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Tribute to a Brave Soldier.
MY DEAR MRS. ARNER :—I send the

accompanying letter to the Review, but I
feel that it shonld not be published with-
out a word of explanation. It was received
by my brother, L t 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 " endured 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."

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

M. A. D.

N. Y. MILITARY STATE AGENCY,

WASHINGTON, D. C , APRIL 2$, 1865.

COL. DOOLITTLE:—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 interim 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 " fierce charge
they made," he suddenly exclaimed, " Oh !
but wer'n't our Colonel a splendid little?
fellow ? He told us not to run until he
did, and we would come out all right.
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And I found it so, I Wnder if he was
wounded? I likediifm so much; and I
have not heard a word from my regiment.
since I was hit; I would bear another op-
eration to know the Colonel is unhurt, and
still leads «he boys."

The eager,, longirig face awake?ri«"d a Mad-
den purpose, and I said " Willis, shall I
write your commander, telling him of yorir
conidtion, and asking him to give you
some tidings "of Ins own welfare?" A
wistful, incredulous glance was the only re-
ply. I suggested, if Col. Doolittle is the
man you represent, lie will both under-
stand and appreciate your solicitude.
"Then write him I I shall be so glad to kn o w
he is all safe. God bless the little fellow !"

As you perhaps know, Sergt. Sager was
wounded in the fight before Petersburg.
He was brought to Douglas 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 sufferings 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 exact opinion of Sergt. Sager.
I was surprised and inexpressibly grieved,
when he informed me—" without doubt the
brave boy must die! Death is the rule,
though not always the sure consequence
of a "wound like his, and operations are ex-
hausting. I can give you no hope; yet I
pray he may live, for he is a noble and
promising boy."

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 one who must have
borne a part̂ —rather, claimed a place, in
your affections, and who can "so trijily_ ap-
preciate your own praiseworthy qualities.

You will, Col. t)oolittle, if T understand
you, allow little or no time to elapse before
you send the strengthening 'words and as-
surances of esteem, even connxMpe, 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 I
will see that Sergt Sager immediately ris-

ceives the evidence of your consideratio
and kindness. Very respectfully,

C. A. ANjDERSON.
Cot. DOOLITTLB,

Commanding 188th Eegt. N. T. VoJ«.

Our Boys axe Coming Home.
Thank God, the sky is clearing!

The clouds are hurrying past;
Thank God, the day is nearing 1

The dawn is coming fast.
And when glad herald voices

- Shall tell us peace has come,
This thought shall most rejoice u s ;

Our boys xte troming home I

Soon shall the voice of singing
DroWn War's tremendous din;

Soon shall the joy bells' ringing
Bring peace and freedom in.

The jubilee bonfires burning
Shall soon light up the dome,

And soon, to soothe the yearning,
Our boys are coming 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 deserted room;

And now our prayers are granted,
Our boys are coming home!

OI mother, calmly waiting
For that beloved son 1

01 sister, proudly dating
The victories he has won!

01 maiden, softly humming
The love abng while you roam—

Joy, joy, the boys are coming—
Our boys are coming home I

And yet—01 keenest sorrow I
They're coining, but not all;

Full many a dark to-morrow
Shall wear its sable pall

For thousands who are sleeping
Beneath the empurpled loath;

Woe I woe I for those we're weeping,
Who never'will come home 1

01 sad heart, hush thy grieving;
Wait but a little whilel

With hoping and believing

Wait for the'joyous- meeting
"Beyond the'starry dome;

For there bur ISbys are Waiting
To bid us welcome homo.
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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 read-
ers—especially that portion of it which re-
fers to the Home for Discharged Soldiers:

25 HARBISON AVENUE, )
BOSTON, MASS.; Aug. 10, 1865.)

"MY DEAR MRS. ARNER :—Here I am,

still in Boston, where I have been 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 yet solved. So
narrow, so crooked, so winding, one can-
not 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
monument; Washington's Head Quarters
(where now resides Henry'W. Longfellow,
whose name and verse are familiar to all);
Dorchester Heights, &c. &c—its beautiful
Cemeteries—Mt. Auburn, Forest Hill, Mt.
Hope, and others; its Institutions, reform-
atory and benevolent—as the Farm School,
House of Correction, <fec, 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 afforded me so much: gratification
in my visit, that'I would like to tell you all
about them—but think I will not impose
upon you' such a burden—though I cannot
refrain from speaking to .you of the Home
for Discharged Soldiers. This is the third
year since this noble institution was first
opened for our sick and wounded soldiers,
since which time there have been received
within its walls, and kindly nursed and

cared for, over 2290 of these suffering,
disabled boys. The question which was
asked, " What stall be done lor our dis-
abled braves!" in the; article in the July
Review, is here, in a measure, answered by
Massachusetts.

Here is provided for them a Home, ih
every 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
thanks 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 sickness. Of
course, the effect of this is felt through
every piart of the Home—producing order,
regularity, and a reverence 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, and the total
number receiving medical treatment was
800.

Dr. Sheldon andlDr. Lamson, and, for a
part of the year, 'Dr. Greene, give, alter-
nately, their services in this department. It
was my privilege'to meet the former, Dr.
Sheldon, in his visitation; and his gentle
words, his kind manner, as he passed from
bedto bed, plainly'eVinced the large heart
which beat within; prompting not only
thus gratuitously to -give his attentions to
the sick and suffering soldiers, but I learn-
d he had 'also furnished one ward, and

also lately donated'one hundred dollars.
This Home, like our City Hospital, was
commenced by private benefideuce, but the
State gave, the first two years, $10,000
each year, while for the third, it has in-
creased the sum to |20,000.

The Superintendent and Matron seem
highly qualified for their positions.

I 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 takeu 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. Here 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 himself around; one, in
the last stages of consumption, in whom I
became interested—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 s-poke 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 bore
us on its waters to Nahant.

This island is a.fjavored spot for retire-
ment for the citizens of Boston, who, shun-
ning the more frequented watering placeB,
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.

With much love,
Yours truly,

C. E. M.

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 aJdiamond 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 head, dear Annie,
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 BO far from reach;

For one that was once my darling,. Annie,
But now stoops even her mother to teajuh.

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

Five links then in the chain were severed, Annie,
And could I, must I agonize thus, and stay?

Ah! for days and days, my precious Annie,
The thread of life was well nigh broken;

Listening, I 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 murmur, Annie,
And long to be with you, and nearer to God.

But I must live on for the rest, Annie,
And silence these longing's 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 harmony, 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. S. BOBBINS.

. There was not a finer looking soldier in
Company D, than John Mason, on the
morning they left the. Station at B., en
route for the front, As they 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.
The 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 heartB, weak from what might be the
last parting with those 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 quiet 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 horn e for him, andforthc old flag
at home, fraught with fears and anxieties,
with long, sleepless 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 bivouac; 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 which 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 closed her dimmed eyes
wearily, oh! so wearily. " If I could only see
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 frame blue eye, and the
same brown curUj grow weary too, and
folded his tiny harids together, for the last
time praying to the dear heavenly Father
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for the lost earthly, one. "Don't, cry,
mamma, I will bring-him. back soonu" 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; Bat
she never forgot her promise to him: " I
will domy besU" She had done a;" best"
which was registered for her, on those an̂
nals where the deeds, of the good and
brave are so fn|ly written out.

At last there came a. lino, 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 had been
taken prisoner, had been carried to An-
dersonville, and only now been exchanged.
He was paroled, and would 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 doprw.ay.
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 his, return, those who saw Mrs.
Mason noticed a look of anxiety upon, her
fece, which it had not borne through even
those dreadful years of separation: what
could it mean I John had come back,
pale and emaciated, but still with firm
health, and was already beginning to
" gain surpassingly," the lookersron said.
He had not fallen into bad habits, for his
was a nature that trod such things under
hiss feet; but still there was the worn,
anxious look, wearing day by day deep
Arrows into his wife's thin fece. At last
the dreadful truth bepan to be whispered
about, " John Mason's mind is affected."
Not insane, that would have been almost
a mercy, for there then would bav© been
hope of cure; but the dw>«d wa& idiooy.
Dr. Bates said, "There was s<j>i't?Ming of
the biain."

Yes, it was too true. Dealing up with
cheerful heroism against the untold horrors
of that prison life, depriving himseU of
rest, that he might minister to tk-e sick and
dying, going without hija food, to put
the scanty morsel into starving lips, drag?
ging his stiffening limbs from the wavna

corner of hit hardly earned fire, that he
might give hispkoe to a greater sufferer;
all this, and' much, 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
darkness, that the tension was too 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 ; but
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 filf
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. Andersonvitie!
—blot 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
with which w>e have bought union and
freedom, let them plead with us for the re-
turning soldier. Give him a place in your
heart—give him a large place in your char-
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, so 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 widetj" said a. dentist to a man
who was extending his jaws frightfully*
as ho was about to draw his tooth, " as I
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 *tep. falls fina as it fell ere while.
Dead—though his lips of '• bearded bloom"
Never have gathered the dust of the tomb.
Lost—though his footstep? do not roam,
And he wanders not from his olden home.
Dead to the loftier life of hope,
That once was his in ita glorious scope;
To the radiant promise of earlier years,
Dead, and bemoaned with passionate, tears.

Lost forever out of the arms
That gladly would shield him from earthly harms;
Out of the heart that fain would brave
All things to save him, yet could not save.

WHILE HE LIVBTH ! God pity us all,

Who thus 0'e.r.the living must spread the pall;
Who watch the slow ravage of sin's deep blight,
And never can bury our djgad 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 SOUL I S ITS LIVING GEAVE 1

Uvxm.
ROCHESTER, N. T., 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 accomplished before the month
eloses. 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 blessed work
which our. Hospital is accomplishing. Our
labors have not lessened, but increased in

agnitude and importance since a year

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. Our 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 foreverthe home
of the disabled soldier—and here too, when
smitten with disease, 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 Hospital 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 year, the Charitable Society, in its
visits among the sick and dying, made loud
and piteous appeals for its completion—and
the Home of the Friendless, pot 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
weaj and woes of Ojthers, there went up the
cry for the Hospital—and surely after the
wreck a.nd ruin of these last four fearful
years, do we need it less now than then ?
Has not rather the necessity for its mission
and the sphere of its labors everywhere in-
creased ? But we are sure that it will re-
quire no argument on our part to prove to
our readers, the importance just now of our
Hospital work—we but ask you to come up
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vigorously and nobly to our help as you have
done the past year. Especially, we ask your
sympathy and your exertions in behalf of
our Review. We regard it in many respects
a» 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 its readers with its daily his-
tory—and to plead its cause. No one, we
believe, cau 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 SUBSCRIBERS.—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 number will be found a no-

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 I
But alas! what changes a few short months
and even days can bring. That bride is
to-day a widow ! To-day, following so
closely upon the record1 of' those holy
plighted vows of Levi Lawrence and Anna
Sullivan — we have another register to
make. Levi Lawrence is dead 1 He died

on the 17th of July, after a brief illness 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 alL He was con-
scious only at intervals in his last illness,
and during his wanderings,- he was talking
constantly of the Hospital, and busy ac-
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 fire-side circle, a double shadow has
fallen.

A Handsome Donation.
We are indebted to the efforts of our

" 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 furnished us by Dr.
Dean, of the contributions procured by
him for this purpose:

John Adams, $100 00>
W. N. Sage, 10 00
C. C. Morse, 1Q 00
E. Pancost, 10 00
O. Sage, 25 00

Dr. Dean will please accept the special
thanks of the Ladies, not only for the ia-
terest and perseverance he has shown in
providing our Hospital with so fine a case
of instruments, but for his own generous
donation to the same. Messrs. Adama,
Panoost, &c. &c, and all who contributed
so generously to 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.

B3T" Pewons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. H. "W. Dean,
attendant physician.
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The Hospital Review.

A Word more to Our Little Agents.
Shall we scold or shall we coax f 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 you 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 N o t e .
The following beautiful note acc6mpani-

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:"

ROCHESTEB, July 39, 1865.
To THE LADIES OF THE HOSPITAL : —

Speeches and presentations having become
everyday 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
fought for the " red, white and blue;" and
then we would like him to know that
thongh little fingers have united thp 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 have done for your
comfort, and feel that we, too, have an in-
terest in the blessed Hospital work.

Tour grateful little friends,
BLOSSOM BUELL, JENNIE LEK,
MABY PEBKIHS, MART WATSON,
JJBANIE CLEMENT, ELLA CLEMENT.

FEATHERS, AGAIN.—We are pleased to

be able to acknowledge the receipt of some
more feathers. Ladies' Aid Society, No.
1, will please accept «our thanks for seven-
teen pounds—and Mrs. Dr. Fenn, for one
pillow.

THE XEW WING.—We find one 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 such-*-of coarse.

THE QUILTS.—The quilts, we are
to see, keep coming in. Among them, we
notice several from our young friends—one
from Spencerport—one from West Bloom-
field—two from the- " Busy Bees" of East
Henrietta, besides the "Red, White and
Blue," already mentioned.

LINT AND BANDAGES.—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 bandage££-and from the. Eighth
Ward Ladies' Aid Society, and from the
Young Ladies' Christian Commission, both
lint and bandages.

Fanny an<J 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 list from them.

Hospital Notice.

Packages, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,
&c, should be addressed.to "The Rochester Citj«
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Pi aspect 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.
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LIST OF SICK AND WOUNDED SOLDIERS, RECEIVED INTO THE ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL,
From July 1st to August 1st, 1865.

DATE. SAME.

July 5, Lyman Odell,
" 9, Vinoent J . llarrison,
" 30, Amos Jones,

July 1, Hiram Ordunse,
" 6, Henry R. Abell,

Wilham Ballard.
John Oohler,
Lyman 3)ennick,
George C. Henry,
George Heal,
•William Jasper,
James H. Moore,
JqhnRnloff,
George Singlef,
Benjamin Simpson,
LeangeriSeely,
Join-E.-Btone
3tu£us Randall,
John-Gill,
Patrick O'Brien,

July ?, Levi M. Lawrenee,
" 8, Daniel Connelly,
". 10, John H. Bureh,

Gabriel Ranger,
Charles Travers,
Putnam Barber,
Ely R. Dusenbery,
Walter Fairfield,
William-Gorman,
Franeie W. Lawrence,
Lyman Odell,

July 12, Franklin Amsden,
Zachacy Taylor,

RANK.

Priv.
A,
A,

REG'T.

16th N. T. H. Art.
8th " Vol. Cav.
1st "

Canandaigua, Ontario County, N. Y..
Williamsburg, King's Co., Long •Isla
Syracuse, Onondaga County, N..- Y..

FROM WHENCE ADMITTED.

On furlough, from City Point, Va.
From Muster Out Camp, Rocheater, N. Y-

Soldiws transferred ftom lijie Hospital, from July 1st to August 1st, 1865.
REG'T.

Priv.
.«

• < »

Corp.
Sergt.
Priv.

"
<<

Sergt.
PrLv.

«
I I

II

"

Corp,
Priv.

u
11

II

II

.11

Friv.

B,
P.
A,
G,

o,
M,

H,
I,
G,
L

•E,

A,
G,
F,

-

B,
I,
I
c,
c',

o,
B!

9th N
63d

-60th
140th
185th
14th

2d
56th

102d
T€th

151st
5th

ll«th
5th

118th
llith
22d •

15ist
164th

9th
122d
111th
150th Pi

4th N
3th

26th
91st
16th

Y. II. Art.
" Vol. Inf.
" " Eng.

" Inf.
II ii

" H. Art.
" Vol. Cav.

" Inf.
II II ii

i II
•i (•

1 " Car.
' " Inf.
' " Cav.

Inf,
• ii II

' •• Gav.
" Inf.

it II it

" H. Art.1 Vol. Inf.
. II ii

a. "
. Y. H. Art.
' Vol. Cav.
" " Bat.
" • Inf.
" H. Art.

8th N. Y. Vol. Gav.
8Sth ' " Inf.

RESIDENCE.

• Conquest, Cayuga County, N. Y.
~Oneonta,;Otsego County, N. Y.
Lapier, Qortland County, N. Y.
Rochester, Monroe CounJ^, IT. Y.
•Syracuse, Onondaga .County, N. Y.
Carlton, Orleans County, N. Y.

: Carysville, Genesee County, JT- Y.
Walkertown, Canada.
Rochester, Monroe County, N. Y.
Conquest, Cayuga County, N. Y.
Clarendon, Orleans- County, N. Y.
Miriah, Essex Countty,:N. Y.
Blaok Brook, Clinton Gougty, N. -Y.
Ocown Point, Essex County, ;JT. Y.
Ba'lton, Warren County, N. Y.
Wes.t Wai worth, Wayne County, IUVY
Canada West.
Holly, Orleans County, N. Y.
Somerset, Niagara^Cou-aty, N.^Y.
Springport, Cayyga, County, N. Y.
Salina, Onondaga County, ;N. y .
Montezuma, Cayuga' County, jN. Y.
Ceres, McKean County, Pa.
Webster, iMonroe County, N. Y.
Gjiines, OrleanSrCoupty. N. Y.
Norton's Mills, Ontario County. N. Y-
Rochester, Mooroe-County, U. Y.
Canandaigua, Ontario 'Coupty, N". Y.
Honepye Falls, Monroe County, N. Y.
Mapetsville, DutchesarCounty, N. Y.

TO WHERE TRANSFERRED.

Camp Muster Out, Rochester, New York.
General Hospital, Albany,

S

Muster. Out.-Gamp, :Rochester, N. Y.
General Hospital, Albany, N. Y.
Mugter Out Camp, Rochester N. Y.
Discharged, from Service.

Muster Out Camp, Rochester, New Yosk.

Qeijeral Hospital, _Albany, New York.

a II ii

Discharged' frem Service.
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Cash. for July.
North Fitzhngh Street Children's Bazaar,
Donations for the Flag. -

$55,35
1,06

List of Donations to the Hospital for
July, 1865.

Little Girls of West Bloomfleld—1 Quilt.
Little Girls of Spencerport, (omitted in June)—

1 Quilt, 33 Handkerchiefs, 4 rolls of Bandages.
Eighth Ward Ladies' Aid Society—Bandages.
Young Ladies' Christian Commission—1 Cotton

Shirt, 26Flannel Shirts, 1 piece of Cotton Cloth,
and Bandages—By Mdss Cornell & Miss Cavan.

Soldiers' Busy Bee Society, East Henrietta—Tyo

Suilts.
ie's' Aid Society, Not 1—3 Comfortables, 17 lbs.

of Feathers—By Mrs. A. S. Lapoam.
Miss Hattie Hays—2 packages pf excellent Lint.
Ailing Brothers—1 ton of Coal.
Mrs. Thomas BL Rochtster-T-a good supply of

moet excellent Biscuit, every; Wednesday, which
are very acceptable,

Grandma Denison—package of Lint.
Mrs. S. A. Hdbbard,—1 botae of Catsup.
Mrs. William Curtfej—2. lots of Cucumbers.
Mrs. Dc. Fenn—1 Feather Pillow,. 1 Pin Cushion,

bundle of Rags.
Mrs. Loop—1 Quilt.
Mrs. H. L. Fish—some, nice Ice Cream for the

Fourth of July, and an excellent Pie for the
fiunUy table.

Mrs.. Swn'l, Williams, Perintoij—Biscuit and.Cook-
ies. Miss Jennie Williams—1 Cake for Mrs.
Williams.

Mr. Coltoura—Basket of Apples.
One. Quilt, (red, white and blue,) and one SILENT

CoMfroRT^R, " for a Soldier who had,fought for
his country, from Misses Blossom Buell, Jen-
nie Lee, Mary Perkins, Mary Watson, Jennie
Clement and EUa Clement.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FROM JULY 15 .o AUGUST 15, 1865.

A. L. Hendrick, Clyde, •• 50
Mrs, Jacob Howe, 50
Mrs. Clement, 2 copies, 1 00 (
Mr. Witherspoon, advertisement, - 5 00
Mre. Gen. Martiadirte, Mrs. Wilkias—By

Mrs. Danfprth, 1 00
Mrs. G. W. Alien, Mrs. Dayton S. Morgan,

Brockport-By Mrs. Alien, 1 00
Miss Netty C. Adams, Brooklyn—By Miss

Phelps, 50
Mrs. Fanny Roderick, East Pembroke—By

Lilly Hammond, 50
M*«, Henry Phelps, Mrs. C. M. Crittenden,

M*s, R. S. Field, Mis. "Puyij, S. B. Bpby,
Mrs, 8. B. Hamilton, 3 00

Mre. Judge Wells, Mrs. Sv H. Wells, Penn
Tan^By Maggie, Hamilton, 1 00

Mrs. J. W. Colburn, Mrs. William Giles-By
Fanny and Ella Colburn, 1 00

Superintendent's Report or July.
July 1, Citizen Patients in Hospital, 84

• • » ' • • -• "- 1 4 i — 4 8
Citizen Patients in Hospital,
Received during the month,
Discharged,

Aug. 1, Number remaining,
July 1, Soldiers, in Hospital,

Received du#njS the mqn,th,
Discharged, aiaatransferred,
Died,

Aug. 1, Soldiers rernftipiog,
CHuea Patients.

Aug. 1, Total remaining,

9

39
58
3-61

80
1—5],
JO

49
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12 The Hospital Review.

The Old Squire at the Old Hall.,
The Hall itself, tJttsy called 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 cabled the "Keep" with a
stone bench, and iron chains firmly fixed
in the wall, and a grated window so close-
ly barred (hat the sun could scarcely peep
through, and a mas&ive oaken door, thickly
studded 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 th.e 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 son, in almost regular succession,
for several generations, attired according
to the different periods in which they lived
—from the niail 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 people.
Now you may suppose there would be
plenty of applications for the situation;
but 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
—"A 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 appearance at the Hall, and ap-
plied for the situation. The old gentleman
fiad 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 tola 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 tegan
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 situation.

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
curious, 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 uttered a scream, which
brought the Squire 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 Smith was the third shown into the
room*. He had already been turned away
from two situations for petty thefts, so you
may be sure it was not long before he had
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 every 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 i t ; but
no sootier had he laid hold of the knob
than he sat a bell ringing under the table,
which was connected with the drawer by a
wire. The old gentleman answered the
summons, and entered the room. Jem
was so startled at the ringing of the bell
that he looked as if he might be knockod
down with a feather. The Squire wished
to know, as he had rang, 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 nshered 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
opi'.n. Tom had already looked in, but
nothing had attracted his attention, 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 stopper of a
small barrel of shot; and at the bottom of
the closet was a large tin pan. Now in
opening the door wider, tie string pulled
the stopper out of the barrel, and out rushed
the shot at a tremendous rate, and falling
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.

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

A MORNING PRATER.
My waking thoughts I raise to Thee,
Who through the night hast guarded me;
Keep me this day from every III,
And help me, Lord, to do Thy will.

The Foolish Chicken.
There was a round p<?bd, and a pretty pond too;
About it white daisies and butterflies grew,
Audi 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 assembly would frequently meet
To talk over affairs in this pleasant retreat.

One day a young chicken who lived thereabout,
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
too,

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

Though my beak k pointed, and their beaks are
ronnd,

Is that any reason that I should be drowned ?

" So why should not I swim 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,
" Pm really remarkably fond of the water."

So in this poor ignorant animal flew,
And found that her dear mother's cautions were

true;
She splashed, and she dashed, and she turned her-

self 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 fowl floating 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 be long upon the land which
the Lord thy Goi.give.th thee."
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14 The ffbspital R&vidtv.

The Three Sieves.
" Oh, mamma! pried 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," interrapted Mrs. Philpott,
" before you continue we will see if your
story will pass the three sieves "

"What does that mean, mamma?" said
Blanche.

" I will explain it, dear. In the firstplace,
is it true ?

" I suppose so, mamma. I heard it from
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 snow her friendship by
telling tales on her? In the neit place,
though you cannot prove it is true, is it
kind r

" I 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 Jestis Christ."

Agents.
The following Ladies have kindly consented lo

act as Agents for the Hospital Review:
Miss MAGGIE CULBERTSCKV, East Groveland.

" L. A. BOTI ER,Peir)r Centre.
" E. A. C. HATES, Rochester.
" MARY W. DAVIS, i l

Mrs. C. P. SPENOEE, "

" J. B. KNIIFEN, \ lclor.
HAMMOND, East Rush.

" PHEBE D. DAYENPORT, Lockport.

" J. CHASE, Perinton.
" S. W. HAMILTON. Fairport.
" CHARLES FORD, Clyde.

Miss ADA MILT.ER, "
" C. M. SEOOR, Macedon.

JULIA M'OHESN KY, Spencerport.

LILLIAN.]. RENXEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.

Mrs. C. THATCHER, Webster.

HdP he Hospital Will be open from 2 till 5,
P. M., on Tuesdays and Fridaystinly, for the 're-
ception of citizenB. Visitors from the country,
and relatives of the inmates/will be admitted at
all times.

r. '.Be'edher Lost "his Bbbts.

The following is in Henry ^Ward Beech-
er's best vein :

The difference ibetween 1 and 8 is not
very-great; only a single unit. And yet
that differencerhasrpower orer a man's whole
temper, convenience, and dignity. Thus,
ait Buffalo, my boots were set out at night
to be ^blacked. 5n the morning, no boots
were there, ihougli all the neighboring;
rooms had been served. I rang, I 'rang
twice. "A pretty hotel—nearly eight
dvclo<jk, going ouil at mine, breakfast to ;be
eaten, and no Jsoots yek" The waiter
came,'took'my somewhat emphatic order,
and left. Evetiyjminute was an hour. It
always is when you are out of temper. A
misn in his stocking feet, in. the third story
of a hotel, finds himself restricted in loco-
motion. I went to the door, looked up
and down the hall, saw frowsy chamber'
maids; saw, afar off, the master of the
coal scuttle; saw gentlemen walking in
bright'boots, Uncdnscious of the privileges
they enjoyed, but did not sec any one
coming with my'boots. A German servant
at length came, round and ruddy-faced, Tery
kind and good-natured, honest and stupid.
He informed me that a gentleman had al-
ready taken boots No. 78 (my number).
He would hunt htm up-; thought he was
at breakfasting. iHere was anew 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 enjoying his coffee, while I walked up
and down, with less and less patieuce, who
had none too much at first. No servant
returned. I rang'again, and sent energet-
ic and staccato messengers to the office.
Some water had'been spilled on the floor.
I stepped in it, of course. In wirite*,
cold -water'feete'as if it burned you. Un-
packed my valise'for new stocikaDgs. Time
was speeding. ItAvas quarter;past eight;
train at nine, no boots and no breakfast.
I slipped1 on a pair of sandal rubbers, too
hirg* by ine&es for ay naked foot, and
while I shuffled along the liall,theyiplayed
up and down on my feet. First, one shot
off; that socure'dn'the other dropped on the
stairs; people that Tmet looked as if they
thought thai'I w«S not Well over last night's
spree.
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It wa& very annoying. Bebdhfefl the of-
fice and expressed my, mind. First, the
cksrfc rslng the bell tnrefe tirnefc tenfiiftsiy,
then ran forth himself, met the German
boots, -who liad boots TO in his hand, nar-
row and long, thinking, iperhapB, 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, -I-abhora^oene. Re-
treated to my rdtfan. On %heVay, ifhooglrt
I, I should look at robin 77's b^ots. Be-
hold, Hihey Were mine'! There was the
broken pull-straps; the "patch on the right
side, and ihe very shape of my toe—infall-
ible signs! The fellow had marked them
77, and n6t 7 8. And aH this 'hour's tumult
arose from just 'the 'difference between 7
and 8.

I lost my boots, lost the train, lost my
temper, and, of course, lost my good man-
ners. Everybody does, that loses temper.
But boots on, breakfast served, a cup of
coffee brought peace and good will. The
whole matter took a ludicrous aspect. I
moralized opdh th*t:ftffirmity that puts a
man's peace at the mercy of a Dutchman's
chalk. Had he written seventy-eight, I
had been'a g6od%ati&ed man looking at
Niagara ^Falls in its winter dress. He
wrote seventy-seven, and I fumed, saw only
my own falls, and «petat the day id Stiff'
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! AtidyetoneVWmper
does worse by him than that. And men
submit to it, hot once, 'but often, and some-
times every day ! I wonder whether these
sage reflections will triage me patient and
quiet the next time my boots are misplac-
ed.

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

List of ottt Little Agents.
LINDA BRONSON, Rochester,

MART ,
FATSTNY and EtL\ GOI-BURN, Rochester,
FANNY POMEBOY, PittsfieW, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HUKD, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFP, "
H. F. VICKERY, ' "

1 BEHNT "WRIGH*, Eadt Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIK RENFREW.. "
ELLA VAN ZANDTJ Albany.
MARY WATSON, . Rochester.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. Sq., 1 insertion *1 00 I QuarterColutnnj.... .$1000
Three Months,.... 2 00 One Third Column,.. 12 00
Six Months, 8 OO ; Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Year, 5 00 | One Column, 1 Year, 36 <M>

A Column contains eight Squares.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & BAY SCHOOL,

No. 5 4 AHen Bt , Rochester, N.Y.
Music ONLY, ts Tangnt in this tiBtitution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&c., send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,.
MRS. X. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
fPj±K firm of'Case & Mann is this day dissolved
X by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram'S.iitailnaniHiobart T).Mann,
under the style and'firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the buSiKett* bf the-fete'firm of Case &
Mann wiE be settled.. Z. T. CASE,

' ' ' A. S. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 15,1B65. 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 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.

Preferring to k t our friends form their Own
conclusions, as to whether we shall csntinue to
merit their confidence, we would simply say, that
we shall open our Spring Stock with ag choice an
assortment of seasonable goods as have ever been
offered in this market; ftnd 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. S. MANN & Co.,.

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State st.
'Rochester, March 15, 1865.
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UNION ICEJJOMPANY
T C E supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
JL Families, *c by week, month or year.

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

t y Orders left at J. PALMER'S IOE CREAM SA-
LOON, Fitzhugh Street, opposite'the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1885. E. L. THOMAS * CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing. Oo.'s Highest Premium

Sewing Deadline,
With new Glass Cloth Presser arid Eemmers.

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

VERT IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINKS THREAD upon the heaviest
fabric"

. S. W. DIBBLE, AGEHT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,

March 15. Rochester, N. T,

THE OLD & KESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

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

On Hill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. T.

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

B3g- 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 ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every descripti6n» 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,
&T Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Oo.
Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill A.Platt sts.,
Jan. 1865. Rochester. N. Y

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCERS,
Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. F. SMITH. GIL»AN EL PK :;BIKS.

[Established in 1886.]

Jan. 1865. tf

THE MORNING LIGBT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURNING

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 nt Rochester. Sep-

tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examii a ion of t. is r.-jd
other base burners in operation and on trial, fully endorsed
this claim, and awarded the F U S T PBBHIUM O the " A ov i-
lira LIGHT" M the best base burning, self feeding Co-U
Stove; thus \t has been decided by competent judges th t
we are fully entitled to style It THX PBLNCI OF BASK BU i.t> -
lira STOVEB.

Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD &CU

.17 and 19 Greon Street-
AH':.uy, HJX.

For sale by

Jan. 1865

WABRANT 480UTHW0ETH,
26 South St. Paul St , Sochester, N. T.

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS, IK

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER,' N. Y.

Jan. 1865. Iy

"EXCELSIOR."

THE attention of the public Is called to the u EXCEL-
S1OB," 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 lnvention.of the day.

These Stoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale In thta city, by

HAET & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1666. Main Street.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1866.
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DXVOtBD TO THB

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

"A WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vol. IL •ROGHBSTER, N. Y., SEPTEMBER 15, 1865. No. 2.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of erery Month, by

THE PUB1I8HIKO OQMMITIEii
Mrs. GEO. H. MUMFOKD,

" MALTBY STBONO,
Mrs. WM. H. PEKKINS

" Dr. MATHEW8.

TEEMS—Rfty Gents a Tear, Payable in Mrance.

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. Win. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

W a S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Old Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Bevfew.

"We Met and Parted Long Ago.
BY EENIEST HOVBN.

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,
Bat scorned a slighter union;
And we met, «nd 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 fire-
side, how few remain! Three, in a distant
clime—far from the roof-tree, and its sweet

safe rest and shelter are toiling wearily
and seeking through many broken hopes
the fortune which still 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 disquietude.

Now and then the gloom over the old
house seems too heavy to be borne, and
the very air stifled and oppressive with
its weight The waHs 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, aitd
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, doe3 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 thera
up in her jaby-tirfgers. 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
8he would so many glittering pearls or
diamonds, and her blue eyes look up so
wonderingly, so wistfully, so roguishly toof

that even those tears change for the mo-
ment into smiles. And he—the weary in-
valid father—seeking in vaiii in a distant
city the return of health—writes sadly and
longingly—yet oh, 90 tenderly—" How is
1 Little Sunshine V " " God bless my ' Lit-
tle Sunshine'"!

So all over that dim and hannted house,
and over all those weary aching hearts—
the night is not all darkness. With all the
memories which grieve—with all the losses
which sadden—and with all the fears
which shadow—there is yet this one pure,
living gleam of light. Thank God for " Little
Sunshine" ! 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 us, the road stretched back to th* east,

On through the meadows to Dahbuty town.

Silent we sat, for our 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 witli his Twenty-third-

We had been neighbors from childhood np—•
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 Ms Epa,
Never a hint of pledge or vow,

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

" Jenny," he said, " I've a work to do
For God and my country, and the right—

True hearts, strong arms, are needed now,
I dare not stay away from the fight.

"Will you give me a pledge to cbeer me on 7
A hope to look forward to by-and-by ?

Will you wait for me, Jenny, till I come back ?"
" I will wait," 1 answered, "until I die."

The May moon rose as we walked that night
Back through the meadows to Danbnry town,

And one star rose and shone by her Bide—
Calmly and sweetly they both looked down.

The scent of blossoms waa in the air;
The sky was blue, and the eve was bright p

And Robert said, as he walked by my Bide,
" Old Danbury town is fair to-night.

" I shall think of It, Jenny, when far a w a y -
Placid and still 'neatli the moon as now.

I shall see it, darling, ia many a dream,
And yon 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—I tried to be brave—
I watched him until 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,

TiU the mooa was down and the dawn was up,
And the fresh May mom rose clear and £air.

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 Danbury, four.

Bat I only saw a single name—
.Of one who was all the world to me.

I promised to wait for him till I died—
Oh God 1 Oh Heaven! How long will i t be ?

"What Then?
" What then ? Why then another pilgrim song;

And then a hush of rest divinely granted;
And then a thirsty stage, (ah I me, so long 1)

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 one for to-morrow's journey.

' ' What then ? The wailing of the midnight wind;
A feverish sleep, a heart 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;

For all 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-
ness.

" 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 I1'—

Selected.

Hospital Incidents.
A venerable Quaker lady, who for three

years has been traversibg our land, visiting
hospitals and camps, and alleviating _the
sufferings of our soldiers wherever found,
preached to a very targe andienca in this
city one evening, and in the course of her
truly eloquent and tnrilling reir arks, stated
that while for two hundred years war had
been discountenanced by their sect, they
believed that if war was ever justifiably it
was so 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 approach*
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; his knapsack, 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 a mo-
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 I lay my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there;"

when the sufferer opened his eyes 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 her 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 mother had taught him that hynin,#nd
lje had often sung it in the Sunday School,
aod,;after a few minutes' conversation, h.e
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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 be 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 him. He was wounded in the
foot, and still very lame ; but he got a fur-
lough, and started for Maine. Before reach-
ing Philadelphia, bo put his hand in his
•pocket, and both his furlough and trans-
portation papers were gone,—stolen I A
transportation paper is an order from tjov-
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 but go back to Washington, with
small chance of getting another furlough.
How could he give up nis 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 something,
which, stooping down, he picked up and
found to be a wrapper containing—what do
yoa think ? The furlough and transporta-
tion paper of another manT—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-
pers, or use them himself, and hurry on
home ? That is what a man with him ad-
vised him by all means to do. " 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 donH let me
hear that you have ever done what is
wrong. l a m willing to give you up for
your country, only donH 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.

"iVever," 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 troubles.
Friends were found, who telegraphed to
Washington to get word that a furlough
and transportation paper had been furnish-
ed him, so that the Adjutant-General could
give him a paper wliich would save him
from being seized as a deserter. The re-
lief-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 ariseth in darkness."

Praying for Rain.
We heard a dozen men complain
When Wednesday it began to rain;
Just as before, when it was dry,
They mourned a drouth with many a sigh;
And seemed most strangely to forget
That water generally fs wet I
If all men's prayers were heard together,
The world would have the queerest weather.

" My mill stands still—0 for some rain I"
" My grain is down!—Ye clouds, refrain I"
" My corn is parched I"—Ah! Susan's bonnet
Don't let a drop of water on it!"
" Oh I not to-day, our washing's out I"
" Eoll up, ye clouds, I go for trout I"
"The hen's come off, the brood is drowned 1"
"AhI let it pour! my boat's aground!"

So, 'mid the murmurs of the world,
The clouds, like banners, are unfurled;
The rains descend, the bow is bent,
The sky smiles clear, Ood's azure tent;1

Sweet spnngs and robins sing together,
And, rain or shine, 'Us pleasant weather;
The sower's hopeful seed is Hung,
And harvest songs are always sung.
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Marked Artioles.
Some of the marks which are fastened

on the blankets, shirts, <fec, 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-
ed as clean as snow, was pinned a bit of
paper, which said : " This blanket was car-
ried by Milly Aldrich, (who is ninety-three
vears old) down hill and up hill, one and a
half miles, to be given to some soldier."

On abed-quilt was pinned a card, saying:
" My son is in the army. Whoever is made
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 1812—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 on it; it is 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.1'

On a box 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 bnndle containing bandages was
written: "This is a poor gift, but it is all
I had; I have given 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 old flag that you are all fight-
ing under."

" CAME HOME AS GOOD AS WE WKNT."
—" When my brother and I went away to
the war," said a young Western soldier
who had fought at Stone river and Chica:

manga under Rosecrans, at Chattanooga
under 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 cards.
I euess she'll be glad to see us back again
sate aad sound,"

Itwmv.
ROCHESTER, N. T., SEPTEMBER 15, 1366.

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
deliciousnoss 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 number of in-
valids in our Hospital, to whom these fine
peaches and pears—these lusoious clusters
of grapes—these melons, <fcc. &c.—would
be such a luxury, and so refreshing—but
the present prices 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 friends in 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 liea, 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 beats, 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.

A c k n o w l e d g m e n t t o our F r i e n d s
a n d A g e n t s .

We have been much gratified this month
at the responses we have received and con-
tinue to receive from out 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. Then 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 from Scottsbnrg 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.

MORE LINT AKD BANDAGES.—We are
requested, notwithstanding the kind sup-
plies received last month, to ask for yet
more lint and bandages. Rags for this
purpose will always be acceptable at the
Hospital, and especially so just now.

" 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 h ive
not forgotten us.

ISP* Persons making application for the recep-
tion 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 hundred and sixteen
persons received for medical a»d Surgical
treatment. Of this number, fow 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 can never forget, or for
which they will never cease to be grateful,,
have now been discharged from service, or
transferred to some other point, thus leav-
ing ample accommodations for the reeep-
tion of other patients.

The Hospital is now in excellent order—
the Wing being nearly completed—the main
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 airjf
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 forever
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 iu health to say nothing of Cftre iu

sickness.

Our doors should be opea 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

so 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

never 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 furnish the needed comforts that may

aid in their restoration to health, and blot

from their minds some portion of their

life-long sorrow.

Omt or THK 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 MRS. 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, MRS. M. E.

OOB "BBVIBW" IN SCOTLAND. — A

young lady in Perth, Scotland, in writing

to her cousin in this city, says, " You do

not know how much I prize that interesting

and truly praiseworthy paper, The Hospi-

tal Review. I intend to have the first vol-

ume bound.1'

$W Any subscriber to The Hospital Re-

view, having the January and February

numbers, which they do not care to retain,

will confer a favor by sending them to

Drawer 53, Rochester P. 0.

M. C. will please accept our cordial
thanks:

EAST GROVELAND, N. Y., Sept. 11,1865.

MY DBAR MRS. 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 aor the soldiers; and to-day I send you
four new names, together 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.

Enclosed please find two dollars and fifty cents,
and as soon as I can co'lect the remainder, it
shall be sent to you, and I hope soon to add new
names and the remainder of the funds.

Sincerely your friend, M. C.

Another Encouraging Response.

B00HB8TEB, N. Y., SEPT. 14, 1865.
MRS. "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. enough
will be promptly added to make up amount.

Very respectfully, W. H. R. L.

FAIRPORT, 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 subscriber, although 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 Subscrib-
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 Respectfully yours, Mrs. J. CHASE.

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

Cash Donations for August.
Contents of Douatiou box, $ 0 22
deduction on Ioe bill by Mr. E. L.

Thomas 77
Miss Lilly Hammond, Rush, for the West

Wing, 50
Contributions for the Flag, 2 97

Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS, Treas.

List of Donations to the Hospital for
August, 1865.

Ladies1 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 Jewell—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.

DATB. NAME. BANK. C(X BEG'T.

Aug. ] 2. "William B. Lockwood,
u George Warren,

2M Cavalry,
RESIDENCE.

Valparaiso, Ind.
Berlin, N. Y.

Soldiers Transferred from the Hospital, from August 1st to September 1st, 1865.
DATE.

Aug. 12.
5.

12.
5.

12.

5.
18.

Henry Zeigenfass,
William S. Mockford,
William Irwin,
John Dormer,
Francis Irwin,
John R. Stiles,
William A. Van Etten,
John T. White,
Varioo Roberts,
George Warren,

BANE. CO. REG'T.

Priv. B, 1st N. Y. Drag.
Corp. A, 140th ET. Y. VoL
Sergt.'IS 140t6 " "
Corp. A, 22d "• Cav..
Sergt.K, ]40th " VoL
Priv. G, 148th " u

Corp. G, 141th u "
Priv. E, 140th u "

" 24th "• Cav,
22d ^ "•

RESHWNGE.

Dansville, N. Y .
Brockport, "
Rochester, u

Rochester, "
Rochester, "
Canandaigna, "
O8wegor "•
Rochester, "
Rochester, "
Valparaiso) lad.

TBHNSFEBRED TO

Disch'd from Serv-
Albany Gen. ffosp.
Disch'd from Serv.
Albany Gen. Hosp.
Disch'd from Serv.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FROM ATJUUST IS I'O SEPT. 15, 1865. £ ^

Milton Budlonp, Scottsville — By Mrs.
Strang, $ ft 50

Aflss Fanny Hooker, Mrs. S. Wright, East
Kendall—By Mrs. Arner, 1 0 0

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, 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, 2 00

Mrs. J. 8. Orton, Mrs. H. G. Baker, Mrs.
J. B. Adams—By Mrs. Adams, Geneseo, 1 50

Advertisement 4 00
Mrs. E. D. Smith, Mrs. I. E. Sheldon, New-

York—By Mrs. Smith, 1 00
Montdella Shorn way, 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. Smith—By Miss
Emma Hayes, 3 00

Mrs. Jacob Bean, Mrs. John Wilhelm, Mres
Sarah Allen, Miss Whitman, A. B. Rob-
erts, N. S. Roberts, M. F. Roberts, Daniel
Mack, Charles E, Swiek, Seottsburgh;
Mrs. Mary E. Casey, Livonia Station
—By Miss Pnebe Whitman, Scotts-
burgh, 5 00

Mrs. Wm. Pitkin—By Maggie Hamilton,.. 5»
Mrs. N. Hayward—By Mrs. Araer, 50
Mrs. Chas. Hendershot, Miss Emma Gam-

ble, Miss Esther McKelvey, Mrs. H. K.
Steele, Honeoye Falls; Mrs. E. S. Car-
roll, East Groveland—By Miss M. Cnl-
bortson, Groveland, 2 50

Mrs. Brown, Mrs. J . Howe, S. M. Spencer,
Miss Frankie Ross Le win—By Mrs. Per-
kins, 3 00

Superintendent's Report fox August.

Ati'g. I. Citizen Patients in Hospital, 39
Received daring the month1,... .II—5fl»
Discharged " " 11

Remaining, Sept. 1st, 3 *
Aug. 1. Number of Soldiers in Hospital, 10

Received during the month,. . . 2—12
Discharged " " . 11

Remaining, Sept. 1st 1
Citizen Patients, 39

Total, 40»

Agents.
The following Ladies have kindly consented t

act as Agents for the- Hospital Review:
Miss MAGGIE CUUJERTSOS, East Groveland.

