely
supposed to be due. Their grateful deeds
are more than’she expects, and as much
as she desires.

How often, in the far Jistance of my
English home, I have awoke in a wild win-
ter night, and while the wind and storm
were rising, have thought of that northern
bay, with the waves dashing against the
rock, and have pictured to myself the case-
ment, and the candle nursed by that bend-
ing, aged figare. How delighted to know
that through her untiring charity, the rock
has long lost more than half its terrors, and
to consider that, curse though it may be to
all besides, it has most surely proved a
blessing to her.

Few persons, like this woman, “let their
light shine” so brightly for good.

A Little Boy’s Prayer.

A dear little boy never closed his eyes at night
without repeating these verses. They are, you
see, a little prayer in poetry. He did not say
them thonghtlessly—he felt every word; and
God answered the prayer by giving him his grace,
and making him a little believer.

Lord, look upon a little child,
By nature sinful, rude, and wild ;
O put thy gracious hands on me,
And make me all I ought to be.

Make me thy child, a child of God,
‘Washed in my Saviour's precious blood ;
And my whole sou), from sin set free,
A little vessel full of thee.

O Jesus, take me to thy breast,

And bless me that I may besblest;
Both when I wake, and when I sleep,
‘Wilt thon my soul in safety keep ?

The Boy that would not let his Sister
Want.

A Frencli paper says that Lucille Romee,
a pretty little girl with blue eyes and fair
hair, poorly but neatly clothed, was brought
before’ the Sixth Court of Correction under
a charge of ¥hgrancy.

“ Dges an‘;hgo;e glﬁm you?” asked the
magistrate. i

“Ah! my good sir,” said she, “I have
no longer any friends; my father and
mother are dead—I have only my brother
James, but he is as young as I am. Oh,
dear! what conld he do for me !”

“The court must send you to the house
of correction.”

“Here I am, sister—here I am ! do not
fear!” cried a ehildish voice from the other
end of the court. And at the same in-
stant a little boy, with a sprightly counte-
nance started from amid the crowd and
stood before the Judge.

“Who are you?” said he,

“James Romee, the brother of this poor
little girl.”

“Your age?”

“ Thirteen.”

* And what do you want{”

“T come to claim Lucille.”

“But have you the means of providing
for her §”

“Yesterday I had not, but now I have.
Don’t be afraid Lucille.”

“Oh, how good you are, James.”

“But let us see, my boy,” said the-
magistrate, “the conrt is disposed to do
all it can for your sister. However, you
must give us some explanation.”

“ About a fortnight ago, sir,” continued
the boy, “ my poor mother died of a bad
cough, for it was very cold at home. We
were in a great trouble. Then 1 said to
myself, I will become an artizan, and when
I znow a good trade I will support my sis-
ter. I went apprentice to a brush maker.
Every day I used to carry her half my din-
ner, and at night I took her secretly to m{
room, and she slept in my bed, while
slept on the floor, wrapped in my blouse.
But it appears the poor little thing had
not enough to eat, for, unfortunately, one
day she begged on the Boulevard. When
I heard she was taken up, I said to myself,
“eome, my boy, things cannot last so; you
must find something better,” I very much
wished to becoms an artizan, but at last
decided to look for a place. I have fouud
a very good, one, where I am lodged, fed,
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and clothed, and have twesty francs &,
month. Thave also found 4 good woman,
who, for these twenty francs, will take care
of Lucille and teach her neédle-work. I
claim my sister.

“My boy,” said the magistrate, * your
conduct is- honorable. The ¢ourt encour-
ages you to persevere in this course and
vou will prosper.”

The court then decided to render up
Lucille to James, and she was going' from
the bar to join her brdther, when the
magistrate smilingly said, “ you cannot be
set at liberty until to-morrow.”

“Never mind, Lucille, I will come and
fetch you early to-morrow. (To the magis-
trate,) I may kiss her, may I not, sir?”

He then threw himself into the arms of
his sister, and both wept warm tears of
affection.

Miscellanconz,

An Obliging Disposition.

There is nothing like an obliging dispo-
sition, I thought to myself, one day when
traveling in a railway car from Boston to
Worcester, seeing a gentleman put himself
to considerable trouble to land another
gentleman, who' had fallen msleep at his
destination.