" L. A. BnTT<BB,Perry Centre.
" E. A. C. HVSTES, Rochester..

"• MART W. I'AYIS* iL

Mrs. C. F. S*>EN,:EB, "•

" J. B. KNIIFEN, \ tclor.
1 HAMMOND, East Rush.

'L PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Locftport.

Miss MARY BBOWN. Perinton.

Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON'. Fairport.

" CHAELB8 FORD, Clyde.

Miss ADA MIIT.EB "

" G. M. SEOOR, Macedbn.

" JULIA M'OHESN KY, Spencerport

" LILLIAN J. R E K \ E T , Plielps, Ont. Cov

Misa PHEBE WHITMAN, Seottsburg.

l ® Hospital will be open from 2 till 5L
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 a t
all times.
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At Night.
The little weary winged bees

Give up their honeyed quest,
And 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 stnrs 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 1 ah, well, the angels will
Finish the hymn for you.

—Home Journal.

T H E I N F A N T V O Y A G E R S .

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 one spot, where
they were busily engaged in watching the
landing of a seine (" a large 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 one,
" 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 astride 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
gentie voice, until suddenly she stopped,
and exclaimed,—

" Why, Tommy, we are floating I 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?"

" I will take care of you," said Tommy,
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stoutly; " don't mind, father will be sure
to see us."

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

" I 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 ? 0, here's Chubby's
pinny, let's try that at least;" and Chubby
held up her fat arms to let Esther take off
her pinafore, opening her large eyes, a lit-
tle frightened at Esther's pale face, but see-
ing little danger in being out at sea in her
father's boat

But they held up the tiny flag and shqut-
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 'rud-
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 closely into
her bosom, and tried to cheer Tommy,
who clnng 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. I 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 who said to the waves, "Peace, be
still," and they obeyed Him.

Then calmed and comforted, and exhaust-
ed by crying, Tommy sank down close to
Esther, and slept. Ohubby'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 not. 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; ahe placed herself and her dear
little brother and sister in His hands.
And though now and then 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 long-
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
peril.

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 returned 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 in
her husband's face. A thrill of dread ran
through her frame; she hoped he was jok-
ing: Dut 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 bur-

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The Hospital Review.

ried down after his wife to the beach,
every moment fear and undefined horror
seizing their poor hearts, and almost par-
alysing them. The poor parents came at
last np8n 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 gone. 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 1"

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 s^on aroused, and
deep and hearty was the i-ympatby 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 succes-sful in
tbeir 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, baying—

"Jem, have 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.

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

"Poor Mrs. 8edgewick!" 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 other sound was heard but
the beating of the waves against the shore,
and the gurgling of the pebbles as they re-
ceded.

'• Where's the matche-, Martha ?" said
one old woman who was sitting by the
the heap of wood. "Its getting mortal'
cold. I must light ray pipe."

There was some wrangling and disput-
ing among the women, then a 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-bre<-ze, were rising high, and
casting a red glare around. It was in vain
that the almost frantic mother dipped
water from the sea at her feet 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, hop-
ing thxt 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 poor broken-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
brushed 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 almost into a
groan as he turned from her 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 showing
themselves on the horizon, as the friendly
fishermen were setting themselves to renew
the search. The seventh boat bad not come
in, but a fakit speck was seen in the far, far
distance. It is coming nearer, and faces are
turned toward it with expectation, with some-
thing like hope. It k approaching: still
distant, but increasing in Bize and distinct-
ness. The poor mother dared not look, for
t'he knew that the seventh boat contained
Jem and his father, and ehe 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. Perhaps with those grappling-iions
he had brought back the lifeless 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 came nearer—nearer. The
regular rise and fall of the oars seemed
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never-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. I he oars were un-
shipped as the boat touched the shore,
and Jem's father sprang nut, bearing a ten-
der burden in his arms, little Chubby, red
and rosy as ever, holding out her arms, and
saying,—

" I 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.

0, how sweet were the choking tears of
joy which wetted the face of the fcir 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.

"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 a man who was laboring
under an attack of mania-a-potu. " Sir,"
said he, " I am very much annoyed by the
Beading Railroad Company; they have
caused 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
engineer 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 to sing like a steam-whistle." Here the
informant paused.

"Well, sir, your complaint is just; we
have already taken raeisures to hive the
railroad tracks removed from your house,
so that you can sleep without being dis-
turbed," was our reply.

The man seemed to be grateful that such
a course had been taken, mid as he arose to
depart, he said, " Sir, I wish you would re-
move that worm from my shoilder; 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 toot on it,
nearly a hundred ran up my leg, and I sup-
pose this is one of them."

We removed the imaginary wortn, 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 suddenly
left the office. He was a stranger. What
became of him we know not, but we thought
the whole scene a first-class temperance
lecture.

The w a y you a lways Stopped.

A Vermont paper tells a good story of
an innocent 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, killing several passengers,
and upsetting things generally. As soon
as he could collect his scattered senses, the
conductor went in search of the venerable
dame, whom he found sitting solitary and
alone in the car (all the otber 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 been killed, and sev-
eral others severely injured." "La, me;
I didn't know but that vvu9 the way you al-
way*, stopped/"

" I 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 fall trowsers buttoned on. Had a
habit of whistling and liked to ask ques-
tions. Was accompanied by a small black
dog. It 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—nothing about
nuder foot, no dirt 1"

But my eyes are aching for the Bight 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. I 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-knives and fish-hooks among
my muslin; yet these things used to fret
me once.

They say—"Ah 1 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 fallowed 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-r-"Ah! you are not tied at
home. 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 toTeplacelost buttons; I
want to obliterate mud stains, fruit stains,
and paints of all colors; I 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 happi-
ness then—those mothers. I didn't. All
these things I called confinement once.
* * * * * * *

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 of 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,
so that we came very near having a fire
in earnest He brings his little boat to
show the red stripe on the sail, (it waB
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, ftfa
little one is lost, and my big one will soon
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, watching 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 hia profession" took a survey.
This completed, he prepared to descend,
bat, 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 describe—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, however, soon found a
tongue, aud in accents which only increas-
ed the terrors of the man of law, cried out,
" My father's cummin' directly." This was
enough. The presence of such an equivo-
cal being, so introduced, unnerved his
heart; with one bound the affrighted law-
yer flew down stairs, and sought refuge in
the street from the enemy.—London paper.

An Impatient Juryman.
An Arkansas correspondent 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 District 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, when a long,
lank, unsophisticated countrymen came up

Vod unceremoniously made himself one -ox
'em, and remarked—

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

"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 axe you on ?" asked the
lawyer.

"What jury?"
" Yes, what jury; grand or traverse t
" 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 pulpit and kinder bosses over the
crowd, gin us a talk; but I don't know if
he charged anything or not."

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

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. 8q., 1 iDDCrtlon 91 00
Three Months,.... 2 00
Six Months, . . . 8 00
©no Yiur 6 00

Quarter Colnmn $10 00
One Third Column,.. 12 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, 16 80
O&e Coluinp, 1 \i'W, 2(i 00

|A Column contains tight Squares.

List of our Little Agents.
LINDA. BROWIOK, Rochester,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MART PERKINS, "
FANNY and ELLA COLBURN, Rochester,
FANNY POMEROY, Pittsfleld, Mass.
8. HALL, Henrietta*
JENNIE Huan, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFP, *
H. P. VlCKERY, "
BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester/
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA. VAN ZANDT, Albany.
MARY WATSON, Rochester.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSUBANCE OFFICE,

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, §10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,
Agents for a large number of the most reJiahJLe
Companies in the United States,

Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BUELL.

Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

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 S. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom all the business iof the late firm 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,
as it has in the past maintain 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.

Prefearing 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; aud shall, as hitherto, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
make prices as low as the market, whatevor it
may be. A. S. MANN & Co.,

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State at.
Rochester, March 15, 1865.
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Election Notice.

of -tate. ibat ih • "tentra Eleo lo wl 1 be eld n lute
Coon'y on the TOE DAk »ao eediug ihe drst Monday
of "Novemb-r, (Jtn.) 1MB at w. ioh siteCiion tbe utnot m
named L» ihe annexed Notice Will be eleated.

STATE OF NEW TOKK.
X OW TH* SIOBBTA.BT OF STiTB,)

Albany, Jul> £> h 18B . $
To tbe Sheriff of the County of Monr e:

8ra fcotlcelsbrebv given,'htt .he 6eneral Flection
to be h*lo ID >1HS State on the I'DHSDA succei dlae tbe
fist Monday of Novimb r next, tbe lol.owiug officers
aie to b<- elected, 10 »it:

A Becte juy 01 State, In tbe plao • of Chauscey 11.
Dep^w

A. Comp Toller. 1B tbe place of luo'us Robtrsm:
A Treasurer, la tbe p.a e of ueo see # Srhuj ]er;
An A' ome> v eberal. in ibe piace of John uochrane:
A 01 ate nn tneer and Bnr«eyor, la itu pace of

Wllltu- B. ' «ylor;
A C»n»l ComaJsJoner, In U13 place i f William I.

Skinner;
An la peotor of State Prisons, In the place of Baylord

J. ClaraV;
A Judge of the ourtof Appsals, lnthepla;eoi Hliam

Denio;
A cue k of toe Court of Appealy, In tbe place of

IreierickA. r«Umad.e;
Al * ote terms of office will expl e OQ the last day of

December > t i t .
Also, a Judge of tht Court of Anpeals. In the p ace of

John K- f on«r, who was aopointed o an tne > ac«ncy
occasioned by the rweiation ol f-enry R BHden,
wb se te T (for wh cb he was eiec'ed; cxpl.es on ihe
thirty firs'. d»y of j/ecemoer, 18JI.

Al o, a Jus'lce of t e Eup' erne Jourt lor tbe 8eventb
Jnd clal n trie. In pTact of Toomas A ODDB .a. wboee
tei m of ufflce will ex Ire • n tne . ast of D cember next.

Also, a -en»to - for tbe SStu Senate Disulci, competing
the coanty 01 Monroe.

COUNTS OFFIC3KS TO B4 ELECTED.

Three M» mbe s of As;emb y;
A Di^iric Altornej, 111 the jilace of IV1111 >m H, Bow-

man;
1' -o Ju«tlcee of £«stlon«, in tbe place of Benjamin 5.

Wblteh-ad and i>eloa wen'wortb;
1w»Comners, In the p act o, innlsV r. iulilsand

Hlitiy«. Treac.
Ali whose tera s of offics will expire on the last day of

December next.

The attrntlon of Inspectors. of Klectten and County
Canvassers 1B dire, tei to Chapter 8 « 01 Lawsof 1865, a
cop- of »hicb '» prin'el be ewitfi, 1 ntttled " «n act TO

Eovide tbe meaue of pa tog boandea aatber.eed by
w.aLd of relmbnr lug muDicipa.lcUsfprb-.un'iespaia

by them to pursuance ot law . y creac n< a .ate dtb;
lor tr at purpose; »nd to tubmit to tbe p> opie the queB-
tlon of c aling Bich debt, and to r peal ceit in rec-
tlous ol cba.ter t»eniyulne of ibe Laws ol eighteen
bumred audstxtt-tTe ' fur lo^tractiong lnregaidto
regard to tbtlr dades under said act.

CHAP, 825.

AN ATT to prcvlde tbe means of rryrae bounties au-
thorized by law, a"d of rtlmourtla^ manic'pallties
lor bounties paid bytLem la pn enancr of law by
cremlDe » state debt lor tbat purpose: asd 10 submit
10 tbe people tie qatstton 01 creut nt sac. debt, and
to ie talcertan se thin <>i olwpter twn',>-mr.e *1
t t Laws u£e.«hceen Dundred«Ld Blity.five.

Passed April 'itb, 1865, tureeflltbB btlsg , resent.
Tbe Peoi le of tbe State of New York, represented in

Se' ate ana Assembly, do «i>act asi Howe:
BBOTIOHI TO provide tbe means of paying an boun-

ties authorized by .a» to be p Id j this natd to volun-
teer-, draft d men or tnbstlinet, ana to O'OVlde tbe
aeans of retm .ar<l g ctla- coaDties aid town*, j or
boost e« paid by them >o volULteera, orafced men or
sarstltntes. so far as the i.ount es to paid • y ibe i> are
anth rzed b y a l i w o f thi< •tatt.tobo rtinvbnreed or
refnn ed to 'htm, a <l«ot cf tbls t t i t eh h»;eby c ea'ed
•adanttor ZHO to be (.onr»cfe<l,wb cb cebtsLalbelor
thesiovle oblectoi paying, r«lmba:slng aud rdundlsg
tbe sild bounties.

I 2. he d-bt hereby crfatert and authorized to be
•COBtTa t. d ihsllnot enc-ed IRR iam 01 thirty mllll ns
of <io i-.rs and tbere snailoe Impose', levlr.d BDdas
ses>«rri nponthe UXob e property ot this uta'e. a direct
anr.nal r- z 10 psy tbe Interest on the laid debt aarucb
mteinit lalis du-,woli b Still direct annnal tax shall r>e
suttcleiitto pa> su hlntt t I ' t i it foils due. And to create
a sinnine iund lor tbe payment of said d«bt, there 1 hall
also be Imposed, levies! aod aitetied upon the taxable

propertv of 'his stare arlrect annua' tax t ) par, and
aufflulaat o p y. In tbe spaee 01 > w, 1 ve yea's from ifca
time 01 toe pa s»<eo. ibi^ act, the wno.eoi the (test
ere t u and contracted antler «ndbyihe piovlB.on-.of
tbtsac.

i *. To thtala th - mo.?e;neceuar> for the rurpose
conte uplaceo bf this ant, the comptroller is authorized
toksue t.« bonds ot thd tate. ta sac 1 sams t̂ ach as
lhall Ssem meet to h'ni, with ooupo s thereto aua t ea
lor tbe , a m at of toe iu>eest on sneo bon IB, at a
rat not exceed ng seven ••rcsut*n>, per annum, ht.lf
yearly on ihe nrsr. days of Jay and Jaiiuar^, iu eacn
yanr, ant 1 ta la ertwt tB-reoi 1« payable at such
pla;e iu ibe cl y ui Ne< York a shall seem meet 11
tlui, «»d tua <v o e priDClpalsh-tU oe payable 11, rach
place In Ke» Yo<-» city astai oomDtrol.er stall deeoi
mott in tveive ye*ra r >m. 'he p w a t e of this act,—
Tbe bonds t^tio issaedhyihe ooaipiroler, undtr t e
pr'Tialoas of tils act, »ha,i Da c lspoued of by the
uompu olle as folio we: First, he shall, as soon ts n ay
. e » tenhe »t>"rov»lof bla act by tne peopip, la-ue
at par to .he hoid r» of any 01 tba revei ne bomb of
this 't<ie whlca, nn<1er tbe proviso ns 01 any law of
this st'itf, shal have been tberetoto e Issued by him to
raise moneys fir ihe piymtnt of tbe boumle* B.tclned
iu tbe first notion Ot this ace, or to reimburse or refund
to c ties, ciantto- or to^na, the boauiespuld bj ibem
as speeded iu the first SfOtlon of trlsact so wnc . of
the uouds autnorlzcd tiy ibis act as shall equal In
amoaut the lerenue botd< ot tbU stat- wh c 1 rball
have heretofore been Issued ttyblm ai aforesaid. Second,
h hail th-u.as he i.m lnder 01 th^ bonds anuo.lzed
to be Is ued by his act, bet re disposln • of tbem or any
of the a. adv. rttse for prop sals for ibe same, > nd s'.ail
open (be proposal- and award tb- earn- ta ibe bU best
bidder, a' a ra.e not less than par, whica advi tl Ing aud
dispel ion i-hall ba aoeordugvo tbcproTlBliBoi law
nowexl« ing.

§ 4 This act fhall b» submitted to the people at the
next ge erm tlec.lon to be held In this Btate Tbe ln-
SDtC orsol elect on 'n the different e ecloa d ̂ tricts In
Ihl > a Hie aball provide at eacu poll, ou said election day,
a . ox in n e aiual orm. for the ret-eptlun of the b» lots
bercm proviaeoj and e oa a d evert --lector of ihtsi
Btate m <y prenent a oa< ct, » bleb Bhill be a pape tl ket
OB ablch snail be printed or wiltie". or partly wrl ten
and parity printed, one of the lulJo wing foims. aaoiely:
"Fo. th« ac 1 o crea « A state d bt to pay noontles," or
" ~ gainst 1 be a t to c eate a state debt to pay b.luniles."
The sal 1 b ua I s sbal. b« to folded 08 to conceal tae
contents of he ballot, and >h»li bueudorse-i: "Ac. In
relation to bo-n les "

5 5 Af e finally closing the polls of each election,
Ihe in p c ors iher. of shal. turned ately, and without
adjournment, p oceed to count and c<DT>»fB ih uallots
given Iu relation to the proposed act In tht s*m- m*n-
n raa toey ore b- law nq. ilrtu to canv«BF toe ballots
glveu for governor, and ihiteup >n shailset d.»u in
writing, and In woidi »t lull '. n^th, tLe hbole number
of vo es g ivn "For the act to cr at- a s.ate drot "
and ihe whole number of Vales giv n "Agxlnst ihe
a c 10 create a stae dtbl,"«ud eeruty and sntiscrlne the
same, ana cause ibe cop es 1 hereof to be made, certlacd
and deity, red.ai prescribed by law In respect to tbe cau-
va<- of votes given at au election lor govei nor And all
the provisions of law Iu rel»Uo 1 to elections, nther tban
for military ant to«n officers sbail apply to ibe submis-
sion to tbe pc pie be. tin provided for.

5 6. Tbe it ere mry of Bt»te shall with all convenient
dlspa'cb, after tbls ace snail receive ibe approvul of ibe
governor, cause toe same to be struck off and prln'ed
opo slips in each numoerB as eb*li be tnfflcleni to Bay-
ply tbe different offlc rs of ibis siate c mcerned In noti-
fying or Iu bol Ing elect ions, or in canvassing ihe votes,
aDd sbaU transmit t. e same to such office's.

17. TbiB act sha 1 b come a law when U is ratified by
the peopie In pursuance of the constitution and tbe pro-
visions tbereol.

5 8. auction eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve and thir-
teen 01 chapter twenty-nine of tbe laws or eighteen hun-
dred and sixty five, aie hereby repealed.

You are, without delay, to deliver a uopy of the above
notice to ibe Supei visor cr one *f ibe Asse-sors of each
town or ward In your county; and al-oto c*UBe a copy
of said no Ice to be puullsbed In nil the uewepap»iB
printed in jour coanty DC In each WteK until tbe elec-
tion, t ours reapecti ally,

CHATJNtEv' M. OKPDW.
au7-lawtd d.wst-w Becietsry of Btate.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & SAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Mnsio ONLY, is Taught in this Institution.

Dally Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&c, send for a Circular. I

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MRS. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly Principals.
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UNION ICEJJOMPANY.
T C E supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
J_ Families, Ac. by week, month or year.

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

^ " Orders left at J. PALMEB'S ICB CBBAM SA-
LOON, Fitshugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

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

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing 0o.'a Highest Premium

Sewing leadline,
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.

VERT IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THBBAD upon the heaviest
fabric.

S. "W. DIBBLE, AGENT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,

March 15. Rochester, N. T.

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. T.

J ^ 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.

Jt^- NO CONNECTION "WITH ANT 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.
]@g~ Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEART, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,
Jan. 1865. Rochester. N. T.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCERS,
Uos. 27, 29 & 31 Exdhange St

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. P. SMITH. GILHAN ff. P* UKINS.

[Established in 1626.]
Jan. 1865. tf

THE MORNING LIGBT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURMNii
STO7ES.

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

rjlHE Stove Committee of the New York State Airicul-
X tural Society, at the State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examii adoo of tulseud
other base bnrners In operation and on trial, fully endoif >d
this claim, and awarded the FIBST Pixicum .othe "VOBN-
iire LIGHT" as the best base burnug, self-feeding Coil
Stove; thus it hag been decided by competent judges tli t
We are rally entitled to style it THX PBIKCB OF BASS BV i.\

Manufactured by
SHEAB, PACKARD*Co.

17 and 19 Oreou Street,
AlWmy, NTT.

For sale by WARRAHT & 80UTHW0RTH,
26 South S t Paul St, Rochester, N, Y.

Jan. 1865.

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865. ly

"EXCELSIOR-."
T H E attention of the public Is called to the " EXCEL-
•»• 8IOB," 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 Stoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone.
Albany, and for sale in this city, by

HART 4; REYNOLDS,
Roohester, January, 186S. Main Street

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.
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INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

CITY HOSPITAL.

" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

VOL. IL ROCHESTER, N. Y., OCTOBER 16, 1865. No. 3.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is Issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE!
Mrs. WM. B. PERMITS

" Dr. MATHEW8.
Mrs. GEO. H. MUMFOKD,

" MALTBY STBOSG,

TEBM8—Fifty Cents a Tew, Payable 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 Treasnrer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O« Drawer 63.

W m . S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Old Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

A Soldier from Bingen.
BT THE HON. MRS. NORTON.

A Soldier of the Legion
Lay dying in Algiers:

There was lack 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 hand,

And he said:—"I never more shall see
My own, my native land.

Take a message and a token
To some distant friends of mine,

For I was born at Bingen—
At Bingen on the Rhine.

" Tell 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 I

" Tell my mother that her other sons
Shall comfort her old age;

For I was like a 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 fierce 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 I

" 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,
A nd 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

For the honor 6f old Bingen—
Dear Bingen on the Rhine I
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" There's another—not a sister—
In the happy days gone by,

You'd have kn^wn her by the merriment
That sparkled in her eye.

Top innocent for coquetry—
Too t'ond for idle scorning—

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

TeU 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 Rhine 1

' I 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 bine eyes were on me
As we passed, with friendly talk,

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

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

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

His trembling voice grew 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 I

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 seemed to shine,

As it shone on diBtant Bingen—
Fair Bingen ON the Rhine 1

" Are you still in the land of the liv-
iug?" inquired a man of an aged, friend.
"No, but I am going there," was the re-
ply. This world, is the shadow; heaven is
the reality.

Action of th$ Grand Jury.
To the Editress of the Hospital Review:

Should not this note of wupring from
our Grand Jury, have a prominent pl>ce in
'the Hospital Beview-*-tha.t it may reaciiall
who read its pages? Those who have in-
terested themselves for our soldiers, in the
hospitals, or on the field of action, daring the
past few years, feel and know too painfully
and too well its truthfulness—when their
efforts for their temporal and spiritual go6d
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 arid our sons, but their defenceless
wives and children, from the inheritaa«e of
the drunkard. "Be not deceived—nor
thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, shall
inherit the kingdom of God."

To the Court and the People 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 interiiperance. Sd uniform-
ly was this true,,,tfc»t the nature of the
crime complained ,of, or its degree of de-
pravity, indicated with, reasonable certainty
the ravages that dissipation had made in
the manhood of its victims. The young
man just entering upon ihe course of ruin,
manifested his beginning by profanity, as-
saults, brawls and riots. Those further
descended, appeared in arson, larceny, and
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like crimes, until reaching the last degree
of degradation, where the> total wreck of
humanity is made manifesfein the crime of
murder, aud murder so unnatural that hû
mftnity shrinks from its contemplation. A
medical examination disclosed the undi*
ge&ted milk of a mother's bosom in the
stomach of her child, that had just perish-
ed by her own hands. This mother had
juBt 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
sdldiers are exposed by the sinks of dissi-
piatiou 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.

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

Respectfully submitted,
AARON ERICKSON, 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 birds have left the
boughs haunted only by last year's nests,
andghosts of their bird-homes.

Why 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 neligion 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 thftir 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 moving " 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 summers 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 limes 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 Phoe-
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 fellowB, well met" 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
teaeher 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
affairŝ  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
robe, 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
pierce; but there was a light in bis soul,
for God's Holy Spirit irradiated it.

One evening as he thus journeyed along,
holding 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
pious man saw that he was at the mercy of
a band of robbers. Scarcely conscious of
what passed, he alighted from his horse,
and offered 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
Eant intercede for his life.

" Have you given us all f cried the rob-
ber chief, threateningly. "Have you no
more money ?"

In his alarm and terror, tie 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 his robe. 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 a long and painful wan-
dering, with the necessity of begging his
way. But his conscience was a peculiarly
tender one, and he suddenly atopped to
listen to its voice. It cried in disturbing
tones, "Tell not a lie 1 Tell not a Her
These words burned in his heart. Joy,
kindred, home, all were forgotten. Some
writers on moral philosophy, have held that
promises made under such circumstances
are not binding, and few men certainly
would have been troubled with scruples on
the occasion. But Eant did not stop to

reason. He hastily retraced his steps, and
entering intoihe midst of the robbers, who
were still in the same place, said meekly i
"I have told you what is not true, but it
was not intentionally; fear and anxiety
confused me; therefore pardon me."

With these words he held forth the glit-
tering gold j'ikut, to his surprise, not one of
the robbers would take it. A strange feel-
ing was at work in their hearts. They
could not laugh at the holy man. "Thou
shalt not deal," 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
his 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.

Before Vicksbnrg-May 16, 1863.
BT GEORGE H. BOKER.

[The war has called out nothing more vivid in pictorial-
poetical form than this little piece which we copy from
the Atlantic Monthly; for September. It is allying 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 hissed, 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 hia tears, he limped his chief 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,
Sherman cried "Haiti front face!

Who are you ? Speak, my gallant boy I"
"Adrummer, Sir:—Fifty-fifth Illinois."

"Are you not 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 I Did yon hear that shout ?

What if our men be driven?
Oh, for the love of heaven,

Send to my Colonel, General dear I"
" But you ?" " Oh, I shall easily find the rear."

"I'll see to that," cried Sherman; and a drop,
Angels might envy, dimmed his eye,

A» the boy, toiling toward the hill's hard top,
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Turned round, and with his shrill child's cry
Shouted, "Oh, don't fqrgetl;
We'll win the battle yet!

But let our soldiers have some more,
More cartridges, Sir,—calibrefefty-four!"

. i—
An Affecting Scene.

On a recent afternoon an old man, cane
in Land, 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 returned
soldier, who, observing the old 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 hesitatingly reached
forward his hand, which was heartily grasp-
ed by the soldier, and peered intently into
his face, and replied:

"Well, I declare you have got the start
of me this time."

"You ought to know me," said the sol-
dier ; " I 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 yoar name is

Wright," 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.
M And yet I don't recognize yon. 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 his terpsicho-
rean featB, 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
up his delightful performance, " woulden't
the old woman give her eyes to know this?"
For some minutes the two men indulged in
these immoderate exhibitions of love and
affection, and then went off together.— Off'

ROCHESTER, N. T., 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-
paign of pickling and canning and preserv-
ing, is about ended. How many, in laying
up their supplies, have had a thought of
our Hospital^ 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-
selves how all this was to be done ? Not-
withstanding the departure 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 us, withholds his bounty.
Here is another soldier suffering from asth-
ma, contracted while lying in the Virginia
swamps—and so 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 true—we are very sorry to say
it—have discontinued, but the number has
been more than filled with new subscribers,
and our agents are still busy at work on
every side. Subscribers who have delayed
sending their remittances, either to us or to
pur agents, will, we trust, allow us once
more to remind them of the importance 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
give us. 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.
Still 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—we do not know as we ccm say
more than we have upon this point—but
with our abundant harvest*—our overflow-
ing orchards, and gardens, and markets, it
does seem as if we might have a little
longer list of donations. Potatoes, beets,
turnips, onions, vegetables of all kinds and
fruits, donated 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 i

We are gratified to find *o many
responses to our call for Hot and bandages.
Donors will please accept our thanks.

The Quilts.
The quiltd, we are happy to find, keep

coming in. We have received anothejthe
past month, ,from that dear busy little
group of girls in our city, who have already
sent us five. The group numbers 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 alto,
in the list of donations, a quilt from Mrs.
S. C. Hoadley. So they keep coming 'in,
and "the more the merrier." We hayie
not counted our quilts very lately, but iwe
think we most almost have reached the
seventieth—but no one need fear of our
getting too many. The long, bold winter
is coming on, when we shall need them ,a^
and then the new Wing is ooming on too—
when we shall need another seventy.

OUR Lnrpji AGENTS.—We are glad .to
find that our little agents have been doing
so well this month. Our friend Linda, has
been busy, as she ever is, and has sent us
four subscribers. " Minnie," too, has bpen
at work, we see—and lias sent us nine.
Where are the rest of our lifctte agents, both
in city and country ? We want to hear
from them all.

Delicacies for the Sick.
Are our friends weary of this constant

appeal for delicacies for our sick ? We re-
ceive so many kind remembrances of tab
description, it may seem a little strange
that we should thus ever be in need of
them—but H is nevertheless true. When,
however, our own dear ones at home are
sick, we expect (do we not,) to give them
delicacies every day? We do not expect
to give our sick at the Hospital, delicacies
every day, but we would likp very much
occasionally to give them a tftite of some-
thing nice, something they could relish,
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and which might tempt their feeble, 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 as something.

" Give m e R o s e s I"
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, ia the case of a man very
31 in our Hospital, with typhoid fever. In
the ravings of delirium, he would beg with
wild earnestness—u Oh give me roses, sweet
roses" ! Little attention 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,

torily, that the house was searched 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—" 0, 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 for the heart-ache.

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 tb# inmates, will be admitted at
all times.

For the Hospital Keview.

" A Man's heart deviseth his way, bat the Lord
diiflcteth 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, Eddie B. 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, thankful 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, a letter 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 eaoh 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 was received and communioated
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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 J" "Our
father deadP' "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, fully 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, iwhen at rest in her silent grave,
That prayer shall have power to guard and to

save."
E.

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. I intended to have sent
sooner, but have neglected it."

List of Donations to the Hospital for
September, 1865.

Mrs. Knapp, 1 basket of Apples.
Mrs. B. M. Parsons, Tomatoes twice.
Mrs. 8. C. Hoadley, 1 Bed Quilt.
Mrs. Craig, Tomatoes.
Mrs. Cornell, Lint.
Mrs. H. S. Draper, Pears and Grapes.
Mrs. T. H. Rochester, Biscuit every Wednesday

during the month.
Mrs. G-. F. Danforth, 1 barrel of Apples.
A Friend, a roll of Old Cloths, for bandages.
Deduction on bill for mason work, by Mr. Block,

$1 81.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FfcoM SEPT. 15 TO OCT. 15, 1865.

Mrs. Wm. N. Sage, Mrs. J. M. Winslow,
Mrs. Bronson, Miss B. Hall—By Iinda
Bronson, ,.% 2 OO

Mrs. L. A. Lovell—By Miss Allgood, .. ' . . . 0 50
Mrs. G. E. Mumford, Miss Angle Mumford,

Dr. F. V. Hayden, J. E. Fitch, Mrs. C.
Dewey, C. A. Dewey, A. H. Cole, Mrs.
D. a Ailing, Mrs. Sas»'l Hamilton, Miss
A. Green, Miss Shelton; Mrs. J. B. Par-
malee, Spencerport—By Mrs. Perkins.. 6 00

Miss L. A. Brctler, Perry Centre, *0 75
Mrs. G. H. Perkins, Mrs. Thos. Hawks,

Mrs. W. H. Perkins, Mrs. J. F. Bush,
Mrs. E. T. Smith., Mrs.C-R Woodworth,
Mrs. E. M. Day, Mrs. A. G. Bristol, Rev.
E. R. Beadle, Philadelphia—By Miss
Mary Perkins, 4 50

Donation by a Friend, 1 50
Mrs. H. S. Draper, Mrs. 0: D. Grosvenor—

By Mr. Williams, 1 00
Miss Lottie Root, Chili Center;'Miss A.

McGuire, Avon; Miss Hattie Lacey, Miss
Lottie Morton, Miss M. H. VanZandt—
By Miss Emily Winans, . . . . ? 50

Mrs. E. Pomeroy, Pittsfield, Mass.; Mrs.
G. W. Campbell, Miss Agnes Pomeroy,
Mrs. E. B. WMttiesey, Miss F. Pomeroy
—By Miss Fanny Pomeroy, 2 50

Alva Rice, Mrs. W. W. Carr; Advertising
—By Mrs. Mathews 6 00

Mrs. Evans, Montpelier, Vfc—By Mrs.Tale, 0 50
C. P. Dewey, Esq., New York, 0 50
Mrs. N. T. Rochester, 0 50

Superinendenf s Report for September.
Sept. 1st. Patients in Hospital, 39

Received during the month, 22—61
Discharged, - 14
Died, 2—16

Oct. 1st. Tolal remaining, 45
Soldiers in Hospital during the month, 5

>»«

Agents.
The following L:t(fies have kindly consented to

act as Agents for (he Hospital Revieuf:
Miss MAQGIB Ci'LBBRT30Hr East Groveland.

L. A. Bun BR,Peiry Centre.
" E. A. C. HiYEft Rochester.
••' MARY W. DAVIS,

Mrs. C. F. SPEN.IER, "•

" J. B. KNUPEN, \ :e»or
" HAMMOND^ East Rush.
11 PHKRE D. DAVENPORT, Lockpoirt.

Miss MARY BROWN, Periaton.
Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON'. Fairport.

" CHARLES FORD, Clyde

Miss ADA MILT KR "
" C. M. SEOOR, Maoedon.
" JULIA MMHK3\KY, Spencerport.

" LILLIAN .L RKNNEY, Phelps, Ont C»L

Miss PHEBE WHITHAKJ Scottsburg.
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At the residence of Dr. Mathews, Thursday
Evening, September 21st, 1865, by Rev. Dr. Clax-
ton, ALBERT A. MILLER, formerly of Mack's Bat-
tery, to Miss MAST KING, all of Rochester.

At the Rochester City Hospitti, Thursday, Sept.
27th, of Consumption, after a lingering illness,
GEORGE JOKES, aged about 20 years.

He was a discharged soldier, having enlisted,
with a number of other boys, from the House of
Refuge, in a Volunteer Regim«nt. 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 Hospital, Sunday night,
Sept. 24th, "WILLIAM H. TotJNft.

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 was in 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.

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 so clean and tidy in all her ways,
and takes such nice, kind care of her baby
kittens. We lived in Rochester during the

flood, and we thought, among other losses,
we had lost our "TW>by"—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 disposition, disposed to be warlike,
and sometimes gnilty 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 one 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 I" In she 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 is a pretty sight to see
these little things get their dinner. They
have not 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
ba " useful as well as ornamental," had
caught a large rat—as large as the kittens
themselves—and was teaching them to eat
it, so that bye and bye they will learn to
catch mice for their own breakfast*! 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 taithful to them, we
expect one to go to Buffalo to reside, while
the others will remain in the city, but with
friends, who will kindly care for them. We
could tell you many more things about
these little pets, but do not wish to tire you,
and will only say, we are very happy to
shew them to our little friends who come
to see us; and though there are sewn of
these, we have other pets of which we may
write you at another time.

AUNTY.
October 9th, 1865.

A BEAUTIFUL THOUGHT.—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 beautiful 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!"

" Let not mercy and truth forsake tb.ee:
bind them about thy neck; 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,

Tb dance at Lily's ball.

Little Quaker Primrose
Sat and never /Stirred,

And, except in whispers,
Never spoke a word.

Tulip fine and ©ahlia,
Shone in silk and satin;

Learned old Convolvulus
Was '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 Daffodil,
Rosa with Violet;

SiHy Daisy fell in love
"With pretty • Mignonnette.

And when the dance was over̂
They went down stairs to sup ;

And each had a taste of honey-cake,
With dew in a buttercup.

And BII were dressed to go away
Before the Set of sun;

And Lily said " Good bye I" and gave
A kiss to every one.

And before the moon, of a single star,
Was shining overhead

,Lily and all her little friends
Were fast asleep in bed.

—Boston Post.

lTroin the IT. W. Christian Advocate.

The Li t t l e W h i t e Aijgel.

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 the rich and proud
Hoffrneister, to the little blue-eyed CarV
the only child of a poor .baker.

The school-house door opened, and Mas-
ter Friedrich himself appeared, and cried
iij a oh,erry 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 short 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 came, 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 trords.

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.

"®, the dear angel—the beautiful angel!"
cried they all. " Wilt thou give it to me,
Master Friedrich f

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 BO 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-
C10U8.

Some had polished up a shilling till it
shone like a crown, one brought a watch
crystal which his father had given him, and
which be 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-Cari, " I was looking
for something "bright when I came upon
this poor little white dove. Some cruel
boys were tormenting it, and I caught it
up quickly and ran here. 0 ,1 fear it will
die."

Even as he Bp6ke, 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 tiling 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."

" 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 a 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 clapped 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, bia new
soldier cap, with the long scarlet feather and
bright golden tassel.

Max 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 sculptured; and so on,
untill a still more motley collection than
that before lay npon Master Friedrich's desk.

Then poor little Carl stepped modestly
up, 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 chfldren, the blessed word of God
says, ' Behold the lilies 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 thing 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 edge—this he placed triumph-
antly before the master, sure of the prize.

" Nay thou art wrong this time, Kline,"
said Max, " I 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 nave brought •
bottle of it thirty years old—the pnee- is
6urely mine."

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

"And thou, Carl," said he,, "what hast
thou brought which thou thinkejt, the; best
on earth T

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 lip», and then reverently

laid it down with the rest, as he said in a
low »weet voice, " My mother, dear master,
says that God's preoiftus Testament is far
beyond all earthly poipessions."

" 'Tis thine, my Cagl!" cried the master,
snatching the hoy 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.

Old Gordon and his Laddies.

John Gordon, who died a few years ago,
near Turiff, Banffshire, was reputed to have
attained the remarkable age of 132 years.
Most travelers in that part called at his
cottage, and among the visitors one 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
" So, my old friend, can you see to knit at
your advanced period of life ? One hun-
dred and thirty-two is truly a rare age !"
" It will be my grandfather ye're seeking.
I'm only seventy-three. Ye'll find him
ronnd 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 wonderfully
fresh, my good sir, for so old a man ! I
doubt not you have experienced many vi-
cissitudes in the course of your very long
life." "What's your wull, sir?" inquired
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
potatoes, and humming "The Battle of
Harland." " I have had some difficulty in
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 advanced) «ge." " It is," replied
John: « but I'm thankfu' that I'm able for't
as the laddiet, puir things, are no very stout
now."—Scotch Paper.
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A FREEDMAW WHO HAS BEEN TAUGHT
TO READ THE PAPERS.—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 I give you a paper ?"
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 prescription 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-
npon 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
contentment 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. It 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
thy request," replied the cobbler, " but—.
" Nay, refuse me not," replied the man of
wealth, " for any gam thou namest shall be
thine." " I seek not thy wealth," said the
cobbler, " but-bnt—." "But what?"
" But—the truth is—/ have no shirt /"

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

A youn£ 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 charge. The faithless swain
denied the " uadefinable 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 sentenced 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 around the hotels, and
frequently on the ferry-boats. They carry
a box containing their " kit of implements,"
the brushes, blacking-boxes, &c. This is
suspended by a strap over the shoulders,
and when a customer nods assent to their
generally polite invitation, "Black yer
bootsF 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:

11 Shine up, sir?"
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" What do you charge fb* blacking
boots I" asked the man, who was somewhat
noted for stinginess.

" Five cents,'1 was the reply.
"Too much, too much; I'll give you

three cents," said the man.
" All right," said the youngster, and at

it lie went with might and main, and very
soon had one boot shining like a mirror;
bnt 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
yon for anything I've done; there comes a
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-

List of our Little Agents.
LINDA BRONSON, Rochester,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MART PERKINS, "
FANNY and ELLA OOLBUBN, Rochester,
FANNY POJTBEOY, Pittefield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HUED, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, "
H. P. VlCKEKY, "
BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall,
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA TAN ZANDT, Albany.
MARY WATBOJT, Rocheater.

Hospital Notices.
Packages, including Provisions. Hospital Stores,

Ac., should be addressed to "The Rochester City-
Hospital, on West Arenufi, between Piospe«t«nd
Reynolds Streets." A list oi 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 Corresponding1 Secretary, Mrs. Dr
M&thews.

B3P Persons making application for the re<?ep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean
attendant physician..

R A T E S OF ADVERTISING-.
Pr. 8 q , 1 insertion $1 00
Three M o n t h s , . . . . % 00
She Months, . . . 8 00
One Year, 5 00

Quarter Column, $10 00
One Third Column... 12 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, 15 W
One Column, 1 Y«ar, 26 0ft

A Column oontalhs eight Squares.

GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,
CORNER or STONE & ELY STREETS.

Walls WMtertect or Tinted,
AND PAUSING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely St ,

will reoaive prompt attentlori.
Pet 1865. .

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME &PLASTER MILLS.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealers,

MUNGER'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 Taoght in this Institution.

Daily Lessons in alj-depirtaients of Music For Terms,
* c , send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MRS. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly Principtibi

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 3. 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 to
Mann will be settled." Z. T. CASE,

A. S. MANN,
Rochester, Feb. 16,1865. 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 reputation
of being the leading iouse in the Dry Goods trade
in Western-New York.

Every attraction consistent with the require-
ments of our tjade-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 whp do business with us.

Preferring to let our friends form their own
conclusions tes to .whether we shall continue to
merit their confidence^ wa would simply say, thai
we shall open our Spring Stock with as choice an
assortment of'seasonable goods as have ever been
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
maybe. . ,,, A. S, MANN & Co.,

(Late Case* Menu,)'37 & 39 State at
Rochester; March1 15, ,1 $65.
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Election^ Not ice.
CHJEBTTVS OFFKX>-C0&tY OF MQSRO*
O - Rottaeis hereby given, prtr»*fti' to tBerBta'uTes
of ihts S i ' « , and ih. annexed no Ice from the S^cr tary
of -late, tbatth- weneral Bleo io» wi 1 be eld n this
Coanty on theTCB-DAV «nc eedlng the flrst Monday
of November, (7ti\) IH65 at wi ich HlrCtlon tbe ufflo- rs
named in ibe ani exed Notice will be elected.

§T(TE OP NEW TOKK.
P F M O I OF THB STOMTIKY OF STATE, )

Albany, Julv 29 h 18* . (
To tbe Sheriff of the County of Monrce:

SIB Notice Is h- rebv given,' hat he General Flee ion
to be held In • •'« State on tbe rTJ UO ^ saccet dine I be
flist Monday of No**mb r next, toe lolowl'g officers
•re to b<° elected, towltt

A Secre ary of State, In tbe plao of Chauacey M.
Depew,

tL Comp roller. ID tbe plaee of ' uc'us Bobtrson:
A Treasurer, la the pia'te of Geo ge w Snhuyler;
An At omev > enerai. imba piace of John Cocbrane:
A Slate KB tneer and Surveyor1, in tb- p ace of

WUIUIL B i aylor:
ACsntt ComiUs loner in th place t-f William I.

Skinner;
AD In pector of Ptate Piisons, lntha place of Baylord

J. Clarke;
A Judge of tbe ourt of Appeals. In tbe place rt Hli am

Denlo;
A tne k of tr>- C^urt of Appealy in tbe pinoe of

FrelenekA. r.llmad e,
Al in ore terms of om<e will expire on the last day of

December i txt.
Also, a Jadg- of tha Court of Anneals. In 'he p ace of

Jobn K. Porwr, whu was appointed o flu t-e < acunuy
occasioned by thr reMenatron ol penry R Selden.
wh< se te IT (for «h en h* was eiee'ed) <-xpl eg on ih-
tn.rty firs' day ol utcemoer, 1871.

Al-o, a Justice of t e Sup- erne <3owrt lor the Seventh
Judicial rn tric% in place of Tbomas A obns >n wnose
le mof fflcewld ex-Ire • n the iMtof D-cember next.

Also.a en»to fO'tbe28tJ Ben»teDistrict,composing
tberoantyoi ilonro".

COUNT* OFFICE KB TO Btt HLKCTKD.
Three •*< mbe s ol Assembly;
A Dl-trlc Attorne , lutbe place of willi m H, Bow-

man*
'o Ju«tl e» of tea- ions, in tbe place of Benjamin 1

Wclteb<-«d »ni i^elos * entwortn-1 wo CornnerB, in tbe p ace o Tunis V P. Fullls and
• l ' n j * . Treat.

Al whose tern 8 oi offiCd will expire on the lastdtiy of
December next.

Tbe att»n'lon of IOSMC'OI-B ofKlectl'n and County
Canvas-erg Is direct e l .to Chapter 325 <v La« s <>f 1865, a
cop • of which s printed be- ewith, tnt tiled " ? n Act 'o

firoTlde the means of pa Ing bournes author zed by
aw, ai d of mjnbur lnroiUDietpaiai sforb juntiespald

by tneni 1 • pursuance ot law y creatn/ a late dt-b;
lor t> >>t purpose; »tid to submit to the p> ople tf>« ijueu-
tlonnf c atine sicb debt, and to r peal cert in rec-
tlois of chapter t^enty-ulne of iheLaw« of elgbtoen
inn rtn and »lxt -five ' (or Instructions inregadto
retiard to tb lr du les under said act

CHAP. 326
NAJ» to privlde tbe means of i»ylnn bountlrs au
tbonzed Dv law, ard of r inbunlnK mun c p»ilr,les
or bounties paid bytLeno la pu<suanui- of law by

creMiue » state debt lor tbat purpose: and to unbuilt
to tbe people fie qaestton ot ce» t ne suc>. aebt, and
to ie taleertan se Uon <>t chapter i-wm'j m> e . l
t • Ltws o( e.nhteen hundred îiA sixty five.

Pasted April ".th, 1865; turee-nftbs being resent.
TbePeoile of the State of NewTorfe rep-es nted in

&r ate and Aisemnly. do eusct ao f llowa:
SBOTIOB 1 To provide the mean* or pay ng all bo >n-

ties authorized by, MM to be p Id > this stut; to volun-
teer-, draft-d men orsubstltu'ec, ana to morlde tbe
nesne of relmiur»l(g cities, counties and town., or
boupt es paid by them to volunteers, "rafted men or
tirstltute» so far as tbe noantesso paid y 'be are
autb'r.zed by a law of tU« i t s ' t . t o b : rolmburaed or
refuB ed to'htm, a debt of this rt«te U hereby c eatet
aadautror «ed to be contracted, which <ebtftalbe lor
tnesuule oblectol paying, relmbarsinE and r lundlcg
tbe s-ttd bounUeo.

{2. he d-Ot heresy orcate^ and autborlzed to be
contracted ihallji"t exct-ed'k° s m c>i thirty mllll ns
of aoiars, ind 'here sball ue impo-e , levied "iirt as
sested upon tne taxab e property ot this rtare. a Ilrect
Manal t»x. to pay tbe Interest on the tatd debt as i- ocb.
(aterest utiedu .WciliBsilo1 direct aunaait«x8hal. i»
tmideiitMps»su hmtir-« (.gtf.JU-doe And to <*e«t«
a slnnina: undfor ibe payment of said a-bt, there i hall
al«» be lmpoa**). levlea and atie-sed npon the taxuble
property of'his state, a direct annua1 taxt>pav. and
•< ufcleirt- i»psF»totbejp»ce«.r#«ive y^ars frotnibe
tin, - or the pa/sage oi tbts act, We whole of the- 'lebt
• •< t •< and contracted tinker ndby vttwproTlllMUlOf
thisac.

5 *. To obtaM tb?" motefWse«cBhr tor be rurp »«
oontemplateo by this act, 'he cooiptrolir. is author z-<i
to Issue t'je bonds oi the >-ta''e, tu sue BAILS CUCL as
shall seem meet to htm, with C'Opo u tueru o attu e <
for the |javm<«nt of tbe inteiest on sncii b n-je, >i a
rat' not exceeding seven p<-r caU'in , pe annum, b h
ytarlyonthe first days of Ja<y and JuLuft^, n. eauu
year, unt 1 tb' in'erest tt<-reoi U tmyat>i- * su< h
place in the dty M Utvfprk a sbi>ll f-exn meit t >
Elm, and the w oie principal sh> 11 ue pa>ablr. IL »uib
place in New Tor» cfty aatOn ciUDOroler st 11 d> t
mei-t in twelve years trom the ptte»ate >i this act.—
•'he bonds to be Issued by the com prole , und>r i e
provisions of ttils act, "hall be < Igpoteu oi o> th'
compi> one as follows: TmU he Btmll, a- soon » u.ay

e uterthe bonrovil of thjs aet bytne po .|iie, iSkue
at par to ibe bold-ra of nn> ol the revn. ue bon<ib of
Ibts ct'te whlcn, nnd*r tile provison» o any law of
this grate, shall have been tberetoioie Usuea by him LO
raise moneys for the payment of the bounty specifien
in tbe flrst section ot tills aclj or to reimburse or refund
to cttles, counties or townaitheboaDiiegpoldby them
as spec fled in tbe first secttmi of t"ls act so mucu ot
the oonds authorlxed by this act as shall equal In
amount the revenue bonds.of thU etat« wb cu tball
have heretofore been Issued by him as aforesaid. Secoua,
he halltneD,a&ihe remainder ot tb> bondsaaiioilied
to be Issued by-ibis act, befiire dlsposin? of them or any
of them, advertise for prop* sals for tbe same, >.nd gna>i
open the proposal* and award tb> same to the hUhest
bidder, at a rate not less than par, which advm tl.-lng and
dispotHlon hall be according lo the pruvlsioLB oi law
now existing.

} 4 This ace i-hall b« submitted to tbe people at the
next general election to be held In this state The in-
spec orsof elect on tn tbe different e eciion districts lu
tnl < s a te sball provide at eaon poll, oi» said election day,
a . ox in tbe uaual lorm, for die reception of the bailots
herein provided; and eicn and every elector of this
state m«y present a ballot, which shall be a paper tl ket,
on which sball be printed or wrlttei, or partly wrl ten
and partiyprinted, one of the following forms, namely:
"Foi tneaci to create a state4»bt to pay bOuuties," or
" • gainst the a-1 toe eate a«tate debt to pay bountlee."
The salt b un Irs Bhall be so folded HS to conceal toe
contents of < he ballot, and shall be e^doreeu: "Act in
relation to boon'les"

} 5 Af e 11 L ally dosing the polls of each election,
the ln«p corg thereof sha'l, immediately, and without
adjournment, proceed to count and canvass th ballots
given la relation to the proposed act In the same man-
ner as tbey are bv law recpurea to canvusttbe ballots
given fer governor, and thereup >•• shall set down In
writing, and in words at fall length, tbe whole nnmber
of vo eg given "For the act to cr at- a state debt"
and the whole number of votes g m n "Against ibe
act to create a sta« aebt," and certuy and subscrioe the
same, and cause the copies thereof to be made, certified
and del>v. red. as prescribed bylaw In respect to tbe cau-
V&4- of votes Klveo at an election lor governor And all
tbe provisions of law In relUJcw to elections, other than
for military and town otfeers sba-l apply to the submis-
sion to tbe people he< eln provided for.

} 6. Tbe tecreiary of state shall »ttb all convenient
dlspa'cb, after tble act Bhall receive ihe approval of tbe
governor, cause tne same to be struck off and printed
opo slips In such number* ae Bh*li he sufficient tu sup-
ply the different officers of tftlB siate concerned in noti-
fying or la holding elections, or in canvassing the votes,
and stall transmit tee same to such: officers.

§7. This act sha 1 b come a law when His ratified by
tbe people In pursuance of the constitution and the pro-
visions thereof.

i 8. section eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve and thir-
teen oi chapter twenty-nine of the laws of eighteen hun-
dred and sixty-five, are hereby repealed.

Ton are, without delay, to deliver a copy of the above
not Ice to iheBupe visor or one1 «f th e Asse«sors of each
town ur ward in your county; and &l»o to cause a copy
of said no i"e to be published In all the newepap-is
printed in yonr county once In eaeh w<.eK until tbe elec-
tion. Tours respectmlly,

CHATJNCK. Hi DEPBW.
au7-lawtd d.wftt-w Secretary of Sta e.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,
No"

Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,
Agents for a large number of the moBt reliable
Companies in the United States.

Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid,

H. P. BBEWSTEP, E. N. B u m .
Rochester, Sept., 1865,-6m.'
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UNION ICEJDOMPANY.

ICE 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, 1865. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oo.'s Highest Premium

Sewing M!a,oh.ine,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Eemmers.

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 16. Rochester, N. T.

THE OLD & KESPONSIBLE
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.

|g* '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.

$g~ 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.
Jgjf" Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt Bts.,
Jan. 1865. Rochester, N. Y

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCERS,
Nos. 27,29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N.Y.
CHAS. P. SMITH* GILMAN H. P* JKINS.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865. tf

THE MORNING LIGHT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE BUR>, INt*

ST OVES.
We Claim that this is the best Base' Burn-

ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.
rpHE Stove Committee of the New York State A^ricul-
_L tural Society, at the State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-
tember 20th, 1861, after a thorough examh acion of t. is i '.id
other base burners in operation and on trial fully endorsed
this claim, and awarded the FIRST PBEMIUM .othe "J OKN-
INO LIGHT" as the best base burning, self feeding Coil
Stove; thus it has been decided by competen tJudges, th-.t
we are fully entitled to style it THE PBINCE OF BASE BI: UK
ING STOVES.

Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD &C.>.

IT and 19 Greou Street,
A1K ny, N. T.

For sale by WABSAHT & SOUTHWOETH,

26 South St. Paul St., Rochester, N. T.
Jan. 1865.

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865. ly

"EXCELSIO Ifc."

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 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. Rathbona,
Albany, and for sale in this city, by

HART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1866. Main Street

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FEJESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 16, 1865.
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SIVOTXD TO THB

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,
AMD I I I •

ROCHESTER OIT1T HOSPITAL.

" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

VOL. II. ROCHESTER, N. Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1865. No. 4.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

TEE PUBLI3HINO COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GEO. H. MtJMFOKD,

* MAI,TBY STRONG,
Mrs. WU. H. PERKINS

" Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMS—Fifty Cents * Tear, Payable in Ad

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to '• The Hospital Review," Box 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
coxrtaining money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

W m . S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Old Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.

Comfort in God's Word.
MY DEAR FRIEND :

Tou suggested,, in a recent conversation,
that it was desirable to have in oor "Re-
view," some brief comment on a verse of
God's word, which would be applicable to
our sick and suffering ones at the Hospi-
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."
Psahnsll9: 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

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 &ball feed them, and shall
lead them to living fountains of waters,
and God shall wipe away all tears from
their eyes." Rev. 1%. 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; oast 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. Sere, 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 MIS=S MULOCH.

Willie, fold your little hands;
Let it drop that soldier toy;

Look where father's picture stands—
Father, who here kissed his boy

Not two months since—father kiiid^
Who this night may—never mind

Mother's sobs, my little dear,
Call aloud that he may hear]

Who is 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 AWa 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 I Let us weep,
We may need not—just to keep

Eeason 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,

T e t thy father, far exiled,
Sleeps upon the open sward

Dreaming of us two at home;
Or beneath the starry dome

Bigs out trenches in the dark
Where he buries—Willie, m a r k -

Where he buries those who died
Fighting bravely at his side

Uy the Alma River.

Willie, Willie, go to sleep,
God will keep us, 0 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 Stnre
In some eyes,—Child say thy prayer,

Once again; a different one;
Say, " 0 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 may
be recitt-d here. A soldier 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-
ple.

At another place, a Colonel, toiling up the
mountain, encountered two brothers, one
wounded unto death, the other binding 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 on!"
George, turning a sad look on the dying1

brother, clasped his musket and crowded on,
fighting bravely until the summit was reach-
ed. Then, hurrying back, he knelt again
over the prostrate brother, but he was cfead;
in the tumult of the battle his discharge had
come, and calmly, gladly he had been mus-
tered out and gone home.

At the first line of line 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 he fell, exclaim-
ing:

" I hope you are not badly wounded ?"
The Colonel only said, l-Do you think we'll

make it, General ?"
" I 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,
'• speaking to him comfortably" now and then
through the din.

A child, speaking of his home to a friend,
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 ?,
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A Skeptical Collegian.
" Ah," said H skeptical collegian to an old

Quaker, " I suppose you are one of those fan-
atics who believe the Bible?" Said the old
man, K I <1o believe the Bible. Does thee
believe it ?*' " No; I can have 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 such a country does ex-
Jsi." " Then thee will not believe anything
thee or others have not seen ?" " No." "Did
thee ever see thy own brains?" '" No." " Ev-
er see a man who did see them ?" "No."
Does thee believe thee has any V* This last
question put an end to the discussion.

I Shall be Satisfied.
isot 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 satisfied—but 01 not here.

Not here! where every dream of bliss deceives us,
Where tihe 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 sqjoumers 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 1 the spirit's yearning
For sweet companionship with kindred minds;

The silent love that here meets no returning—
The inspiration which no language finds—

Shall they be satisfied? the soul's vague longings—
The aching void which nothing earthly fills ?

01 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 I

Guide me toward home, where all my wandering
ending,

I then shall see Thee, and " be satisfied."
—CongregationcUisL

\mm.

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.

ROCHESTER, N. Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1865.

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
oar 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 loot at 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 a flower 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 bis 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. " Go away, 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 bringing small grains and
seeds up the steep bank, some scooping out
the ground, gome pushing, some pulling—
but all busy.

" Why, how you do work," said Robert.
«Yes," said the ant, "winter will come,
you know; beside* we are never so happy
as when we are at work—-that is the great-
est pleasure we have. Our fathers, and
mother* work, our little ones work, we all

work here; there i» nobody 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 namef

" 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 movr
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 oaught by my enemies.
I have 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 suspended 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
will show you how I make ymy web." So
saying, he passed hia threads from bough
to bough; formed it in one place, and tied
it in another; now tightened it, and made
it secure in its weaker parts, and at last
save it a shake to see that it was firm.
o

" There," said he, M 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 get
away from the spider, and said, " ypu are
an ugly looking thing," and left him.
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He had not gotle far, however, before he
saw a beautiful bifd with a Httle twig in
his bill. " 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 cfept from the under,
wood with some dried grass in his mouth.
" Bunny, bunny,*' called Robert. " I cannot
stop," said the rabbit, " I am very busy."

Well, thought the little boy, everything
seems ill-natured, 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. I have also
to carry the clonds from one place to ano-
ther, and then I 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, but 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 scotching 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, «xoept

the last part of i t 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 conclusion 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," Baid the watching boy;

" I'll run through the wood to meet him,
For I love to see his smile of joy

When his little son comes to greet him.

"I'll take his axe from his weary hands,
And lay it over my shoulder;

1'H 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 waked no fears in him,
He would soon his father meet.

On, on he walked, till his little feet
Ached, and were growing weary;

"I'll reBt," 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 his darling bby.

He cast his eyes upon the ground,
And close by the side of the way;

He stopped to note a-Btrange little mound,
Heaped up of leaves so gay.

He passed along, then turned—impelled
By a thought both straage and wild—

He cast the varied spread aside,
And saw his sleeping child.
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He raised him gently in his anna,
And in his place he laid

A log of wood, and covwed it o'er
With the leaves of the forest glade.

Then he withdrew to a sheltered spot,
For he heard a fearful howl,

And soon the wolves came creeping out
And round the mound they prowl.

AB they cast the light gay leaves aside,
And their glaring eyes were seen,

The father strained his child to his breast,
As he thought of what might have beenf

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 D e a d B o y a n d H i s Dogs .
"Irenreus," 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 grand 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 they 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 son, a short time previous to his
death, had read a little book called the
• Newsboy,' and was much interested in the
trials of that houseless and homeless class in
your city, and as he had a small square in
my garden which he waB 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 I

" Will you be kind enough to place it jn
the hands of the proper recipient, with* a
loviqg word form one who can no longer
sympathize in the sorrows and troubles of
the poor newsboy ? Yours truly."

Agents.
The following Ladies have kindly consented to

act as Agents for the Hospital Review:
Miss MAGGIE CULBERTSOM, East Groveland.

" L. A. BUTI £R,Perr)r Oeutre.
" E. A. C. EUYES, Rochester.
" M A E T W . OAVTS, •'

Mrs. C. P. SPENJER, "

" J. B. Km i PEN, \ iclor.
" HAMMOND, East Rush.
" PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.

Miss MART BEOWN, Perinton.
Mrs. S. W. HAIIILTOX. Fairport.

" CHARLES FOKD, Clyde.

Miss ADA MILI.BR, "
" C. M. SBOOR, Macedon.
.'' JULIA M\ JHESN KT, Spencerport.

" LILLIAN J. RENNET, Phelps, Ont. Co.

Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.

List of our Little Agents.
LINDA BBONSON, Rochester,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MART PERKINS,
FANNT and ELLA COLBURN, Rochester,
EANNT POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HURD, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, <•
H. F. YIWERT, "
BENNT WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA VAN ZANDT, Albany.
MART WATSON, Rochester.

I®-Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. H. W. Dean
attendant physician. '
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RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. Sq., 1 insertion $1 00
Three Months, 2 00
Six Months, . . 8 00
One Year, 5 00

Quarter Column ;$10 00
One Third Column,.. 12 00
Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in the New and Popular

FIOREMCX

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.

SEASONS.
1. Its simplicity and great range of work. ,:
2. Its making four different stitches, viz: the look, 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 is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The "FLOKENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest iPilot Cloth, with-out change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no ^quaL "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 tha^Florence before purchasing any other
and judge lor yoursen.

E ^ " 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.

EP" Silk, Needles and the best Oil, for sale at this Of-
fice.

fW Rooms over 2 9 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address

Nov. 15,1865 C. S. HALL, Eochesrer, N. Y.

GEOKGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OP 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 St.,

wilt receive prompt attention.
Oct 1865.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME &J»LASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
manufacturers and J>ealers,

MUNGER'S SLIP, REAR OP 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BBJEWSTER,
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. BREWSTEB, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & SAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Bochester, N.Y.
Musio ONLY, is Taught In this Institution.

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
<fcc, send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MRS. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
HPHE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
A by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram S. 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 &
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,
as it has in the past, maintain the high reputation
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 Stock with as choice an
assortment of seasonable goods as have ever been
offered in this market; and shall, aa hitherto, con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods, and
make prices as low as the market, whatever it
may be. A. S. MANN & Co.,

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State st
Rochester, March 15, 1865.
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UNION ICEJIOMPANY.
ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private

Families, &c. by week, month or year.

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

5 ^ " Orders left at J. PALMER'B ICE CREAM SA-
LOON, Pitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

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

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oo.'s Highest Premium

Sewing Ivlaoliiiie,
With new Class Cloth Presser and Hemmere.

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. T.

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.
fl^ 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.

J ^ ~ 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.
&T 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 GKOCERS,
NOB. 27,29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. F. SMITH. GILMAN H. PKUKINS.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865. tf

THE MORNING LIGHT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE-BUR* tNG

STOVES.
We Claim that this is the best Base Burn-

ing, Coal Heating Stove in the State.
rjiHE Stova Committee of the New York State Ajricul-
X tural Society, at the State Fair held at Koehesier, Sep-
tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examii ados of t. is t.'.id
other base burners in operation and on trial fully endorsM
this claim, andawarded the FISST PBEMHTU othe "J OKN-
INO LIGHT" as-the best base burning, self feeding Coal
Stove; thus it has been decided by competent judges tlwt
we are fully entitled to style It Tmc PBINOJE OF BASE BU KN
IHO STOVES. „ - •

Manufactured by
8HEAE, PACKABD i. C...

17 and 19 Greou Street,
Alb: ny,!T.T.

For sale by WARRANT & S0UTHW0RTH,
26 South St. Paul Bt, Rochester, N. Y.

Jan. 1865,

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON.
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865. ly

« EX C E L SIOIS,.99

rpHE attention of the public is called to the " EXCEL-
x SI0K," the best

Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
ever inyented-—will give more heatiHth 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. Bathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this city, by

HART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1865. Main Street

JOHN SCHLE1ER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &o.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 16,1865.
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DEVOTED TO TEX

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,
AND T i l •

CITY HOSPITAL.

WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

VOL. II. ROCHESTER, N. Yn DECEMBER 15, 1865. No. 5.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is tasted on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GIO. H. MUMFOBD,

" MAT.T5Y STRONG,
Mrs. WM. H. PEBKIN6,

" Dr. MATHBW8.

TEBMS—Fifty Celts a Year, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for pmblication, to be
addressed to " The Hospital Review," Sox 381.

Subscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. "Win. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

Win. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Old Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Beriew.

The Little Hand.
Way beyond the shining river,

In that far-off happy land,
Dwells my love, I sometimes see her

Beckon with her little hand,
Galling me as oft she called me,

E'er tjxe angels came that night,
And within their white wings folded,

Tookjjy darling out of sight

Tears go on, still I am waiting,
Day and* night, and night and day,

And that little hand is guiding
Through 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?

MRS. B. FBANK ENOS.

Such is the blessing of a benevolent heart, that,
let the world frown aa 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 trial, Without
holding in reserve for ua, in the riches of lti» mer-
cy, all the strength of which we shall-have need.

For the Hospital Beyiew.

Comfort in God's "Word.
" As the heart panteth after the water-

brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, 0
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, 0 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 Thee. 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 joy.
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 any 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.

" I am the way and the truth and the
life: no man cometh 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—immortal 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 wir^
Whose joys eternal flow." IL

Skipper Ben.
Sailing away I

Losing the breath of the shores in May,—
Dropping down from the beautiful bay,
Over the sea-slope vast and gray I
And a skipper's eyes with a mist was blind;
For thoughts rush up on the rising wind
Of a gentle face that lie leaves behind,
And a heart that throbs through the fogbahd 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.

To-heave-yo I
Here's the bank where the fishermen go!
Over the schooner's sides they throw
Tackle and bait to the deeps" below;
And 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 swimr

Lifted to him.

Hear the wind roar,
And the rain through the slit sails tear and pour,
" Steady I we'll scud by the Cape Ann shore,
Then hark to the Beverly bells once morel"
And each man worked with the will of ten;
While up in the rigging, now and thea,
The lightning glared in the face of Ken,
Turned to the black horizon's rim,

Scowling on him.

Into his braia
Burned with the iron of hopeless pain,
Into thoughts that grapple and eyes that strain,.
Pierces the mem'ry, cruel and vain 1
Under Ms blossoming apple trees
That whisper and sway in the sunset breeze,
While the soft eyes float where the sea-gulls skiffi,

Gazing at him.

How they went down
Never was known in the still 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,
Eing to the tide as it ebbs and swells t
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 hiin. LUCY LARCOM,

The "Workingman's Rebuke.
He set his empty kettle on the table,

and threw himself on the honlely 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
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things comfort him, yet lie 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 boyB 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 upon 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 misery,
" 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-
ing 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.

Suddenly 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 ?"
cried Mary; " he seemed well enough till
now. But his lips are blue, and • suddenly
he has ceased to play, and hear how he
draws his breath 1 Harry, he is very sick; i
you must go for the doctor."

Harry started at once; little Hebert was
his idol—a most beautiful and attractive
child, winning and loving.—a very angel in
the humble bome. It was not long before

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 flouers brought by loving
hands to wreathe about the forehead, and
place within the slender baby fingers; and
so 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 des-
troyer.

How long a time elapsed no one knew
in that household, for the hours 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 curses on himself.

" I was envious%of another," he cried,
" and see how God has smitten me! 0
give me back my children! Only 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! I 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 wduld not
listen 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 lov,_
ing sj
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now—rather give me a few 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. 0 for poverty,
blessed poverty, with my children r

A strong hand came on his shoulder; it
seemed to hold him with a vice-lite grasp.

" I say, Harry, do you know you're fast
asleep in the draught?"

Bewildered," up into the thick-bearded
face of the speaker the day-laborer gazed.

" 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 sprang up, and
wrung the hand of his sailor brother—ran
past' him, caught 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 looked on wondering, frighten-
ed, he cried in a choking voice—

" I 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"—ant 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.—Homt) Monthly.

The River Path.
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER.

No bird-song floated down the hill,
The tangled bank below was still;

No rustle from 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 hills shut out the aun.

But on the river's farth«r, side,
"We eaw the hffl-tpps glorified,—

A. tender «low, exceeding 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;
Waspakeinot, bi\t our thought was one.

We paused as if from that bright Bhore
Beckoned our dear ones gone before;

And stilled our beating hearts to hear
The voices lost to mortal ear 1

Sudden our pathway turned from night;
The hills swung open to the light;

Through their green gates the sunshine
showed,

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 I

"Solet the hills of doubt divide,
So bridge, with faith the sunless tide!

" So 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, ^vith reference to the rela-
tive merits of Confucianism, 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
pit, and said, 'Poor fellow, I am sorry
for you; why were you such a fool as
to get in there t Let me give you a pieW
of advice; If you ever get out, don't
get in 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.'"

ROCHESTER, N. T., 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 old,

And the lamp of the lily
Burns close to the mould.1'

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 back afresh
the joy which brightens, or the grief
which shadows all. There is a peculiar
ratingling at this time of all that-is happiest
ill 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 ̂ >ne
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 yid redeem the
time!

The N e w Wing.
It is a long time since we have noticed

in our donation lists any contributions to
our New Wing. We trust the zeal and
iuterest 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 and sor»
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 completed?

To our L i t t l e Fr iends .
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 a'ny of our
little friends are going to send us any gifts
for the holidays, or any new subscribers.
Well—we shall see.
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A New-Year's Present.
Now, of course, all about our Christmas

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 a're haunted with visions of turkies and
cranberry sauce—and oysters, and pies, and
jellies, <fec., and of nice things to wedr—
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 one, without a
single exception, send us a new subscriber,
how proud and delighted we would be I
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 a t t h e Hospi ta l .
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 Been all that we
saw that day, they would not regret having
done their part towards a Thanksgiving
Dinner for our Hospital.

A Chr i s tmas 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,

»with onr 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
qnite, 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!

R e s p o n s e t o 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:

ROCHESTER, N. T., Dec. 4,1865.
To THE MANAGERS OP THE ROCHESTER CITY

HOSPITAL: "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. GOULD'S BIBLE CLASS,

First Baptist Church Sabbath School.

J83P 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 following note received by our
Superintendent, our readers will learn with
pleasure that the children of the First Me-
thodist Sunday School have kindly consent-
ed, at the solicitation of several of our be-
nevolent organizations, to repeat the Con-
cert recently given by them. Friday Even-
ing, Dec. 29th, is the time named for this
purpose, aad to all who were present at
their recent charming Entertainment, the
simple announcement will be sufficient.
Accompanying their kind note of accept-
ance from Mr. Vick, 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. T., Dec. 19, 1865.

B. C. "WILLIAMS, Esq., Sup't City Hospital:
Dear Sir—Tour favor asking a repetition of the

Concert given by the Children of the First Me-
thodist Sabbath School ia received. We have
also received other communications of a like im-
port, and have concluded to repeat the Concert
on Friday Evening, the 29</t«/ 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 chad-
Ten 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, a 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 good, is the
prayer of the Scholars and Teachers of the First
Hethodibt Sabbath School, and your humble ser-
vant, JAMES VICK, Sup't.

Hospital Notice.
Packages, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,

4c., 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 address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mra. Dr.
Xatheva.

A few wor,ds 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 I 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-
scribers. 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 on'e 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 shonld
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 presented. With
best wishes for the success of your noble enter-
prise, I remain, Tours, truly.

ROCHESTER NOV., 1865.
ME. WILLIAMS—Dear Sir: Enclosed you will

please find the address and money for another
number of your " Hospital Review."

Tours, very respectfully, S. 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 R. Miss E. 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 been a silent agent for the last few
months, very much to my reeret, for I wished to
do all in my power for the> cauw, and 1 think I
have done so. I have procured but fifty cents,
but I hope that little will be better than nothing."

Superinendwit's Report for November.
Nov. 1. In Hospital, , 38

Received during the month, 24—62
Diaoharged " " 24

Dec L Number oil Patients remaining,... 38
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Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FROM NOV. 15 TO Dae. 1$, 166&.

Mrs. Edward A. Caldwell—By Mrs. Strong, $0 50
Hubbard ft Northrop—By Miss Hayes, . . . 50
Mrs. Samuel Valentine, Victor; Mrs. Eliza-

beth Rose, Pittsford; Mrs. B. F. linos—
By Mr. Williams, 1 60

Mrs. John Newman—By Mrs. Loop, 50
Mrs. A. Ketcham, Victor; Mrs. T. C. Mont-

gomery, Mrs. 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. Perkins, 6 00

James S. Walker, Oak's Corners—By Miss
Lillian J. Ranney, 50

Miss Anne Hoskins—By Miss Allgood,... 50
Mrs. Diana Clements, Conesus Centre; Mrs.

H. L. Fish—By Mrs. Fish, l 00
Mrs. Thos. H. Rochester-rBy Mrs. Monte

Rochester, 50
Advertisement, ' 10 00
Notice, , £0

List of Donations to the Hospital for
November, 1865.

Mrs. Martin Galusha—Basket of Apples, 2 bowla
of Jelly, and Papers.

Mrs. Gen'l Williams—15 cans of Fndt.
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, Ezra Parsons—A quwtity of Cabbages.
Ladies of Fairport, by Mrs* Wood-^Two 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 Turicey, cooked;

lot of Biscuit
Master Monty Rochester—Three heads Crtery.
Rev. Mrs. Tooker—One jar of Peaches, one jar

of Cherries, for Mrs. Williams.
Mrs. H. L. Fish—One jug of Cider, half a bushel

of Apples.
Mrs. H. Mwriman—One Turkey.
Mrs,. Dewey^Three Fies.
Mrs, Loop—Ou& basket Turnips, one do. Oniong.
Mrs. ,Qrieln-G©oa«,
Mrs. Charles Smiths-One gallon Oysters.
Dr. Baldwin—Half a •gallon Oysters.
Kremlin Saloon—One and a half gallons Oysters.
Mrs. WiHwm H. Perkins-~Two Kes and one gal-

lon Oysters.
A Friend—A small Turkey, half gallon Oysters
L. C. Spencer, Es,q.—Five gallons Outers.
Mrs. M. Rochester—Three quarts of Cranberries

and Sugar to sweeten.

The Pretty Pictures.
The following Maes 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 pooi^

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 so 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 seem&,
With its neat church and spire;

Behind it hills and mountains rise-
Up to the clouds and higher.

The last is a vast waterfall,
Which a broad lake supplies;

Masses of water tumble down,
And clouds of spray arise.

These pictures aB will fade away—
I know it to my sorrow,—

But mother says she thinks 111 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.

WAKIHB GRANDMA WITH A KISS. •— I
asked a little boy last evening—

" Have you called your grandma to teaP
" Yes. When I went to call her she

was asleep, and I didn't know how to wake
her. I didn't wish to holler at grandma,
nor to shake her-, s o I kissed her cheek,
and that woke her very softly. Then I
ran into the hall, and said pretty loud,
'Grandma, tea is ready.1 And she never
knew what wetke her."
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Little Alice.
u 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 I 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 night 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 finished her doll's hair,
she looked up at her mother who was in
the room, and said :

" Mamma! my child isn't tubbleiome, She
don't squeal and say 'd-o-n-t!' when I pull
her hair just a little bit! Isn'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 little mamma!" and that
was all she said.

" My darling! shall I tell you this sad
story ? Well! look about you, first, and
see the bright fire, the nice warm carpet,
the thick curtains, and all the comforts that
surround you, and then listen 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—all
Crowded together in damp cellars, and
miserable1 garrets, cold, hungry, 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 Sim."

"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 lo think
that perhaps that little Alice is s-h-i-v-e-r-
i-n-g, s-h-tv-e-r-i-n-g in a corner, with noth-
ing to eat?"

The child shuddered as her mother
spoke, her' 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, tlien at the*bright fire, and
then began softly to smooth down her apron
with her little fit fingers.

"Mamma," at last said the soft little
voice, "that poor Alice must have some
clothes," and then looking upon her dress,
"may I give her t i p frock and apron,
please mamma?"

"You may, iny dear," replied her mam-
ma. Alice's face brightened, s,he cut a lit-
tle caper half across the rbom, tumbled
down, scrambled up again, and danced in
a zigzag direction (back to her mother, and
turning quigkly round, and jumping up
and down all the time, desired her mother
to unhook her dress, which you may be
sure was not ,done without difficulty, al-
though the jumping, after it was unhooked,
helped it off in double quick .time.

"Well nqvr^'-said the mother, "what
will the poor'ifttle' girl do for a pettiepat ?"

"Pe&kitote!" exclaimed Alice, and she
folded her jho îda-and put her hê ad op one
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side, and looking demurely oat of the cor-
ner of her eyes. " If somebody would only
unbutton this pekkitote for me. I 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
jiannel 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 fore-fingere, 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 little images you ever saw,
Alice was the prettiest and funniest, 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 Dutchmen.

" 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 I meant ail 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 do* without them you know,
could she ?"

" Oh!" said the mother, and with' a
glance full of love, and a low, tearful
laugh, 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 tagging and palling, 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 with such a flashing 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 give the little girl your shii
aBked her mother.

"To be sure," said little Alice, "how
would a little girl look 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
stood clothed only in the garment of purity
and innocence with which she came into
the world.

Suddenly a sunbeam breaking through
the fi-osty 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

passing through a small city in Germany.
They 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 drawing on ;
and the bright glare of the fires within 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 frtwns and repulses; and they
thought 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 they 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
Lather 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 Gotta. She had seen
the boys driven from three doors, 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 gentle 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 was as a
second mother to him; and often did he
seek to repay her kindness by one of his
sweetest songs, or by a few strains on his
flute.

From " Tales for Young Protestants."

From the Advocate 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 which"
she had not been able to relinquish 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," continued he, "upon this grand
occasion. Let me see; how many names
does my little 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 #nd 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 what 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, ninety, 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 deferred 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 planB,

" 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 skillful
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, I
wonder. Wife, did you. notice'Harry Tice
th£ other day when m turned the leaves
for Floy, at Jennie Gray's musical? I'm
jealous of these young lads cooing about
my dove; I'm afraid I shall do something
desperate 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 bhish suffused her brow for a
second, then passed away as she said play-
fully, " Certain true, papa, it ifi not gew-
gaws for Harry Tice's eye that I want to
purchase with the money; do you trust
me now V '

"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,"
#md the happy creature retracedther steps
to the piano, and poured forth her glad
heart in joyous song.

"You spoil 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 the might have the full pleasure of
their surprise. Once only Mrs. Wade
asked if she would have rose-buds or came-
lias for her hair; and then remembering
her promise, relapsed into silence concern-
ing the day.

.The sun arose gloriously. The earth
was covered with a pearly mantle and dia-
monds glittered upon tree apd spray, there
was a sparkle in the very air, and the faces
of men mirrored the brightness.

Floy was up betimes, merry and active,
flying here and there about 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 prisoners were safe.

"When the great bell rings eleven ithen
you may come," said she laughing, as she
noticed her mothera and father's unusual-
ly elaborate toilette? "I 'm going now to
make myself charming for the refreshments
are ready, and the beaux are clustering
upon Jennie Gray's stapsy ibut they ,ate
aware that I 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 yi 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 remark, 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 household.

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 befll before he perceived the
little wicker basket hanging so provoking-
ly by its white ribbon.

" Not receive ! What can it mean I
must inquire," said he to himseff, ringing
for admittance.

"Basement door, if you please," said
Susan, as she answered the summons.
" Miss Wade is down stairs to-day."

Nothing daunted, Harry took t^e way to
the basement There was a placard in
prominent characters between the windows.

" Happy New Tear
"With plenteous cheer
To all jwho 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 arms, 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
flhrong was the beautiful Floy clad in a
drab marino with pink buds from the green-
house on t e r breast and in her hair, her
face beaming with a smile as she filled
the famished mouths.

"Yon here, Harry 1—audacious," said
she, sportively, as she perceived her youth-
ful admirer in a group of ragged urchins
pressing at the door. "Who said yofl
might oomef

'*!Let me help you, Miss Wade, I can
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torn the coffee for you, I am famous at
that," and he took possession of the steam-
ing urn.

" This is a noble 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 truly 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, handed
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.

" I t was such ^oy," said she, twining her
arms around the merchant's neck and laying
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 ?"

" 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
such a throng of beggars around you.
How did you-ever think of such'a thing?"

Floy laughed, one of her ringing laughs,
when her father spoke of the alarm; but at
his question she grew thoughtful. " I'll
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, eating 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 enjoying
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
to send her away, (it was a woman,) but

she pressed forwatd 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 me 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 gratification, will find out the
purer pleasure 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; I should have said
nothing if you had laid it all out for your
own personal benefit. My heart is very
light to-night, because of the profitable nse
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!
wasn'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 to forget 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."

SISTER WINNIE.

Can any one of our readers solve the
following qharade ? 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 road 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 its inhabitants. 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
out 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 theit neigh-
bors had given them 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 considerate-
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
one another. 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 again. 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 toilet
go the walnuts, and BO draw his hand out
of the pitcher empty, as he had put it in."

A Good Hit.
A correspondent of the New York Inde-

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 strange 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, "Jhat Simon's wife's mother
must be dead. I heard in several places,
yesterday, that she was very dangerously
ill!" The rest of the voyage passed with-
out incident or conversation1.

SORROW can never wholly fill the heart
that is occupied with others' welfare. Con-
stant melanoholy is rebellion.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The Hospital Review. 79

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
PrJ3q., 1 Insertion $1 00
Thfo Months,.... 2 00
61 x Months,
One Tear,

8 00
6 00

Quarter Column, $10 00
One Third Column,.. 18 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, 15 00
One Colnmn, 1 Tear, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in the Hew and Popular

FUffiEMCt

COLD 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. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
hare no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to nave "fits." Does its work alike
each day. SEASONS.

1. Its simplicity and erett 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 a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from riibt to left or left to right, and perfectly self-auB-
tainiDir 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.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The " FLORENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family 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, bnt see the Florence before purchasing any other
ana judge for yourself.

&- All kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies1 Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by
competent operators.

|3T~ Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
Hf~ Rooms over 2 0 State street, Rochester, N. T.
A liberal discount made to those who buyto sell again.
For particulars address

CHAS. SPENCER HALL, General Agfc,
NOT. 15,1865. Rochester, N, Y

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STO.VE & 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 St.,

will receive prompt attention.
Octl8«5.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIM&*_PLASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturers and Dealer*,

MUNGEU'S SLIP, BBAR OP 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. T.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

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, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

NUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & OAT SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Musio ONLY, ia Taught in this Institution.

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&c, send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MRS. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, i860—ly 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 continued by the
undersigned, Abram S. 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 &
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,
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 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

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 & 39 State st
Rochester, March 15, 1865. '
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UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Pi-irate
Families, &c by week, month or year.

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

53^* 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 Go.'s Highest Premium

Sewing
With new Clasa Cloth Preteer 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.

VERT IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been made, adapting the Machine
to the use of LINEN THREAD upon the heaviest
fabric.

S. W. DIBBLE, AOEKT,
54 Buffalo Street, Eagle Hotel Block,

March 15. Rochester, N. T.

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. T.

I ^ T h e 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.

CONNECTION WITH ANT 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 ail
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.
All goods returned in one week.
$W Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEAKY, Cor. Mill i, Platt sts.,
Jan. 1866. Rocheiter.N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,
NOB. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, tf.\.
CHAS. P. SMITH. GILMAN H. Pkuimre.

[Established in 182&]
Jan. 1866.

THE MORNING LIGHT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE BLfRMNir
ST OVES.

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 Socirty. at tkt State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-

tember 20th, ISM, after a> thorough examii scion of tiiis eud
other base burners injoperation and on trial, fully endoreod
this claim, and awarded tiieFiBBTPsExrov .othe "iioKH-
IKG LIGHT" a» tke best base burning, self-feeding Coal
Stove; thus tt has been decided by competent Judges thtt
we are fuUy entitled to style it THE PBINOE OF BASE BUKK •
ING STOVES. . . . •.

Manufactured by
SHEAB, PACKAKD&Co.

17 and 19 Greou Street,
Alb.my, N. T.

For sale by WARRANT & B0UTHW0BTH,
28 South St. Paul St, Eochester, W. T.

Jan. 1865

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON.
DEALERS IN '

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OP ALL KINDS,

Nos. 97 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1866.

"EXCELSIOR."
T 1 ! ^ attention of the public is called to the "EXCEL-
•"• 8IOR," 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,

"QOOD SAMARITAN,"
The greatest invention of the day.

These Stoves are manufactured by John T. Bathbone,
Albany, and for sale in this city, by

_ , _ „ „ ttAET ft REYNOLDS,
Boohester, January, 1865. Main Street

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FEESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. <fcc.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester
YvJn. 16,1865.
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BEVOTBB TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,
AMD I I I •

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

"1 WAS SICK AMD YE VISITED ME."

You IL ROCHESTER, N. Y., JANUARY 15, 1866. No. 6.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

TES P'UBLISHIKG COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GEO. H. MJJMFOBD,

« MA1TBY STEONQ;
Mrs. WM. H. F£BKINE9,

« Dr. MATHEW9.

TBfiMS-Fifty Geate a Year, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to " The Hospital Review," Box38L

Subscriptions for The Review, and ail letters
containing money, tô  be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. "Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. DraweT B3.

Letters of inquiry, find all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MATHEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

W m . S. Falls, Book and J o b Printer.
Old Democrat Building, opposite the Arcade.

Fer the Hospital Beview.

Comfort in God's Word,
*' Ye cannot serve God and mammon."

Matt. 6 : 24. A divided heart God will
•not accept, and yet how prone we are to
offer a divided service. Whatever draws
our affections from Him, who requires the
first place in the hearts of His children, is
Mammon to u»—no matter how lovely and
attractive the fora it takes—it may "bear
affection's impress or devotion's air." How
constant the warfare to keep down the
world* how often do our eyes become
blinded by the 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
virtually trying to^ do just what the text
says we cannot. Give us grace, oh j 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 : 3, It is
the selfish principle in our hearts which is
so opposed to the " mind of Christ." He
gave his life freely to save sinners; are we
doing any thingy 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 captivity, or
subjection, to the will of God ; {o be holy
in thought, word and deed. Well may we
hide our faces in the dust, when we realize
how little we have of the " mind of Christ.'
But let us not be discouraged. 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."
4 3 : 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 man.
Who that trusts in the word of God, will
dare to yield to doubts, to despondency
and fear? Oh, may we be enabled to l$y
hold of this, comforting Word in all its ful-
ness. " What time I an} afraid I will trust
in Thee." Oh! that all would be persuad-
ed to make Him their friend, whose power
faileth not. R,'
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My Brother.
BY ALICK CARET.

The beech-wood fire is'burning bright,
'Tis" tfrild November weather—

9 broths*, many a stormy night
sat and talked-together.

Suah pretty plans for future years,
"We told to one another—

I cannot chooee bat ask: with tears,
Where are they now, my brother"?

Where are they now, the dreams we dreamed^
That scattered sunsnine o'er us,

And where the hills of flowers that seemed
A little way before us ? •

The hills with golden tops, and springs,
Than which no springs were clearer?

Ah me, for all our journeyings
They are not any nearer.

One, last year, Who with sunny eyes
A watch with me was keeping,

Is gon«—across the next hill lies
The snow upon her sleeping.

And so alone, night after nighf,
I keep the fire a burning,

And trim and make the candle brightr

And watch for your returning.

The dock ticks alow, the cricket tame
Is. on the hearth-stone crying,

And the old Bible just the same
Is on the table lying.

The watch-dog y. hlucs beeide the door,
My hands forget the knifting-

0 Shall we ever any more
Together here be sitting?

Sometimes I wish the winds would sink',
The cricket hu ah its h u mming,

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—

'Tis dnly; fancy cheats me so,
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 .fak-
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 ate now in the land of
the dying."

The Puritan of 1863.
A Prize Tale, written 8»r the New York Observer,

BT MBS. B. D. a BOBBINS, MIDDLBBtTEY, VT.

I t was in the early part o{ Qtftober, r

that the Rev. Mr. Allan starfidto walk to-
Fartfjer Owfcfi'svioyer the hills. He hajl to.
cross two low spurs of the Green, Moun-
tains, and as he climbed to the top of the
second, the rich valley of the Otter Creek
lay spread out before him. At any other
time he would bare stopped to- admire its
gentle undulations; its great flower 'garden
of forest trees, rich in every color and hue 'r
it* silver threads,-Tyin ding their way to the
waters of the Champlain, and the glorious
autumn light which lay like a golden^ man-
tle* over them all/ But this afternoon, he
seemed oppressed by the beauty which sur-
rounded him. He looked upon it with eye*
misty from tears. There *was a dull, heavy
weight, upon Ms heartr—a weight which
even the long, fervent prayers that he had
uttered so unceasingly sincê  noon Iiad fail-
ed, to move. Between him and that land-
scape, 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 bjijiteraut tree; throwing his
line into the little brooks, that came bab-
bling down from the steep mountian side j
driving his cows along tne narrow foot-
path; standing with Blossom under the-
bright maple, and shouting with pride and
joy as she wreathed her pretty face in the
gay loaves.