“ Passengers for West Needham "’ cried
out the condactor—* the car stops but one
minute.”

“Hallo!” exclaimed a young man in
spectacles, at the same time seizing an
old gentleman by the shoulders, who was
sleeping very soundly, “here’s Captain
Holmes fast asleep, and this is West Need-
ham, where he Jives. Come, get up, Capt.
Holmes, here you are.”

The gentleman got upon his feet and
began to rub his eyes, but the young man
forced him ‘along to the door’of the car,
and gently landed him on the roadside.
Whiz wenj the steam and we began to fly
again. The obliging young man took his
seat again, and #aid with 2 gpod deal of
satisfaction to somebody near hjm— Well,
if it hadnt been for me, Capt. Holmes
would have missed his home fincly. But
here he has left his bundles:” and thg
young man picked up a paper parcel an
thte:rgit out,.P “ Wellg' he eaid l:\ga,iu, “if
it hadn’t been for me Capt. Holmes would
have missed his bundles finely.”

When we stopped at the next statiou, a

lady began to rummage under the seat
where Capt. Holmes had been sitting, and
exclaimed in great alarm :

“1 can’t find my bundle.”

“Was it done up in a piece of brown
paper{” I asked. .

“Yes it was, to be sure,” said the lady.

“Then,” said I, * that young man yon-
der threw it out of the window at the last
stopping place.”

This led to a scene between the obliging
young man and the old lady, which ended
by the former taking the address of the
latter, and promising to return the package
in a few days provided he should ever find
it.

“ Well,” said the obliging young man,
“catch me doing a good-natured thing
again. What can I do for that poor wo-
man, if I cannot find her bundle #”

Whiz went the steam, ding, ding, ding,
went the bell, the dust flew, the sparks
flew, and the cars flew, as they say, like
lightning, till we stopped again at the next
station, I forgot the name of it now, but it
would be of no consequence if I could re-
member it. An old gentleman started up
and began to poke under the seat where
Capt. Holmes had sat. i

“What are you looking for #” I inquired.

“ Looking for ¥’ said the .old gentleman,
“why, I am*looking for my bundle of

* clothes.”

“Was it tied up in a yellow handker-
chief?’ I asked.

“Yes, aud nothing else,” said the old
man.

“ (x00d heavens,” exclaimed the obliging
youung man, “I threw it out of the car at
Needham : I thought it belonged to Capt.
Holmes.”

“ Capt. Holmes !” exclaimed the old fel-
low, with a look of despair, “ who is Capt.
Holmes? That bandle contained all my
clean clothes, that I was to wear at my
son’s wedding to-morrow morning. Dear
me, what can I do”

Nothing could be done but to.give his
address to the obliging young man as be-
fore, and console himself, with the promise
that the bundle should be returned to him,

| provided it was ever found. The obliging

young man was now in despair, and made
another polemn vow that hy would never
attempt to be obliging again. The next
station was his landing pldce, and as he
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went toward the door of the car, he saw a
silver headed cane, which he took hold of
and read the inscription on it, * Moses
Holmes, East Needham.”

“ Well,” again exclaimed the obligin
youn% man, “if here isn’t Capt. Holmes
cane |’

“Yes,” said a gentleman, who got in at
the last station, * and the old man is lame,
t6o. He will miss his stick.”

“Do you know him?’ inquired the
obliging young man. : ’

: “%(now him? I should think so,” replied
the gentleman’; “he is my uncle.” -

“ And does he live at East Needham #”
asked the obliging young man.

“Of course he does. He never lived
anywhere else,” ‘

“Well, if it don’t beat everything,” said
the obliging young man, “and I put him
out at West Needham, a mile and a half
the other side of his home.”

Novel Letter Carrier.

There is a dog at Peckham, in England,
belonging to'a fish-monger and poulterer,
which acts as a very clever messerger.
When his master is far away, and wants
any thing from his shop, he ties a note to
the d?f's' neck, when the‘sagdciods animal
immediately runs off home. *He oftén Tuns
a mile in less than five' minutés, and when
he arrives at the shop, he goes straight to
his mistress; who opens-thé note and then
sends off what is required. The dog never
manifests any inclination to run home, un-
til he sees his master getting the note ready,
and then he is anxious to be off.