"Oh, Bennie J Bennie!*' Mr. Allan hard-
ly knew he was calling the name, until it
came back ,*Q him with suph 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,
h* saw his oxen yoked to the plough. He
knew they had been there since the teTe-
graph came. Mr. Owen had read it in the
field, gone to the house and forgotten theft*
and no ope had dared tp put them up. .H-e
was a man. fully capable of taking care of
his own aifairs under 'any circumstances,
never having been known before to forget.

Mr. Allan beckoned to an Irishman who
was passing* and asked him to tak« care of
h The man came jwith 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 /or many
years, and he knew him welL Indeed, there
was a peculiar bond of sympathy between
the two men. In all his large parish, there
was not one upon 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 would have sounded harsh
and repulsive to common ears, 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. Sons of the Kound-
heads filled up the ranks of the Northern
army. They marched to battle to strains
of the old tunes that had lingered in the
nursery and the sanctuary from the day
that Cromwell and his soldiers chanted
them on Marston Moor. All down the
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't lips with his part-
ing blessing to his boy. Would he re-
member them, alid would they comfort
and give him strength now ?

Where there is affliction in 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 tihe family.
, ^here, by a table, with his arms folded

and laid heavily upon it, 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

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 lie 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 controversial fire—" you don't suppose
I have held on 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
don'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 BO dark, so wonderful, so inscruta-
ble, that he—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 4a son,"—and Mr.
Owen's voice grew almost inarticulate in
its emotion,—" such a dear, precious, no-
ble boy 1 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
Bin. 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 prpmpt and reliable
he was!" and Mr. ,Owen'g 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—BO, 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 had* done the
work of years. The sinewy frazne>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,clinging
affection; how could this be reconciled
with the stern, strong, cjear head—the
head that to common observers outlined
the character of the man ? " God have
mercy on you ; He is trying you in a fur-
nace seven times heated," he exclaimed,
almost involuntarily.

" • I 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 i t Palsy it, rather,
than keep it at the plough.'"

" ' Go, Bennie, then go, my boy,' I said,
'and God keep you.' God 'has kept him,

I think, Mr. Allan ?" and the farmer re-
peated these lost words slowly, as if; in
spite of his-head, his heart doubted them.

"Like the apple of his eye, Mr. Owen,
doubt it not!"-

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' so very still no one had noticed i t
She had occupied herself' mechanically in
the household cares, which her mother's
condition-devolved entirely upon her. Now
she answered a gentle tap at the kitchen
door, opening it to receive, from a neigh-
bor's hand a letter. " It is from him," was
all she said.

'Twas like a message from the dead.
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, i t
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 blind
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, wjien 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!—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
mother,! 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
togSPge began to feel very heavy, every-
body else was tired too, and as for Jemmy,
if I had riot 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 I
was too tired, father. I could have not
kept awake, if I had a gun at my head,
but I 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."7

" They tell me to-day that I have a short
•reprieve, given to me by circumstances,
' 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, sinful 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
yonr 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-
ing 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, wateb.bg the com-
ing of the night train, asd the conductor,
as he reached down to lift her in, wonder-
ed at the sweet, tear-staked face that was
upturned 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 obly child, than he,
for our little Blossom, i

8he was on her way to Washington, to
ask President Lincoln far her brother's life.
She had stolen away, leering' 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 Capital 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 one word of announcement, the door
softly opened, and Blossom, with eyes
downcast 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 ate 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. Yon see, 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 caught 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 t\ 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,
THI8 DISPATCH AT ONCB."
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The President then turned to th'e 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 has
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. He was called into the Presi-
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 fanner
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
holiest blessing he could pronounce 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 lov-
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; I 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, yea, I have
made him."

" I Hold Still."
TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN.

Fain'a 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 I"
And in the hottest fire, "hold still."

JSe comes and Jtays 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 his heaviest (blows, "hold still."

He takes my softened heart; and beats it—
The sparks fly off at every blow;

He turns it o'er and o'er, and beats it,
And lets it pool, and makes it glow;

And yet I whisper—" As God will I'"
And in the mighty hand, "hold still."

Why should I murmur?' for the sorrow
Thus only longer lived would be;

Its end may come, and will, to-morrow,
When God has done his work in me;

So I say, trusting—'• As God willT*
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 ;

So I say, praying—" As God will 1"
And hope in Him and suffer Still.

New Tear'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 theie
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 careful in her drawing-rooms to exaot
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 eleganoeand grace which only
the envious affect to decry, and oaly the
innately vulgar ridicule aud contemn.
None, therefore, were admitted to the
levees, "but those who had either a right by
•official station to be there, or were entitled
to the privilege by established merit and
character; *nd fiifi dress was required of
•all. In those days, also, late hours were
not necessary to fashion; and many of our
fair metropolitan readers, who are in the
habit of dressing at ten to enter a draw-
ing-roona, at eleven, will doubtless be sur-
prised . to learn that Mrs. Washington's
levees closed always at nine.

This was a rule which that distinguished
lady established on the occasion of hold-
ing her firs* levee, on the evening of Jan-
uary 1 st, 1790. The President's residence
•was in the oid Franklin House, in this city,
•at the head of Cherry street. "The day,"
writes a gentleman (now deceased), who
was present on the occasion, " was uncom-
monly mild and pleasant. It was fuU
moon, and the air so bland and serene thai
€he ladies attended in their light summer
shades. Introduced by the aids and gen-
tlemen in waiting* after being seated, tea,
<coffee, plain and plum cake were handed
round. Familiar and friendly conversation
ensued, and kind inquiries, on the part of
Mrs. Washington, after-the families of the
exiles, with whom she had been acquainted
during the , Revolutionary war, and who
always received marked attention from
General 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 nine. Mrs, Washington thereupon
rose with dignity,'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 upon'by'the principal gentle-
men of the city, According t© the ancient
New York custom of social and convivial
visiting on that day. " After being sever-
ally introduced, and paying the usual com-
pliments of the season,1' says the writer
jnst quoted, "the citizens mutually inter-
changed their kind greetings, and with-
drew highly gratified hy the friendly notice
<4 the President, |to mo»t of whom.he was

personally a stranger." In the course of
the evening, while speaking 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 annual custom, derived from our
Dutch forefathers, which had always been
commemorated. After a .short pause, he
observed—"The highly favored situation
of New York will, in the process of years,
attract nurrfefous emigrants, who will grad-
uaHy change its aneient customs and man-
ners ; bat, let whatever changes take place,
never forget the, cordial,, cheerful'obser-
vance of New Year's Day."—Jour. Com.

ROCHESTER, N. T., JANUARY 15, 1866.

"The City Hospital."

From the fact that our Hospital is called
u The City Hospital," many have inferred
that it was devoted, exclusively to the care
9f city inmates. This is an entire mistake.
Our Hospital is not designed exclusively
for the benefit of the<sity, 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—pne from Gates—one
from Wayne Co.,—one from Wheatland—
one from Syracuse—one from Canada, &c.
&c &c. 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. So far from this being the case
—on the cpntraryr-7-tho larger number of
our patients has always been from out of
town. We desire to call the special atten-
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tion of our readers to this point—for wo
have noticed, with regret, the gradually
failing interest in our work in these adja-
cent towns, which, while our soldiers were
with us were so*eager, and so generous to
respond to our every call. We feel that
we have still as strong a claim 89 ever upon
all of our friends. The majority of our
sick and wounded 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 us not
only from our own midst hot from ah*
around us—from far and near, and hence
we appeal to yoo, 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, discontinuing the
paper—we mean our paper—indeed, we
think there are at least a hundred reasons
against one, why no one should—but if
any one, spite of all we can say 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. Don't,
after having received the paper three or
four months br'soj or even longer, send it
back with a request to have it stopped,
until you have paid for all that you have
received. This is the only polite way of
discontinuing a papier, but in our opinion
it would be still better manners—not to
stop it at all.

"Wanted—Rags and Old Cloths.
Once more we feel under the necessity

of making'a strong appeal for old cotton
and linen for cloths, of which an infinite
number is always needed in a sick room.
We have had a great many supplies of this
description it is true, and we are not want-
ing in gratitude nor appreciation of the
same, but we want more old rags and cloths
of every description—a greai many more.

Our nurse, driven to desperation, actually
threatens to marry a rag-man' for the sake-
of getting'a Bupply for once; but we trust
it may not be necessary to resort to ex-
treme measures—only—the ojd cloths must
be forthcoming, in.,some way.,

"Wanted-fa Carpe t
We want something, as you see, beside*

rags and old cjtoths—+in#ee4;a great. ;many
things—but we shall onty mention* at this*
time a carpet. We1 want a carpet espe-
cially. We woncfer if there is not some'
one of our churches WiiicB.aia not contn
bute to the fitting up of ©ur: Hospital afc
its openiBgi; and which would: tike-now-to
give as this needed ciarpei t

Christmas at the Hospital.
Our friemJs will be pleased1 to learn that

we were not forgotten on Cnristnras Day.
Three turkfes were sent to us, as will be
seen from the reports; and in the evening,
we bad nuts satd' candies, and a pleasant
time generally.

Little Girls ' Aid Socjusty pi
The Irttle girls of this Society wilt

please accept our thanks for another quilt
(the third they, have sent, us)r some tint,
and bandages—and for ^l 4,00 in money.
This Kttle Society ha® often remembered
us and our solcfiers, and we Ieam, with
regret, that it is now abottt to disband-
Would it not be better,, we would like to-
ask these youmg friends, to reconsider this
subject? With1 so much gobd to-be done-
—so> mu«h want and suffering all over' the
the land to be relieved1'; would it' not be-
better for Jibese little girfs to> keep up, their
Society? Think long, and? earnestly, we;
beg-of youy before you* decide to giro it
up, and* see if you had Wo* better to con̂ -
tinue to work for the Hospital. OUT sol-
diers ha^e nearly aft left us> it is true, but
we have still enough to dd to keep many
little Bands busy—and shall have as long*
as our Hospital exists. Our new. SuperinV
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tendent and Matron.both coming to us from
Avon, we shall expect oar friends in that
vicinity, both old and young, to take a
fresh interest in our work.

%g~ Mrs. B. Frank Enos will please ac-
cept our thanks .for her favor—published
last month—and we 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
much for us and for. our Boldiers? Is it
possible that Victor can be losing itB in-
terest in our Hospital, that so many of
those good names are dropping daily from
our list of readers! What CAN 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
to do ? •

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—much 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 attention in a paper like this
than in almost atiy other kind.

Change of Superintendent.
Capt. E. C. WILLIAMS, 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 trying
duties of this responsible situation, early
in November last tendered his resignation.
The latter part of December, the Trustees

succeeded in securing, the services of Mr.
VAN ZANPT, of Avon, so well known to
many who havevisited 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.

CARD OF THANKS.—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

A Good Example.
In the early part of December, about

Thanksgiving, the Bible Class of Mr. E. P.
Gould sent to the Hospital a barrelof 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
Hospital. Will not some of our friends
jyho have orchards, and to whom apples
are no great luxury, remember how grate-
ful they are to the invalid and convales-
cent, and send us spme ? Will our country
friends please note this,,and as they come
to the city, bring us a basket or barrel ?
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Did
At the Rochester City Hospital, on Sunday

afternoon, January 7th, 1866, of disease of the
heart, an infant daughter of Mrs. A. 3. Hastings.

" Short pain, short grief; dear babe, wu thine,
Now, Joy* eternal and divine."

The remains were buried oo the Hospital: lot in
Mount Hope.

" B. B. R." will please accept our thanks j

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 elsewhere) to this effect:

CLYDE, N. Y., Jan. 12, 1866.

Mss. P.—Enclosed you will please find the money
and names for five copies of your " Hospital Re-
view." Yovira; respectfully, B. B. R.

We are pleased to hear again'from one

of the warm friends of the Soldier and the

Hospital. Though towed dx?wn with sor-

row by the death of a near relative, she

does not in her sorrow forget the suffering.

She writes:
" I often think of you, and your efforts to com-

fort the sick and sorrowing ones, 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
some empty bottles from, the Hospital, last sum-
mer. They are now filled, and we are 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."

Very sincerely, M. C.

Cash Receipts for December, 1865.
From Patients, '. •. $141 00

Cash Donations.
First Methodist Sunday School—By James

Vick, Esq $50 00
Little Monte, for " Making the "Wing," . . . 36
Little Girls' Aid Sooiety, Avon—By Mr.

TVinans, ». 14 00

List of Donations for the Hospital from

Deo. 15th to Jan. 15 th.
Mr. E. H, Hollisfcer—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-rOne cup of Jelly; one pair

of Socks.
Mrs. William Pitkin—A quantity1 of Butter.
Mrs. H. F. Atkinson, for Christmas-—One Turkey;
A Friend—One Turkey.
Mrs: E. 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 «nd- Candy. , . T

A Friend—One jar of Currants, one loaf of Cake.
Ladies of Groveland, Liv. Co., by .Mrs. Johnston—

One can Cherries, one can Tomatoes, two cans
Pears.

Miss D. Ebenriter—One can Raspberries.
Mrs. G. W. Kelly—One can Pears.
Mrs. A. Harrison—One can Grape Catsup.
Mrs. ForJ Ben way—One can Grape Catsup.
Mrs. R. Johnston—One Limb Billow, and a quan-

tity of old Cotton and Linen for Bandages.

Receipts for, the Hospital Review,
FROM DEC. ,15th TO JAN. 15th.

Mrs. J. M. Sly, Camgron Mills—By Mrs.
Mathews,.'. .:. . .; ;•...: $0 50

V re. J. R. Eltfridge—-By Mrs. Strong, 50
N. B. Rochester, Esq.—By Mrs. If. T.

Rochester, 50
Mrs. O. Bigelow, Miss D. Ebenriter, Grove-

land; Mrs. JL Johnston, £. Greyelaod;
Mrs. Frank Culbertson, Mt Morris—By
Miss Culbertson, , % 00

Mrs. W. Gibbons—By Mary Perkins, 50
Mrs. Jesse G. Smith, Brooklyn—By Mrs.

Ev D. Smith,.; 60
A Gentleman, (name forgotten,)—By Mr.

• Gk H. Perkins,.: 1 00
Mrs. L. A, Ward; Free Press.'Burlington,

Vt,; Mra Prof. Benedict, Miss Nellie «M.
Bradfield; Mrs. P. Hoag, Lake Road;
Mr. Porter-7-By Mrs. Perkins 3 00

Miss A.'.Goddard, York—By Miss M. A.
Root,...'.. ...'.'.• 50

Miss Jennie McNair, Mt. Morris—By Mrs.
F. Starr, 50

Mrs. O. F. Burns, Albion—By Mrs. Dalzell, 50
S. J. Child, Esq., William H. Miller, J. Mil-

ler Ryerson, Miss H. Aurand, Miss Allie
Hendrick, Clyde—By B. B. Ryerson,... 2 50

Miss Mary E. Squires, Dansfille—RyPhebe
A. Whitman, 50

Marion Hortofc Mr. Gaqdnerr—By Mrs. Per>
kins, , 1 00

MIBS Sarah "Barhydt, Miss Barhydt: Miss
:,Minnie Williams, Clinton; Miss Carrie B.

Perkins, Salem, Mass.; Mrs. Dr. Strong,
Mrs. E. B. ChuTch—By Mrs. Strong,... 3 00

Mrs, E. ,p.,paker, Mrs, Repa«; Mrs. Ho-
mer Sackett, Avon—By Mr.,Van Zandt, 1 50

Mrs. H. P. Brewster—-By Mrs. Rochester, 60
Advertisement—BueU k Brevstet, . . . . . . 5 00
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Superintendent's Report for December.
1865. Dec 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 38

Received during the month, 17—55
Discharged " 11

1866. Jan. 1. Remaining in Hospital, 44
Five of whom were Soldiers.

For the Hospital Beview.

Sad End of all Our Kitties.
MY DEAR LITTLE FRIENDS :

A few weeks since I wrote you of our
Tabby and her beautiful little kittens, with
a promise that you should hear sometime
of some other pets we hare 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 covering there 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 " GuerilU" 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,
have now onlr a place in our memory, but

we shall not soon forget them, they were
such nica kitties.

I suppose you wonder what we do with-
out them, and we should be rather lone-
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 I
could not see it, so I called " kitty," and
such a little 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 her, 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 much
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 vtry
gentle and frolics •with great glee; but has
never 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. AUNTY.

" Truthfulness 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.

" BuJ well be good, won't we Model?1'
And from 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,

Sat 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 look that shamed me,
Sprang he from the carpet bright,

Showing by his mien indignant,
Ali 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;

So he stgod, abashed and silent,
In the centre of the floor,

With defeated look alternate
Benjt on me and on the door.

Then, as by some sudden impulse,
Quickly ran he to the fire,

And while eagerly his bright ayes
Watched the flames go higher and higher,

In a brave, clear key,, he shouted,
Like some lordly little elf:

" Santa Kaus, come down de chimney,
Make Moder 'have herself."

" I will be a good girl, Benny,"
Said I, feeling the reproof;

And straightway recalled poor Hafrney,
Mewing on the gallery roof.

Soon the* anger was 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 boy beside me,
Knelt to say his evening prayer:

" God bess .fader, God bess moder,
G"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 Mm weeping
Thankful-tears, 0, undefined I

For a woman's crown of glory,
For the blessing of a child.

Johnny Ray,
THE LITTLE NEWSPAPER BOY.

A cold, drizzling ,s]eet, and a biting east
wind, had almost cleared the streets of
passers-by. Certainty 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. Pid 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 colorless, and the ragged
clothes scarcely cover a thin and wasted
body.

Johnny Kay 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
crep£ 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 purtaina had been flung aside by
a boy abouthis own age, and Johnny got
a peep into what seemed to him quite an-
other world: a happy family gathered
round a richly covered tea-table. Home,

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



TTie Hospital Review. 93

friends, love, rest, food, fire—-just every-
thing Johnny wanted was there. But the
laughing little face withdrew, the curtails'
heavy folds closed again, and Johnny pain-
fully felt that he was outside. ,

Then 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 him stop;
but no one came to buy.

Tired from walking, and hopeless of suc-
cess, Johnny rested on a door-step, and
gazed up fixedly into the opposite windows.
There were no Winds here. Johnny could
see all that was; passing within. In one
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: his mother was sleeping in the
churchyard. In another room there 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 hummed a song; the
teapot cosily toasted its brown sides on the
hob, and the cups seemed to invite* it to
come to the table. Then the father came
home, and the children sprang to meet
him. Johnny thought he could almost
hear the kisses, taste the cake, and feel the
fire glow. But his father was dead, and he
was himself out in the cold.

Johnny got up and moved slowly on, he
scarcely knew where. At the farthest end
of the court a door ^tood ajar, and so
bright a stream of light came through that
the little boy wondered if some'new gin-
shop had been opened. He resolved to go
and see. Stepping up to the door, he
peeped in. A grand fire roared up the
chimney, but it was no gin-shop. There
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;. Johnny 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 might1 buy a paper', so, lifting off
his cap, and givitig a poll to the little red
lock that hung over his forehead, he held
out a newspaper, crying, in his shrill voice,
"Second edition, only one penny."

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.

" Do you sell many papers?" asked Mr.
Egat.

" Sometimes; • not many of an evening
like this," answered Johnny, twirling his
cap. " I often 'walk miles without selling
one."

" And where do you live, my little boy ?"
411 don't live anywhere how, sir; moth-

er's dead—and father too, indeed."
44 But where do you sleep at night f"
" In any place, sir, just as the season is.

This weather, door-steps are not very good,
and the policemen wakes one up with their
4 move on.' But I earn my bread honest-
lŷ  and don't! steal. Mother would not like
that, and I'll never do it while my name is
Johnny."

"Can you read?"
" No, sir; though 'twould be very useful

in my business; the newspaper line^yoTi
know," he added, with a nod. " I know
all the newspapers by their look; and make
a guess at what is in them, too, by listen-
ing t6 other boys talking: but I wish I
could spell the words. Mother used to
Tead. 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 here to me
every evening, I will teach you to read;
and when you can read I will give you a
book1 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 churcfl with mother: the singing was
very nice, almost like the birds. Mother
useti to tell me nice things about the goad
place she was going to; but I did not learn
the way right then, and I have had no one
to teacn me ever since."

"Johnny, I think I can tell you the way
to the happy land where your .mother is
gone."

44 Oh, sir, can you f" cried the little boy,
^itb a look of joy that made even his
plain, pinched features lose their harshness:
" I will give you every ope of these papers
for nothing ,if you can."
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"Johnny, there is one Friend, and only
one, who is able to take you; to your
mother's home. His name is the Lord
Jesus Christ, the Son of God. Jesus
means Saviour, -for 'he came to seek and
save the lost. You and I are sinners,
Johnny, and therefore lost—lost like travel-
ers who have missed their way, or poor
prisoners condemned to die." Johnny's
bright look faded quite away. " But God
in his 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.
" I thought you told me he could show
me the way to mother. I wanted to go to
him this very night."

" 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 earnest prayer that God would, for
Christ's sake, show them the way to hea-
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 home. 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
only child had died lately. They lived in
a garret: he thought they might give John-
ny a bed in the corner of it. Of course
he would pay the orphaa's small rent; so,
leading the weary boy down one or two
streets, and up a long creaking stairs, he
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.

Here: Johnny lived- for several; rrt^thf.,
He spent his days in selling newspapers
about the streets, as usual, aud his evenings
most happily at the ragged-school; but he
never failed to repeat to his landlady1, whom
he now called grandmother, the Bible
stories he learned there, or 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 tjiat house. But, day bytday,
Johnny grew weaker. His cough made
the old garret echo all night long. The
poor woman and her husband nursed -him
with the greatest .care, refusing any pay-
ment for kindness which they eaid was i all
for the sake of their poor Uttle 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 cried, " Oh, 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 Companion.

I "Wud. not Die in "Winter.
I wud knott die in winter,

When whiskie punches flo—
"When pooty gals are skating

Oar fields of ice and snow;
"When sassidge meet is phrying,

And hickory nuts is thick;
Oh 1 who can think of dihing,

Or even getting sick.

I wud knott die in spring time,
And miss the May moon's beem,

And the pooty adngs of the little frogs,,
The ski lark's airly spreem;

"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 ;J:

I would not die in summer,
When everything is hot,

, And leave the whiskie jew lips—
Owe kno I'd ruther not.

I wud knott die in ortum,
When peaches fit for eatin,
hfr h wavy corn is getting wripe,

fchor, these and other reasons,
I'd knott die in phall V

And sense I've thort.it over,
I wud knott die at all., i
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RATES OF ADVERTISING
Pr. Sq., 1 insertion $1 00
Three Months,.... » 00
Six Months, 8 00
One Year, 5 00

Quarter Column, $10 00
One Third Column,.. 12 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, 15 00
One Column, 1 Tear, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in the New and Popular

ftjOREIKE

BOLD MEDAL SEWINfi MACHINE.
" THE "FLORENCE" touk the Gold Medal at the Fair

of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equal asaFamily orMannfactnring Machine.

Warranted never to have "fits." Does its work alike
each day. REASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work.
& Its making four different 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 ran the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the team.

4. The perfect finish and substantial manner in which
the machine is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the qualify of the
work done.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The "FLORENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal. We make- Strong as-

"sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular.

Believe not what the ageats or Wends of other machines
may say, but see the Florence before purchasing any other
anajndge for yourself. ;

fggr All kinds of StiteUng, Oloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds, of Ladies' Garments made tjo
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by
competent operators.

H T Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
^ - Koome «v«r 2 9 W»te street, Rochester, N. T.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address '

CHAS. SPENCER HALL, General Act,
Nov. 16.1865. Rochester, H.Y

GEOKGE McKAY,

FAINTER & GLAZIER,
COEKBB OP STONB & ELT STREETS.

Walls Whitened or Tinted,
'''• AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and Satisfactory manner.
All orders left at above, or at hi* residence, on Ely St.,

will receive prompt attention.
Oct. 1865.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME &JLASTER ft;ILL.

1L K. MATHEWS & SON,
Manufacturer* and l>ealers,

MUNGER'S SLIP, REAR o r 117 BUFFALO STREET.

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

LIFE t FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,
No! ftSSS.^ f BOOH—B, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED,$10,006,000.

BDELL & BKEWSTER,
Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.

Policies issued, and all losse^promptly adjust-
ed and paid.

H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 186B.-6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAT SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Music ONLY, is Taught in this Institution.

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music. For Terms,
&c, send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MRS. K. CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
T H E firm of Case& Mann is this day dissolved
A by mutual consent Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram S. Mann and Hobart D. Mann,
under the style and firm of A. S. Mann & Co., by
whom al} the business of the late firm 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,
as it has in the past, maintain the high reputatien
of being the Wading 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 ;o let our friends form their own
conclusions as to whether we shall continue'to v
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 hithprto^con-
tinue to sell always the best class of goods,'and
make prices as low as the market, whatever it
maybe. A. S. MANN A Co.,

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 & 39 State Bt
Rochester, March 15, 1865.
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UNION ICE COMPANY,
ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to

Families, &c by week, month, or year.

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

5 ^ " Orders, left at J. PALMER'S ICE CBEAM 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 2v£aclxiiie,
With new Class Cloth-Presser and Eem.me.rs.

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.

YERT 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. T.

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 Hill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. T.

[ggr The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business1 cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

E y 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.
Jgg" Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LBARY, Cor. Mill A Platt Sts.,
J a a 1865. Rochester,N. T.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,
Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N. \ .
0HA3. F. SMITH. GILMAN H. PI. IIKINS.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865.

THE MORNING LIGHT,
THE

OF BASE
STOVES.

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

THE Stove Committee of the New York State Agricul-
tural Society, at the State Fair held at liochester, Sep-

tember 20th, 1864' after a thorough examh acion of tiiis f.'.id
other base burners in .operation and on trial, fully emlore.<d
this claim, and awarded the FIBST PBEM IUM ro the " S' OK N -
ING LIGHT" M the best base burning, self-feeding Coal
Stove; thus it has been decided by competent fudges th t
we are fully entitled to Btyle it THE PRINCE OF BASE BUKN
ING STOVER.

Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKABD & C>>.

IT and 19 Greou Street,
All>;my, TS.J.

For sale by WABBAHT & S0UTHW0&TH,
.26 South St. Paul St., Rochester, N. Y.'

Jan. 1866

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 97 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865. ly

«EX€ELSIO R."

THE attention of the public is called to the " EXCEL-
8IOR," 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 Stoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,
lban d to sale in this cit b

hse Stoves a a
Albany, and tor sale in this city, by

HAR
Rochester, January, 1866.

T & REYNOLDS,
Main Street

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AJtfD SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Roohester.
T«Jn. 15,1885.
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" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

VOL. II. ROCHESTER, N. Y., FEBRUARY 15, 1866. No. 7.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GEO. H. MTJMFOBD,

" MALTBY STBONG,
Mrs. WM. H. PEEKISS

" Dr. MATHEW8.
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Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, oppMffte the Arcade.

Unreconciled.
BY KBS. B. ffEAXK ENOS.

I said—" He cannot die"—<Jod never sweeps the
path

Of any child of earth, so passion dry,
•So clean of all that makes life worth the living,

As mine would be, should he,»y loved one,, die.

" Oh no, I bare no fear"—and #o I held the silken
leash

Of life across my fingers, as lightly now
As one holds up the flowery ends of wreaths

To deck some youthfnl brow.,

Lo I eyen then,, from out some dim and silent aisle
,pf Heaven,

There drifted down a cold and frozen breath,
And in some mystic manner wrote upon toy dar-

ling's forehead,
That one -word—Death.

Of what avail was then my franco wailhig;
Life's darkest sight was shrouding me at last;

SVqm out his eyes the lore-light faet was fading
My sunshine of the past.

My clinging arms, nor all my 'biiijiing kisses
Rained o'er his brow, could w&e him from this

And thongh I call his ttaibe aloud in wildest
anguish,

His white lips never speak.

Blow to'er me all ye wildest winds of Heaven—
No bitterer cup can ever come to me;

Take me into thy deep a»d storm-tossed bosom,
Oh! "bounding sea.

Let me go down beneath thy waves, and hide me,
With rocks the sharpest, for my lonely bed;

<5h! caajMng but this-^same cold voice saying—
If y darling 'a—Dead J

For the Hosp

Comfort in GkxTs "Word.
" Oh, that Thou wouldest bless me in-

deed and enlarge iny coast, that Thy hand
might be with ine, and t'hat Thon wouldest
keep me from evil, that it may not grieve
me." 1. Chron. 4: 10.

What a comprehensive prayer, "The
blessing o£ 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
shall work for our good'.' " I will fear no
evil for thy rod and thy «taff comfort me."
Matt. 6: 34.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



08 The Hospital Review.

"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 rtde as
regards the temper and -spirit with wfcich
we should fulfil our daily duties. It is
true, our thought cannot add one cubit to
oar stature, or indeed make any result sore-,
nevertheless our duties most be met and
performed in reliance upon God. It is for
the morrow we sow the seed, whether as
temporal or spiritual husbandmen. Let
us do so in dependence upon God's bless-
ing, casting ffi all anxious care, knowing
that He is faithful who promised, and in
due season we shall reap, if wt faint -not.
Oh! for a larger measure of faith and
patience. The word thought, is said in the
original to hare the same signification
which early writers in onf tongtre give it—
troubled, anxious, wearing, distrustful,
thought.

* Be strong in the Lord and in the pow-
er of his might." Epb. 0 : 10. When we
look at our own hearts, or view our own
lives, we may weM 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 Source
of spiritual strength. He is « tower of
might to them who trust in Him. The
more we feel oar helplessness, the less like-
ly are we to turn our eyes from Him, who
is the defence of his people." Oh! for a
more pressing and constant sense of dan-
ger, a more continual looking to Him who
is all our salvation.

" My strength Thy gift-̂ my Hfe, Thy care;
I shall forget to seek elsewhere,
The joy to which my soul is heir.

R.

Happiness is the gift of God—toot the
result . of fortunate circumstances, pleas-
ant coincidences, and nice, adaptations of
character.

For the Hospital Berlew.

Love's Mission,
lore, upon a summer's day
Spread his wings and soared away,
Dropp'd to earth, where I, atone,
Wandered in the fields at morn,.
Sad and Jet^y, dwelling oft,
On my bud1 and weary lot,
Feeling tint with all earth's voices
Sparkling lore and cheer to men.
Earth for me, had only crosses,
And I drooped in fear and pain.
Thus, I pondered when, behold.
Every tree was tipped with gold,
And the blushes of the morn
Pure; as of a soul new-born,
Tilled my bosom with delight-
Love had. thrown the shades of night
Far, into the gloomy past—
And, my heart, DO more orercast,
"Woke to see the wing of lovef

Glistening in the stars above,
Shining in the skies of even,
And the blue expanse of heaven,
While earth's voices then for me,
Woke a joyous harmony.
Love had sanctified my heart,
Teaching me the better put.,

14. H.
• • • m

For t*» Hospital Revtar,

Suggested by Bancroft's " Memo*
rial Address.'*

Bancroft, in his "Memorial Address,"
speaking of the early education of our be-
loved President, said, " The Life of Wash-
ington was Ms constant study."

Little dreamed the Father of his coun-
try, when devoting bis energies to the
cause of oar National Independence, that,
a half century later, the record of his deeds
would arouse the enthusiasm of a then un-
born youth; and develope in him that
self-sacrificing patriotism which prepared
him to be the instrument, in tbe hands of
God, of saving his conntry from disunion;
and of proclaiming liberty to four millions
of slaves.

This second Washington tofled and
struggled, for mental light and life, but a
few degree* West of where the fink Wash-
ington encountered tbe perils of a wintery
wilderness, to d*fim tbe ktter 6f GOT.
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Dinwiddie, to the commander of the
French forces, on the banks of the Ohio
in 1753.

Those occupying,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 they may now be surrounded; but,
for the unknown multitude which will be
embraced in the perpetually widening cir-
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 beautiful 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 by
reason but stimulated by hearts 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 firet 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-
enoe 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.

" Leaning Upon Her Beloved."
Song of Sol.

It may indeed appear 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 noftung, for. in Christ
she has all and abounds.'" Like Moses,
she endures " as seeing him who is invisi-
ble;" like John, she breathes out every
thqught into the ear of her Beloved," lean-
ing,on his bosom." And thisis the secret
of the sweet peace of the children of G;od;

they cling to the all-supporting 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 \n 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.—
" I 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 chosen 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 but very pious woman once cajl-

ed to see two rich young ladies. They too
loved the Lord. Without 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 much astonished at their unusual
guest. One of them rose up with dignity,
and,said, "Brother, don't be surprised;
this it a king's daughter, only she has not
not got her fins clothes on."
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From the Advocate and Guardian.

The Rag Carpet.
A TBUK BTOBT.

A rich gentleman said to me yesterday,
" I 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 afresh, nice, warm carpet she had
sewed and ha,d woven in Scfuth 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 is so
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 cuts 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 hpw. angry you. are with
those ladies who sell their old clothes for
glass-ware and knick-knacks for the 'what-
nots,' and how you boaist: that not One Of
those littleimagese'ver came into our house
in that way?"

" Well! but," I replied fretfully," our in-
come is so small and everything is'so high;
I can't afford to buy a carpet, and I must
have one, my throat is so affected with
bronchitis." So I 'brought down the big
roll of clothes, and put it in my closet
where I kept my work, and determined to
commence ray new plan that very day.
However, somfe family eares delayed me,
and the next morning after breakfast the

old man who, mends our furniture came
round with a little table, and I unluckily
asked him how he was provided fox 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 I, <
quite enthusiastically, " I have got the
nicest jacket for your Ben, my son has just
out-grown it. Send him round for it.*' In
a few niomeritsj true eridugh, 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 pants, vest and all followed,
and so it was at the end p.f the week, my
roll was diminished sadly. I had no heart
to begin the carpet whet I found one wo-
man with no other dress but the one she
wore and a po6r r new-born baby with
none at all. Ah;! me, what suffering,ther©
is in this beautiful world.

That night graindma came to make us a
call in her handsome carriage, and as she
sat in Our little srttingrroom, she said,
" Maria, I have been taking up the Brus-
sels carpet in my back parlor and getting
a new one, and Ihave cut the old one in
two pieces, 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 had,
been,, but Providence had sent me a carpet,

Now I will not .say that every one who
diligently gives away first of his penury or
of his abundance, will be rewarded by a
Brussels oarpet, but I, feel that God sees
every self denial, even 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.

' I. 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. Jerrolct gave
his opinion that an epitaph should not con-
sist of more thin one or two words, includ-
ing the name. When the laugh had sub-
sided, for jib on$ dreamed he wa§ in earn-
est, Charles Knight, who was present;
handed a piece br" paper and a pencil to
Jerrold, and begged him to write his
(Knight's] epitatm. Jerrold took the pa-
per, and instantly wrote down two simple
words, "Goodnight!"
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MWX.

ROCHESTER, N. T., FEBRUARY 15, 1866.

Our Paper.
We are gratified this month to see the

names of several new subscribers on, our
list "The more theiaaerrier," 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—anS 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 a little discour-
aged and disheartened over our work,
which brings such a gfeam of sunshine with
it as the name of a new subscriber. 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 tp tell you
the truth, dear reader, there is no end to
the wants of our Hospital. Not a day bat
we find ourselves " out of something,"
just as it is in each of your households, only
more so—and the mqst discouraging part
of it all 5a, that our kind friends no sooner
supply one .urgent demand before another
•lakes itself known. We want, especially,
as we told you last njonth, a carpet—and
we want clothing for adults and children.
We have just now many needy sick among
us who hare been unable to procure or to
make the garments actually needed for
comfort We like to see our sick looking
tidy and comfortable—but how is it to be
<ione ? Helpless and destitute, they must
look to u»—and we look to you.

The.happiest man is the benevolent one,
-for he owns stock in the happiness of all
mankind.

Little Girls' Bazaar.
We are gratified to be able to record

more of the pleasant doings -of our little
friends far us. We have this month re-
ceived a Quilt, two Comforters and four
Pillow-cases, from four little girls, wbose
names are given elsewhere. The material
for these articles was purchased with the
proceeds ojf a little, JBazaar, held by them
in August̂  and they have since been busy,
as we understand, tin making' them up for
our Hospital. These 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, it is true who, as a year ago, on distant
and bloody fields* were fighting for us-t-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 sftk, and wounded, and
maimed, in their defence of the dear flag
we all BO dearly love. Can we do too much
for them ? We shall always have them to
care for; and there' are many others in our
Hospital—men, and women, and children,
sick and sorrowful, pn need of our help, as
there will ever be.i-.We would say to every
little girl and boy,' once so eager in their
efforts for the soldiers—keep up your ef-
forts—kqep up your Bazaars! There is
abundance of good yet for you to do, and
there will be to the end of time. The
world is full of sorrow and suffering, and
oh you cannot begin too early the blessed
work of doing and caring for others!

The beautifnl lines, " Unreconcil-
ed," which appear on our first page, are
from the pen of Mrs/ <B. Frank Enos, whose
name is already a favorite with our read-
ers, and from whom we trust to hear regu-
larly in future.
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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, tells 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, a woman who reads our
paper, but whose heart will go out at once,
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—
sdmething within her will begin to more
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 not need it. We
have only to tell you—we mean those of
you who hare ever held that dearest and
sweetest thing in the world—a baby-r-all
your own—close to your heart of hearts—-
that there are nine of them, all in our Hos-
pital—and all', like Miss McFlimsy, with
"nothing to wear"—and there is not a
woman of you—but will bring 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, must have been rery intense,
from the rolls and parcels and nondesoript
bundles, which still continue to* come in.
She is greatly obliged to her friends for the

exertions they have put forth to save her
from the dreadful fete to which her despe-
ration was driving her—and we can assure
them that the supply of old cotton was
very timely. A few days' more delay might
hare prored forerer too late.

Annual Beport of the Rochester City
Hospital.

LADIES :

In the winter of 1847, nearly twenty
years ago, a charter was granted by the
Legislature, for the Rochester City Hospi-r
tal, but not until February 1st, 1864, two
years ago, was the main building of this
Institution, ready for occupation, and the
first patient admitted 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 roice heard, lamenta-
tion and weeping, and great mourning, for
the sound of the battle was in the land,
but when they cried 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 Meeting, 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 a few of our citizens to con-
tribute very generously for a wing, which
was then in 'process of erection, and
being now completed and famished, the
lower story is occupied as a male warti,
and a fever ward}'also an operating room;
while in the second story, is a female ward,
a nursery and accouchment room ; the
rooms in the main building, having been
furnished, and restored as far as practicable,
to their original' use, for prirate and pay-
ing patients.

In June, 1865, a 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 far-
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- gotten, that these loyal sufferers continue
still, almost duly, to present themselves,
in sickness and poverty, for our care and
support.

As years roll by, the remembrance of
this portion of our work, will ever awaken
mingled emotions of jby and sorrow.
Happy in being able to provide «o comfort-
ably for the soldiers—to minister to their
wa&ts, 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 u who counted not
their lives dear unto themselves," but went
forth to suffer and to die, if need be, for
their chosen or their native land.

Toe nnmber«f persons admitted to the Hos-
pital, siaoe its opening is, 753

Of this aiuaber, were soldiers, 448
•Citizens, „ , 385
Deaths, 19

ISo. of Soldiers during the past year, or from
Feb. 1st, 1865, to Feb. 1st, 1866, 165

2Jo. of Citizens, 186

Total for the year, 351
Remaining February 1st, 1866—

Citizens, 42
Soldiers, 4

Twelve have died during the year.
One, a stranger brought from the ears,

sick with brain fever. A soldier on his
way to this city, to be mustered oat, hav-
ing suffered from an attack of typhoid
fever—too anxious to reach his home, was
brought in with HO hopes of recovery—
bat 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 boy, tossed
and tried, tempted and fallen in the struggle
of life, lingered and died of consumption;
receiving eare and kindness, which the
more favored cannot always receive in their
own homes. Here too, the young student*
preparing for their Master's service, have
found a place of rest and retirement, in the
weary, painful hours of sickness, until restor-

ed to health; while one lays off his armor,
his work completed, his 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 teaching appeals to the heart
—which cotue 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,
bat 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 much 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-
cember, the Trustees secured Mr. Van
Zandt and sister, of Avon, to fill the vacan-
cy ; they assuming the charge 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 eheering the suffering, and
ministering to their every want,

Doctors Dean and Montgomery, who
received ample compensation for their ser-
vices to the soldiers, continue to render
gratuitous care, now as heretofore, for the
citizen patients. Mr. Kent and Dr. Lung,
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to whom was given, for a long time, the
privileg,e of caring for the sick and wound-
ed,, having left, Dr. Rider now occupies
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 portion of
its expenses, (which, 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 thanksj so. often
expressed, ta> the many friends of the sot-
dier and the- Hospital, who have sustained
and encouraged the ladies m 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
needles, we ow£ many thanks;. but who
will, we are sure, Tecall with pleasure their
work for the brave and suffering, and the
sick and destitute in our midst, remember-
ing' " to do good, and to distribute,, for
with such sacrifices God is well pleased."

Fru i t s and Jellies.
We cannot refrain from expressing our

thanks to the kind friends, who nave re-
membered the sick this past month, by
sending them : canned fruits and* jellies.
They were so* very grateful to them, that
the invalid soldier thought the currant jelly
would quite restore him to health; while
one, who nag been suffering for- many
weeks, with little or no appetite, so-enjoyed
the raspberries that she nas 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 givety have been so keenly relished.

A MANAGER..

Apples..

Our Superintendent, though so thankfuB
for canned fruits- and: jellies^ says-no opjpk*
were sent in during the past month. We
had 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 such an enormous price* that those who-
had then* to> sell; soldf all they could spare,
while-those who had them to buy, as we
did, found then* too. expensive for a large
supply.

As we saw tne hundreds and thousands-
of barrels of apples, on the line of the
railroad, waftaag for transportation to
eastern markets; we could1 bat regret, that
speculation! shoald take them from us, and
now, since so many fanners-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-
ly we should do, did we but read and re-
flect, as we should^ upon the commands of
God to His chosen people—r-and not glean
our fields and our vineyards toa closely.
" When ye reap the harvest of your land,
thou shalt not make clean riddance ©f the
corners of thy field, when thou reapest •
neither shalt thou gather any gleaning of
thy harvest: thou shalt leave them unto
the poorj and to-the stranger: I am th»
Lord tby Godn" A MANAGER.

Hbspital Notices.
Packages, including 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,
witjhjthe names of thed^nors^ the date of for-
warding, and Poat Office address, is requested to-
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathews.

t^~ Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr.
attendant
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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 hjtmgry. They fcave 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-
el imposition; many have still claims 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, have ceased their op-
erations, and there is no association to
which these destitute men can apply for
aid. Under 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 with him for one
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 transport**
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.

Meanwhile 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 supplicants for aid, at their
frugal dinner at one o'clock, and to judge
as well of the necessity as the economy of
the work.

ARCHIBALD RUSSELL, 45 Tenth st.,
CHARLES ELY, 434 Broome st.,
MARSHALL LEFFERAS, 145 Broadway,
HUGH N. CAMP, Treasurer, 149 Pearl st
RADCLIFF B. LOCKWOOD, 18 Platt st.,
WILLIAM T. BOOTH, 95 Front st.,
D. LYDIG SUTDAM, 25 Waverly Place,
THEO. B. BRONSOIT, 99 Ninth st.

29th January, 1866,
FIVE POINTS HOUSE OF INDUSTRY, N. Y.

S. Bi HALLIDAY, Superintendent.

Gash Receipts for January, 1866.
From the City, for Care of Sick, $244 29

Patients, 134 50

Cash Donations.
Mrs. Sam'l Wrone, Spencerport—By Mrs.

Dr. Mathews $1 00
Little Moutie—proceeds of his Lecture,... 20

List of Donations to the Hospital.
FROM JAN. 15TH TO FEB. 15TH, 1866.

Mrs. Loop—1 can Oysters, 1 jar Peaches, 1 of
Raspberries.

Mrs. Tho's H. Rochester—A quantity of Biscuits
every Wednesday.