A person who suspected that & minister
of his acguaintance was not truly ortho-
dox, went 'to him'and said, «8ir, I am told
you are against the perseverance of the
saints.”” *“ Not I, indead !”  answered he;
“it is the perseverance of sinners that I
oppose.””  The other replied, “But that is
not a satisfactory answer. Do you think
that & child of God cannot fgll very low
and yet be restoredf” The minister an-
swered, “I think it will be very dangerous
to make the experiment.”— Vital Godli-
788,

"~ Porsons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are. réferred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant physician,

Agents.
The following Tudies have kindly consented 1o
aot a8 Agentgifor the Hospilal Review:

Miss Maagare CurBERTS0Y, East Groveland.
“ L. A, BriLER,Peiry Ceutre,
“ E. A, C. Havgs, Rochester.
“ MaRy W. Davig, -
Mrs, C.'F.'SPEN::EB, “
“ " J. B. KNI#FEN, \ tclof”
** Prrse D. DavexporT, Lockport,
Miss MaRy BROWN, Perinton. !
Mrs. 8. W. HaMILTON, Fairport.
Miss Apa MILT R, W
“ Juria M'CHES\EY, Spencerport.
“ Linan J. RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PEEBE WHITMAN; Scottsburg.

List of our Little Agents.
LanDa BRoNSON, Rochester,
Maceme Hamruron, “

MaRY BRrRINg, . - ¢

FaNNY and ELva CoLBURN, Rochester.
Fa~xy PoMEROY, Pittefleld, Mass.
8. Hati, Henrjetta, -
JENNTE-HURD, Rochester,

CARRIE NEFF, “

H. F. VICKERY, *

BeNNY 'WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SaMUEL B. Woop, Rochester.
L1BBIE RENFREW, “

ELra VaN Zawpt, Albany.
Mary WarsoN, Rochester.
JuLia A. Davis, ¢

NExLLIE COoLLINS, “

@ﬂmﬁmmzm.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

——

Pr. Sq.;11nseition $1 00 | QuarterColumn,..:..810 00

Three Months, 200 One Third Column,,.. 12 00
8ix Months, . 8 00 gm' CYlumn, 1 Yenr, 15 00
One Year,........ b 00 ne Column, 1 Xesr, 26 00

A Column; contains eight Bquares.

A. 8. MANN. & CO.
37 AND 39 STATE STRERT, have Just receiv-
edalotof " ° o -
SILK WARP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses.
Apri, 1865,

A.S8. MANN & CO.

37 and 39 State Street,

HAVE' received another large lot of NEW
1 SILKS, which they offer to purchasers dt
Grear PaRGAINS. The lot comprises BLACK,
BROWNMGREEN, BLUE, LAVENDKR, and
every: other tesirable color. Also, a full assort-
ment of

BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,
at the lowest prices. April, 1866.
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" THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY
OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N, Y.
The following are the Prices: -
YOUNG HYSON,...§1, $1.10 and $1.25 per lb.
OOLONGS, ... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 7
MIXED TLAS, .+80c., 90c. ahd $1.00
PERIAL,.............. sl and $1.25
COLORED JAPAN, best,’.....$1.26 "
GLISH BREAKFAST .$1 and $1.20
‘GROUND COFFEE,... 30(;. 30c, and 40c.

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
a8 to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which the Company sell
them in New York ; and every pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is Waiesnted to give entire satisfac-
tipn, or they can retumed and the money re-
funded.

“We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,

of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 8o low as to make it a special objeet for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to del;ja with us,
'The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,
62 Buffalo Street

April, 1866. 1y

Water Lime and Plaster.
RE MOV A L.
M. M. MATHE\‘VS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street
Where they will ‘céntinue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Mason’s
goods.  6m¥ oghester, N. Y., April, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUIJ

SPRING DRY GOODS.

WE are oW opemng ‘the LARGEST ‘and FIN-
EST STOCK 6f SPRING GOODS that we
have ever offered to our customers. The stock
comprises_everything new and desirable in the
line of DRY GOODs.