Mrs. Roby—1 jar Cider Apple Sauce.
Mrs. N. T. Rochester—1 bowl of Jelly, 1 bowl of

Custard, 1 l^ight Dress.
Miss Leland—1 bowl of Jelly.
Mrs. John Craig—1 jar Raspberries.
Mrs. B. 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—Reading toatter.
Mrs. Sam'l Wilder—a jar of Jelly.
Mrs. Dr. Strong—Roll of Cotton.
Mrs. Smith and Mrs. Wilder—Night Dresses and

Old Cotton.
Ladies' Aid Society—Old Cotton for Bandagea,&&
A Friend—Roll of Old Cotton.
Mrs. B. M. Smith—A jar of Currant Jelly.
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Receipts for the Hospital Review.
FBOM JAN. 15th TO FEB. 15th.

Mrs. E. P. Willis. $ 1 ; Mrs. E. N. Buell—
By Mrs. N. T. Rochester, . . .$1 50

Mrs. E. t . Huntingtoni, Mrs. John McCon-
VTU, Mrs. Vm. Mudgett. Mrs. E. Boi-
torn, Mrs, S. H. Terry, Mrs. F. A. Whit-
ttesey, Mrs. J. O. Han, 6 mo'a—By Mrs.
Dr. Strong,.... 3 25

Mrs. Sam'l E. Dawley, Taberg; Miss C, P.
Brooks, Brooks Grove; Bobbie Telford,
Miss L. F. Hyne—By Mrs. Perkins, 2 00

Mrs. G. F. Danforth, Mrs. E. M: Smith, •
Mrs. Sam'l WUder, Mrs. O. E. Sibley,
Buffalo; Mrs. Henry Kip, Buffalo-^By
Mrs. Dr. Mathews, , 2 50

O. W. Story—By Jennie Hall, f . ,50
Mrs. Joseph Gifford, .Fishers—Byi Mr. G.

Brooks, t . : ;„' .' 60
Mrs. E. M. Price, Avon—By Mr. Yap Zandt 50
Mrs. S. H. Pierson. "Waterford, Saratogo Co.

B. H. Andrews—By Mrs. W. W. Carr, 1 00
Miss Emma Shaw, Le Roy; Mrs. L. M.

Newton—By Miss Barhydt, 1 0 0
Mrs. A. N. Bumpus, 05

Superintendent's Heport for December.
18G6. Jan. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 44

Received during the month, 23—67
Discharged " " 16
Died •" " 3—19

1866. Feb. 1. Remaining in Hospital, 46

At the Rochester City Hospital, Saturday mor-
ning, January 2!Tth, 1866, of Congestion of the
Lungs, Mrs. Rebecca PhiUips, aged 65 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Monday after-
noon, January 29th, 1866, of Parlysis, Mrs. Ann
Joyce, aged 69. '

Agents.
The following Ladies have kindly consented 1o

act as Agents for Hie Hospital Review:
Miss MAGGIE CIT.BERTSOV. East Groveland.

" L. A. Bnri EH.PeTry Centre.
" E. A. C. HATES, Rochester.
" MARYW. DAVIS, "

Mrs. 0. F. SPBN.IBB, "
" J. B. KNII FEN, \ iclor.
" HAMMOND, East Runh.
" PfflSBE P. \ >AVBNPORT, LockpOTt

Miss MART BROWN. Perinton,
Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON*. Fairporfci

" CHARLES FORD, Clyde.
Miss ADA MILTER, . "

" CM. SBOOR, Macedon.
" JULIA MVHESNKT, Spencerport;
" LILLIAN .1. RENNET, Phelpa, Ont. Co.

Miss PHEBE WHITMAN^ Scottaburg.
" LIL.LIAV I. RANNBY, Rochester.

A Letter from Robbie's Mama.
MY DEAR MRS. P . I 7 -

Enclosed,' I send fifty eeqts, for "The
Hospital Review." please send it to your
little subscriber, Robbie. Allow me to say,
he has been grciaiiy pleased with the! sto-
ries written for <(the dear little friends,"
particularly the one about " 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 administer1

to the wants of the needy.

Perhaps a history of Robbie might in-
terest some of your little folks. He was
born away across the great waters, in the
city of Bangkok, gangdom, of Siam, where
he, lived fcw years. He than came to your
lovely America, and the quiet city of Roch-
ester, where he has found kind friends, Sab-
bath Schools, day schools, and so very
many things to interest and love,' that he
has no desire to return to the land of bis
birth, where the beathen bow down to idol
gods of their own'hands' make—and where
the sky is hot-r^he earth is ( full of ants,
lizarde,, scorpions and isn&kei, and many
things to make little children afraid.

Dear children, you are home mission-
aries, Go, on with your good work, and
now and then, as you may have to spare,
drop a penny in the Missionary box, that
these poor heathen may be taught to love
and serve the true/ and living God,

THE CbiLDKiEire' FRIBND. >
Jan. 29th I860.

? Honor thy, father and thy mother, that
thy d«y» may be Jong upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee."
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Lines for Our Lit t le Fr iends .

Those of our little friends who are fami-
liar with—"Little Dropaqf Water—kittle
Gains of Sand/' will we think, be gl«(d to
commit the following versus:

"If little falling drops of rain
The lakes and rivers fill;

If little grabs of earth and sand,
Make mountain, plain, and hill;

" If little momenta, as they pass,
Make hours, and days and years,

Then little sins of every kind
Should fill our hearts with fears;

"For little sins, if once allowed,
To greater sins will grow;

And if not stopped by grace divine,
Will lead to endless woe.

" Great God, then, fill each youthful heart,
With love and fear of Thee;

And to us all thy Spirit give,
That we may holy be."

Peter Bann«rmann
Among the upper valleys of the Alps,

there lives a brave, intelligent, industrious
race of people called "the Waldenses."
Though surrounded by Roman Catholics,
they nave remained, for ages, firm Protest-
auts. Even the Romish princes that have
governed 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 alf their other duties—" not with eye
service, as men please'rs,,but as unto the
tai"

But at last a prince"asc1ended to the
throne who had not sufficient 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
plut themselves under the protection of, the
Pope.

This they very respectfully,1 but very de-
cidedly, refused to do, and, by the same ad-
vice, the prince determined to send troops
and force them to do so. Yfery foolishly
he sent his Waldensian trdops against them;
bat it was soon very plain that they did not
mean to be very active in the- matter, so
Austrian soldiers were employed to do the

The Waldenses fought bravely; step by
step they disputed the possession of every
inch of ground in their green valleys. Bat
they were overpowered by the great num-
bers of the Austrian armies, and driven
from one valley after another, until they
had reached the beautiful spot known as
the valley of Chamounl

This was the highest'one on that side of
the mountain. If forced to leave that, their
only place of refuge 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 other side. There was a comparatively
easy road to it, to be sure, through the
mountain passes—such* road as the moun-
taineers generally have to use in passing
from one valley to another—but this they
dared not attempt, 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-
less foe.

The troops1 poured into the valley, and
the people (whose plans were already laid
with caution and prudence, in case such a
necessity should arise} pretended to sub-
mit. With the first sUd^s of evening they
went as usual to their'beds, and soon the
whole valley was as silent as death, except
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 the valley, one by one
they stole from their homes and met in a
large cavern in the mountain side, widen
was hidden by a tall show-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 up the rear, that they
might be ready, in case they were pursued
and overtaken, to meet 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'orfeeble 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 Kght of morning began to
break over the mountain top, the astonish-
ed Austrian soldiers saw their escaped pris-
oners moving in & long black line over the
snow upon the lammit, where it seemed as
if even the chamois-hunter or the wild goat
would hardly dare to follow.

Among that little band of fugitivbB V for
the sake of God," was Meta Bannenoann,
the widow of one of the noblest and brav
est sons of the valley. Almost a t the be-
ginning of the struggle he had been killed
in an attempt to protect from brutal insult

t h e corpse of the old pastor's wife, and left
his own wife, with her young babe and a
crippled son of six yea.ro old, to the grate-
ful love and care of the pastor and. his
flock.

Carefully, that bitter cold night, she
wrapped 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 cause. But still she clasped the
little body closely, as if by the warmth of
her own bosom to restore life to her child,
She spoke no word, though—*ioae 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, stagger on with it still,
and if a merciful God allowed tftem to
reach in safety the shelter they were 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 fece,
and thinking she was weary he asked earn-
estly : " Mother, can I not carry the little
Dora for a while, and let you rest1?"

" H-u-s-h !" said the mother hastily, and
again she put her ear down to the pale
lips, as if she still hoped to hear them
breathe.

At last the summit was reached, .and the
fugitives began the descent on the other
side ; a journey still more fearful than their
climbing. A few rods brought them to a
large cave, and here they slopped' to rest

and. pray. A cave i t could scarcely be call-
ed ; it was a space inclosed by some huge
blocks of stone resting against each other;
but it was'a welcome shelter from the bit-
ter, bitter cold, and gratefully 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 henveary 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 to,
reconnoitre where a man would not dare to
show himself.

But Httle 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 coujd 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.

So passed weeks and months, and the
holy Christmas Day was near at hand. The
widow Bannermann had no gift for her crip-
pled boy. With jealous care she had hoard-
ed up a few kr^utzers, and on the Christmas
Eve, when the lights of the Christmas trees
streamed from even the humblest cottage
windows, she slipped the twelve kreutzen
into his hand, and nade him go and buy for
himself whoever he most fancied.

With a grateful kiss the boy started on hjs
errand, stopping from time to time to look in
through the frosted window-panes upon the
happy, merry groups within. H« did not
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envy their happiness, and was ready to echo
every pay laugh; but when he Baw a straight-
limbed, active boy run nimbly across the
room, his eyes filled with tears, and he mur-
mured 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. One 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
Bannermann!"

The boy's pleasure was over, and he went
home 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."

U haunted him even in his dreams; and
at tiist he rose one cold, starry night, when
hardly half awake, and wandered by himself
up the side of the mountain. On he went
from rock to rock, dreaming that he was no
longer a cripple, and then rousing again to a
painful consciousness of the fact as he found
the difficulty he had in crossing some little
ravine, over which another would have gone
at a 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, and as the
sentinel paced past him, he asked his object.
"The first who discovers the approach of the
Austrians," replied the man good-naturedly,
"IB to light his pile; then the others will
light theirs, and so the warning be given to
all the valley round; for it is said they are
goinrr to take us unawares." And he pass-
ed on.

Peter sat thoughtfully, r and then again
dropped almost off into sleep, quite uoable
to tell bow 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 murmured
the drowsy prayer that he too might l>e, able
to be useful.

Suddenly he started to his feet; no sound
bad reached him, but straining his gaze down
the side of the mountain-peak on which he
stood, he saw, or faneied he saw, a dark mass
moving slowly and silently upwards. He

turned to the sentinel; he was gone. Again
he gazed with straining eye-balls; then sud-
denly springing to the pile, in an instant a
bright flume shot up from it; and before the
flying boy—who, now forgetting his lame-
ness, was speeding like an arrow down the
icy slope—had gone a hundred yards, the
signal waB answered from every mountain
and rocky peak, until the whole valley seem-
ed lighted up.

But vainly those who had lighted the bea-
con-fires strove to catch a sight of those of
whose c6ming they had thus given warning.
Nowhere was a single form to be descried,
and many a harsh speech was made of the
dreaming cripple, and of their own folly in
being 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 gurde,through passes they would
never else nave found.

But they had seen whose form had stood
beside that first beacon-name, and whose
hand had thus defeated their plans. The fly-
ing boy was still in sight; but it was in a
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.

Petier never stopped to think; with 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 boy sank bleeding at his mother's door.

None sought safety 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 icy
slopes of the snow-covered mountain aiod
were dashed to pieces'in the wild chasms
below.

Meanwhile a grateful company had gath-
ered about the dying boy, and his eye Iigh,t-
ed with joy as he clasped4 his mother's hand
and 'whispered: " NeveV again can they say,
•As useless as Peter Bunnermann!'''

He could tellnothing of the way in which
he reached the mountain 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 had caught a glimpse of the invaders
as they rounded A peak below, and finding
oa one near him, had lighted the beacon.

But the life-blood was pouring from bis
wound; his moments were numbered. The
old pastor bent over him. " My noble boy,"
said the old man, while the tears rolled down
his furrowed 'cheeks, " for tby sake and that
of tby brave father, thy mother shall never
want what we are able to give. Hast thou
anything: else to ask of us?"

The boy smiled. "Never let the Wal-
d«nses forget, dear father, 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 night in the
little villages that lie nestled among the val-
leys of the Waldenses, will hear at midnight,
(the hour at which those beacon-fires were
lighted,) the sound of the watchman's ery:
"Midnight! and God's peace is with us!
Blessed be the memory of Peter Banner-
mann."— The Methodist.

Sagacity in. a Dpg.
DEAR MRS. ARNKR—I think the little

readers of The Review, who have been in-
terested in the history of the Kittens, will
be pleased with the following well authen-
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 oat 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, the weather be-
ing extremely cold at the time (7th of
March, 1865.)

To keep 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 kitchen,
when Gipsy, our little dog, took a great
fancy to them, and laid herself down upon
the hearth, dww 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 i to simt the

pats up, as Qippy 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 fondled them as before. The
cook, however, fearpg mischief to the
chicks, again (ook possession of them, and
this time placed a heavy weight upon the
basket, thinking this would 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
kitchen, than of any other pjace. Gipsy
was sometimes guilty pf racing 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 bouse in one of the
midland counties of Ireland, and aftes 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
could 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 advantage 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 last they flew away to return
no more, our aprrow 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,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MART PERKINS, "
FANNY and ELLA COLBHRN, Eocheater,
FANNY, POMWOY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HURD, Rochester,
CARRIE NEW, "
H. P. YIOKBBY, "
BENNY W W H T , Bast Kendall.
SAMTJEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA VAN'ZANDT, Albany.
MARY WATSON, '-Rochester.
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RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. 9q., 1 Insertion $1 00
Three Months,.... 2 00
8tx Months, 4 00
One Year, 6 00

Quarter Column,..: .$10 00
One Third Column,.. 12 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, IS 00
One Column, 1 Tear, 26 00

A Column contains eight Squares.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in the New and Popular

SOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.
THE "FLORENCE "took the Gold Medal at the Fair

of the American Institute, New York. Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the beat machine in the world. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Bold within the
last three years, giving nnirerBst satisfaction to all. They
have no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to nave "fits." Does its work alike
each day. BEASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work.
5. Its making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,

doable-lock ana double-knot."
8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-

ing a thumb-screw, enabling Hie operator to run the work
fr»m 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 it made.

6. The rapidity of ks working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The "FLORENCE" will sew from the finest lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, It has no equal We make strong as-
sertions whieh we are prepared to substantiate In every
particular.

Believe not what the agents or friends of other maohinea
may say, but see the Florence before purchasing any other
and judge for yourself.

0 T AU kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Draw Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies' Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by
competent operators.

B T " Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
i y Booms over 2 f t State street, Socheater, N. Y.
A liberal discount made** those who M y to sell again.
For particulars address

OHAB. SPENCER HALL, «e«sral Art,
Nov. 16,1866: BootusterTK. Y

GEOEGrE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,
CORNER or STONE & ELY STREETS.

Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left as above, or at hit residence, on Ely 8t ,

will wceiv* prompt attention.

ROCHESTER
WATER LIME & PLASTER MILL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SOX,
Manufacturers and Dealers,

MUNGER'S SLIP, REAR eg 117 BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. T.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,
So0: } 8 ^ S S , ^ | * « , *-*-

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, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.Y.
Mudo 0NL7, Is Taught in this Institution,

Daily Lessons in all departments of Music For Terms,
Ac, Bend for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
Mas. & CORNELIA MUNSON,

April, 1865—ly Principals.

Dissolution and Co-partnership.
rPHE firm of Case & Mann is this day dissolved
1 by mutual consent Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, winch will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram S. 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 &
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 onr 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 to lot 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 ohoioe 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 tow as the market, whatever it
may be. A. S. MANN & Co.,

(Late Case & Mann,) 37 4 39 State st
Rochester, March 16,1865.
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UNION ICEJOMPANY.
T~CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
I Families, &c by week, month or year.

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

jgf" 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 0o.'s Highest Premium

Sewing iMI.sicliiiie,
With new Class Cbth Presser and ffemmers.

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.

VERT IMPORTANT IMPROVEMENTS
Have recently been madej 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. T:

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE

D- L E A R Y ' 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.

JgjjpThe 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.

B ^ ° 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, 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.
AU, goods returned in one week.
J@P" Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEABY, Cor. Mill & Platt Bt8.,
Jan. 1865. ' Rochester.N. Y.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCERS,
Nos. 27,29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N.V.
GHAS. F. SMITH. GH.HAN JJ. Pi- nKijjg.

[Estataished In 1826.] '

Jan. 1865.

THE MOENING LIGHT,
THE

PRINCE OF BASE BURMNti
STOVES.

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

THE Stove CommMiteejof th» New York State Agricul-
tural Society, at <&e State Fair held at Rochester, Sep-

tember 20th, 1864, after a thorough examh ation of tills i.ud
other base burners in. operation and on trial, fully endorsed
this claim, andawardjid toFIESTPEBMTOM ,othe "SOKN-
ING LIGHT" as the. best" base burning, self-feeding Coil
Stove; thus It has been decided by competent judges t l i t
we are fully entitled tbfltyle it THE PBINCK OF BASE BUKK
mo STOVES. ..>-•

Manufactured by
SHEAR, PACKARD & Co.

17 and 19Greou Street,'
AlbMiy,N.Yi

For sale by WAERANT & SOUTH WORTH,

26 Sonth St. Panl St., Rochester, N. Y.
Jan.1865

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1865. ly

" EX OEL SIOK,."
T H E attention of the public is called to the " EXCEL-
•*: SIOB," the best

Base Burning Self-feeding* Stove,
ever invented—-will give more heat with less fuel than »ny
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-Bathbone,
Albany, and for Bale in this city, by

HART & BEYNOLD8,
Rochester, Jtmua^y,,1865. Main Street

JOHN ,?ChH_EIER,
.'DEALER ;N

FRESH ANi> SALT MEATS,
L4RD, HAMS, &c &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
YuJn. 15,1865.
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DBTOTBD TO THE

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED,ME."

Voi. II. ROCHESTER, N. Y., MARCH 15, 1866. No. 8.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth-of every Month, by

THfi PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
Mrs. GBO. H. MUMFOSD, I Mrs. WM. H. PEEKINS

• MALTBT STKONG, | " Dr. MATHEW8.

TEKfflh-Piftr Cents a Tear, FajaWe in Advance.

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. 0. 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 J o b Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.

' Behold, I Stand at the Door and Knock."
Yes, I hear him—listen—listen—

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 cleaB,

E'er I turn the key, inviting
Such a Royal Guest within;

Z must make my palace ready,
Trim my lamp with greater care—

Then, when I fling wide the portal—
Lo I 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.

So, 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.v

ME8. B. FRANK ENDS.

Comfort in G-od's "Word.
" For thy name's sake, lead me and guide

me." Psalm 31 : 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 ia 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 kings;
and they that are with Him are called
and chosen and faithful." Rev. 17 : 14.
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What thoughts are presented to our minds
as we read this verse I 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." Ohr let 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 Lord,
Who, who shall be our foe ?

" Ye must be born again." John 3 : 7.
A new birth, even of the Spirit of God—
new desires, new affections, new hope9,
new aims—a new path. " Who can bring
a clean thing out of an unclean f" Blessed
be God, the same spirit which opens our
eyes to see our vileness and sinfniness, 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.

INTERCESSORY PRATER.—No ministry is
so 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.

It is more shameful to distrust our friends
than t<? be deceived by them.

From Litteir* Living Age.

Beet.
The following lines were found tinder the pillow

Port Royal, S. C.:
I 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 forgets1

Its cunning now—
To march the- weary march

I know not how.

I am not eager, bold,
Nor strong—all that is past;

I am ready not to do
At last, at last

My half-day's work fe 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 lesa than stars,
Lead after Him.

Mr. Raskin 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, is indeed to • advance in life'—
in life itself—not in the trappings of it.
My friends, do you remember 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 ea,oh 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 iron valves; your life shall
fade from you, and sink through the earth
into the ice of Cania; but day by 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 furrow 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 knowing 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 ErangeUst.

The Little Robe of White.
In a rosewood cradle a baby lay;
Its mother was stitching, stitching away

On a little robe of white. -
One foot on the rocker, she hoped to keep
Her frolicsome baby fast asleep

To finish her work that night.

la 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 pridd
As it slept 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 faoa

That smiled in its infant glee-

She tossed it up and down in the air: [wear
" How pretty you'll look, little babe, when you

That new little robe I" 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.

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 crow'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 glances 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

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



116 The Hospital Review.

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 Mud, 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
politics.

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 ones 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."

" I 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:

" I think Willie is sick, and I don't know
how I can milk the cows to-night."

" O, 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 very ill.

Mr. Smith came home late in the even-
ing, and found her with the little sufferer
in her arms.

" Is Willie really sick ?" he asked, with
much concern; and when assured it was
so, 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

And so, not without some pity for his
poor, care-worn and weary wife, but with-
out one thought that he, strong and healthy
as he was, ought to take care of that sick
child, and let her rest, he went to bed and
slept soundly all night.

This iB a 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.

ROCHESTER, N. T., MARCH 15, 1866.

Ouf "Wants.
You see, reader, we are out with the

self-same 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. Butter is
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 it would—

and just as we knew it would. Those nine
babies, dear reader, are all comfortably
clothed! Didn't we tell you so ? The lit-
tle packages have been coming m 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, &c, 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—but 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 thjs month several responses to our
appeal for clothing for our sick—for which
we are very thankful.

To E. D. S., SUN PRAIRIE.—We have re-
ceived a note from E. D. S., 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-
preciation.

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, 18.66.

DEAR MRS. M.—I 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 1 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 15 th of last December of diptheria.
He was eleven years old. Please to accept this
from Yours, sincerely, MRS. V.

An Example to be Imitated.
We have jtfst 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 means 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 ha9 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.
" He that giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord."

8.
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Tidings from Eddie B.
Many of our readers will remember the

account 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
bow very glad be was to be at home. Hie
health, is now very good, and he has been
at school daring the winter. His brother,
the little 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," (because 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 so 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 hy the
city, and has not sufficient paying patients
to support it, nnaided 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 fain'hope
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
a love of strong drink throws 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. His father 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.

ANOTHER 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, 1856.
DEAR FRIEND—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 truly
say, that I never saw more kindness shown
to soldiers than in your City Hospital by
all who were connected with that noble
institution. 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 in 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.
LINDA BRONBON, Kochester,

MAGGIE HAMILTON, "

MARY PERKINS, "

FANNY and ELLA COLBUBN, Rochester,

FANNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HURD, Rochester,

CARRIE NEFF, "

H. F. VlCKERY, "
BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.

LIBBIE RENFREW,

ELLA VAN ZANDT, Albany.

MARY WATSON, Rochester.

JULIA A. DAVIS, '

NELLIE COLLINS, "

A friend whose heart and hand is ready
for every good work, writes us from Boston
as follows:

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 flier " Home," and react i t to many of
our sick and suffering heroes, who have been
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.

I 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 referto it. Enclosed I send
two dollars for the " Review."

We had a very touching case at our " Home
for Soldiers." A poor- consumptive, from the
Aim House of one of our large towns, came to us-,
leaving behind him a wife and six small children;
He died last week. His- poor, sick wife came and
remained a few days with him, previous to his
death. 'Some kind ladies interested themselves in
her behalf, and when she buried her husband she
parted with, her children. 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 and child-
less. I thought of you, and your interest in those
poor tried1 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.

Tour 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 thait 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 i& her
letter:

GENESEO, Feb. 27th, 1866.
DEAR MRS. P.—Enclosed please find fifty cents,

my subscription for the " Hospital Review" fbrthe
present year. I had 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
every little helps. I do not feet as if I could say,
"Sfcnnthfinnnfir." Yours UwiJ l NT ^
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We are much pleased at the reception
of the following nice little letter from one
of oar dear little friends, and to be able to
add another name to our List of Little
Agents:

ROCHESTER, Feb. 14th, 1866.
DEAR MRS. M.:

I am a little girl. I send you two dollara for
four Hospital papers. I shall send you some
more names and money, if I can. J. A. D.

Cash Receipts for February, 1866.
From Patients, $43 50

Donations for the Flag.
Sackett & Van Zandt, Avon, 50
Homer Sackett, Avon, 50

List of Donations to the Hospital.
FROM FEB. 15TH, TO MAR. 15TH 1866.

Mrs. E. M. Parsons—Basket of Apples,
Mrs. B. 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. Whittlesey—Package of Infant's

Clothing.
"Mrs. ¥ m . Tuttle—Six 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 Quilt, 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,
FROM FEB. 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 ctB.—By Mrs. Perkins, $4 05

Edward Sly, John Toles, Cameron Mills—
By Mrs. J. M. Sly 1 00

Sackett & Van Zandt, Mrs. Orange Sackett,
Avon; Mrs. Charles Puffer, Elizabeth,
N. J . ; A. W. Fanning—By Mr. Van
Zandt, 2 00

Mrs. H. P. Merrill, Lester Pease—By Mrs.

H. W. O'Keefe, Mrs. S. W. Updike, Mrs.
Richard Baker; A. D. Miner, Lima; Miss
M. E. Paul, Boston, Mass. $2—By Mrs.
Mathews, $4 00

Mrs. Frank Kislingbury. Mrs. C. R. Davis,
Mrs. J. J. Booth, Miss M. A. Welton,
West Bloomfield—By Julia A. Davis,.. 2 00

Mrs. Elvira N. Allen, Mrs. L. H. Ailing-,
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, 5 00

Mrs. Wm. H. Hanford, Sen., Mrs. Wm. H.
Hanford, Jr., Mrs. William Brown, Mrs.
Frank Fields, Mrs. Joseph Brown, Vol-
ney Hyde, Scottsville—By Miss Black-
burn, 3 00

Mrs. Marsh, Mrs. Ives, Mrs. C. P. Bush,
Mrs. E. E. Sill, Mrs. M. L. Reid, E. B.
Booth—By Miss Nellie Collins, 3 50

Mrs. N. S. P. Crocker, Mrs. A. S. Johnson,
Mrs. A. Borst, Mrs. Barton, Spencer-
port—By Miss McChesney, 2 00

Mrs. Horace T. Cook, Auburn—By Miss
Dewey, 50

E. & A. Wayte, Advertisement—By Mr.
VanZandt, 5 00

E. L. Thomas & Co., Advertisement—By
Mrs. Mathews, 5 00

Superintendent's Report for February.
1866. Feb. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 44

Received during the month, 23—61
Discharged " " 20
Died " " 1—21

1866. Mar. 1. Remaining in Hospital, 46

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,
Or lands and titles earth's infant heir,
And the blighted offspring of woe and care."

Agents.
The following Ladies have kindly consented to

act as Agents for the Hospital Review:
Miss MAGBIE CULBERTSOX. East Groveland.

" L. A. BUTI ER,Peiry Ceutre.
" E. A. C. HATES, Rochester.
" M A R T W . DAVIS, i l

Mrs. C. F. SPBNOER, "
" J. B. KNIITEN, Victor.
" HAMMOND, East Rush.
" PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.

Miss MART BROWN. Perinton.
Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON*. Fairport.

" CHARLES FORD, Clyde.
Miss ADA MILT KR "

" C. M. SECIOR, Macedon.
" JULIA M'OHESNICT, Spencerport.
" LILLIAN .1. RENNET, Plielps, Ont. Co.

Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
" LILLIAN I. RANNET, Rochester.
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For the Hospital Review.

Our Dogs.
DEAR CHILDREN—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 her little white " Spot,"
and her little black " Dot," 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 favorite 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 waB 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 that
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 " MOTHER."

• • •

The Snow-flake and the Citron.
The following very beautiful little poem was

written by the late Eev. 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,
" I am weary of flying," it said to the tree,
" I should like to rest for a while on thee I"

Said the citron tree, "It is many a year
That I have been growing and flourishing here,
But I have ne'er seen a creature like thee,
Now tell me first what thy name may be 1"

"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 innocent creature like them ?"
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" 0 never fear I" 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 11

" 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 1"
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 kind 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 1 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. Sometimes she did
not come home for the whole day, for she
had to go and work for strangers from

early morning until 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 canary 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 w ould run up and lick it. When
Paul, too, wanted to get up, this same sen-
Bible 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. She used 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 Paul got to be six years
old. At that time the mother complained
one morning that Bhe 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 a great 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 Paul 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 " O mamma!" The
operation had succeeded.

Tne next 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 night 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 eye!" 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 Trim, 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
up 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 1 God never forsakes His people ?"

Tears flowed from her eyes, and thus re-
lieved her heart, that was almost orushed

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The Hospital Review. 125

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 ancient Testament.

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 convicted 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.

From the London Pouch.

The Power of Music.
The Man of Business, returning to his Mansion,

findeth 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.

I've overdrawn my banker's book.
I'm teased for loans by brother John ;

Last night our clerk eloped, and took
Two thousand pounds—sing on—sing on.

My partner proves a 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 L, exceeded all his compeers in the
lavish costliness of his 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; one 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
splendor of his appearance completely daz-
zled the French nobles.

u He appeared there," says Lord Claren-
don, " with all, the lustre the wealth of
England 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 peafls—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

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; his 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
precious stones of the value of sixty-six-
hundred pounds, (nearly 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 Glasgow 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 Times1 bee master,
happens to be one of them, I would re-
commend it to his notice. Whilst walk-
ing with a friend in a garden near Falkirk,
we observed two bees issuing from one of
the hives, bearing between them the body
of a defunct comrade, with which they flew
for a distance of ten yards. We followed
them closely, 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 solicitude 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 Bald,'
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 didn't mean you."
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RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr.Sq.,1 insertion $1 oq
Three Months,.... 2 00
Six Months, . . . . 8 00;
One Year, 5 00

Quarter Column, $10 00
One Third Column,.. 12 00
Half Column, 1 Tear, IS 00
One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column pottains eight Squares.

LANE & PAINE,
Dealers in

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, Ac.

18 Buffalo St., Rochester, IV. Y.
ALFBED 8. LA3TK. inch, 1866. l y CYRUS P. PAINE.

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. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have "fits." Does its work alike
eaeh day. SEASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work.
2. Its making four different stitches, vizi 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 Tne perfect finish and substantial manner in which
the machine is made.

6. The rapidity of Its working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The " FLOEENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a jailor's manufacturing machine,
or family 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 yourself.

B F " All kinds 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 manner, by
competent operators. '

f S r Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
£ y * Booms over 2 9 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address

CHAS. SPENCER HALL, General Act,
NOT. 15,1865. . Rochester, Si.Y .

MEAT MARKET.
E. & A. WA1TE,

Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SM.OKED MEATS,

SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. T.

Cuh p»id for Country Produce. Game of all kindi in iti suaon.

GEOKGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS.

"Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
AH orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely St.,

will receive prompt attention.
Oct. 1865.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,
CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BEEWSTER,
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. BREWSTEB, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

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

by mutual consent. Zebulon T. Case retires
from the business, •which will be continued by the
undersigned, Abram S. 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 &
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,
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 'ijfho 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 ;alw»jrs the best class of goods, and
make prices as low as the market, whatever it
may be. A. S. MANN & Co.,

(Late Case ft Mann,) 31 & 39 State st
Rochester, Maroh 15, 1865.
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UNION ICE COMPANY.
T C E supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
_1_ Families, &c. by week, month or year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street

B^~ 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 0o.'s Highest Premium

Sewing Ivlaoliiiie,
With new Glass Cloth Fresser and Hammers.

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.

VERT 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. T.

THE OLD & KESPONSIBLE
D. L E A R Y ' 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. T.

U^~ The reputation of this Dye House sirfce
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and evefn the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

mar* NO CONNECTION WITH ANT 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.
Jgf~ 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,

MUNGER'S SLIP, REAR or l i t BUFFALO STREET,

Oct. '65. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

MUNSON MUSICAL INSTITUTE
BOARDING & DAT SCHOOL,

No. 54 Allen St., Rochester, N.T.
Music ONLY, is Taught in this Institution.

Daily Lessons In all departments of Music. For Terms,
Ac, send for a Circular.

JULIUS S. MUNSON,
MES. K. CORNELIA MUNSON

April, 1865—ly

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GEOC
Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N. V.
CHAS. F. SMITH. GILMAS H. PhKKnre.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1865. tf

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IS

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1866. ly

"EXCELSIOR..99

HPHE attention of the public is called to the " EXCEL-
x 8IOR," the best

Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
ever invented—will give more heat with less fnel 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 d»y.

These Stoves are manufactured by John T. Rathbone,
Albany, and for sale In this city], by

HART & REYNOLDS,
Rochester, January, 1866. > Main Street

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FEESS AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.
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For the Hospital Review.

" Come tmto Me."
Ob yes, my tired feet are coming;

Last night I heard your dear voice call to me—
"Oh, do not wait so long, beloved,

Come 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 borne and me,

Where every w£ve that crept to shore, sighed
softly,

" Come unto me."

I law the jasper walls beyond the cold, broad
river,

Tou went within go long, so long ago,
And wondered if you knew that I was waiting,

Who loved 70a so.

Lo 1 then, from out the distant blue you floated,
My angel-one, walked toward me on the sea,

And all the air was filled with singing,
" Come unto me."

" I come." My eager feet pressed on, and on,
but whither 7 . .

" Save me—I sink beneath UjMttachecons sea;
I cannot hear you now, my loved one, calling

' Come unto me.'"

0, lonely heart, take up again thyburden,
The shining robes are not for us to-day;

Take up again#the 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 unto me."

MRS. B. FRANK ENOS.

For the Hospital Beview.

Comfort in G-od'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 krioweth 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 f It must bo that we are here
cautioned against anxious, distrustful care,
lest we, or those dependent on us, come to
waftt—not satisfied with " our daily bread,"

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



130 The Hospital Jievi&w.

our hearts are troubled about the future.
Is not God our Shepherd, and ought not
that thought to keep us quietly reposing on
His love, for He kooweth 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 Jather—surely, if we are
willing to* trust our soulato His mercy and
love, we need have no fear for our bodies.
And 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 thee,
Do not feai^m armed band;

One will fade, as others greet thee,
Shadows passing through the land.

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: 6. The carnal 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 has 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 I

There we shall have unclouded skies,
Our tun will always shine I" 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 woith.

Tangle her curls—but no matter,
Push them all roughly away,

Back from her passionless forehead,
Tia but a Magdalen's clay.

Who will come fortl»to behold her?
Noose—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;

Eot 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,
Biirdened'with sin and disgrace.

Nameless the coffin—no matter,
Seepeth she well enough so—

Big her a hole in the corner,
Where the rank thistle-weeds grow.

Stop I I bethink me a moment—
Pshaw 1 those are womanish tears;.

I have a fair little daughter—
Lilly, of teoderest years.

if—oh f horror to think it—
Gently men, gently, behold,

Out on the. rough side left hanging
One shiiung ringlet of gold..

Hush, men, the mirth is untimelyr

Carefully bear her and Blow—
Though a poor victim of sorrow,

She was a woman, you know.

Hush men, (his mirth is untimely;
Cease your rode laughter and din -

Though full of frailty, remember,
' Man is to blame for her sin.

Lay her in silence to shimber,
Evenly cover her bed;

For the sake of my one little daughter,
I will be kind to the dead.

11 Who learns and learnt,, but acts not
What he knows,

Is one who plows and plows,
But ntver sows.'*
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From the Union and Advertiser.

Robert Ralston.
"Wha t I kept too carefully is gone;

•what I gave wisely, I've kept." So said a
genial, generous man, who by hard toil,
and gen«rous encouragement of like-mind-
ed men, had gathered a competence, and
made princely gifts from it where lie 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 lias had, ever since, all he needed of
this world's successes.

Let us change 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 spirit—RoBEiy RALSTON, 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 his
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 $500 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 G-od is taking away
my property so fast, I must give the
fester."

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 selfish men's inter-
ested and faithless bounty; and therefore
little known by the world. x.

While a man lives he must noj despair of
God's mercy; for there is no tree so distort-
ed that human art cannot make it. straight
again—so, there is no person in the world,
whose sins are so grievous that God cannot

d hi iti 4 ^

Mr DEAR MRS. ARNER :

I suppose there are few mothers to be
found for many generations past, whohave
not felt, however wise old batchelors, or
wiser maiden ladies, might speak with con-
tempt of "Mother Goose and h«r 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 ojf 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:

" 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" shine;
0, world I 0, critics I can't you see
How Shkkspeare plagarizes me ?

And other bards will after come
To echo in a later age;

He lived—he died 1 behold the sum,
The abstract of the historian's page;

Yet once for all the thing was done,
Complete in Grundy'a pilgrimage.

For not a child upon the knee,
But hath the mqral learned of me,
And measured in a seven-days span
The whole experience of man. C.

Only through humility, can man attain
the knowledge of God: %3 path, upward,
begin^nid

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



132 The Hospital Review.

A Lesson from the drane.
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 «lowly,
and keeps together the troop by his cry.
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 aud 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 majTbe 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 a lofty watch-tower in this life, we
may look out both for ourselves and others
—may lead those that are ignorant of the
way, aud 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.

Childish "Wisdom.
BT JAHES W, WARD.

" Ths Earth hath Be given to tiie children of men*

'Twas the hour of prayer, and the1 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 eaoh 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 suffered 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 healthful diarm,

His little'son, a sprightly "boy,
Whose home was love, arid whose life was joy;
And they rambled over the golden fields,
And the father said, "The harvest yields
A' plentiful crop,'my son, thi* year,
H f bara | are too small for ttie grain 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 father, do you not pray
For the poor and needy, day by day,
That God, the gqpd, would the hungry feed ? "
" I do, my son." " Well, I think, as 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
house, his vineyard, his olive yards, were
all gone; and now he would be compelled
to seek employment as a camel-driver, or
beg of those who had feasted sumptuous-
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 blows, 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 1 Allah in-
tends thee good."

Hassan raised his head, and his eyes
rested upon a venerable dervish, who was
calmly contemplating his grief.

" Begone, old man !" he cried, " if thou
canst not work a miracle for my relief."

" Listen,7' replied the dervish; " the
Prophet has sent me to serve thee. What
wouldst thou have ?"

"Give me my possessions again—D^y
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 badst not the wis-
dom to keep them; in three years thou
wouldst be as wretched as now. But at-
tend, Hassan Ben Omar 1 Reform thy life,
govern thy passions, moderate thy desires,
hate thy wine-cnp, 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
a mighty kingdom."

the eyes of Havunr,

for o y , a d t
a mighty kingdom.

A.mist ^ d k W
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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 qarly, and to la-
bor with diligence. A cup of water and
a few 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:

" Xow, 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 / I 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 Qmar, his
father, and all men called him Hassan, the
Wise.

W e l s h Say ings .
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
•moky 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.

Three warnings from the? grave—thou
• kaowest what. I was, thou aeest what I am,
remember what thou art to be.

Sit?

ROCHESTER, N. T., APRIL 15, 1366.

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
have, therefore, opportunity, let us do good
unto all 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-r-to whom it is
right for us to show a preference, andtQ
this precept of such universal application
is added the injunction, "ESPECIALLYJto

THEM WHO ARE OF THE HOUSEHOLp /^P

FAITH." It is obvious why the claims ;of
these upon us should be a special claim,
bound to us, as they are by,the highe,&,t,and
holiest ties—one faith—one Lord,-7?one
baptism—one eternal hope—and aside
from this strong tie, there is within ,uft an
instinctive sense of the justieffof the claims
of the worthy and upright over those.we
know to be vicious and unjdeserving. S.till
while .admitting the paramount claijn^of
these, we must not forget the injunctionrto
" do good to all." But the precept ,h$re
given had before found its highest expm-
plification in the life and death of, pur
Lord. His whole mission was one^of
mercy and of love. His life was spen(,in
administering to the woes and wants, of
others—and in healing every disease, arid
every sickness, and every sorrow. No mat-
ter how vile—how loathsome 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 np a sacrifice for sin—" the jnst for the
nnjust." He not only came to seek the
lost—but to die to save the lost. Let us,
in our deeds of benefience, follow the ex-
ample and precepts of our Lord I 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-
ing our doors to such, we were encourag-
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, and that in reality our intended
kindness is an injury rather than benefit.
Besides, it is urged," 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 us would like to
have simple' justice without mercy meted
out to us! And then, in reply to the
seeming 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 tae more willing to incur the
consequences of her fall from the consid-
eration of the care and attention she might
hope to receive ? What a feather is this
little alleviation of her physical suffering
'wh^cn 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 thfr
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 usual with institutions like
ours—are not the hardened in their career
of shame. With many, if not quite atl, 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 one, 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 cold, harsh judgment upon this
class ? If we are, as perhaps we may flaV
ter ourselves, so much stronger and purer
than they—who, let us ask, has made us t»
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 little 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 infirmities." His
disciples, it is true, with their weaker,
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«older "hearts, and narrower, blinded vis-
ions, .marvelled that He talked with the
sinning women of Samaria, and tlje 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 tad most venerable of our city benevo-
lent 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 admiaister to the needy sick wherever
they may be found—searching them out
in every ward, and street, and tenement of
our city—unquestioning as to the charac-
ter or worthiness of the objects, but sim-
ply of their actual need and suffering. So
let it be with ae. Let us receive all the
sick who may come to us, of whatever
name or class, 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 able1 to do good to
their sonls also. There is no way by which
we may hope so surely to reach the hearts
of the erring, as through kindness. 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"
—so we may thank our " little paper" for
the'm. Nor was this our only response.
A lady in Avon, noticing our appeal, sent
as some eggs; and "littleMontie," who is
anre to remember us in some pleasant way,

every month, brought us some beans. But
we find ourselves writing about 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 vhopeful view of the
future. Who can tell but we may have
some moret eggs and butter and beans sent
us ? Let us not despond—but wait pa-
tiently and see !

" Little Daisy—A Dress and Stockings."
"Who is little Dai^ ? We cannot tell.

All that we know is just this simple record
which WB 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 intended,
but we 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 fjone 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 ten-
derly good angels, watch!

Hospital Notice.
Packages, including Provisions. Hospital Stores,

4c, should be addressed to " The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Piospect and
Reynolds Streets." A list ol 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.
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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, front the feet that
the season for apples is decidedly on the
wane, and that good and fresh ones 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. " 0 ,
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 want1, "We could
name over several things, if we chose, which
would be very acceptable just now in our
Hospital, but, kintl friends, we do appreci-
ate those apples you brought us, and we
hope you are convinced of it.

Ws are indebted to the "Rochester
Democrat," for the following kind notice
of our little paper:

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW.—This is a neat
little' monthly, published under the aus-
pices of a committee of ladies who are in-
terested in the prosperity of the Rocnester
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.
LINDA BRONSON, Rochestei,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MARY PERKINS, "
FANNY and ELLA COLBURN, Rochester.
FANNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HDRD, Rochester,
CARRIE NEFF, " •
H. F. VICKERY, "
BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA VAN ZANDT, Albany.
MARY WATSON, Rochester.
JULIA A. DAVIS, "
NELLIE POLLING, "•

A grateful and much respected inmate
sends us the following:

ROCHESTER. CYST HOSPITAL, )
March 8, 1886. f

DEA& REVIEW : I came to this Hospital!
about four weeks ago* During the time I
have spent here', I have shared in common
with others the hospitalities of the place;
and what a cleanly, comfortable place it is!
When I first came here, I felt thankful t«
God, and grateful to those, who, under the
influence of Christian sympathy and bdhev-
olence, have provided so pleasant ah abode
for the'sick and suffering. Here the home-
less stranger, and foreigner—the soldier who
has perilled his- life for his country—the
poor, the halt, and the blind, find a refugê
and find friends always ready to administer
to their wants, and' bestow kindness and
sympathy. Muck-credit is due to the Man-
agers, Physicians, Superintendent, Matron*
and Nurses connected with the Hospital.
They all have reason to rejoice HI the good
they are accomplishing. May the blessing
of God attend them, in this life, and in the
life which is 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' Wivesr Sons and Daughters,
of Monroe County, witness the suffering
in this ^Hospital, and see what is done by
those who have provided such a comforta-
ble place for the sick, it would be next t»
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 woulcf say, sugar,
tea, coffee, fish and salt, are all used in this
Institution.

Remember, " He that givetn to the poor,
lendeth to the Lord."

Rest assured, the Lord is a good pay-
master. How easy a matter for Him to

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The Hospital Review. 137

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."
" It 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.

We are gratified to hear again so sub-
stantially from our friend, P. W., who has
so 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 subscri-
bers. She writes as follows :

SCOTTSBURG, 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. Tours, 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.

YORK, 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 Scottsville people—that
they are ready for every good word and
work.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FROM MAH. 15th, TO APRIL 15th 1666.

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 4 Son—A box of Soda Crackers.
Mrs. Backus, Geneseo—A keg of Pickles.
A Friend—A jar of Jelly.
K. S. Hayward, Brighton—Half bushel Beans, four

dozen Eggs, a roll of nice butter.
Montie Rochester-rTbree quarts Beans.
Mrs. E. N. Buell—One bowl of Currant Jelly, one

do. Raspberry Jam, one do. Apple, Jelly, cup of
Grape Jam, and Oranges. Also, roll of old
Cotton.

A Friend—A basket of Apples,
A Friend, by Mrs1. Mathews—A package of Child-

ren's Clothing.v

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 15tn TO APRIL 15th.

Mrs. Ambrose Cox, Scottsviile—By MFS.
Strang. $ 50

Mrs. Calvin Waite, Mrs. George W. Fisher,
Mrs. J. A. Eastman—By Linda Bronson, 1 50

Mrs. T. B. Tale, 2 years; "Miss E. Hanford,
Mrs. E. S. Gilbert, Mrs. E. S. Hayward—
By Mrs. Arner, 2 50

Mrs. Abner Bushman, Mendon Centre—By
Mrs. Moore, 60

Miss Azalia E. Green—By James Peet , . . . 50
Mrs. Maria Cook, Fairport; Mr. Parker,

Somerset; Mr. Wooster, Pittsford—By
Mr. Van Zandt, . . . . . . . 1 60

Mrs. C. R. St. John, Prattsburgh; Miss M.
A. Root, Tork; Miss J. A. Williams,
Fairport; Mrs. Dr. Lewis; Mrs. E. T.
Thrbop Martin, Auburn; Mrs. R. M. Wi-
nans, Brooklyn—By Mrs. Perkins, 3 00

Mrs. Joseph Frost—By Mrs. Strong, 50
Mrs. J. Weeks, Mrs. J. Croft, Scottsville—

Bv Miss Blackburn, 1 00
Mrs" Dean, Mrs. Smith—By Mrs. Woodard, 1 00
Mrs. John Shepnrd, Mrs. Stephen Clark,

Mrs. Ada Trailer,. Mrs. Ruth Dann, Mrs.
J. S. May, Miss Louisa Clark, Scotts-
burgh; Miss Kate O. Keilday, Dans-
ville—By Phebe Whitman '. 3 50

Henry Smith, Esq., New Tork—By E. M.
Smith, Eaq 60

Henry R. Smith, New Carthage, La.; Mrs.
Woodward; John Anderson, Adams Ba-
sin; George 0. Maurer; Advertisement
—By Mrs. Mathews, 7 Q0

Printing Election Notice, 20 00

Gash Receipts for March, 1866.
From Patients, $143 60
DONATION—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

fifcilitoeirt
TOT the Hospital Review.

Little Spot.
DEAR CHILDREW—Promises to children

should not be broken by Mothers or Aunt-
ies, without very good reason, 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 present, handing us (he
basket. On opening it, we found such a
pretty little white dog, all cuddled up so
nicely, with a little blue ribbon around his
Deck, with a card attached, upon which
was written " Philepoene." He was al-
most too cunning in his little nest to be
disturbed. Of course we were very much
pleased with him, for our other dog, Twee-
zer, was very old, ami 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 we 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 milch as any dog could.
He would sit up BO nicely upou 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 feet, he was more 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 go, 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 ap*
pearance, that, forgetting the tenth com-
mandment, " Thou shalt not covet"—"any-
thing that is thy neighbor'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 » vain.
We were very glad our children were not
little ones; they would have grieved so
much for him. Wte all hoped that he
would be treated kindly; but only heard
that a 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
would not run away from the.b6at 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
sav> good-bye for the present AUNT*.

A Little Child's Prayer.
Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,
Look upon a little child;
Buffer me to come Thee.
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 merrf 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 fragraut perfume on the air,
Reveals the hidden rose I

Our heavenly Father loves to see
These precious fruits of love;

And if we truly serve him here,
"We'll dwell with him above.

The Grandmother's Story.
"Grandma, can't you tell me a story,"

eaid Alfred. " Eddie Norris says his
grandmother tells him and the other chil-
dren such lots of stories, and such awful
ones, too, about ghosts and witches, and
Buch 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,
" I can tell you a story which may frighten
you to as good a purpose as nny 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, and killed several per-
sons, but was 90 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 a
pleasant voice, (for he could talk when he
chose,) thus spoke:

" My dear sir, I 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 asfenemy. I have taken a
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 wolfs head, and informed him
that he should live»in 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 there 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 manner. 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 scanty portion which
they were about to eat. The only .person
who saw, without 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 to Mr. Ulric:

"You must turn thjp woman and her
children out of doors, for you cannot sup-
port them and me."

Something in the words seemed 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 Ulric,
demanded that he should give him food.

" I have none, *ot 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 neighbors got
courage to enter, they found Ulric lying
dead upon the floor, with the wolfs paw
upon his throat.

Here the grandmother concluded her
Btory, 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
ruin 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 " Jingles 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 ?

v 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 is 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 ?

On© is a tortoise-shell, yellow and black,
"With a lot of white about him;

If you tease him, at once he sets up his back;
He's a quarrelsome Tom, ne*er doubt him I

I think we shall call him this—
I 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 their names will be:
"Pepper-pot"-" Sootikin"-" Scratchaway "-There 1
Were there ever kittens with these to compare ?
And we call the old mother—now what do you

think ?
" Tabitha Longclaws Tidleywinkl"

" Mother," said little Ned, one morning,
after having fallen out of bed, " I think I
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 fell
out."

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The Hospital Review. 141

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-
known 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 ea9y 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 queue 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 see

" The herald Mercury new lighted on a heaven-(?)
kissing hilL"

numbered 105° in the direction of boiling
point.

Nor, in San Francisco, do you for days
together go slopping about the bedraggled
streets in caoutchouc yawl-boats under
that baldichino 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 df

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 sea-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 itfe- fort, the preserves 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, " Roxbiiry." " No, Sar!" was the re-
sponse. "Medford." " No, Sar!" return-
ed the colored soldier. " Charlestown,"
said Washington. 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 relieved of all further
necessity for attending to that particular
branch of military duty.

Trifles, lighter than straws> are levers in
ihe building up of ^aractqr,., ,
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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
To hargify with you;

A lady born and bred
Is safe to speak what's true.

But putm 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 c l i ng -

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.

I f 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

I've 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 1—
who, though he could neither read nor
write, had nevertheless made a large for-
tune by sheep-farming, and was open to
any degree of fiaitery as to his abilities in
this department of labor. A purchaser
knowing his weakens, and anxious to in-
gratiate himself into his good graces, ven-
tured one evening over their whiskey-tod-

dy, to remark, " I am of opinion, sir, that
you are a greater man than even the Duke
of Wellington 1" "Hoot, toot!" replied
the sheep farmer, modestly hanging his
head with a pleasing smile, and taking a
large pinch of snufE, " That is too much
—too much by far—by far." But his
guest, after expatiating 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
I'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 / have done
that!" The inference was evident—Be'
miniscences of a Highland Parish, in Good
Words.

BATES OF ADVERTISING.
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A. S. MANN & CO.
0 7 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-
O I ed a lot of

SILK WARP POPLINS,
just the thing for Ladias' Traveling Dresses.

April, 1866.

A. S. MANN & CO.
37 and 39 State Street,

HAVE received, another large lot of NEW
SILKS, wtiioh they offer to purchasers at

GREAT BAEGAWK The lot comprises BLACK.
BROWN, GREEN, BLUE, LAVENDER, and
every other desirable color. Ala<* » full assort-
ment of

BLACK AJSTD WHITE CHECKED SJLKS,
^ the lowQftt p r t a * AprjV 1366.
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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, JV. Y.

The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,.. .$ 1, $1.10 and $1.25 per lb.
OOLONGS, 80c, 90c. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS? 80c, 90c. and Sl-00 "
IMPERIAL $1 and $1.25
TTNCOLORED JAPAN, best $1.25
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,. .$1 and $1.20 "
GROUWD COFFEE,... 20c, 30c. and 40c. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
as 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.

W-e have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,
of every description, and offer all articles in our
line so 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. ly 62 Buffalo Street.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.

M. m. IHATHEWS &. 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* Rochester, N. Y., April, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.
WE 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. S. MANN & CO.,

April, 1866. 37 and 39. State St.

CURRAN & COLER,
8UCCE8BOB8 TO B. KINO A CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Optosite the Court House.

Rochester, N. T.
XUBABD OUWUJL April,'flft-ly* o. w.

UNION ICEJI0MPANY.
ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private

Families, &c. by week, month or year.

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

JS^*" 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 0o.'s Highest Premium

Sewing 'Ivf acliine,
With new Glass 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, 1865. Rochester, N. Y.

SMJTH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCEES,
Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. F. SMITH. GILMAN H. PtitKiNS.

[Established in 1S26.]
Jan. 1865. tf

S. F. & W. W ! T H £ R S F C 0 N 7
SEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1866. ly

"EXCELS IOH."

THE attention of the public is called to the "EXCEL-
SIOR," the best

Base Burning Self-feecUng 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 Store,

"GOOD SAMARITAN,"
The greatest invention of the day.

These Stoves are manufactured by John T. RathboM,
Albany, and for sale in this city, by

11ABT4BBYNOLD9,
Bpcbeiter, Japurr, 1W6. l|Uin 8tre<4
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LANE & PAINE,
Dealers In

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, 4c.

18 Buffalo St., Rochester, N.Y.
ALFRED B. LANE. inch, 1866. ly CYRUS P. PAINE.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
SEALER 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

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. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three rears, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equnl as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to nave " fits." Does its work alike
each day. REASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great 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 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 is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done.

0. Its self-adjusting tension.
The "FLOliENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family 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 aav, but see th» Florence before purchasing any other
and Judge for yourself.

JSP" 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.

£&~ Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
J3?~ Rooms over 2 9 State street, Rochester, N. T.
A liberal discount XDSM to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address

CHA8. SPBNOEB HALL. Qewrsl Art.,
Nov. 15,1805. Boduitff, W.Y.

MEAT MARKET.
E. & A> WATTE,

Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,

SMOKED AND SAtT FISH, ETC.

104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of all Vindi in ita teaion.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OP STONE .& ELY STREETS. -

Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
AH orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely St.,

will receive prompt attention. '
Oct. 1865.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE"

INSURANCE OFFICE,

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. BREWSTBR, E. N. BUBLL.
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 St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. T.

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.

J ® - NO CONNECTION WITH ANT 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, ancl 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.
ISP" Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. L&AfiY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1865. Rochester, N.Y.
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THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is Issued on the Fifteenth Of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE!
Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,

" Dr.MATHBWfl.
Hn. GEO. H. MtntFOED,

- MALTBY BTJtONG,

TERMS—Fifty Cents a Tear, Payable in Advanoe.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
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containing money, to be seat 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-
tesponding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 31 Buffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Beview.

At Rest.
Sing; blue-bird, in your le»fy cradle,
Sing blithely on the swinging willow bough,
She sleeps beneath, in all her brfghtyoung beauty ;

It cannot wake her DOW.

What matters it to her, how fair and fragrant
The June day breaks, and glows, andg|desaway ?
She's gone within the vale where June's celestial

Wake every day.

She sleeps, and still the days go on and brighten,
May's green robe has its fringe of daisies white;
The birds sing low in all the rustling branches,

From morn till night

The lily cups should fill with tears,' each chalice,
And stand this June with lowly drooping head,
Because she lies asleep and will not waken

Up from the dead.
P i e8>

Her small white hands were clasping fnowy lil-
White lillies nestled on her pulseless breast
And she, the fairest, purest lily, taketh

Unbroken rest.
MBS. 6. FBASK EKOS.

For the'Hospital Review.

Comfort in G-od's Word.
" And when they were come to a place

called Calvary, there th^y crucified him.""
Luke 23: 33.

'Immanuel God vsith us.1 -He who had
so often foiled his wicked enemies—caus-
ing Himself to be conveyeC out of their
sight in a miraculous way—IJOW, because
His time was come,, suffers Himself to be
lead to the place of execution, and treated
with many indignities—leadJ'.as a spotless
Lamb to the slaughter. W h $ can be said
to add to the simple impresswuness of this
verse ? Henceforth, may we dwell much
on Calvary.

"Love so amazing, so djvii^
Demands my life, my soul''my all."

" Fot not the hearers of the law are just
before God, but the doers of the law are jus-
tified." Rom. 2 : 1 3 .

How many " hearers of t ie law," that
from Sunday to Sunday, are found in the
temple, even men tell us are not just ? It
needs not God's eye to detect jheir failures.
But there is another class thajUppear unto
men to be doers of the law, that will not
stand justified in His sight Itoho weighs
our thoflghts and motives. " By the law
no man can be justified^" and'while there
is a constant desire and prayer*to be a doer
of the law, Christ must be theionly ground
of hope; Christ believed on -in-the htikh :
manifested , in the life; Chriit our daily
example—by grace walking in His most
Holy Bteps. R.
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CMU$TUS or ABIES.
A. D. 470-542.

The |3xcelleftoe of Love.
Let him^who knows it not taste and see.

Hear what %e Apostle declares: '* God is
love," -Let him that knows it not, hear
what the. Psalmist says, (34} 0) : "Taste
and see'how gracious the Lord is." Thus
God is love. He who hath love, God
dwells in lupi and be iq ftpd, If tfcou 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
gold, and he not rich whose soul is full of
God? 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 remain hjdjden &gra thee, if
Xove, that is God Itymsejf, inspires thee ?
What good works wilt thou not be able to
accomplish if thou earnest in thy heart the
spring of all good works ? What adversa-
ries wilt thfQU few, if fchou art honored to
have God the Lord wij,hjn th^e ? 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 month; thou cao'et not accomplish
them, as long as thou hast opt 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 planned in heaven, the
other in hell. God does not send us
wearisome journeys to the east or west to
obtain our salvation. He leads us back to
ourselves; what he has bestowed upon us

has not said, " Go to the east or ĝ o to the
west and seek* righteousness. Sail to the
west to obtain the foi;giy*oe»:Of your sins."
But what aafth ,he? >Fojgiye tjune ene-
mies, and thou shalt be forgiven. Give
and it shall be given unto thee." God re-
quires nothing from thee which lieth out-
side thee. God leads thee to (thyself and
thine own conscience. In jthysqlf hath h$
placed that which he requireth of thee.
Thou hast no need to seek j;emedies for
thy words ,afar. Thou .WfF68* if t^01*
wilt find the forgiveness of $y .sins in ,%h$
recesses of thy heart.

WJien joy. are an anvj}, .Jlpld you still,;
whei^you are a hammer, strike yjpur filf.

BT RICflAfcD RXALFH.

When, a poor forsaken sister
Whom we name a fearful Same,

from the^gprpuf iins whjch kissed h$r,
Shudders back all bowed with shame \

When her weary heart is yearning
For the light of Hod's own akj.es,

And far off, a dim discerning
Of a purer morfow lies,

Do not thou who, less believing,
Loving less, hast conquered more—•

Do not thrust her backward, grieving,
To the life she lived before;

Do not pass her by, and whisper
Bitter worcjspf scorn and pain;

Make her crisp, hot heart grow ciisper,
And the red hell burn again.

Who art thou that passeth sentence
On a breeding human soul ?

Gould'gt thou drain full-dregged Repentanqe
If no Love run in the bowl ?

^Is not she, poor stricken weeper,
Loye^. of Heayen ajike yidi th,ee ?

Fool! thy pride hath thruet thee deeper
Than thy aster—Pharisee!

Up among the higher mountains,
There the valleys too are deep;

And we learn the depth of fountains
By the "height their waters leap;

Ay, and hewts 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 heart's penitence.

Whefljfore, brothers, since transgression
Shrouds each spirit, like a pall,

Is not meek and full confession-
Best and noblest for us all ?

Go! and when, proud mul, thou learned
Thou and I and all are one,

Then shall beauty deep and earnest,
Break upon thee lik,fftb,e sun;

And the love that lights ^ y features,
In i3iy wider, eyes shall be,

Unto all God's living creatures,
^ i ^ h
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The Surgeon a$ Work.
On the black-board by the door of a

London hospital there is. attached by four
wafers a simple announcement Simple a9
it looks, it meets with very great notice,
for as the students keep dropping in, some
in little knbteT others singlyfa good many
in pairs, the first thing they, look at is the
little sheet of pape*; with but few words in
print, and fewer in writingupon it. " Has
it begun?" " I s Mr. here yet?"
are the constant questions 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-patient 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 rank 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, stethoscope,
and microscope notwithstanding.^ Passing
up a narrow staircase, 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.
We are in the' operating" theatre of the hos-
pital. Around us we see, Je t into the
walls, medallions of the great surgeons of
old times—the apostles of the art, whose
names are held in reverence by their clever
eager followers of to-day. Here and there
among the students'we have pjaie-faced,
anxious looking1.'men who'have called in
during their round of so-called "general
practice." They, have come to see their
former master operate—the surgeon who
is at the pinnwle of his profession, and
who has earned fame, wealth, and now a
title, by Ms talents, and who has been the
instrument in€k>d'» liands t>f alleviating
much human suffering and distress.

la the area of the theatre there are
signs of the approaching operation. There
is the peculiar fable that can extend and.
fold in all-directions, with its straps and

appendages. There are cans of hot and
cold water, the basins, the sponges, and
many other things. The .surgical dressers
flit about, anxious that nothing shall be for-
gotten and the Louse surgeon, with liga-
tures ready in the..button-hole of his coat,
is examining for the last time the glitter-
ing array of. knaves and other instruments
preserved in a case as delicately lined as a
lady's jewel-box.

By degrees the minor luminaries of the
medical* and surgical staff of the hospital
arrive, and the. students ranged above, so
noisy at their college in awarding approval
to their favorite teachers, only -show here
by a half-stifled buzz their recognition. At
last the lion of the hour arrives, a strong,
stalwart man, 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 gesture of his hand, checks
any unseemly noise, for now the patient is
being carried in and laid tenderly on the
cushioned'table. The latter gives a sharp,
half-frightened1 glance above at the -dense
mass of hushed, ;eager, and expectant stu-
dents. The time has at last arrived which
has been in his thoughts for days and
weeks—aye, mat be motfths. It is a mo-
ment of agony for the poor man; in spite
of all the care and kindness shown him.—
The great surgeon whispers in his ear and
pats his shoulder kindly. The patient
grasps the hand of his friend, and instant-
ly 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 child. Quietly burning up
his cuffs, and giving a scrutinizing glance
through the gleaming instruments spread
on the wbite:t^6thed tray, the surgeon
turns to the diseased limb. 'There is a
dead stillness throughout the theatre, as
with steady hand the operator coolly and
rapidly proceeds. His knife is crimson
now, and the warm red blood wells tip and
spirts' arotihd.. The saw is quickly used,
and a few more dexterous movem'entB with
the knife -perfect the operation. All the
pumping arteries are caught and tied, and
the parts are (fcllfully adjusted.1 Then the
still unconscious patient is carried off to
awake in his I bed, and find himself sur-
rounded by all that skill, ingenuity, and
wealth can-brlig to bear for suffering man.
The surgeon fias 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.

Frojn the New fork Observer.

Praise for Death.
It is a beautiful custom of the Mora-

vians, who, on the death of one of their
number, 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
idea 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 believer is
" 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 mighj, of his Redeemer, for he is enter-
ing into the company of those whp sing
eternally " worthy the Wnb." 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 ;i(but
when we think of the holy, happy spirit,
forever with the Lord, let us ring a trium-
phant peal, sing » psalm of praise, and
look up towards heav$p with the tearjesa,
and trusting eye of faith. , AUGUSTUS.

LiFB.-r-Life, when we.calmly analyze.it,
is made up of three supple elements—joy,
sorrow and work. Some of us, get nearly
equal proportions oj: 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.

The Nautilus.
The nautilus atd ammonite,

Were launched in frftndly- strife;
Each sent to float, in Ma tiny boat,

On the wide, wild 'sea of life.

For each could swim on the oceans brim,
And when wearied its sail cduid furl,

And sink to sleep in the great sea deep,
ID its palace all of pairl.

And theirs was a bliss more fair than this
Which we taste in our colder clime;

For they were rife in a Jropic life—
A brighter, better dime t

They swam, 'mid isles, whose summer smiles
Were dimmed by no alloy;

Whose groves were palm, whose air was balm,
And life was only j,qy [

They sailed all day thrdngh creek and bay;
And traversed the ooean deep;

And at night they sank on a coral bank,
In its fairy bowers to'jfleep.

And the monsters vast erf ages past;
They beheld in their ocean caves ;

They saw them ride in their power and pride,
And sink in their deep sea graves.

And hand in hand, from'strand to strand,
They sailed in mirth and glee—

These fairy shells, with tfceir crystal cellsr

Twin sisters1 of the sea.

And they came at last to a" sea long past j
. But, as they reached the shore,.

The Almighty's breath spoke out in death,
And the ammonite lived no more I

So the nautilus now in its shelly prow,
As over the deep it Strays,

Still seems to seek on bay 'and creek
Its companion of other flays.

And alike do we on life's stormy aear

A» 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 sweeij jjgain to meet,
Aft we look t» a, fiiftan$,s$rand,., .

Where heart; meetB heart, and no more they part r
Who meet ia thitf, bettered-1,, ' .

" Time was—-Js'past, thovt canst not it recall;
Time is,,ti^o^nast1—improve the portion small}
Time future, is not—and may never be ?
Time present, is the only time for thee."
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Like Father, Like Son.
BY T. 8. ARTHUR.

My friend had spoken an impatient word
to his little son, and I saw the child's face
stained by the hot blood of anger. My
friend saw the stain, .also. "What did he
do! Repent of his impatience, and heal
the hurt in his child, by a gentler word?
No. But he grew more impatient, ami
ealling 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 sensitive 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
6pirit, smarting under an undeserved blow.
The stain grew redder on cheeks and brow;
the eyes more intense; the lips more firmly
shut. I saw defiance in the child's face.

"Why don't you pick up that book,
sir?"

There was no sign of obedience,
" Did you hear me ?" almost fiercely de-

manded the father. I shuddered inwardly,
bnt dared not interfere between my hot-
tempered friend, and his equally hot-tem-
pered childr He might as well have spoke,n
to deaf ears.

" Pick up that book, I say!"
The child did not stir.
" I shall not speak again," said my friend,

in a suppressed voice., Qne minute passed
in dumb silence; then ruing, with deliber-
ation, he approached the boy, whose face
had become pale, but not weak or fearful,
and grasped one of his arms tightly. Time
was still given for him to lift the book; but
be was too angry to y|eld. I held my
breath painfully, taking a long inspiration
as my friend swept froiu^he room, dragging
the boy after him. He was gone for nearly
five rmnutea, and then came back, flushed,
.nervous,, and excited, saying, as he sat down
opposite me, " I Am put of all heart with
that'boy."

He looked sadly discouraged. I did not
answer. After a few moments, he added,
"Such a temper!•—such a will—-1 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 fejt it to be so.

" What am I to do with the child ?" he
asked, interrogating my unsppken thought.

" To give up to him—to let will and pas-
sion have their sway—can .only end in
moral ruin. He must come 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, i,
" I t may be well," - said I, " t o 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," I said.'f
" Perhaps !" my friend looked astonish-

ed.
" Morally impossible, I mean."
He shook his head doubtfnlly.
" A condition may render the easiest act

so difficult of performance, that a man will
lo,ok 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 pars, and a passenger on
entering, and before you had t ipe to make
room for him, were to order you in a rough,
imperative manner, to move ; what would
be the result?"

" I would sit still in my place," answer-
ed my friend.

" And yet it would,be the wiser course
to give way, and'not be disturbed by un-
gentlemanly rudeness,"

" Perhaps it would»Jbut I have that in
me that would not submit tq unjust en-
croachment. I am quick in my resent-
ment, as you know. To gentlemanly de-
meanor, I yield every filing that, is .Tight;
to rude action, nothing/*
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"Therefore it is that the condition of a
command may render obedience a moral
impossibility." •

" It is so," answered my friend.
"Has it not often happened," I con-

tinned, under a momentary blind excite-
ment, yon have said or done things for
which yon were sorry, and yet, having
said or done them, would not recede—
growing more persistent in the degree that
you were assailed1 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 be lead easily; but all the world can-
not drive me—no, not even to do what is
right.""

" Has it ever occurred to you," I asked;
after a pause, " that your son is like you in
this respect?"

I saw a quick change in my1 friend's
countenance. The question had taken him
unawares. A sodden light had streamed
into an obscure corner of his mind.

"Like m e ? " His tone was that of a
man just awakening, and in surprise at
some unexpected sight.

" I s it strange that he should be like
yon ?" I queried.

" Perhaps not. I am his father." —
The surprise had already gone out qf his
voice, which had in it a shade of depres-
sion.

" ' Like fatiher, like son.' The 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 ,jonr
own, my friend. He is quick-tempered,
strong-willed, independent, and instinctive-
ly opposed tb coercion—easily led—hard
to be driven. Have yon never thought of
this ? Never lttoked in- the clear mirror of
his unsullied character, and seen a perfect
image of yourself ?"

My friend dropped his bead upon his
bosom, and sat a long' time silent.

" The father," I said, as he wit musing,
" re-produces himself in his children, with
such modifications as the mother's lifeTnay
give. 1 need not offeV 'arguments to 'firove
the fact; every man of ratipnaVtierception
sees that it must be so, under the unvary-
ing law of *likWproducing like? " •': •

" I do not gainsay this," returned my

friend. " I b e l i e n that it is so; I com-
prehend the important truth you have
stated, that my child bears a likeness to his
father; But 'what I do not sec clearly, is,
the; way in which I am to deal.with-Mm.
How am I to'correct, in myiboy^'the per?
versities which he"has, by inheritance, from
his father?"

^The> first .thiig," I.answered, ^ is for
you to pity him. #To think compassionate-
ly .of him, burdened, ae be is for life, with
a hasty temper, aid a stubborn will."

I Baw the moisture comeanto'my friend's
eyes; the firm mouth gave way a little.

"•May I refer^to the scene that passed
here a little while ago ?" I asked. •

" Speak freely'' returned my friend.
1 "John commwted no fault."

There was a sHteht motion of surprise in
my friend's face."

" Accidentally he touched a bobk,andit
fell to the floor—this, and only;thi9."

" He was careless," said my friend, with
a slight effort at %elf-justification.

" You, or I,"-any one, might have done
the same thing. Nay, every day of our
lives, we do just as careless things'. When
the mind is abftorbed, we cannot always
guard our movements. Now, put yourself
in John's place. Imagirie the book touch-
ed without intention, and it falls upon the
floor; and imagine as sharp a word spoken
to you as yore spoke to him-—what state of
mind would have resulted ? "

I paused for his answer, but he did not
reply.

"Could yoi have- helped the Tush of
angry waves? Hurt pride-̂ —a- sense :of
wrong,—blmd.tmpulse-^-would'have made
you as stubborn as you saw him."

"Perhaps,it would." My friend's eye's
were on the floor. He spoke in a subdued
voice. '

" You cannot overcome the : mind's de-
fects by external force/' I added. " There
must be a wise, appliance of moral means.
Deal by him" as you would yourself be
dealt by, in like circumstances. Cure • his
disease by the .remedies that Reason tells
yon would heal your own. Weaken his
artery 'willfulness by removing excitement!
Control • yourself in;-his presence — hold
back your quick-springing impulses— nev^r
let him see you angry, nor find you uhjtost
or unreasonable. Always speak mildly
and kindly. ; (Help with his load of hered-
itary evil tendencies, instead of adding a
part of your own burden to the weak shoul-
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ders of a chifd. tf you "cannot control
yonr&wTf, *ith reason, jutigftefot, fern, ^ud
experience On your rifle, what can you
expect from him?"

I stopped, lest I were pressing home
upon bim too closely.

Just at this moment the floor opened,
and thfe tslifd came in. The hoot stfH Iky
where it had fallen from the table. I turn-
ed and saw the lilttle fell6w's questioning
eyes upon his father's face. There was a
lopk of grief about his lips.^ Nothing was
said to him ; in fact, no nbiSce, apparently,
taken of Mm. My friend changed the 'nm-
versation to anew tbJeme, 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
boot % on the floor, tft^fl and placed it
on the -table, "pushing it t6 some distance
from the edge, in this very act showing bis
recognition of the fault for which he. had
been harshly blamed, as only an accident,
against the recurrence of which he would
guard, 'by'pfadmg the bdcfk whefe it would
be in no danger of falling. I noticed an-
other deep breath, as the 'child's burdened
heart sought to relieve the pressure that
still lay heavily upon it. Then he began
by, slow approaches, td draw near his
fatheT^ndatlast stood by his Tcnee. My
friend placed his arm around 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
kiaied him. Reconciled; yet, as there had
been wrong and suffering, and the graver
of memory cuts deepest when feeling is
most intense, was not something lost in
that brief struggle between father and child
which cduld never be restored ? 'something
hurt, the pain of which would endure
through natural life ?

My friend, with all hh infirmities of tem-
per, had a strong love for children ; a quick,
moral sense; a love of'right and justice.
These were all on the Hide of! a truer self-
disciplinarian as affecting the little ontis
given to him of God, that they might be
trained for heaven. I saw him afterward,
under stronger provocation; and he did
not forget hnriself. My presence mayhafe
revived in his memory the scetoe just des-
cribed, and so put hjm On'his guard. Even
if thatwere so, much was gained; for ail
right effort gives a measure of strength, and
erects barriers agalnit'fevil. We bveftjome

wnat is wrong in our natural tempers, by
resisting the impulse to act in the moment
of pfovdcationj: not by repenting and re-
SdlVing only. The Tep&n1,tfhce and the reso-
lution are all well enough, and .give strength
for resistance against toe hour of tempta-
tion only in the degree that we resist and
refrain'; in the hour of frial do we over-
come and Vise superior to out enemies.—
LbujHes1 Nation&l

"What Will You Have?
BY KEV. JAMES W. ALEXANDER, D. 1>.

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 smoke, the spiting, and the clat-
ter of a crowd of irtn-bfeunters, I could not
but find some subjects for reflection.

The presiding genius of the bar was a
bloated, whiskered young man, whom I
had long known as the abandoned son of a
deceased friend. -I signed, and was silent,
Ever and anon, as squads of two or three
approached his shrine to receive and empty
their glasses, and deposit their sixpence,
I heard the short formula of the bachanal
tinnistef, " What vrill ytiu have ? brandy 1
gin? punch1? What wifl 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,"
said I to myself, as I cist 'a glance around
the murky apartment. And first to the
young shoemaker, who, with a pair of
ngwly-finished boots, is asking for grog.
" What will you haveij" Young man, you
Vill soon have an empty pocket.

There comes my "neighbour, the book
binder. His hand shakes as he raises his
full glass. Ah ! Shannon ! I dread to say
it ; but you will have the palsy.

The glasses are washed out, not cleansed,,
in the slop-tub under Vhe bar-shelf. Now,
a frefeh bevy ^omes 'up, cigar in hand,
"Gentlemen, Svhat will .you have ?" I
choose to supply the answer for myself
thus:—The baker there will have an apo-
fhaty o r siid'den fall in the shop. The tail-

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



153 The Hospital Jtevime.

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-
ling, 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 have a pair of drunken sons.

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-
ins 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, we do 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'Wand we shall not
try now. Its gentle charm—its freshness
has come to your hearts as well as ours
—and the shadows too, which its voice
brings back, of other springs—of other
Mays. The sweetness and the sadness of
these beautiful hpurs, we know you have
felt—and the awaking also, as we trust, in
your hearts, of some new hope—new joy
—with the new-born Spring.

But we are beginning to sentimentalize,

we fear, aq^ Jo fell a little into that May-
dreaming and musing which we promised
we would not do. So we will stop here—for
we could never, as we said, tell all 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 Hospital, and of its many
sick and invalid ones—and of what we
conld do forjhem. To-dayr as we passed
through the greets, and saw the fresh let-
tuce and radfehes, and baaehes of aspara-
gus and spindage, &c. Ac , we thought of
them. These early vegetables are reKshed
BO keenly by our patients. We thought
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 invalid. 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? Everybody 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-T-
our yards—our gardens—our green-honses.
—are full of new bloom—new life. Have
we no flowers for the weary sufferers of
the Hospital, ahut out from the gladness
which we enjoy ? O let the tender beauty
and the joy wliich the breath of the new
Spring has brought us, fill our souls, and
blossom in deeds of love and mercy 1

"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 are. sure that there
are those with generous and noble natures
among them who would rather give them
to us in our need, than,to sell them at even
twelve shillings a bushel! Let us see who
these generous friends are!

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



The tfoqrital Review. 153

We are gratified to notice the improve-
ments now going on at the.Hospital. The
rooms are being {feinted 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
nigh 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—especially beans—but
alas, not a bit of butter! Butter is still,
we know, scarce and high, but never bet-
ter—so fresh, so sweet, and with all the
deliciousness of flavor which May meadows
and green and sunny hillsides have impart-
ed to i t Who does not like spring butter,
golden as the buttercups, and tasting of
their freshness and perfume t 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 dori't forget the but-
ter/ —

A friend in North Chili writes :
" I hope you will pardon ime for not sending the

money for the Review ere this late day. I thought
of not taking it this year; but the little sheet still
comes, and I cannot say.'atop it.' I think that
those who read it attentively, cannot but be in-
terested in the work."

Hospital Notice;
Packages, including Provisions. Hospital Stores,

Ac., should be addressed to "Tbe Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Piuspect and
Reynolds Streets." A list ol 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.
Mathewe.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FROM APRIL 15th, TO MAY 15th 1866.

Mrs. Williams—-A package of Infante' Clothing.
Mrs. Sarah Howard—!• large can of Cherries.
Mrs. James Brackett—Barrel of Apples, Dressing

Gown. i
Mrs. J. 0. Pettingell—Bushel of Beahs, bushel of

Beets, bushel of Onions, bowl of Jelly.
Mrs. Mochreka—Can of Tomatoes.
Mrs. A. Smith—Applet and package of Clothing.
Mrs. M. Rochester—Roll of old Cotton & Holders.
Mrs. McKnight—Larg* roll of old Cotton andLin-
, 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—Peek of Beans.
J. C. Keeler, Pittsford—Bushel of Potatoes.
Reuben Toby, Pittefor^—Half bushel of Potatoes.
Mrs. D. Wooster, Pittiford—Peck of Beans—By

Mr. D. Wooster.
Mrs.tfra Green, Rush—3 cans of Peaches, 1 can

of Tomatoes.
Little EL D. R. Green—A Testament.
Ladies' Aid Society, Albion—14 pairs Drawers^

3 Sheets, Pillow, 1 pair Pillow Casesl 19 Nap-
kins, package of Lint and Bandages.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FROM APRIL 16th TO MAT 15th.

Mrs. Dr. Fenn, Mrs. Edward Ray, Mrs.
George J. Whitney, •Mrs. F. S. Dewitt;
Charley Dickinson, Julia Dickinson, Fair-
port; Miss M. A. McDowell, 2 years,
Mrs. R. Gorsline, Mrs. C: M. Lee, 2 years,
Mrs. A. Waite, North Chili—By Mrs.
Perkins, $6 00

Mrs. James Pray, Mri. Isaac Pray, lira.
A. Norton, Mount Marris; Mrs. Samuel
Vance, Groveland—By Miss Maggie Cul-
bertson, 2 Oft

Mrs. Wm. Davis, Mrs. Cone—By Mrs.
Woodward, '.'.' 1 00

Mrs. E. Brooks—By Mrs. Dr. Strong, 0 50
Mrs. Steele, Mrs. ¥. Starr, Mr. J. W. Adams

—By Mrs. Dr. Mathews, 1 50

Cash. Receipts for April, 1866.
City Patients, $480 76
County Patients, 293 83
Private Patients, 146 25

DONATIONS.

Capt. H. G. Hamilton, for luxuries for the
soldiers rt $4 00

A. P. Seaman, Pittsford 0. 60
L. D. Mitchell, " * 0 25
B. Undarhill, " 1 ftft

By D. Wooster, Esq. ,

Superintendents. Report for April
1866. April 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 46

Received during the month, 12—58
Discharge*" " " 23

May 6. Remaining in Hospital, 35
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For the ftoSpltal SaView.

Little Momte's Dog.

MT DEAR LITTLE CHILDREN :

Little Monte, of whom those who read
the Review must Have heard before this
time, has requested us to tell the children
about.Aw dog; and as Monte is such a
nice little hoy, so earnest in his friendship
and zeal for the soldiers and the Hospital,
we eould not refuse, and are sure that the
children will "be pleased to hear tliat he has
such a little pet for a playmate—for Monte
has no little brother? or sisters. But such
a fanny name! " Buzz!" Only think, Buzz!
He is a little delicate 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 rea-
son for clipping a dog's ears—but suppose
men have some idea that they are made
more beautiful by it;—but we are so old,
we cannot see that they are. As he grows,
we suppose Monte will teach hith 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 can do. He is very
cunning now, and is just the dog for a lit-
tle boy like Monte. We hare bad such a
very short acquaintance with Buzz, that
we presume we have not told one half of
the fine things that might be said of him,
but we will only add that if we have toot
done 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 the Daily Express, a few
days ago the following story 6f a New-
foundland dog, which we think, "will not
only interest children, but their parents—

•who know liow precious these little ones
are, and bow happy a mother must be
whose child is thus restored to her.

AUNTIE.

INCIDENT.

Returning from 'a 'visit to New Orleans,
we were fortunate enough to secure a pass-
age in a steamboat with but few passengers.
Among the ladies jijne especially interested
us. She was the widow of a wealthy plants
er, and was returning wi'th an only child
to her/atherTs hbtte. Her devotion to tKe
child was very touching, and the eyes of
her old black "nurse would fill with teats as
she besought her mistress "not to love
that boy too much, or the Lord would take
mm away from her."

We passed through the canal at Lonis-
ville and stopped for a few minutes at the
whart^ 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 fhral her arms into tb(e terrible
current that swept towards the falls, and
disappeared immediately. The confusion
which ensued attracted the attention df a
gentleman who was in the front part of the
boat quietly reading. Rising hastily, he
asked for some article the child had worn.
The nurse handed him a tiny apron slie
had torn off the fchild 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 EmM'hko1 gone uritter.

In au instant the noble dog leaped intb
the rushing water, and he also soon disap-
peared. By this time the excitement was
intense, and some persons on shore sup-
posing the dog was lost, as well as the
child, procured a boat and started off in
search of the body. • Just at this moment
the dog was seeu far away 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 a'Bigh of relief as the boat
reached him, and, it was announced that
he had saved the -child, and was still alive.
They were brought to the shore—the dog
and the child.

Giving a glaln^e to satisfy herself that
the child was realty living, the young mo-
ther rushed forward, and sinking beside the
dog, threw her Wms around his neck and
burst into tears. > Not many could view the
sight unmoved, and as she caressed and kiss-
ed his shaggy^'head, she looked up to "his
owner and said—" Oh, sir, I must have
this dog! I am rich; take all I have, every-
thing,, but give me my child's preserver!"
The gentleman smiled, and pattiflig tfao
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dog's Head, said—" I am very gl«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 weeping ash,

And the mournful mavis* said,
"No more let our hearts be turned to mirth,

For the turtle-dove is dead.

"Go, seek the fold where the lambkin plays,
And gather the snowy fleece;

Weave a sUken shVpnd, and, with blossoms make
A pall for the bird of peace."

Then the finches gathered the thistle down,
And rifled the cherry-blooms ;

And the linnets toiled on the. tipple boughs,
AB weavers by crimson looms.

And the larks embroidered, the blooming-hay
By curtains of clover-bedsj

While the blackbirds toiled \fx the tangled brake
With mosses and silver thread's..

Then ere the dial of day went down,
They finished the work of love;

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 Candle as a Beacon.
Jean Ingelow's new'book, " Stories 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 fether was lost in a
•storm,) 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 fisherjnatfs 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
sea. ;

The morning light dawned at last. One
boat that should have been riding on the
waves was missing-T-ter father's boat! and
half a mile from hit cottage her father's
body was washed up on the shore.

This happened fifty years ago, and fifty
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 to this, for fifty years, through
youth, maturity and old age, she has turn-
ed night into day, and in the snow-storms
of winter, through drijving mist, deceptive
moonlight, and solemn darkness, that north-
ern harbor has never once been without
the light of her candle.
,, How many li,ves she, saved by this can-

_qle, or how many a meal she won by it for
the starving families of the boatmen, it is
jmpossibje to say ; how many a dark night
the fishermen depending 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 hat!
only to keep it, constantly in view, and
they were safe;,there was but one thing-
that could intercept it, 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
"harbor.

Fifty years of life and labor—fifty years
of sleeping in the sunshine—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, and just men, and wise
men, few of them can show fifty years of
worthier, certainly of not more successful
labor. Little, indeed, of the "midnight
oil" consumed during the last half century
so worthily deserved the trimming. Hap-
py woman—and but for the dreaded rock
her great charity might never have been
called into exercise.

But what do the boatmen and the boat-
men's wives think of this ? Do they-^ay
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 cottage, 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 shout before her door lest
they should disturb 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 distance 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 figure. 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, "lettheir
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 thonghlle88ly—-he felt every word; aud
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 soul, from ein set free,
A little vessel full of thee.

O Jesus, take me to thy breast,
And bless me that I may be>blest;
Both when I wake, and when I sleep,
Wilt thou my soul in safety keep ?

The Boy tfcat would not let his Sister
Want.

A FrencE 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 vfegrancy.

" Does any one claim you ?" asked the
magistrate. 1 :

" 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 could 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 childish 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 5"
" Thirteen."
" And what do you want ?"
" I 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 know 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 my
room, and she slept in my bed, while I
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,
" come, my boy, things cannot last so; you
must find something better." I very much
wished to become an artizan, but at last
decided to look for a place. I have found
a very good, one, where I. am lodged, fed,
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and clothed, and have twenty francs a
month. I have ateo found i good woman,
who, for these twenty francs, will take care
of Lucille and teach her needle-work. I
claim my sister.

" My boy," said the magistrate, " your
conduct is honorable. The court encour-
ages you to persevere in this course and
you will prosper."

The court then decided to render tip
Lucille to James, and she was going from
the bar to join her brother, 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.

A n Obliging Disposi t ion.
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 asleep at his
destination.

" Passengers for West Xeedham V cried
out the conductor—"the car stops but one
minute."

"HalloI" 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 r,ub his eyes, but the young man
forced him along to the door'of the car,
and gently landed him on the roadside.
Whiz went the steam and we began to fly
again. The obliging young man took his
seat again, and tfaid with a good deal of
satisfaction to somebody near frjm—" Well,
if it hadn't been for me, Capt. Holmes
would have missed his home finely. But
here hje has left his bundle^:" and the
young man picked up a paper parcel and
threw it out. " Well," he said again, " 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 :

" I 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 t

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.

" WThat are you looking for?" I inquired.
" Looking for ?" said the old gentleman,

"why, I am*looking for my bundle of
clothes.7'

" Was it tied up in a yellow handker-
chief?" I asked.

"Yes, and nothing else,." said the old
man.

" Good heavens," exclaimed the obliging
young 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 bundle contained all my
clean clothes, that I was to wear at my
son's wedding to-morrow morning. Dear
me, what can I da ?"

Nothing could be done but to give his
address to the obliging yoiihg 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 solemn vow that hf would never
attempt to be obliging again. The next
station was his landing pltfoe, and as he
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went toward tfre 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 obliging
young man, " if here isn't Capt. Holmes^
cane f'

" Yes," said a gentleman, who got in at
the last station, " and the old man is lame,
tbo. He will miss his stick."

"Do you know him?" inquired the
obliging young man. ;

"Ifnow Win ? I should think so," replied
the gentleman; "he is my uncle."

" And does he live at East Jfeedham ?"
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 Neednam, a mile and a half
the other side of his home,1"

Novel Letter Carrier.
There is a dog at Peckham, in England,

belonging to a fish-monger and poulterer,
which acts as a very clever messenger.
When his master is far away, and wants
any thing from his shop, he ties a note to
the dog's neck, when the'sagacious animal
immediately runs off home. He often Tuns
a mile in less than five minutes, and when
he arrives at the shop, he goes straight to
his mistress^ who opens the 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 a minister
of his acquaintance was not truly ortho-
dox, went to him and said, " Sir, I am told
you are against the perseverance of the
saints." " Not I, indedd!" answered he;
" i t is the perseverance of sinners that I
oppose." The other replied, "But that is
not a satisfactory answer. Do you think
that a child of God cannot fall very low
and yet be restored?" The minister an-
swered, " I think it will be very dangerous
to make the experiment."—Vital Godli-

flty Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, aw referred to Dr. H. W. Dean,
attendant physician.