We invite every one to call and examine our
goods and prices. A. 8. MANN & CO,,

April, 1866. " 37 and 39 State St.

CURRAN & GOLER,

BUCOMBEORS TO B. KING & 0O,

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALQO STREET,
Opposite the Court Eonse.

JRochester, N. Y.

RICHARD OUBEAN. Apri],'66-1y* @, W. GOLER.

UNION ICE COMPANY,

IC? plied on nasonable terms, to Private
'ami es, &c. by week; month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

U5~ Orders left-at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM SA-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, oppome the Court House,

will be prom; ed t
Marcllxngs Iiﬁ ﬁfn L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufactqnng Cols Highest Premmm

Sewing Ma,chlne,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

These Machines are far in advance of all
petinon, and sold at such pnces as to come with-
in the reach of &ll who require & perfect Sevﬁng
Machine.

VERY IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of le THEEAD _upon the heaviest

fabric.
S. W. DIBBLE, AGEXT,

54 Buffalo Street, Eagle ﬁotel Block,
March 15, 1865. Rochester, N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27 29 & 81 Exchange St
ROGHESTER, N.\.

GiLMaN H, Pr UEINS.

CHas. F. Surra.

[Rstablished in 1626.]
Jan. 1865. tf
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
T OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866.

CEXCELSIOR.”

Tﬂsl;:onmnﬂon of the publlo 18 called to the * EXCEL
Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,

ever invented— glve more heat with less fuel than any
otlier In mg d for heating one or two rooma.
Also, to'thé ol lebnte‘d Cooking Stove,

A SAMARITAN,”
The grestest in’ tion of the day.
These Btoves @e manufactured by John T. Rathbone.

Albuny, and for ghle in this c"ﬁ h{'l’ R REYNOLDS
“'Main Streat.

1y

Roohenter, .Junury 1865,
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N, Y.

ALFRED S. LANE, mch, 1868. 1y CTYRUS ¥, PAINE.
JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main 8t., Rochester,
Jan. 15, 1866.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

T A s .

B3 08 2160 58 {0 ed
r a4 X

¥ VIRV L

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE" took the Goid Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York. Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
bave noequal as a Fawily or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to ténbge “fits.”  Does its work alike

cach dby. 8,

1. Its simplicity and great mrfe of work,

2. Its making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot, - )

8, The reversible feed motion operated by slmﬁl!y -
in« & thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the seam.

4. The perfect finish and substantial manner in which
the machine is made,

5. The rapidity of its working,.and the quality of the
work done,

8. Its self-adjusting tension.

The “ FLORENCE™ will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heavicst Pitot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. A a Tullor’s manufucturing machine,
or family wachine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular,

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machiges
ay say, but ses the Florence befdre purchasing any other
an ud’ige for yourself,

All kindas of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladles' Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manuer, by
competent operators,

Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office,

voms over 29 Htate street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount mude to those Who buy to sell agatn,
For particulars address

CHAB. SPENCER HALL, General A?X’

Nov. 15, 1865, Rochester,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A, WAYTE,
Dealers 1a oll kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
BMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETO,
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y,

T GEORGE MKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF grom; & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory maunner.

All orders left as above, or at hia residence, on Ely 8t.,
will receive prompt attention.

Oct. 1865,

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArcADE HALL
No. T EXCHANGE Pubz, }ROOFFS;MR' N.Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

THE OLD & RESPONSIELE
D. LEARY’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y.

{35 The reputatidm &f this Dye House since
1828, has induced gthers to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of qur
building, to mislead the public.

. NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Uentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out rippiné: and pressed njcely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every @ecription, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms. » 7
v Goods dyed blaclk eyery 'ﬁursday.-‘

All goods returped . eek,

13 Goodd recéived and returned by Express.

Bills collected by ExpressCo.

Address ‘D, 'LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1865. Rochester, N.Y.

E. N. BugLL,
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For the Hospital Review,
June.

Fragrant breath of myriad roses—
Odorous hills of new-mown hay—
Wild birds’ freshest, gladdest music,
Filling all the summer day,
Through the sunlit air i§ coming,
Drowsily the bees low humming,
Nestling in the lily-bell—
And the purple Asphodel.

On the far-off hills lie shadows—
Rifts of sunshine all ablaze—"
In the valleys, both are braided,
In a soft, delicious haze, )
And below, the creeping' river,
Where the ripples dance and quiver,
Mourning softly all day long,
8till the same low liquid song.

Nota leaf of June has faded,
Spicy odors, perfumed sweet,
Drift above the dewy clover,
‘When the day and night-time meet.

And the blood-red roses glowing

By the white ones, softly snowing
Their pale leaves, like flakes cf snow—
On the mossy bank below.

In the land beyond the river
That divides your home and mine—
Are the days that dawn celestial—
And the night-times more divine?
Bend and tell me, white-robed m.':gjl,
‘Whisper down this new evangel:
Is the heaven so far away,
Fairer than our earth to-day?

Mgrs. B. FrRaANK ENoS.

Comfort in God’s Word.

¢ For all have sinned, and come short of
the glory of God.”—Rom. 3: 23.

If we could not hear a Father's voice
proclaiming mercy, how would such texts
sink us in despair; but, trusting in the ef-
ficacy of that blood which cleanseth from
all sin, we need not fear—only comply with
the gracious call, “wash and be clean,”
the fountain is open—all may come. How
universal the charge: “all have sinned ;"
“sin is the transgression of the law;” the
penalty of sin is death, eternal death;
“whosoever offendeth in one point, is
guilty of all:” where then is our hope ¢
“There is no other name under heaven
given among men, whereby we may be
saved.”

% No voice can sing, no heart can frame,
Nor can the memory find

A sweeter sound than Jesus' name,
The Saviour of mankind."”
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“ Therefore, I take pleasure in infirmi-
ties, in reproaches, in necessities, in perse-
cutions, in distresses, for Christ’s sake ; for
when I am weak, then I am strong.”

—2 Cor. 12: 10.

What a high attainment, even to take
pleasure in infirmities. How could St.
Paul do this? only because it made Christ
more precious to his sonl. When we feel
the burthen of sin, and realize our utter
helplessness, then is our Saviour altogether
lovely in our eyes ; then do we desire Him
and seek after Him with all our hearts, It
is when we feel our weakness, that we lean
upon him who is strong; when our neces-
sities press upon us, we are led to the foun-
tain of all falness—in persecutions, we flee
to Christ,as arefuge in our distresses, Christ
is a “great rock in a weary land—we rest
upon the sympathy of our *elder brother.””

*¢ Calmly, Lord, in Thee we rest,
No fears our trust shall move;

Thou knowest 'what for each is best,
And thou art Perfect Love.” R

Belected for the Review.
Search the Scriptures.

“T have somewhere read of a silver egg,
once curiously fashioned for a present.for
a Saxon Queen. Within the outer case
was found a yolk of gold. Open the yolk,
and there was the form of a beautiful
bird, bright plumaged with. precions stones.
Press the wings of the bird and it flew
open, displaying a crown jewelled and ra-
diant; and still within the crown, sustain-
ed by a spring, was a ring of diamonds,
just fitted to the Queen’s finger.

“Thus is it, with every promise of the
gospel. There is a covenant within each
covenant; there are decrees within decrees;
there are purposes within purposes. How
much of the gospel is lost because it is
not studied. How few even of the most
intelligent believers ever find their way far
enough within the springs to gain the
crown for their own wearing, or the rin
of God’s choicest love for themselves.”

“Thig world is full of beauty, as other worlds

above, .
And if we did our gduty,. it might be full of
love.” ~

Baby is. King,
A rose-curtained cradle, where nestled within
Soft cambric and flannel, e pounds geventeen,
Is the throne of a tyrant—that pink little thing
Ts an autocrat sugust, for Baby i§ King.

Good, solemn grandfathpr dares hardly fo speak

Or walk, lest the sleeper should hear hig boots
creak.

Grandma is a martyr, in habits and.cap,.

Which the inonarch unsettles as wetl as her nap.

Papa, wise and mighty, just home from the House,

Grows meek on the threshold, and moves like a
mouse. )

To stare at the bundle; then outward he goes,

Like an elephant trying to walk on his toes.