Agents.
The following LtiAiee have kindly consented to

act as Agentilfor the Hospital Baoiew:
Miss MAGGIE Otrr.BEKTaotf, Bast Groveland.

" L. A. Bu'iLER,Peiry Centre.
" E. A. C. HAYES, 'Bochester.
" MAST W. DAVIS, •'

Mrs. C. t. SPEJJ;.EB, "
" " J. B. KNtfrtar, \ •.ctor'
" PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.

Miss MART BROWN, Ferinton.
Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON", Fairport.
Miss ADA MILTER,. V '

" JCIIA M'CHESXEY, Spencerport,
" LttHAN J.' REKXEY; Phelps, Ont. C!o.

Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Seottsburg.

List of our Little Agents.
LINDA BEONSON, Rochestei, "
if AGGIE HAMILTON, "
M P k "i
FANNY and ELLA COLBURN, Rochester.
FANNY POMEROY, PittsfleM, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNTE'HURD, .Rochester,
CARRIE JTEFF, "
H. F. VlCKERY, "
BENST WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LlBME RENFREW, "
ELLA VAN ZAKDT, Albany.
MART WATSOK, Rochester.
Jtrt'iA A. DATIS, "
NELLIE COLLINS, "

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. Sq.,Itn«erMon $1 00
Three Month),.... 2 00
Six Months, ' 8 00
One Year, £ 00

Quarter Cblnmn,..... (10 00
On* Thirdpolumn,....l2 00
Hair Column, 1 Tear, 15 00
One Column, 1 Tew, 26 OU

A Column contaln« eight Squares.

A. S. MANN-& CO.
37 AND 39 STATE STREET,' have )us£ receiv-

ed a lot of '

SILK WARP POPLINS,
just the thing for Ladies' Traveling Dresses.

A i L ^

A. S. MANN & CO.
37 and 39 State Street,

HAVE" received another large lot of NEW
SILKS,' which they offer to purchasers fit

GREAT BARGAINS. The lot comprises BLACK,
BROWNE-GREEN, BLUE, LAVENDER, and
every, other desirable oolor. Also, a full assort-
ment of

BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,
at the lowrat prices. April, 1866.
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THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY
OP NEW YORK,

Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas ai$ Coffees,
At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, i\. Y.

The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,.. .$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per lb.
OOLONGS, 80c, 90c. and $1.00 "
iOXED TEAS, . . . : ,80c., 90c. and $1.00
IMPERIAL SI and $1.25
mrCQLORJED JAPAN, best, '.. ' . . .$1.25 "
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,. .$1 and $1.20 "
•GROUND COFFEE,... 20c, 3Q& and 40c.

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
as to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which the Company sell
them in New York; end every pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
tipn, 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 so low as to make 1t 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. ly 62 Buffalo Street.

Water Lime and Plaster.
R E M O V A L .

M. M. M A T H E W S & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street,
Where they wit'cintinue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Mason's
goods. 6m* Rochester, N. Y., April, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.
WE are now opening 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 DPyY 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 &COLER,
8UC0W0BB TO B. KINO A CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No, 96 B U F F A L O STREET,

Opposite the Court House.

UNION ICE COMPANY.
"TOE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
_L FamiHes, &c. by week, month of year.

Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenne, Toot of
Jefferson Street.

t S T Orders left-at J. PALMER'S ICB CREAM SA-
LOON, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March'Iff, 1868."-1 ' :E. L. THOMAS ft CO.

WHEELER & WILSON
Manufacturing Oc's Highest Premium

Sewing lylach.i:ne,
With yew Class Cloth Presser and Hemmers.

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

VERT iJlPPJtTANT 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 fiotel Block,

March 15, I860. 'ftoehester, N. Y.

SMITH &, PERKINS,

WHOLESALE filiflGERS,
i Nos. 27,^8 & 31 Exchange St
1 ROCHESTER, N . \ .

CHAS. F. SMITH. GUM AN EL PKHKINS.

[EsUblished in 1626.]
Jan. 1865. " tf

8. F. iL W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
;ROGHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1866. ly

"EXCELSIOR."

' THE attention of the public i« called to the " EXCEL
A SJOE," the bejrt ;

Base Burning Self-feeding Stove,
ever invented—iffll give more heat with leas fuel taon any
other in market, i sranged for heating one or two rooms

Also, to thVoJa SelebroteU Cooking Store,

BioaiBJ) opBBAlr. April, '68-ly*

The greatest invention of the day.
Thete Store* i he manufactmred by John T. Eathbone,

Albany, and for a l e in this city, by
HABT & KEYNOLDS,

Rochester, .January, I860. Main Street.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



160 The Hospital Review.

LANE & PAINE,
Dealers in

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.

1§ Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.
ALFRED "i. LANE. mch, 1886. l y ' CTBUS F. PAINI.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AKD SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.

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, 1866, as
the best machine in the world. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, pMng universal satisfactioato all. They
have no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have " fits." l)oes its work alike
eachdiy. K BASONS.

1, Its simplicity and great 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 twn-

in" a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly •elf-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.

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The "FLOUENCE11 will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machim-, 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 Floronee before purchasing any other
ana judge for yourself.

HT" All kinds of Stitching, Cloftk and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladles' Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, l>y
compeU-nt operators.

&ir Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
Eg<~ Uooms over 2 9 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address

Nov. 15,1865.
CHA8. SPENCER HALL, General Agt,

Rochester, H;Y.

MEAT MARKET.
E. & A. YVAYTE,

*Dealers la all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,

SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.

104 Buffalo Street, Boohester, N. T.
Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of all kinds In ita teanon.

GEORGE ,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,
CORNER OP 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 St.,

will receive prompt attenflon.-
Oct. 1865.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,
Agents for a lai'ge number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.

Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.

H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BUELL.
Rochester, Sept., 1865.-6m.

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New Tor t

Central R. R. Depot,

Oh mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown'8 R^ee, Rochester, N. T.

12^~The reputatifo t£ this Dye House since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards) and even the cut of pur
building, to mislead the public.

fS" NO CONNEPTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
ARESTABLISHMENT.

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 ripping, and pressed nkely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of efery •fccripiiian, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms. .' J
\ Goods dyed black ejre'ry Tftursdajr. •

All goods .returned W.oatjjreek.
(H3p Goods received and^returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Oo.
Address D; 'tBARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan. 1865. ' : Rochester. N.Y.
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DEVOTED TO I E 1

INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

VOL. II. ROCHESTER, N. Y., JUNE 15, 1866. No. 11.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on'the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PTTBIISHIKG COMMITTEE!
Mrs. MALTBY 8TEONG,

" N. T. BOCHESTEB,
Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,

" Dr.MATHEWS.

TEEMS—Fifty Cents a Tear, 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 money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Win. 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.

W S L S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Eeriew.

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 is coining,
Drowsily the bees low humming,
Nestling in,the lily-bell—
And the purple Asphodel.

On the far-off hills lie shadows—
Eifts of sunshine all ablaze—'

In the valleys, both are braided,
In a soft, delirious haze,

And below, the creeping river,
Where the ripples dance and quiver,
Mourning softly all day loijg,
Still the same low liquid song.

Not a 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 -angeL
Whisper down this new evangel—'
Is the heaven so far away,
Fairer than our earth to-day?

MRS. B. FRANK 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 : io .
What a high attainment, even to tajse

pleasure in infirmities. How could St.
Paul do this ? only because it made Christ
more precious to his soul. 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 fulness—in persecutions, we flee
to Christ,as a refuge 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.1'

R.

Selected for the Review.

Search the Scriptures.
" I 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 precious 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 ring
of God's choicest love for themselves."

"This world is full of beauty, at other worlds
above,

And if we did our duty,, it might be full of
love." "

Baby ig,-King.
A rose-curtained cradle, where nestled within
Soft oambric and flannel, lie pounds seventeen,
Is the throne of a tyrant—that pink little thing
Is an autocrat august, for Baby ft Kftjg.

Good* solemn grandfather dare's hardiy^o speak
Or walk, lest the sleeper should hear hjg boots

creak.
Grandma is a martyr, in habits 2nd cap,.
Which the monarch unsettles as weH air 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 love 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 demands 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 wins the battle, this .wise little thing,
He knows the world over that Baby is King.

MY DEAR MRS, ABN?R :

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
truth will be acknowledged by all: A.

" Nature knows no rich, who brought us
all poor in 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 receive 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 df
ground after death is enough for both rich
and poor. Nature then produces all alike,
and makes us all die without any difference.
Who can find ou|k(the .different conditions
of the dead ? Open toe sepulchres, view,
the dead bodiesf move the ashes, ancl & -
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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 wonder that
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 soft-
ness for some of their oppresaed, starving
fellow creatures to rest upon in life* 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 THS 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 called by the
boys of the neighborhood, lived by Mr. Sel-
den in an old tumble-down house in which
he had been born and brought up, 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 the dingy, chilly
old house with no one to take care of him but
a woman whom he hired to come in twice a
week to cook some food for him and mend
his clothes; 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
potting 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
so away from B. to live. He had not paid
her,anything for more than two years, al-
wtys-putting her off when'she asked for
her wages, and promising to pay her at the
n»xt quarter day, or else Getting BO angry
-that she dared not-press the matter. But

now that she was going away, she plucked
up courage, and told old Jake she must
have her 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 prosecuted. 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 bis.
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 on
the lines he would build a bon-fire so as to
have the smoke and soot blow on the
clothes. Mary Selden's pet kitten was
thrown over the fence with its poor little
paws cut off, and old Jake bought a vic-
ious dog, though he could hardly bring
himself to keep a creature that devoured
so much 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.

So 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 ont. Many a 'time she begged
her husband to go and threaten Jake with
some sort- of punishment if he did not stop
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Buch wicked treatment of those who had
done nothing to deserve i t 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 fem-
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 nab
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 from
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 going
to have our docter for Jacob, and to watch
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 eo.V

" 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 hi9 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 evening;

A nurse had meanwhile been procured,
Mr. Selden offering to guaranty £im 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 Jacob in the fits of delirium.
At length, after, a fearful paroxysm, he sank

into a troubled sleep, which gradually be-
came moife peaceful, and continued for
some hourn. When awoke he was con-
scious, and saw some one sitting by the
fire readinr. He lay quietly awhile, trying
to think T^iere he was, and who could be
sitting by *is fire, for as Mr. Selden sat
with his hfcck to the bed in a large, high-
backed chair, nothing but the top of his
head was«risible.

" Who are yon and what are you there
for!" <3W6wled he faintly at length.

Mr. SeTden quietly turned round, saying,
" You haye been very sick, and I came in
tb 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. Seldea, 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 a
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 littlej and
then old Jake asked where it came from.

" Mjjr wife sent it to you," was the an-
swer..

"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.

Mr. Sslden, thinkipg he had fallen asleep
again^was about to leave the room and
awaken the nurse, who had gone to lie
down, when old Jake called him. Mr. Sel-
den went to the bed-side, and asked him
what he wanted.

" I say, neighbor," said the old man,
" yon/re a Christian."

•»I hope so," replied Mr. Selden, astonish-
ed at such a word from old Jake's mouth.

" I know you are," Jake went on; " Pje
heard preachin' enough in my day, and it
didn't do me no good, neither; it's migh-
ty, easy.to say what's right to do, but why
th« ,d^-il loxt came over here to take care
of. an oltteuss like me, that hasn't done
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anything but torment you i for years, is
more than I can make out, unless it's be-
causeyou'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 suoh..thing," per-
sisted old Jake. " I should have treated
you mighty different, I swear."

" Never mind that neighbor," replied Mr.
Selden, " we'll be good friends after this,
I hope. Try now and be quiet, so as to
get well."

" I can't be quiet," cried old Jake, actu-
ally bursting into tears, " 'till I've said my
say. I've been thinkin' it over while you
thought I was asleep, and now I've been
wrong all the way through. If you'd only

Fud 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. Selden tried to soothe and quiet the
the old man, 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 broken, yet he
was less miserly than before—clothed him-
self and kept his house decently, some-
times went 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
for his previous injuries. He would offer
to dig in his garden in the Spring, and to
weed it in the Summer; once he brought)
a pretty little dog to the children; and
one morning Mr. Selden was astonished to
see a fine Alderney 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 neighbpr, he took
care that old Jake should have his pail of
milk every morning.

So ended the hatred of the miser and
the lawyer who loved his enemy.

When alone, watch your thoughts; at
koine, your temper; in company, your
tongue.

The Robins Have Gome Back Again.

BT 8. B. S, / f

There's a call upon the houBetop, an answer from

the plain.
There's a warble in the sunshine, a twitter in the.

rain;
And through my heart, at sound of these,

There comes a nameless thrill,

Or verdure to the hill;
And all these joyous mornings

My heart pours forth the strain,—
" God bless the dear old robins

Who have come back again."

For they bring a thought of Summer, of dreamy,
luscious days. '

Of king-cups in the meadows, making a golden

A longing for the clover bloomB,
For roses all a-glow,

For fragrant orchards, where the bees
With droning murmurs go.

I dream of all the beauties
Of Summer's golden reign,,

And sing—" God keep the robins,
Who have come back again."

[Portland Transcript.

Refining Effects of S ickness .
Many of our greatest geniuses have been

persons of some remarkable physical weak-
ness at 6ome period of their lives. Kirk
White always was; Coleridge was nearly
all his life; Walter Scott as a boy, and
both he and Lord Byron, had one, if indeed
the latter not two club feet. Robert Hall
was a martyr to a series of complicated dis-
orders through life, a diseased spine making
him suffer the agonies of a thousand
deaths. It would seem, then, that suffer-
ing gives a peculiar sensitiveness to the
nervous system, or it is in this acute and
sensitive state of mind that the-highest
works and efforts of genius are often pro-
duced. In private life the same thing ia
observable.

Who cannot call to mind some member
of a family always ailing, always sick, and
yet the most exemplary and influential
member of the family circle ? In the back-
woods suoh a child will grow up with tastes
so pure and simple, habits so neat and re-
fined, and affections so elevated, as to give
all the highest resnlta of a finished educa-
tion, without going through any of the
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fashionable forms of city instruction. She
may be the weakest of the whole, and yet
her words of love and gentleness light up
the whole, family circle, and rule and regu-
late and refine the whole.

.Or in the humble walks of city life, one
such weak and sickly child will contrive to
establish. habits of neatness, and cleanli-
ness, and refinement in an attic or cottage,
such as are often vainly sought in palaces
and splendor. If she dies, her memory is
fragrant; the whole family circle, perhaps
the neighborhood, are really elevated by
the memory of the plans and habits she first
established, and of the atmosphere she
breathed. But if she recover, then she car-
ries up into life and vigor the neatness, or-
der and quiet elevation first conceived
through the refining process of Buffering and
sorrow.

Nearly all sorrow has in it the same ten-
dency. While it lasts it depresses action,
crushing hope, and destroys energy, but it
renders file sensitiveness more acute, the
sympathies more genial, and the whole
character less selfish and more considerate.
It is said that in nature, but for the occa-
sional seasons of drouth, the best land
would soon degenerate, but these seasons
cause the lands to suck np from the cur-
rents beneath, with the moisture, also those
mineral manures that restore and fertilize
the soil,above. It is thus with sickness
and with sorrow—once surmounted, they
fertilize the character and develope from
the deep fountains of the human heart a
joy and fruitfulness not otherwise attaina-

DIVINK STRENGTH.— A martyr of the
seventeenth century is affirmed to have
said: "I never took up the cross but
Christ bore the heavy end." We believe
his experience is common to all faithful
Christians. They " can do all things
through Christ strengthening them." What
appeared a "great mountain" of difficulty
in the distance become* a plain as they en-
counter it; and the conquest gives them
assurance—they proceed to the next diffi-
cult duty with fewer and fainter misgiv-
ings—having learned to lean on divine
strength.

The latest style of bonnot has turned up
in Richmond, Ind. It is described as "con-
sisting of two straws, tied together with a
blue ribbon on the top of the head, and
red tassels suspended at each of the fouT
ends of the straws." Price, $19.

ROCHESTER, N.Y., JUNE 16, 1866.

A Cure for the Heart-Ache.
Are there any heart-aches these beautiful

days—with the air all so sweet with roses,
and the streets all so gay with bloom ? 0,
idle question! Are there not always aching
hearts soinewhere, for which there is no
cure in the bluest sky or in the fairest June?
Beauty stay soothe, but like the finest
strains oftansic, it saddens too, and awakens
with new power in the soul, all its hidden
griefr-and^ongingT-and unrest. Who, with
a heavy desolation of heart, has not felt at
times, that these loveliest days were the
hardest to bear? Darkness and storm, and
tempest and cold, do not so mock us with
a sense of loss as these beautiful hours.

There must be everywhere aching hearts;
for suffering and death, and disappointment
and weariness, are the common lot. As
Peter says to his disciples—" Beloved,
think it not strange concerning the fiery
trial which is to try you, as though some
strange thing had happened with you."
No strange thing has come to us, whatever
maybe our. portion. Ages ago, men and
women had just such sorrows, just such
struggles, just such weary, heavy heart-
aches. We are apt to think our trials pe-
culiar, but they are only what thousands
have suffered—and our burdens are just
such burdens as they carried, until they
laid them down, as we shall at last, to the
sweet rest of the grave. But there is help
for thia wasting, wearing sorrow—and next
to a child-like and confiding trust in the
love and guiding hand of our Heavenly
Father, is a life of ACTIVE BKNKVOLKNCK.

The promises of the Scriptures are none too
full upon this point—" Give, and it shall
be given unto you"—"The liberal soul
shall be made fat"—" Blessed is he that
considereth the poor." These, and a hund-
red like passages, are not mere idle words.
When down-cast, when soul-weary, do
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something for some one. Give a flower to a
little child—a piece of brefed to the hungry
—a cap of cold water to the thirsty. Go
out and visit some one in affliction or in
poTerty. Speak a sympathizing word—give
an encouraging smile. Seek earnestly to
make some one happy. Help to carry the
burden of some faint and foot-sore traveler
along life's pathway, and your own burden
will be lightened. Let there be in your
daily intercourse with your family and with
everyone you meet, a constant, although
unseen effort, to please—to comfort and to
do good—and the waste places of your
ewn heart shall be made glad—and " the
wilderness shall blossom, like the rose."
Try this simple recipe. It has cured
many a heart-ache—turned into a blessing,
many a listless, aimless life. Visit our Hos-
pital—sit beside the coaches of those fe-
verish and worn with disease. Visit our
various benevolent Institutions — take an
active part in their labor. Take a class in
the Mission-school, or rather gather one in,
and visit the sick and sorrowful whoever
and wherever they may be. Do not be dis-
couraged with your first efforts—palsied and
despairing they may seem, but persevere.
Go until you love to go—go in the name of
Christ, and your presence will be welcomed
as that of an angel, among the lowly and
sorrowful of this world—and to your own
heart, whatever shadows may have fallen,
however wild its tumult of sorrow and of
passion—peace will come at last — the
" peace which passeth all understanding."

Something more from Little Daisy.
Little Daisy has many kind thoughts

about our Hospital and those dear little
babies there, we are sure. In the List of
Donations, we see she has sent some more
clothing for those sad little ones who have
not the kind care and pleasant home which
Daisy and most of our little readers have,
as we trust. Like Daisy, let us all remem-
ber often, the children of the Hospital.

A "Word about Provisions.
We feel obliged to say a word more about

Provisions. We did not get those potatoes
for which we hinted BO delicately, nor did
we get any more of that nice spring butter.
We were wofully disappointed. Why was
it, we wonder? Did you forget us kind
Mends ? Once more,- then, let us remipd
you, how very acceptable potatoes, butter,
eggs, beans, and ipdeed everything in the
way of provisions, would be to us—and
how very much we are in need of all these
tiiibgs.

Flowers.
We are glad that our little hint about

flowers, was taken so kindly. It is so pleas-
ant to find in the wards and private rooms,
these bouquets of June roses, and pinks and
pansies. O, with the world, with the city
so beautiful now, let us not forget those
languishing upon beds of sickness—shut
out from the joy and gladness. Bring
flowers—and a taste of the strawberries,
too!

WHO WILL TAKE HIM ?—We have among
our Hospital babies, just now, a very nice
little boy of eleven weeks old, appealing
strongly for a place in some loving heart
and home. Who will take him ? Appli-
cation to be made at the City Hospital.

Lit t le Montie Again.
We were wondering what little Montie

was going to do for us this month. We
knew he would do something, and here in
the List, we find—"Little Montie—five
bunches of radishes, five of onions, and a
basket of lemons." We can imagine how
nice those radishes and onions tasted, and
that cool lemonade, to hot and feverish
lips—all the nicer that it was little'Montie
who brought them. He finds it very pleas-
ant to carry something now and then up to
the sick at the Hospital. We wonder if
there are not other little boys and girls who
would enjoy it. Did you ever try it, little
reader ?
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A Cry for F resh Eggs.
We waniti as we have already told you,

kind friendt, a great many things in our
Hospital—things to eat—things to wear,
and things innumerable—but we have just
received a message from the Superintend-
ent, telling us to ask especially for FRESH
EGOS. Consider, oh friends, how almost
indispensable fresh eggs are for the sick!
We have two or three patients just now,
—one very low with consumption, to
whom! they are the chief and sometimes
only nourishment. If our friends living
in the country, would bring us a dozen, or
a half-dozen, or even two or three eggs, if
they have no more to spare, as they are
coming into town, they would confer a very
great favor upon us. Please do not forget
this cry for fresh eggs! Let it ring in your
ears!

STILL ANOTHER QUILT.—We acknow-

ledge very gratefully this month, a nice
quilt, pieced by Mrs. T. A. Newton's Bible
Class, and quilted by the Ladies' Aid So-
ciety of the 2d Ward. It is the second or
third gift of the kind, from the same source.

"The Lord is the portion of my Inherit-
ance."

It is delightful when all is bright, and
health and prosperity gild the path, to know
that in the inner depths of the heart, is a
love and a hope that shall outlive all earth-
ly blessings. But it is in sickness, in sor-
row and in destitution, that we often find
the "all power" of Jesus most signally
manifested. I could but be impressed with
this, as a few days since I stood beside the
bedside of a father, separated from his
family, suffering from disease, dependent
upon the kindness of others fora ward bed
in our City Hospital. Under such circum-
stances, to hear in joyful tones, the language
of faith—saying, "Jesus is the best friend
I have, and He makes ever thing go light"
—was a strong testimony to the faithful-
ness of our covenant-keeping God. Truly

might this lowly Christian man adopt the
language of the poet—

11 Though some good things of lower worth,
My heart is called on to resign;

Of all the gifts in heaven and earth,
The best, the very best, is mine:

The love of G#d in Christ made known,
The love that jj enough alone—
M7 Father's fyve is all my own.

For the Hospital Review.

A Visit to the Hospital.

A HINT TO YOUNG LADIES.

BT BELL CECIL.

Good morning, girls, what splendid
weather we we having, and what nice
walks we can take, with our sea-side hats
to protect us from the sun. The late styles
are all very pretty—the Japan, the May
Queen, the Sailor, the Derby, the Conti-
nential, the Gipsey and others—but they
are only fit to dress tip with.

Put on a plain dress, take a few parcels
of this, and that, for the patients at the
Hospital, if there is one in your town; or
for some unfortunate soldier's widow and
orphans, who are in every place. Al-
though this heart-rending war is ended, the
shadow of the desolation it has made, will
be with ns for years to come. If your feet
ache with the walk, and your arms ache
with the parcels, it is only of short dura-
tion. You will find your heart beating with
serene joy, which only angels' smiles cast
down upon us. And while you are getting
ready for your walk, girls; let me tell you
of a visit I made to the City Hospital at
Rochester, for which I am indebted to one
of the Lady Managers. The Hospital is a
large brick building, on West Avenue.
Entering the gate, a beautiful broad walk
leads to the main building, which is far
back from the road. On either side of the
walk, are locust trees extending on the
right and left, into a broad lawn. Many of
the trees have been cut down,, and young
trees set out, which will in time give a more
desirable and heavy shade.
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As you enter the building, the large,
oool hall is exceedingly refreshing. The
reception room contains a library of choice
literature; everything around has an air
of comfort and Christian charity. Home—
sweet word, seems echoing from wall to
wall, from room to room, from lip to lip.
How peaceful and comfortable the patients
look, how kindly the words are spoken by
Superintendent and assistants. How hap-
py the children are; and the little babies,
dear little crowing, laughing, springing
things, lifting forth their tiny hands to those
who pass them. There is one little babe,
eleven weeks old, a bright smiling infant,
asking for a home. Who will, give it one;
who will guide his little barque over the
rough sea of life; who will take him to
their home and heart, and teach him to lisp
the name of mother! The private rooms
are very cheerfully and prettily arranged.
The sick wards are extremely neat, nice and
comfortable; every care is taken to make
the patients at ease and happy. They can
remain in bed; or dressed, can lie down
upon them, or sit up in rocking chairs, or
amuse themselves by writing at the stands
which are placed, between the beds; or
read aloud to each other, or read quietly
by themselves. There were soldiers and
citizens there; there were old men and
young boys: and in the female ward, there
were four little girls. Aside from these I
have spoken of, was another ward in which
were patients sick with fever. Of course,
it would not be proper to enter that The
Hospital is a noble Institution; one could
not pass through it without feeling a desire
to add their mite to the general contribu-
tion. I thought I would tell you of this,
dear girls, and just hint that a penny now
and a penny then, saved from some selfish
indulgence, will soon astonish you with
their increasing numbers; and as you give
them to the poor and needy, it will give
lustre to that crown which we all hope to
wear.

Reflect where Jesus lingered most,
Amid the haunts of deep distress;

Are they his followers, they who waste
Their precious hours 'mu) song and mirth ?

The Treasurer of the. Female Char-
itable Society, desires to acknowledge the
receipt of a Quilt, by Mrs. George Bourt,
pieced by several young girls. The gift
was very acceptable, and the Ladies will
be very grateful for more quilts ; also for,
sheets, pillow cases and underclothing, as
the visitors, in their calls upon the sick
poor, often find these articles very much
needed. They may be sent to the Treas-
urer, 48 Spring Street, Rochester.

Cash Donations.
E. P. Holden—by Mr. Van Zandt, $ 5 00
Contents of Donation Box, , 1 94,

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FOE MAT, 1866.

Ladies' Aid Society, Ovid, 'Seneca Co.—Bandages,
Slippers, Socks, Drawers and old Cotton.

A Friend—"Little Daisy" Baby Clothes.
A Friend, by Mrs. Mathews—A Dressing Gown.
Mrs. Oriel—1 jar of Peachy, 1 jar of Tomatoes.
A Friend—Two pairs of Pillow Cases.
Mrs. T. H. Rochester—Soup several times.
Little Monte—5 bunches of Radishes, 5 bunches

of Onions; also a basket of Lemons.
Miss Wentworth, Syracuse—X doz. Lemons.
Miss Amanda Green—2 Stoae Jars, 2 Jugs, &c.
Mrs. Genl. Williams—Jelly and beautiful Flowers.
Mrs. Strang, Scotsvilte—Currants.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FROM MAT" 15th TO JUNE 15th.

Dr. John Mitchell, Addison; Dr. Samuel
Mitchell,; Dr. D. J. Chittenden, Cameron
Mills—By Mrs. Sly ...; $1 50

Ashley Rowell, Lockport-T-By Mr. Parker, 0 50
Win. F. Peck—By Mrs. B. Peck, 0 50
Mrs. Cook, Jamestown—By Miss Hall,... 0 50
Mrs. Dr. Ely—By Nellie Collins, 0 50
Mrs. Nutt—By Ella Colbura, 0 50
Mrs. Royce, Albion—By Mrs. E. M. Smith, 0 50
Mrs. Dr. Bennett, Mrs. Phalen—By Mrs.

Dr.Strong, 1 00
Mrs. G. B. Redfield—By Mrs. "Woodward, 0 50
Mrs. Geo. G. Munger, 2 years; Mrs. Cum-

ings, New York—By Mrs. N. T. Roch-
ester, 1 50

Mrs. "W. C. Rowley, Mary F. Brovtroe,
Skaneatles, 25 cents; Mrs. Alma Bow-
ley, Victor—By Mrsv Perkins, 1 2 5

Mrs. Leeds, Boston—By Mre, Mathews, . . 0 60
Advertisement—By Mrs. Perkins, 15 00
T. P. C, New York, Donation—By Mrs.N.

T. Rochester.........„.,. 2 50

Superintendent's Report for May.
1866. May. 1. No. of Patients in Hotpitd, 35

Received during the month, 18—53
Discharged " " 18

June 1. Remaining in Hospital, 35
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Little Willie.
BT OXRALD MASSEY.

Poor little Willie,
With his many pretty wiles;

Worlds of wisdom in his looks,
And quaint, quiet smiles;

Hair of amber, touched with
Gold of Heaven so brave;

All lying darkly hid
In a work-house grave.

Tou remember little Willie;
Fair and fanny fellow! he

Sprang like a lily
From the dirt of poverty.

Poor little Willie I
Not a friend was nigh,

When from the eold world,
He crouched down to die.

In the day we wandered foodless,
Little Willie cried for bread;

In the night we wandered homeless,
Little Willie cried for bed;

Parted at the work-house door,
Not a word we said;

Ah, so tired was poor Willie,
And BO sweetly sleep the dead.

'Twas in the dead of Winter,
We laid him in the earth;

The world brought in the new year
On a tide of mirth.

But for lost little Willie
Not«tear we crave;

Cold and hunger cannot wake him
In his work-honse grave.

We thought htm beautiful,
Felt it hard to part;

We loved him dutiful;
Dawn, down, poor heart!

The storms they may beat;
Tjie Winter winds may rave;

Little Willie feels not,
]p his work-house grave.

No room for little Willie;
In-the world we had no part;

Oo him stared the Gorgon-eye,
Through which looks no heart

" Come to me," said heaven;
And if heaven will save,

little matters though the door
Be a work-house grave.

Little Walter.
" I knew a little lame boy, once," said a

lady to some villiage children; " he was
called Walter; he had a hump on his back
that you would lave felt quite sorry to see,
and a very pale wee."

He could not walk about, or even sit up
in his chair; he was obliged to lie nearly
always, and the only change he had was
when he was wheeled in the morning from
the bedroom -where he slept at night, to
the little back parlor, where he stayed all
day. "Walter's father and mother were
dead, and the 'people he lived with had
not much time to notice or think about
him. They used to. come into his room
every mornings and then he saw them no
more till dinner time. He used to hear
them running up and down stairs, going
out and in. Shall I tell you how he spent
the long hours when he was left by him-
self? * '

A kind lady had given him a few story
books, and a little horse and cart, that made
a tinkling sound when it moved its wheels.
The first thing he did every morning was
to push this cart up and down the room
with a long etick; he liked to listen to the
little bells ringing as the cart moved, but as
he had no one to talk to about it, he soon
got tired of playing with it, and then
shoved it into its place under the table,
and took his picture s.tory books. He
could not read; no one had ever taught
him ; but he liked to look at the pictures,
and fancy what they were all about. And
he liked to look down into the street, and
watch the people passing his window, and
to learn to know their faces. The first
person who used to come every morning,
was the butcher's boy. When he came in
eight he always set off running, and he
made an odd face as he looked up at the
little window, which, at first, frightened
Walter, but afterwards he thought that
perhaps the butcher's boy did it to amuse
him, and if so it was kind of him to da so.
The milk boy used to look up at the win-
dow, and touch his cap, and that pleased
Walter. At four o'clock the baker's cart
passed down the street; and at five on
winter evenings came the lamplighter. It
was a treat for Walter to watch him. He
could see five lamps from where he lay, and
there was one just opposite his little win-
dow.

But there was something still better
about the Httle street into which Walter's
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window looked. Here was a day school,
for girls and boys, at the end of- it, and as
Walter saw the scholars pass down the
street four times every day, he learned to
know their faces, and thought that he made
out a great deal besides. On his very
worst days, when he was obliged to lie
back and often shut his eyes, on account of
the pain in his head, he used to brighten

Xand feel better when the time came for
rnoon school to break up.

He used to long so to know who would
go straight home, and who would stay to
play in the street, and what games they
would choose. He made up names for
boys from things he had seen them do.—
There was Beat-his-little-brother; Walter
could not like that boy, or feel glad when
he won a game. There was Always-a-lit-
tle-too-late; he was a fat good-natured
looking boy. Walter longed every morn-
ing to call out to him, and tell him to be
quick when he saw him sauntering round
the corner of the street, with his green bag
trailing in the dust, just as the school bell
stopped ringing. Then there was a nice
boy whom he called Gave-his-apple-away;
and little Just-in-time, who always reached
the school room door the minute before
it was closed, but who had to run for it,
which made poor Walter very anxious on
his account.

Besides there were a little boy and girl
who always walked to school hand-in-hand.
Walter thought he would fancy them to be
Johnnie and Naomi They were not too
full of their own business or their own play
to think about Walter. The very first
time they passed, Naomi touched Johnnie's
shoulder, and the both looked up at the
window, and smiled and nodded; and ever
after that, four times every'day, they used
to stop, and Walter nodded and smiled,
And kissed his pale thin hand to them.
Even when it rained- they did not forget
Walter, and so Walter liked seeing them
pass, better than anything else that hap-
pened to him during the day.

Johnnie and Naomi did not often stay
to play with other children in the street;
it was now and then, on a sunny afternoon
that Walter could Bee Johnnie win a race;
and Naomi play at shuttle-cock, and he was
always pleased when he thought they won,
and sometimes used to clap his hands and
shout, though he knew well that no one
could hear him.

A winter passed, and a summer, and it

was winter again, and Walter had seen
Johnnie and Naomi every day; when one
cold, snowy morning, Johnnie passed, and
stopped to look up and smile, bnt withont
Naomi. Walter felt sorry. "I wish to-
morrow morning was come," thought he,
" that I might see them both." To-morrow
morning came; all the children passed the
window on their way to school, except
Johnnie and Naomi. Day followed day,
bnt poor Walter never saw them again.
Three weeks passed away, and one morn-
ing Walter was looking down the street
from his window, when an old man came
and knocked at the door, and asked to see
him. The old man took hold of Walter's
thin hand, and sat down in a chair beside
him, then he took a parcel out of his
pocket and began to unpack it. There
wes a doll in It, and a top, and an old
story book.

Walter knew the doll and the top well;
they were Johnnie and Naomi's favorite
playthings, which they had shown him at
the gate.

The old man then said to Walter, " My
little grand-children nsed often to tell me
about you, they were afraid you would be
unhappy when you did not see them come
down the street. They begged me to give
you these playthings, that you might have
something to amuse you, now that you
will not see them again."

" Not see them ever again ?" said Wal-
ter, " why, will they never come again f"
"Look here," said the old man, and he
opened a book, and showed Walter a pic-
ture of a flock of white lambs feeding near
a beautiful river; and he told him a beauti-
ful story of a Good Sheperd who calls lit-
tle children His lambs, and who sometimes
sends for them to live with Him in a hap-
py place, where no one is ever ill or in pain,
and where all is beauty and happiness.

When then the old man saw that Wal-
ter liked to hear about this, he told him
that there is indeed a Good Sheperd, that
he would take care of Johnnie and Naomi,
and that some time in that happy place he
hoped that Walter would see them again.

After this time Walter grew paler and
thinner, and though doctors came to see
him they could do him no good.

-One warm spring evening, he asked his
nurse to wheel his sofa once more to the
little window. The nun was setting, and
all the school children were playing in the
street. He watohed them through a long
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game at oranges and lemons, and tried to
clap his hands, when "Just-in-time won
the race." Then the sun set, and all the
children stood wishing each other good
night by the gate. "With a great effort
Walter raised himself «p, and leaned over
towards the open window.

" Good night, good night," said he to
the children.

It was the first time he had ever, spoken
to the children, and it was the last; for
when the nurse turned round to look he
had fallen back on the sofa—he was dead!

My Nellie.
You never heard her slam the door,

Nor cups and saucers clash,
Nor throw up with an angry jerk,

The sliding window-sash.

Ton never saw her fling a book
With force upon the ground;

And rush with bonnet by the string,
And ringlets all unbound.

You never henrd impetuous words
Of anger from her lips,

Nor felt the sting of furious blows
Dropped from her finger-tips.

And would you know the reason why?
She is a Christian child,

And knows if she would please her Lord,
She must be meek and mild.

Sweet, pleasant-words she always speaks,
And gentle are her ways;

0 beautiful my Nellie is,
And happy all her days.

[Little Corporal.

How Jesus Comes.
One evening the children in Falk's Re-

formatory at Weimer, sat down to supper.
When one of the boys had said the pious
grace, "Come, Lord Jesus, be our guest,
and bless what thou hast provided," a little
fellow looked up and said—

" Do tell me why the Lord Jesus never
comes ? We ask him every day to sit
with us, and he never comes."

" Dear child, only believe, and yon may
be sure he will come, for he does not des-
pise our invitation."

" I shall set Him a seat," said the little
fellow; and just then there was a knock at
the door. A poor frozen apprentice enter-
ed, begging a night's lodging. He was
made welcome; the chair stood ready for

him; every child wanted him to have his
plate ; and one was lamenting that his bed
was too small for. the stranger, who was
quite touched by such uncommon atten-
tions. The little one had been thinking
hard all this time:

"Jesus could not come, and BO he rent
this poor man in his place—is that it ?"

"Yes, dear child,' that is just it. Every
piece of bread, and every drink of water
that we give to the poor or the sick, or the
prisoners, for Jesus' sake, we give to Hun."
" Inasmuch as ye ĥ ave done it unto one of
the least of these- my brethren, ye have
done it unto me."

The children sang a hymn of the love of
God to their guest .before they parted for
the night, and neither he nor they were
likely to forget the simple Bible comment.
—Praying and Working.

% Taking People a t Their Word.
" O that I were dead !" cried the bull-

finch.
" I don't wonder at it, I am sure, dear,"

said the cat, sitting with her eyes fixed on
the cage.

" To be penned np here from day to day,
while all my friends are rejoicing in the
sweet sunny sky, and the flowers," said the
bullfinch.

" How distressing," said the cat, v ith
much feeling.

" And just be allowed now and then, for
a few minutes, to try my wings by a flight
round the room."

" Mere mockery! a cruel insult, I call
that," said the cat.

" And as to singing, how can I sing ?"
" How, indeed,'* said the cat.
" This piping song that I have been drill-

ed into, not a note of it comes from my
heart."

" I never could bear anything that did
not come from the heart," said the cat de-
murely.

" O that I were dead!" said the bull-finch.
" It's what your very best friends wish

for you, dear," said the cat; " and as the
door of your cage is a little ajar, I see you
have only to come out and—"

" And what?" asked the bullfinch.
" Why« dearest, I would, however pain-

ful to my feelings, soon put you out of
your misery," said the cat, preparing to
spring, upon which the bullfinch set up a
scream or such terror that his mistress flew
into the room, and puss was glad to escape
down stairs.
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Applicants to Professor Blot.
The following, we understand, are a few

of the applicants to Prof. Blot for private
instruction :

The bashful man, who wishes to learn
the best method of"" toasting " the ladies.

The man whose blood " boiled with in-
dignation " to learn how to " simmer
down."

A young scapegrace to know how " to
sauce" the old man without getting a
"basting" himself.

The speculator who has been " done
brown," to know how to " dip in " with-
out burning his fingers.

The Fenians, tendering the latest style
of an Irish stew, and aslring how to get
along without making a mess <of i t

The man who has no reputation at steak,
how to get one.

A " raw " recruit, to know what is the
" right dress," and that if when he is mus-
tard into the army he ought at once pep-
per the enemy, or wait assault.

A hungry individual, who dislikes loaf-
ing—how to become a " well-bred " man.

A man who has needed much in this life
—to know if drinking yeast will make him
rise any faster.

Country editors-rrto learn how to rehash
an old article.

The intelligent public would be glad to
know of the Professor:

Whether Friar Tuck was a professional
cook ?

What is the correct mode of " larding
the lean earth ?

• Can a cutlet be cooked from a M false
calf?"

In a bill of fare, should horse-meat steaks
come under the head of Hora d'CEuvre ?

How he sets a table of contents ?
Whether anything should be well' done

when a " rare " opportunity occurs ?
Has Prof. Blot any family I, if so, he

must be Blot (below) pa(r).
John Rogers might have learned some-

thing from Pro&Blot. The careless fellow
let his stake burn while he was cooking
himself. " That's"what's the martyr.11

The Madman's Wit.
A gentleman of fortune visited A lunatic

asylum, where the treatment consisted
chiefly in forcing the patients to stand in
tubs of cold water—those slightly affected
to the knees; others, whose cases were
graver, up to the middle; while persons
very seriously ill, were immersed up to the
neck. The visitor entered into conversa-
tion with one of the patients, who seemed
to have some curiosity to know how the
stranger passed his time out of doors.

" I have horses and greyhounds for
coursing," said the latter, in reply to the
other's question.'

'" Ah! they are very expensive."
"Yes, th«y cost me a great deal of

money in the year; but they are the best
of their kind."

" Have you anything more?"
" I have a pack of hounds for hunting

the fox."
"And they cost a great deal, too ?"
" A great deaL And I have birds for

hawking."
" I see; birds for hunting birds. And

these swell the expense, I dare say ?"
"You may say that, for they are not

common in this country. And then I
sometimes go out with my gun, accom-
panied by a setter and a retriever."

" And these are Expensive, too ?"
"Of course. After all, it is not the

animals of themselves that run away with
the money; there must be men, you know,
to feed and look after them; houses to
lodge them in—in short, the whole sport-
ing establishment."

" I see, I see! You have horses, hounds,
setters, retrievers, hawks, men—and all for
the capture of foxes jand birds. What an
enormous revenue they must cost you.
Now, what I want to know is this—what
return do they pay? What does your
year's sporting produce ?"

" Why, we kill a fox now and then—r
only they are getting rather scarce here-
abouts—and we seldom bag less than fifty
brace of birds each season."

" Hark!" said the lunatic, looking anx-
iously around him. " My friend "—in an
earnest whisper—" there is a gate behind
you; take my advioe, and get out of this
while you are safe. Don't let the doctor
get his eye upon you. He ducks us to
some purpose, but as sure as you are a liv-
ing man, ne will drown you."
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The gentleman looked serious as he
passed on. Perhaps he thought he was as
mad as the inmate of fhe asylum.

From the New York Observer.

The Sergeant's Pet.
During the recent war'in the South, a

horse was assigned to a non-commissioned
officer in a Maine battery. It was a larger
noble animal, and wan fully appreciated by
its owner, who was surprised to find, after
a very short period, the horse knew his
own name as well as his master knew it,
and would always answer to it in looks and
gestures. At his qall he would: come any
hearing distance, if disengaged, rub his
long visage against his master's face and
shoulder, and give other proofs of his at-
tachment.

In one of the sanguinary conflicts before
Richmond, the battery was suddenly sur-
prised, causing for a. time great confusion
and a general stampede. Horses became
unmanageable, pranced about, broke loose
and ran, many of them. It so happened,
the sergeant was dismounted at the time,
as is often the custom when under fire.
While other horses were given up to fright,
this animal, timid as any of them, quited
down immediately on hearing his name
from the lips of his owner, and became
perfectly submissive, though its haunches
quivered with fear.

One time, after a long march, when man
and beast were thoroughly worn out with
the continued exposure, the sergeant care-
lessly, as one would think, tied the reins
about his wrist, and lay down to rest,
while the horse itself took to feeding.
Soon he was sound asleep : the horse had
eaten all the grass within reach, and was
still very hungry. We might easily sup-
pose that the horse would have continually
pulled away at his master's arm, giving him
no rest; but no : he carefully put his long
nose beneath his body, and turned him
over and over till a fresh spot to feed upon
was reached; and when the supply here
was exhausted, the process would be again
repeated, till the. horse was satisfied. What
was his master's surprise, on waking, to
find his faithful animal patiently standing
above him, but .several feet from -where he
first fell asleep 1

Out of curiosity, .to try the attachment
of hia bea&t,,the sergeant exchanged horses
for the time with a camrade. H« «how»d

himself the victim of the strangest jeal-
ousy. He was not1 o*nly very much oppos-
ed to be ridden by another, but stood with
his ears back, and t ie white of his eyes
exposed, while his master remained upon
the back of anotherWrnal. Is it strange,
when we think of this instance, that Gen.
Taylor was followed to the grave by his
old white horse! HERBERT.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. So., 1 insertion $1 00
Three Months,.... 2 00
SixMonthu, 8 00
One Year, 6 00

Quarter Column, $10 00
One Third Column,.. 1*08
Half Column, 1 Year, 16 00
One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contains eight£quares.