The queen of, the ball-room throws loyally down
Before him the roses she wore in her crown,
And sings little lave songs of how she loves best
The fair baby blossom she rocks on her breast.

Good aunties and cousins before him bow low,

Though he rumples the ringlets, twists collar and
bow ;

He bids the nurse walk with his majesty's self,

And cries when she stops like a merciless elf.

He flings right and left his saucy fat fist,

‘And then the next moment expects to be kissed;
He d ds people’s watches to batter about,
And meets a refusal with struggle and shout.

Then failing-to conquer, with passionate cry
He quivers his lips, keeps a tear in his eye;
And so winsthe battle, this wise little thing,
He knows the world over that Baby is King.

My Dear Mrs. Anyzr:

I cut the following from: an Eastern pa-
per, where. it appears in quotation marks.
I do not'know the author, but am sure its
trath will be acknowledged by all: A.

“Nature knows no rich, who brought us
all poorin the world. For we are not born
with fine clothes, nor with gold and silver.
She who brought us into the world without
clothes and food, will recejve us again quite
as naked into her bosom. She does not
know how to contain our possession and
estates in the grave. A little space of
ground after death is enough for both rich
and poor. Nature then produces all alike,
and makes us all die withont any difforence.
Who can find ot the different conditions
of the dead? Open the sepulchres, view

| the dead bodies, move the ashes, and. dis-
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tinguish, if you can, the rich from -the
poor. Perhaps you will know him by the
magnificence of his tomb, which only shows
you that he possessed more goods, or rather
that he hath lost more than the poor man
has. I wonder that men do not put feath-
ers into their dying pillows. I wonderthat
people do not soften the mattresses on
which they shall finally die, breathing dif-
ficulty away with their last breath, by
thinking that they have made beds of sofi-
ness for some of their oppressed, starving
fellow creatures to rest upon in lifa I
wonder that people who have money, do
not know the bliss, the joy, of using it
while they live. Using it while they live,
that is the test; not giving it away after
death.”

Mr. Selden’s Revenge,

THE WEAKNESS OF REVENGE AND THE POW-
ER OF KINDNESS.

Mr. Selden was a lawyer iu the town of
B——. He was as intelligent, upright,
kind-hearted, pious man. But he had a
neighbor who was very different. Jacob
Mills, “Old Jake,” as he was ealled by the
boys of the neighborhood, lived by Mr. Sel-
den in an old tumble-down house in which
he had been born and broughtup, and which
he would neither sell or repair, so that in
time it came to be the one blot on an other-
wise pleasant and tidy-looking street. Old
Jake was a miser; that is, he preferred to
hoard up his money rather than spend it in
making himself and others comfortable. So
he lived year after year in thedingy, chilly
old house with no one to take care of him but
a woman whom he hired to come intwice a
week to cook some food for him and mend
his elothes ; though as to the latter, he was
not very particular how they looked.

The boys used to peep in at his windows
and watch him counting over his gold and
putting it carefully up in the old russet
trunk ; till one night he happened to cateh
them at it, and after that he always put up
the shutters and bolted the door at night-

fall Finally, the woman who had taken

care of him for a long time was obliged to

0 away from B. to live. He had not paid
ger,anything for more than two years, sl-
ways putting her off when:she asked for
‘her wages, and promising to pay her at the
next-quarter day, or else tfm‘g 80 angry
Ahat she dared not.press the matter. DBut

now that she was going away, she plucked
up courage, and told old Jake she must
have bher money, stating the sum he owed
her. Old Jake swore he did not owe her
so much, and finally refused to.give her
anything unless she would stay another
six months.

The poor woman went to Mr. Selden
and asked his help. Luckily she had old
Jake’s written promise to pay her so much
a month; for, knowing how miserly he was,
she had exacted that when she began to
work for him. So Mr. Selden took the pa-
per over to the old man, and told him if
he did not pay the bill forthwith he would
be prosectted. Jacob was in a great rage,
as_you may imagine, but knowing very
well that if he went to law the case would
go against him, and he should have more
to pay, he at last reluctantly handed over
the amount—small enough, indeed, but
great in the eyes of the poor old money-
loving man.

After this, Mr. Selden became the object
of his special hatred. Old Jake blamed
him for the loss of his precious dollars, and
threatened vengeance against him and his.
He was too much afraid of the law to do
any open mischief, but he found many se-
cret ways of annoying and injuring his
neighbor. If Mr. Selden’s hens happened
to fly over the fence into old Jake's yard
they never came back, though there was
no garden for them to spoil.  If Mrs. Sel-
den had a particularly large washing en
the lines he would build a bon-fire so as to
have the smoke and soot blow on the
clothes, Mary Selden’s pet Kkitten was
thrown over the fence with- its poor little
paws cut off, and old Jake bought a vie-
ious dog, though he could hardly bring
himself to keep a creature that devoured
so mach food, who was taught to bark and
snap at the children on their way to and
from school.  Luckily, after about six
months, “tax day” came round, and Jake,

"unwilling to pay two dollars even for the

sake of tormenting the Seldens, gave him
up to be killed.

8o it went on for several years. Finally,
to crown all, Mr. Selden’s cow died sud-
denly, and was found to have been poison-
ed. Nothing could be proved 'as to who
did it, and so no redress could be had,
By this time Mrs. Selden’s ‘patience had
about run out. Mary a time she begged
her husband to go and threaten Jake with
some sort of punishreent if-he did not stop
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such wicked treatment of those who had
done nothing to deserve it.. Mr, Selden,
too, was much irritated, especially at the
loss of his cow, which, besides being a val-
uable one, had been a great pet in the fam-
ily, and long-suffering as he had been, the
lawyer felt that he conld not bear old
Jake’s annoyances much longer without
some remonstrance.

While he was pondering what it was best
to do, the miser suddenly fell sick of a fe-
ver, and now he was miserable indeed.
The fever was severe, and nurses was diffi-
cult to be had. Several were unwilling to
go because of the old man's miserly hab
its and bad temper, knowing that probably
the pay they would get would be accom-
panied with his lasting hatred.* So it hap-
pened that at the worst stage of the di-
sease he was left entirely alone, as Mr. Sel-
den happened to find on going home ftom
his office one evening. He sat down to
read his news-paper as usual, but his kind
heart could not rest at the thought of his
poor neighbor lying there alone and sick.

“ Wife,” said he at length, “I am goin,
to have our docter for Jacob, and to wate
with him to night; I wish you would give
me some of that jelly we had for dinner,
and some wine to carry over.”

I don't like to have you go,” said his
wife; “I am afraid Jake will kill you if he
sees you in his house, he hates you so.”

“He is too sick for that,” replied Mr.
Selden; and taking the comforts which his
wife had prepared, he went over to the
gloomy old house, sending his little son for
the doctor, ‘

Pitiful indeed was the scene that met
his gaze on entering the room where old
Jake lay tossing on his bed, without fire,
without light, uttering wild delirious cries,
and then sinking back, exhausted, into a
kind of stupor, Mr, Selden tried to make
the poor man a little more comfortable,
lighted a fire, sent home.for a shaded lamp
and a book or two, and prepared to pass
the night in the sick room. The doctor
anticipated a crisis of the disease during
the night, but it did not come till the next
day just at evenin

A nurse had meanwhile been ‘procured,
Mr. Selden offering to guaranty him com-»
pensation for his services, but he himself
remained with the sick man most of .the
time, as more than one person was requir-

-ed to- hold Jacoblr in the fits of delirium.
At length, after a fearful paroxysm, he sank

into a troybled sleep, which gradually be
came more peaceful, and continued for
some hours. * When awoke he was con-
scious, and saw some one sittin by the
fire reading. He lay quietly awhile, trying
to think where he was, and’ who could be
sittiniby this fire, for as Mr. Selden sat
with his bck to the bed in a large, high-
backed ehair, nothing but the top of his
head wasisible. '

“ Who are you and what are you there
for ¢ wled he faintly at length.

Mr. Selden quietly turned round, saying,
“You haye been very sick, and I came i
to take care of you.”

Old Jake tried to raise himself in bed,
but fell back helplessly, his face darkened
with rage at his own weakness and at Mr.
Selden’s presence.

“Go away,” .he cried, “how dare you
come here to insult me when I am sick{”
and the old man tried again to rise, and
again fell back.

“You must keep quiet, my friend,” said
Mr. Selden, gently; “I came here to help
you, and not to insult you, and as soon as
you are better, I will go away.”

The old man snarled an inarticulate re-
ply, and turned his head away. After &
little while Mr. Selden approached him
again, and offered him some jelly.. The
old man's eyes brightened at it, and in spite
of his hatred of the offerer he could not
resist the desire to taste it,

Mr. Selden fed him with a little, and
then old Jake asked where it came from,

“My wife sent it to you,” was the an-
sver..

“Take it away!” growled Jake; and
again turning his face to the wall, he clos
ed his eyes, and remained quiet for an hour
or more,

M. Gelden, thinkipg he had fallen asleep
again,Was about to leave the room and
awaken the nurse, who had gome to lie
down, when old Jake called him. Mr. Sel-
den went to the bed-side, and asked him
what he wanted.

“1 say, neighbor,” said the old man,
“you're & Christian.”

“{ hope 80,” replied Mr. Selden, astonish-

-ed at such a word from old Jake’s mouth.

“1 know {ou are,” Jake-went on; “ I'ye
heard preachin’ enongh in my day, and it
didn’t do me no_good, neither: it's migh-
ty easy ta esy what's right to do, but w y

¢.d—I yoi came over here to take care
of an oldt-cuss like me, that hasn't dome
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anything but torment youifor years; is
more than I can make ozt, un]essyit’l:’be-
cause you're a Christian.”

“Why T couldn’t see you sick, and let
you suffer, you know,” said Mr. Selden.

“No, I don’t know no such, thing,” per-
sisted old Jake. “T should have treated
you mighty different, I swear.”

“ Never mind that neighbor,” replied Mr.
Selden, “we'll be good friends after this,
Lhope. Try now and be quict, so as to

t well.”

“I can’t be quiet,” cried old Jake, actu-
ally bursting into tears, “’till I've said my
say. D've been thinkin’ it over while you
thought I was asleep, and now I've heen
wrong all the way through. If you'd only

id me back for some of the mean tricks

ve done you, it wouldn’t be so hard ; but to
have you come and take care of me, I tell
you it hurts.”

Mr. Seldeu tried to soothe and quiet the
the old mav, and finally worn out with ex-
citement, he dropped asleep, and Mr. Sel-
den left him feeling deeply thankful that
he-had’come to the gloomy old house.

Old Jake got well more rapidly than
could have been expected at his age. His
good disposition toward Mr. Selden did
not vanish, and his- whole deportment
changed. Though always penurious, by a
habit too fixed to be easily brokén, yet he
waa less miserly than before—clothed him-
self and kept his house decently, some-
times weut to church, and even gave a cold
bit now and then to a hungry beggar. To-
ward Mr. Selden he seemed to feel unbound-
ed gratitude, and tried to make reparation
foriris previous injuries. He would offer
to dig in his garden in the Spring, and to
weed it in the Snmmer; once he brought
a pretty little dog to the children; and
one morning Mr. Selden was astonished to
see a fine AFderney cow grazing in his yard,
Going out to see how she got in, he found
the gates all closed, and a card tied to one
of the cow’s horns with “a present to Mr.
Selden” written thereupon. He knew well
from whom it came, and though he was too
delicate to make any reference to the gift
in the presence of his neighbor, he took
care that old Jake should have his pail of
milk every morning. '

8o ended the hatred of the miser and
the lawyer who loved his enemy.

When alone, w;a:h_:your thoughts; at
home, ‘your temper; in cempany, your
tengue,

The Robins Have Come Back Again,
BY 8. E §

There's a call upon the honsetd?, an answer from
the plain. '
There's a warble in the sunshiue, a twitter in the
rain;’ '
And through my heart, at sound of these,
There comes a nameless thrill,
As sweet as odor fo the rose,
Or verdure to the hill;
And all these joyous mornings
My heart pours forth'the atrain,—
“ God bless the dear old robins
‘Who have come bac'k, again.”

For they bring a thought of Summer, of dreamy,
luscious days. '
Of king-cups-in the meadows, making a golden
haze,
A longing for the clove