OW IS THE TIME TO PURCHASE
from our large Stock of

LAWN SETTEES,
ARM AND SINGLE CHAIRS,

Iron Vases , <5&o.
NEW & BBAUTIFUL PATTERNS,

sit JVb. i82 State Street, Rochester, JV. T.
Jane, 1866. tf.

A. S. MANN & CO.
Q 7 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just reoeiv-
Oi ed a lot of

SILK WARP POPLINS,
just the thing for Ladies' Traveling Dresses.

April, 1866:
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BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUB8IST AND APOTHECARY,
0/ Vuffato Street,

Smiths Arcade, ROCHESTER, N.T.

DKALU IN

Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES A LIQUORS,

For medicinal uses.

Particular attention given, to Physicians' Prescriptions.
Floral Depot for Frost & Co's Greenhouses.

June 10,1666.

A. S. MANN & CO.
37 and 39 State Street,

HAVE received another large lot of NEW
SILKS, which they offer to purchasers., at

GREAT BARGAINS. The lot 'comprises BLACK,
BROWN, GREEN, BLUE, LAVENDER, and
every other desirable color. Also, a full assort-
ment of

BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,
at the lowest prices. April, 1866.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY
OF NEW YORK,

Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
At «2 Buffalo St., Roche§ter, HI. T.

The following are the PFieea:

T0UN& HYSON,.. .$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per 1b.
OOLONGS, 80c, 90c. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS, 80c, 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL, .$1 and $1.25
UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, .-... ;$1.25
ENGLISH BREAKPAST,..$l-and$1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE,.. .20c, 30c. and 40o. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
as 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 so low as to make it a special object for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to deal with us.

The goods p\x% up by the Great America* Tea
Company, are for sale by, no other house.

MOORE <fc COLE,
April, 186?., ly 62 Buffaje. Street

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.

91. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street,
Where they will continue to deal in WATER
LTME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Mason's
goods. 6m* Rochester, N.Y., April, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.
TITE are now opening the LARGEST and FIN"-
TT 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 GOQD&-,

We invite every one to call and examine our
goods and prices. A. S. MANN 4 CO.,

AprU, 1866. 31 and 39 State St.

CURRAN &COLER,
SUCCESSORS TO B. KINO <k CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Conrt House.

Rochester, ST. Y.
EICHABD COBBAN. April, '65- ly* O. W. GOLEB.

UNION ICEJJOMPANY.
TCE supplied on reasonable terms; to Private
_L Families, &Q. bjrweek, month or year.

lee Depot, Mount Hope Arenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

!t^* 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.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GKOCEKS,
NOB. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. F. SMITH. GILMAN H. PkuuiNs.

[Established In 1826.]
Jan. 1865. tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions1,
' OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 6? & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER* N. Y.

Jan, 1366; l y
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LANE & PAINE,
Dealers in

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &e.

18 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.
ALFBED S. LANB. ' moh, 1S66. l y OTBVB F PAINB.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
SEALER IN

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865.

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, 1866, as
the best machine in the world. 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to nave " fits." Does its work alike
each day. REASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work.
2. Its makingR>nrjditterent stitches, viz: the. lock,knot,

double-lock »id«>uMe->not. ,
8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply tum-

ine a thumb-screw,, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left or Uft 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 mtfife'

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
•work done. • '

6. Its self-adjusting tension.
The " FL0KEN0B" will sew from the finest Lawn to

the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate In every
particular.

Believe not whatthe agents or friends qt othet machines
may say, but see this Florenee before purchasing anyother
andjudge for yourself.

taer 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.

Kg- 811k, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this Office.
13B- Booms oven29 State street, Rochester, W,T.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again.
For particulars address .' . , . • • • ;

CHA8. SPENCER HALL, General Agt,
Hov. 15,1865. Boeherter, N.Y.

MEAT MARKET.
E. «fc A. WA1TE,

Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Mfeats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,

SMOKE'D AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cuh paid for Country Produce. -Game of all kind* in Hi seuon. '

GEOEGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OP STONE & ELY STREETS.

Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All brders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely St.,

will receive prompt attention. ,
Oct. 1866. " •>" J

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE.

CASH CAPITAL BEPRESENTED.-flO.OOO.OOO.

BUELL & BREWSTEB,
Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the JJnited States.

Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid. '

H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BtfEiX.
Rochester, Sepfy 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 St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y.

Jgf" 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 ® - N O CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Bilks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies' and
Gentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and Dressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, Of every description, flyed ia all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.
All goods returned in one week.
] t y Goods received tad returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEABY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,
Jan. 1865. Roohester, N.T.
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INTERESTS OF THE SOLDIER,
AXD THB «

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

" I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.'

VOL. II. ROCHESTER, N. Y., JULY 15, 1866. No. 12.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

iTHB P U B L I S H I N G C O M M I T T E E !
Mrs. MALTBY STRONG,

" H~T. BOCHE8TER,
I Urs. W E H. PERKXNd,
f " D r . MATHEW6.

TEEMS—Fifty Gents a Ytu, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to '-ThfrHospifcl Review," Box 381.

Subscriptions for The,Review, and all letters
containing^ money, to be sent to the Treasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. 0. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, andall business letters, are
requested to be sent tOjMrs. Dr. MAT&EWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 2»8pring Street.

W m . S. Fal ls , BOCK and J o b Pr inter .

Over 21 Buffalo Streebopposite the Arcade.

~ ~ ~ I For the Hospital Review.

Repektant.
The morning came over 1 >e hill-tops,The stars went to slee
The south wind crept up th

And rippled the billov y rye.
The mavis flew out of

The sky-lark went up
And the fragile

In the face of the day
Still, Madge never tl >

in the sky-*—
e green valley,
r

tl) hedges,
o the sun;

white lill 38 looked tearful
ust begun.
mght of this beauty-

t i her little, bare feet,
That came tripping sp daintily over

The.rustic bridge,JColin to meet,
Last night she had stood with the moonlight-

Like a white veil thrown over her head,
And vowed and! protested, eha ' ' never?'

This very same Colin v ould wed.
But Madge never dreame [he'd believe it

She thought it was we] lunderstood,
When maidens looked coj

'Twas only a prelude U
Put Colin, the sturdy

|Ead answered; "
And gone, with an ii iolent whistle,

Down the path th ough

•and said " would not,"
"would."
brown yeoman,

H ffl, Madgie, good-bye"—
[rye.

the ailver-topped

And Madgie crept home in the star-light,
•The moon had gone over the hill;

And the night-birds,* low song and the murmur
Of water around the old mill,

Was all that came up through the silence
Of the night, now growing go chill.

Little Madge, sleepless watcher, had waited
For the faintest pink dawn of the day,

To go down to the bridge) in the valley,
For Colin came always that way.

Coming now, with his scythe on his shoulder,
His lips had forgotten their song;

How he hated the sunshine and shadows,
And the rivulet dancing along.

Leaning idly down over the water,
Feet tripping shyly1 that vfcy—

Cherry-red lips softly saying—
." Colin, Iwo8 only in play /"

Drift, summer wind, up through the valley,
Tossing the sweet clover hay;

The sunshine had drank all the dew-drops
When Colin went mowing that day.

'"•MRS. B. FRANK BNOS.

The Christian's Life.
MY DEAR MRS. ARNER :—I enclose you

an eitract, from a book I have lately read,
by one of our most popular modern
writers. It is rather longer than extracts
for such papers as yours should Usually be,
but it is so suggestive that I can but hope
some sorrowing one,'shrinking from con-
tact with outward life, may be tempted to
try the " life of service," and many find in
caring for others a conscious sense of'His
presence, who has Said, " Inasmuch as ye
did it tfnto one of the least of these, ve
did it unto me."
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" The Christian'* life should never, can
never be a solitary one. A life of ser-
vice must be a life of love. And no
path can be barren if the fountain of
living water flows by its side. Yet there
are liree which bereavement ha9 left very
poor in natural companionship, and homes
which at times seem silent when the
echo of other full and joyous firesides
reaches them. And .there are those who
have no homes on earth, dwelling as
strangers and pilgrims in the homes of
others; and in all lives there are lonely
hours, hours when trial and perplexity
come, and the friend on whose sympathy
and judgment we lean is not near; and in
many hearts there ate places too tender for
any human hand to touch. What a truth,
then, is that which turns hours of loneli-
ness into hours of the richest and most
blessed companionship. For the presence
of God is no abstract truth, it is the. pre-
sence of One with whom we may have in-
tercourse as a man with his friend, to whom
we may speak of everything that interests
us, make requests and have them granted,
ask questions and have them answered."

For the Hospital Beview.

Comfort in God's "Word.
" 0 , Lord, rebukq me not in thy wrath;

neither chasten me in they hot displeas-
ure." Psalm, 38: 1. The wrath of the
Lord, who can endute the thought ? What
can cause the Lord to be angry ? " He is
angry with the wicked every day." If we
belong to the family of God's redeemed
ones, we need not dread His rebukes, they
are sent in love—^as many as I love I re-
buke and chasten." Why is it that the
stricken soul uttete this cry with -such
depth of feeling ? It is because we know
and feel that our /sins deserve His wjpth,
but let us remem >er if we are resting in
Christ He deals w th us in mercy—in love
to our souls—"nether chasten me in thy
hot displeasure." [Well might our repeat-
ed departures from His holy law—our re-
bellion, our manifold transgressions,, lead
us to fear this displeasure—but He has ap-
pointed a refuge to which the sinner may
flee and be safe. Oh! how precious to the
soul conscious of its exceeding Binfulness,

is the thought thaV He has made Him to
be sin for us who kn^w no sin, that we
might be made the righteousness of God
in him.,

" Q king of mercy grant us Jwwer
Thy fiery wrflkh to flee,

In thy destroyijlg angel's hour
0 gather us to Thee."

" Fear not; believe only." Luke 8: 60.
How often are the commands of the gos-
pel explained, enforced, or illustrated by
the words of the old testament scriptures.
In the 125 Psalm,,bavid gives us a strong
reason why we should comply* with the re-
quirement of the tdkt—" As the mountains
are round about Jerusalem so the Lord is
round about his jeople from henceforth
even for ever." Spely, if we only believ-
ed this one promiie, we should cast out
fear. The Lord m every side, no matter
who the foes, no matter how hard the battle
—what our temporal distresses ? what our
spiritual foes? He that is for us is more
than they that be against us. Let us then
seek out the sweet promises, and rest in
the gracious assurances which abound in
God's word. "Perfect love casteth out
fear." Who can|tnily believe and not
love more

"Though darkes ,clouds o'ercast the sky,»
Though deepy illaut to deep;

Pray, and beholt the Saviour nigh
To bless, to g ide. to keep.''

Discontent is a
ishment, and ma
selves; it makes \
sick—and all the11
not from the cond
was contented in j
tented in a palace
of Canaan, that p
of a kingdom, thi
honors and power
avails'him n '
yard. Inordinate
continual vexatioi
fret they will
about.—Matthew IfiWry,

R.

in that is its own ptra-
s men torment them-
e spirit sad—the body
ijoyments sour; it arises
ion, but the mind. Paul
ison; Ahab was discon-
hi had all the delight
asant land, the wealth
pleasure of a court, the
of a throne; yet all this

othinj without Naboth's vine-
desire exposes men to

and being disposed to
find something to fret
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From the Atiantie Monthly.

My Little Maiden.
My little maiden of four years o l d -

No myth—but a genuine child is she,
With her bronze-brown eyes and her curls of gold,

Came quite in disgust to me one day,

Rubbing her shoulder with rosy palm, [her,
As the loathsome touch seemed yet to thrill

She cried, " 01 mother, I found on my arm
A horrible, crawling caterpillar!"

[smother,
And with mischievous smile she/could scarcely

Yet a glance in its daring, half-awed and shy,
She added, "While they were about it mother,

I wish they'd just finished the butterfly."

They were words to the thought of the soul that
turns

From the coarse form of a partial growth,
Reproaching the Infinite Patience that yearns

With an unknown glory to cover them both.

Ah! look tiiou largely with lenientfcyes,
On whatso beside thee may creef and cling,

For the possible beauty that underlies
The passing phase of the meanest thing I

What if (rod's great Angels, whoa waiting love
Beholdeth our pitiful life below,

From the holy height of their homd above,
Could not bear with the worm

should grow.
ill the wings

Can and Could.
BY JKAN INGBLOW.

Once upon a time Could w|ent out to
take a walk on a wintry mornii g; he was
very much out of spirits, and hi was made
more so by the necessity unde: which he
found himself to be frequentlj f repeating
his own name. " Oh,, if I c nld," and
" Oh, that I were rich and grea \ for then
I could do so and so."

About the tenth time that h< had said
this, Can opened the door of her small
bouse and set out on an. errand, tfihe went
down a back street and through a poor
neighborhood—she was not at ill a grand
personage, not nearly so well c ressed, or
lodged, or educated, as Could—i id in fact,
•was altogether more humble, b( th in her
jown esteem, and that of oth rs. She
opened the door and went down he street,
neither sauntering nor looking b hind her,
for she was in a hurry.

All on a sudden, however, thii :bnsy lit-
tle Can stopped and picked up 4fr©ce of-
orange peel.

" A dangerous trick," she observed, " to
throw orange peel about, particularly in
frosty weather, and in such a crowded thor-
oughfare ; " and she bustled on until she
overtook a tribe of little children who were
scattering it very freely; they had been
bargaining for oranges at an open fruit
stall, and were eating them as they went
along. "Well, it's little enough that I
have in my power," thought Can, " but I
certainly can speak to these children, and
try to persuade them to leave off strewing
orange peal."

Can stopped. "That's a pretty baby
that you have in your arms," said she to
one of them, " how old is he ?"

" He's fourteen months old," answered the
small nurse, " and he begins to walk; I
teach him, he's my brother."

" Poor little fellow," said Can, « I hope
you are kind to him; you know if you
were to let him fall he might never be able
to walk any more."

" I never let him drop," replied the child,
" I always take care of my baby."

" And so do I ; " " And so do I," repeat-
ed other shrill voices, and two more babies
were trust up for Can's inspection.

"But if you were to slip down your-
selves on the hard pavement, you would
be hurt, and the baby would be hurt in
your arms. Look! how can you be so
careless as to throw all this peel about;
don't you know how slippery it is ?"

" We always fling it down," says one.
"And I never slipped but once on a

piece," remarked another.
" But was not that once too often ?

^•"Yes, I grazed my arm very badly, and
broke a cup I was carrying."

" Well now, suppose you pick np all the
peal you can find, and then go down the
streets round about and see how much you
can get; and to the one that finds most,
when I come back I shall give a penny."

So, after making the children promise
that they would never commit this fault
again, Can went on; and it is a remarka-
ble circumstance, that, just at that very
moment, Could was walking in quite a dif-
ferent part of London, he also, came to a
piece of orange peel which was lying across
his path.

" What a shame!" he said, as he passed
on; " what a. disgrace it is to the city au-
thorities that this practice of sowing seed,
which springs up into broken bones, can-
not1 be made a punishable offence; there is
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never a winter that one op more accidents
do not arise from it! If I could only put it,
down, how glad I shpuld be! If, for in-
stance, I could offer a bribe .to people to
abstrain from, it, or if I could warn or pun-
ish ; or if I could be placed in. a position
to legislate fpr the suppression of thjs and
similar bad habits. But, alas! my wishes
rise far above my powers; my philanthrop-
ic aspirations can find n o — "

" B y your leave," said a tall, strong man,
with a heavy coal sack on his shoulder.

Could, stepping aside, permitted the coal
porter to pass him. " Yes," he continued,
taking up his soliloquy where it had been
interrupted, " i t is strange that so many
anxious wishes for the welfare of his spe-
cies should be implanted in the breast of a
man who has no means of gratifying them."
The noise of a thundering fall, and the
rushing down as of a great number of
stones, made Could turn hastily round.
Several people were running together they
stooped over something on the ground; it
was the porter; he had fallen on the pave-
ment, and the coals lay in heapa about his
head; some people were clearing them,
others were trying to raise him. Could
advanced, and saw that the man was stun-
ned, for he looked about him with a bewil-
dered expression^ and talked incoherently.
Could also observed that a piece of orange
peel was adhearing to the sole of his shoe.

" How sad!" said Could; now here is
the bitter .result of this abuse. If I had
been in authority, I could have prevented
this; how it chafes the spirit to receive
and be powerless. Poor fellow! he is evi-
dently stunned, and has a broken limb—
he is lamed, perhaps for life.' People are
certainly very active and kind on these oc-
casions ; fthey seem prepared to tako- him
to the hospital. Such an accident as this
is enough to make a man wish he could be
a king, or a law-giver. What the poet
says maj be true enough,

" Of 111 the ills that human kind «ndure,
6inal),l» the part which UWS can curse or cure."

" And,tyet, I think I qpuld have framed
such, a liw that this poor fellow might now
have be«n going about hia.work, instead of
being carried to. languish for weeks on a
sick he<j, while, his, poor family, are half

. starved, and must, perhaps, at last receive
him, a.jjpevishf broken-spirited cripple, a
burden i for, life,; instead, of a. Bupport; and
all because of a pitfi4 .piece, of scattered:
orange,peel."
.., Whity Cquld was atili ,/mpralizing thus,:

he got into an omnibus, and soon found
himself drawing near one of the suburbs of
London, turning and winding among rows
of new hqujes, with heaps of bricks before
them, and the smell of mortar in their
neighborhood; then among railways, ex-
cavations aid embankments, and at last
among neat villas and -cottages standing
in gardens ,fith here and there a field be-
hind them»,jr Presently they passed a large
building, and Could read upon its front,
"Temporal^ Home for Consumptive Pa-
tients." M|An excellent institution," he
thought to Jiimself; " here a poor man or
woman can have a few weeks of good air,
good foodi anc* S°°^ nursing, the best
thing po8s»le for setting them up at least
for a tima I have often thought that
these remmial institutions do more good,
on the while, than mere hospitals; and if
I could afford it, I would rather be the
founder of them, than of places of more
ambitiouslims and names. It is sad to
think how/much consumption is on the in-
crease aming the poor; bad air, and the
heated plapes where SQ many of them work,
give these wintry blasts a terrible power
over them. But it is my lot to sigh over
their troubles without being able to softeu
them. A small competence, a fixed in-
come, wh(ch does no more than provide
for my o^n wants, and procure those sim-
ple comforts of relaxations which are nec-
essary to me, is of all things least favora-
ble to my aspirations. I cannot gratify
my benevolent wishes, though their con-
stant, presence shows how willingly I would
if I coulfi.

The fmnibus stopped, and a man, in
clean wirking clothes, inquired whether
there wdi an inside place.

" No there is not one;" said the con-
ductor, ind he looked in; most of the
passeng rs were women.

" W< Id any gentleman like to go out-
side?" '

" Lik !" thought Could, with a laugh;
" who ' odd like in such a wind as this,
so sear ling and wild ? Thank Heaven !
I neverpate cold ; but I don't want a blast
like thl to air the lining of my paletot,
make itself acquainted with the pattern of i
my har Ikerch'ief, and chill the very shil-
lings ii my waistcoat pocket."

" Be ause," continued the conductor," if
any ^ itlcman would like to go outside,
h,e,re js, & man who has been ill and would-
be very glad of a place within."
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He looked down, as he spoke; npoii the
man, whose clothes were not well calculat-
ed to defend him against tWe weather, and
had a hollow cough. No answer from
within.

" I must get outside thenj," said the man,
41 for T have not much time for waiting."
So he mounted, and the drqrer spread part
of his own wrapper over hiis legs, another
passenger having lent a hand to help him
up.

" Thank you sir," said the man,' " I am
but weak, but I am sorry to give you the
trouble."

" No trouble, no trouble^1 answered the
outside passenger; and lie muttered to
himself: "You are not lijely to trouble
any one long."

"That's where yon came from, I sup-
pose," said the driver, pointing with his
whip towards the house for consumptive
patients.

" Yes," said the man, "Shave been very
ill indeed, but I am bette* now, wonder-
fully better. They say frmay last for
years with proper attentioi, and they tell
me to be very careful of wejlther, but what
can I do!" I

" It's very cold and wind ' up here," said
the driver.

The man shivered, but di I' not complain;
he looked about him with a bright glitter
in his eyes, and every time ie coughed, he
declared he was much bet er than he had
been.

After telling you so muc h about Could,
his kind wishes, projects ai i aspirations, I
am almost ashamed to men ion Can to you
again; however, I think will venture,
though hier aspirations, poor little thing,
are very humble oties, anl she scarcely
knows what a project mean j .

So you must know that hiving concluded
most of her business, she entered a shop to
purchase something for h r dinner; and
while she was waiting to b served, a child
entered, carrying a basket: inch too heavy
for her strength, and havin ; a shawl folded,
op OB her arm.

" What have you in youi basket ?" asked
Can.

u Potatoes for dinner," Kaid the child.
"• It's very beavy for ydu remarked Can,

observing how she bent ur ier the weight
of i t

" Mother's ill and tbereV'nobody to go
to the shop but me," sit in£ down and
blowing her numbed Jiogef.

" No wonder you are cold," said Can;
"why don't you put your shawl on in-
stead of carrying it so P

" It's so big," said the tehild, in a piteous
voice. "Mother pot a pin in it, and told
me to hold it up; but I can't, the basket is
so heavy, and I trod on it and fell down."

"I t ' s enough to give the child her
death of cold, said the mistress of the
shop," to go crawling home in this bitter
wind, with nothing on but that thin frock."

"Come," said Can, •'I'm not very
clever, but 1 know haw to tie a child's
shawl so as not to throw* her down." So
she made the little girl hold up her
arms, and drawing the garment closely
round her knotted it securely at the back.

" Now, then," she said, having inquir-
ed where she lived, " I am going your
way,' so I can help you 'carry your basket."

Can and the child went out together,
while Could, having reached his comfort-
able home, sat dowir before the fite and
made a great many reflections, he made
reflections on baths and' wash-houses, and
wished he could advance their interests;
he made reflections on -mddel prisons, and
penitentiaries, and wished he could im-
prove them; he made reflections on the
progress of civilizatiop, on the necessity of
some better mode of educating the masses;
he thought of the progress of the human
mind, and made grand progress in his be-
nevolent heart, whereby all the true inter-
ests of the race might be advanced, and he
wished'he could carry them into practice ;
he reflected on poverty, and made castles
in the air as to how he might mitigate its
severity, and then, having in imagination
made many people happy, he, felt that a
benevolent disposition was a great blessing,
and fell asleep over the fire.

Can only made two things. When she
had helped to carry the child's basket, she
kindly made her sick mother's bed, and
then went home and made a pudding.

DOMESTIC SWEATMBATS'—It is a singu-
lar fact that many ladies, who know how
to preserve everything else, can't preserve
their tempers. Yet it may easily be done
on the self-sealing principle. It is only to
" keep the mouthiof the vessel tightly clos-
ed." —

An Irish editor, in sneaking of the mis-
eries of Ireland, says : "'Her cup' of mis-
ery has been for ages dverflowing, and is
not yet fall.'"•
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From the New York Observer.

The Journey.
Ah! what ia the world, my darling,

What is the world to me ?
For the Angel of Death was passing,

And he whispered low to thee:
With a deep and tender accent,

And a sweet and tender smile,
He said, " Wilt thou come up yonder,

For I stay but a little while ?"

And thy face grew bright in his shadow,
Thou hast longed for the dreary way ;

Dost thou think that the path is star-strewn,
And lit with the beauty of day?

Ah! why does thy bright eye kindle
When his wings are rustling by ?

Would'st leave the friends who love thee,
For the dim and far off sky ?

"But ah 1" thou would'st tell me, "off yonder
There is. One who is loving me more:

There is One who will greet me with welcome,
On the distant star-girt shore."

God grant it be true, my darling,
And Heaven be passing fair;

But the journey is rugged and darksome,
And how wilt thou wander there ?

'Tis a dark and a dreary region
That thy tender feet must tread,

And they say that a swollen river
Upflows from its gloomy bed;

And the Angel of Death is cruel;
Full littlQ he eareth for thee,

And what shalt thou do in the river,
If thou deserted be ?

"But ah 1" thou would'st tell me, "the river
Flows haifd by the blessed coast,

And those who are loved by the Master
Can nevei1 be stranded or lost.

For to them the light from His presence
Shines out o'er the swollen wave,

'Th' eternal arms are beneath them,1

And they know Him mighty to save."

Yes, so it must' be, my darling,
God grant that it all be true:

But on the rough peaks of the mountains
What sh&ll the wanderer do ?

Perchance thou may'st 'dash,' in the darkness,
'Thy foot against a stone,'—

The Angel of Death laughs in soorning,
And thou art left alone.

" But no," thou art saying full softly,
"That never, 0, never could be;

For my King has passed over the river,
And He holds out His hand towards me;

He will ggiide me, and lead me, and hold me,
And my step it never shall slide,

For He \ $ o holds sway o'er the river,
Will ever be close at my side."

Ah! yes, ijt is true, my darling!
I shall tyad thee down to the shore,:

Yet not to the angel I give thee,—
To Him^who has gone before.

I will lift jhy head from my heart, love,
And know it is clasped to His breast;

Thou art Joing forth on thy journey,
And the end thereof is Rest.

But ah I tviat is life, my darling,
And what is the world to me ?

For the King of the far-off country
Hath wkispered low to thee:

And thou lovest His winning presence,
And the: sweetness of His voice;

Thou haslflooked on the foaming river,
And th^y heart can still rejoice.

C. J. G.

From the New York Observer.

Being a T rus t ee .

" Mr. Smrtyi, I called to see if you would
serve as trustee of our institution," &c, &c.

" Trustee!, my dear sir, I have already as
much aa I can do. You know how much
has come uppn me since the death of Mr.
Blank, and I was just looking about for
help, not to Undertake anything more."

" 0 ! we do not want your time or ser-
vices, it need not give you any trouble.
Only your n»me and an hour at the annual
meeting."

" Trustee let me see," and I turned to
the dictiona y and read thus:

" TEUSTEI A person to whom proper-
ty is legally committed in trust to be ap-
plied either or the benefit of specified in-
dividuals or or public uses. One who is
intrusted w: h property for the benefit of
others."

" TRUST. Assured resting of the mind
on the inte rity, veracity, justice, friend-
ship, or otl r sound principle of another
person. Co fidence. Reliance."

" Now, m friend, you see that is an in-
stitution of < >miderable importance. You
have a large income, have you not J"

" Well, y< >, we have all the money that
is needed.

" And yo ask me to become one of
those to wl >m property is committed in
trust for pub c uses, with confidence that
it. will be pr^erfy applied, and yet tell ia<*
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that I shall have nothing to do. 'Only
nay name.' How am I to know that the
money is properly applied I"

"Well, you know Mr. Sharpe; he is
really the acting manager, I suppose you
can trust him."

"Yes, and the public trust me. Sup-
pose Mr. Sharpe doe* his duties by proxy,
and takes the position without the work.
How are we to know8"

" O , if things wenf wrong,, you would
soon find out. Besides, all these things
are managed by one man. The trustees
seldom have much to do with them."

" Then, my friend, let them be in the
name of one man, and let the public look
to him."

" O, but the public will not believe in a
thing in the name of only one man. They
want names they know."

" Names! yes, and I am expected to lend
my name to this man of whom I know lit-
tle, that he may trade with it upon the
faith of the people! Let me see, I am
worth a few thousand dollars. Would I
hand over the management of this money
to Mr. Sharpe with lio check or security,
on the ground of my faith in him ? Would
you ? I think not."

" But we have a ti sasurer."
" Yes, and he pay \ over monies as ex-

pended by your trust se, for he is the only
trustee in fact, with ' ritten vouchers to be
sure, but who shall assure him that the
money has been prop jrly expended!" '

" Oh, well, Mr. SID th, we will not urge
you, if you object, < ur list of trustees is
nearly full, and. we wanted two or three
more. You see we h| ye many good names,
and they have cons nted to act, without
any trouble." *

" T o act! to stand rather, yon should
say. Wonder if thet ever read the defini-
tion of trustee in the dictionary, A man
to put confidence in, brsooth!"

My friend left m s, and found other
" names" without any difficulty, with which
the public were satis: led.

Not long after, the e came to my knowl-
edge a practical expo ^tion of this doctrine
of trust. A friend ^ame to me for my
help in looking into1 he affairs of an insti-
tution with which 1 e was nominally con-
nected, "for," said he, "they used my
name and put me i I without my knowl-
edge, and the first n jtice I bad of the ap-
pointment was the seeing my name in
print It was too la le then to decline, as

it had gone forth in all the reports, so I
mean to make the best of it, and do my
duty."

Such duty 11 One man had gone forward
and shouldered the whole thing, controlled
the funds, managed the business, conduct-
ed the affairs, jived out of the concern,
mis-managed as he chose; and whether he
was very honest and simple, or very shrewd
and deep, we never could quite determine.
One thing was certain, it was all a muddle,
funds wasted, things generally in a bad
state, and now came the time for the trus-
tees. Instead of being the officers and
crew of the ship, they were the wreckers.

" Oh, if things went wrong, you would
soon find it out," so said my friend Green,
in his own persuasive manner. So when a
ship is on a lee shore you soon find it out;
but if it had been your duty to keep it off
the lee shore, what then ?

I gave the assistance he required to the
man who had been made trustee in spite of
himself, and we worked hard and saved
the ship. She was a good deal damaged,
lost sails and spars, and it cost both time
and money to refit, still: she was not a total
wreck. But it taught me a lesson, and
you never will find me elected trustee, ex-
cept where I accept the trust, and do my
share of the duty.

I see plenty of institutions, monetary
and charitable, religious and secular, where
trustees give their names and nothing else.
And there are cases where names are used
without the conseut of their owners. We
are too careless. ' A poor widow came to
me in great distress, having no one whom
she could trouble lor advice, she put some
of her money into an enterprise where she
saw the names of men she had faith in, as
trustees. The whole went to the dogs, and
she lost her money, and when she went to
one of these men, he told her he knew
nothing of the management; they used
his name and gave him some stock, and
he supposed it was all right; he had never
done anything. And this man was called
honest, as times go.

It is not long since, a flagrant case came
to light in one.ofjour cities, where poor or-
phan children suffered neglect and abuse in
a quasi asylum for the orphan. Very like-
ly it is still going on. In this case the
names of individuals who were well known,
had been used without their consent, and
even after they had positively forbidden it,
and in other cases entirely without the
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knowledge of those w^o had the best right
to the names.

But this is not nearly as bad as consent-
ing to the use of one's name, without the
intention of assuming the duties.

ROCHESTER, N. T., JULY 15, 1866.

Close of our Paper Year.
With this month closes the second year

of our Review. "We-have forborne saying
anything about our paper of late, for fear
of wearying our readers with the same old
story, but now the time has come when
we feel that Ve most speak again. And
•what shall we say ? There is much we feel
that we might say—inilch in praise, much
in gratitude, much in earnest appeal. Our
little paper has proved, during its brief
existence, a gratifying success. Failure
and discouragement''are words not in our
vocabulary—and yet we have felt the diffi-
culties in our enterprise. With two papers
of a similar character, already established
in our city—with the quantities of reading
matter with which every house is flooded,
and with the repeated demands of the
various and multiplying benevolent insti-
tutions aronnd us, it was deemed, even by
our friends, a little venturesome—a little
audacious, perhaps—Tor us to start another
paper. But we felt that the Hospital need-
ed a voice to plead .and to speak for us,
which could reach 'beyond the sphere of
our personal influence, and so we ventured
to send forth our little messenger, and it
has not been in vain. It has made warm
friends for us whose faces we have never
seen, and it has brought us aid and sym-
pathy and encouragement from those who
but for its influence would never have
known of our Hospital* or of its work

When the war closed and peace was re-
stored, then again jihe question arose, if
the work of our little paper was not done,

and if it would nofc be best to give it up.
But we felt that we had still much to do
for our soldiers-—t$e sick, the wounded,
the maimed fcr Hfe.i We felt that the real
woTk of ottf Hospital had only just begun,
and that, although changed in character,
it had not diminish, d in magnitude or im-
portance. With so nuch before us to do—
so much that we he Jed and longed to do,
was it a time for us o be silent and to give
up the Review ? ^ re thought not; Still
we continued, frojp month to month, to
send out our meai nger, winged with our
prayers, our bbpei our fears, our needs,
and the faithful ret >rd of our labors; and
still it came back j to us as before, laden
ever with kind enc uragement and cordial
responses. Msayi lanto, dear readers, one
and allj for the 'sy ipathy and interest Bo
dfteft and so warr ly' expressed. It is to
these that our litt e paper, owes its exis-
tence to-day. Butrtwith all our encourpga-
ments, and with all its bright promise, we
must not forget' that oor Review is still' in
its infancy—and that its little life must
have tender care abd genial influences for
its growth and strength.! t

1 Our friends and agents have done well
and are deserving'.of our thanks, but we
still feel the nece^ity of making an earn-
est appeal at thil time for onr Review.
With all that has teen done, we feel still
the need of more Effort, more earnestness
and determination in the work than has
yet been-put forth. We would like to- ask,
that this month"-* be last of the year—be
devoted especially o efforts fur the Review.
Let each .reader re olve to send us at least
one new subscriber, and let oar agents make
thorough and faitl ul work- with their lists.
See1 that every s bscription is collected,
and do not let us" iiss one name from the
list, bv*t rather gla den our eyes with the
long line of new Ames added. It is not
one day too soon, o begin this labor, and
let us each go abo t it, not as a mere form-
ality but with a (Jetermination to accom-
plish something.
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Death of George S. Harris.
During the past month, one Iweary suf-

ferer from our Hospital* in whom more
than an ordinary interest was felt, 'has, as
we trust, entered into rwt. He came to
us a few weeks since in the last stages of
consQmption, with whioh hopeless disease
he had long been prostrtted. It was hop-
ed by his family and friends that the trans-
fer to the Hospital, where the arrange-
ments and conveniences for the care of
the sick were so much more ample and
complete, than could be possible in a pri-
vate family, might be conducive to his
comfort and to the alleviation of his suffer-
ings, and so it proved. He spoke often
and always gratefully of the care and at-
tention he received, and which his sweet
patience rendered it a privilege to all asso-
ciated with the Hospital to bestow. It
was felt to be a pleasure to administer in
any way to his wants, ^nd to be able to
win from him his ever r^iij smile of grati-
tude, or his whispered thanks. ' H e be-
came, even during his ^hort stay with us,
greatly endeared to all. JThe interest which
our superintendent, Ml Van Zandt, took
in his case eould hardkr have bee* more
tender or more strongjfor a brother. He
took, for a long time, tie almost exclusive
care of him—unwillir y to give up his
charge to other hands : »r his own needful
rest; and even after his death, he could
not be persuaded to lea re him, but made a
special request to be all >wed to sit up with
his lifeless remains, j i td this love and
affection which Mr. Ha rris inspired among
his friends and acquain ;ances, was univer-
sal. In the bank—in be army—in every
position of life which le held, he was be-
loved and respected. But, perhaps, the
most noble tribute of 11 to his worth and
excellence, was the dl potion to him, even
to the last, by the Atyrt Hose Company,
of which he was a raenjber. For the many
months that he was confined with illness,
they provided him, atitheir own expense,
with the best care an din urns—visited him

often-t-bestowing upon him daily some ex-
pression of their remembrance and sym-
pathy; and it was this Company who, at
last, transferred him to the Hospital—
securing for him one of its most com-
modious and desirable apartments—hop-
ing .(that the change and its superior ad-
vantages might lessen his sufferings. Such
beautiful—unwearied—unselfish regard to
a stricken comrade, it is a pleasure to re-
cord. It is gratifying to know that there
is in our midst a band of young men pos-
sessed of so much, nobility of soul—so
much generosity—-so much delicate disin-
terestedness. Mr. Harris was visited dur-
ing his illness, and while at the Hospital,
by various Christian friends and clergymen,
among whom was the Rev. Mr. Wines, at
whose church his funeral was attended, and
who, at Mr. Hams' request, conducted the
services on that occasion. Mr. Wines had
felt his sympathies peculiarly drawn towards
this sufferer, and it-is, through his conversa-
tions with him, and the testimony which
he gives us, that we gather our most pre-
cious hopes of his eternal blessedness. The
refinement of his nature—his many fine and
manly qualities which won for him so many
friends—'the record of an unblemished life
—nor yet the lovely patience with which
he bore his long-sufferings, could avail him
nothing in the hour-of death. One Arm—
one Trust alone could support him, as the
waves of the co|d dark river came surging
over him. But we have reason to believe
that he was not without that precious t ru s t -
not without that Almighty Arm—to which
closely clinging he was led safely over the
swelling tide to thosefair, sweet fields which
lie beyond. If so—if as we fervently
hope—oh, what a change was death to
him! What an awaking from pain to
bliss—from weariness to rest!

- THOSE FEHSH EGGS.—The repeated re-
sponses to our cry for fresh eggs is very
gratifying. They came in promptly, and
were very welcome. Shall we have as
many more this month ? We . hope so.
We need them just as much.
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A WORD to HOUSE-KBKPERS.—Our Su-

perintendent suggests, and we think the
suggestion a most admirable one, that
every reader of the Review, at least every
house-keeper, should put up one can of
fruit for the Hospital. In laying in the
bountiful supply which notable house-keep-
ers like to do for their own families, how
very little extra labor or expense would it
be to put up just one can more for the
Hospital—and yet if each should do it,
how many a nice treat would thus be fur-
nished for our sick and invalids? Will
you do it, kind friends! Will you put up
this one extra can of fruit for our Hospi-
tal ? Of course you will!

Fourth of July.
Fourth of July was remembered at the

Hospital as usual. The inmates had a nice
dinner of lamb and green peas, &c, and a
bountiful feast of strawberries. Little Mon-
tie contributed seventy-five cents toward
the strawberries, for which he has our spe-
cial thanks. Mrs. H. L. Fish, who a year ago
gave our inmates a generous treat of ice-
cream, sent them at this time a quantity
of lemons for lemonade. These and vari-
ous other little kindnesses and remem-
brances helped to make the day pass
pleasantly.

Our Little Agents.
What has become of them ? We have

just been reading over the names—Linda,
and Maggie, and Mary, and Fanny, and
Ella, and Jennie, aljtd Carrie, and Benny,
and Sammy, and Li t>bie, and all the rest of
them. Bright littl list it is, or at least we
used to think so ! We used to call them
our " brave volunl lers," but where ar,e
they now ? Were ,i i,ey killed in the war,
or are they so wou ded and maimed, and
crippled by hard se vice for the " Review,"
that they cannot jet around to hunt up
new subscribers aiy more; or, are they
resting npon the lw xels they have already
won f It is so long since we have heard

from this band of little workers! Even
Linda no longer* sends her new subscriber
every month 1 î Tow we want a report from
this band of volunteers immediately, for it
ia the very last ^nonth in the year, and we
want to know ^ i a t you have been doing
for us, and what you will do. We can tell
you very easily What we would like to have
you do, and now is just the time to do it.
We want you, .|o take you)* lists and go
around with t |em to every subscriber
which you have procured for the "Review,"
and persuade them to' renew it, and then
we want you to see how-many new names
you can get for as. Will you do it i

Reception at the Hospital.
On Wednesday, the 12th of this month,

the ladies and trustee? of tbe Hospital gave
a reception at jhe building between the'
hours of four and six, P. M., to which the
members of tty Common Council and
other city officer^ editors and the donors
to the Wing wejp invited. The design of
the visit was tq give the friends of the
Hospital an opportunity to inspect the
building, and tf see for themselves how
its affairs were c inducted, and to what use
the funds entrusted to its charge were ex-
pended. The i ivestigation was, we be-
lieve, wholly SJ isfactory. A table was
spread by the la lies for the entertainment
of their guests, tand the affair passed off
pleasantly, Th^ Evening Express thus al-
ludes to the visit):

" The City Hdfepital was visited yester-
day afternoon b r Mayor Moore, in com-
pany with some )f the city officials and a
few Aldermen. ] verything connected with
the Hospital was found to be in the great-
est state of neati ess and order. The ven-
tilation of the bi lding is very carefully at-
tended to, and a jool Dreeze makes the air
refreshing, even l these terribly hot days.
The Hospital is I scorning more and more
the resort of thos s invalids who", while hav-
ing homes of th« r own, feel that in case
of a lone sicknes they can b,e better taken
care of, and rece re more careful nursing,
at this institutio than could be done at
their own residen es, without causing much
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trouble and inconvenience to the other
members of the family.

Mr. Van Zandt, who has charge of the
flospita], has long been known as one of
the most experienced and successful cater-
ers in this part of the country, having for
a long time been tile landlord of the " Uni-
ted States" at Avbn. Since he has been
connected with t ie City Hospital, he has
been most assiduous in his attention to the
wants of the sic* and, by his kind and
considerate carefulness, has shortened many
an hour of pain and misery."

Resolutions on thi Death of Geo.S.Harris.
The following notice and resolutions on

the death of Geo. S. Harris, we copy from
the Evening Express:

DEATH OF GEORGE S. HARRIS. — Geo.

S. Harris, who was respected and loved by
all who knew him, passed quietly from this
field of toil, to a peaceful rest, on Monday.
He had been snffef ing for a long time with
a pulmonary disease, which terminated a
life to which he had clung with a tenacity
truly wonderful. He was for several years
in the employ of1 the Rochester Savings
Bank as book-keeper and treasurer, and a{
the time of his withdrawal from business,
about a year ago, occupied the position of
cashier, and was nbted for his sterling in-
tegrity and good business habits.

Deceased was a son-in-law of W. W.
Shephard, Esq. His wife, a most estima-
ble lady, died abopt two years ago.

He died at the fcity Hospital, to which
place he had been removed on account of
the superior advantages afforded for treat-
ment, <fec.

He was a Kniglt Templar and a mem-
ber of the Alert Hose Company.

At a regular meeting of this Company
held July 2d, 1886, the following resolu-
tions were adopted :

Whereas, It has pleased the All Wise Provi-
dence to remove fron our midst our friend and
brother, George S. Httris.

Resolved, That wKle we bow in submission to
His decree, we wish jp express our sorrow at the
severance of the associations which endeared him
to ui, and will everi.cherish the memory of his
many excellent qualiies.

Resolved, That wo tender to his family, in this
their great affliction; 0ur heartfelt sympathy.

Resolved, That waextend an invitation to Mon-
roe Oommandery K.4T., Hamilton R. A. Chapter,
Youoadio Lodge of Free and Accepted, Masons,
the Board of Truiteef «f the Rochester Fire De-

partment, and the Officers and Trustees of the
Rochester Savings Bank, to unite with us in per-
forming the last sad rites to the memory of our
departed friend.

Resolved, That we wear the customary badge
of mourning for thirty days, and also that our
room be draped in accordance with the same.

GEO. B. HARRIS,
L. WAHD CLARK,
J. H. KELLY,

Committee.
He was buried with Masonic honors, on

Thursday afternoon, the funeral being from
the Hospital at 3 .o'clock, and the First
Presbyterian Church at Z\ o'clock.

From the Bochester Daily Democrat.

The City Hospital.
By special invitation, His Honor Mayor

Moore, some of the City officers, and a
delegation from the Board of Aldermen,
visited the City1 Hospital yesterday after-
noon. The party were conducted all over
the building, from the base to the attic, and
every ward and room submitted to their
thorough inspection. The ladies in charge
of the institution had prepared a most ex-
cellent collation, which, the tour of in-
spection ended, was partaken of by the
guests. The neatness and taste displayed
in the arrangement of the table, and the
variety and quality of the edibles provided
proved conclusively that the ladies not
only knew how to care for the sick, but
also understood the proverbial weakness of
aldermen and other public officers, and the
way to meet it. Mayor Moore made a few
remarks, expressing his satisfaction at hav-
ing visited the Hospital, and declaring that
in its general arrangement and management
it surpassed any institution of the kind he
had ever visited; Remarks were also made
by Mr. Erickson, Rev. Mr. Gilmore aud
Alderman Draper, after which the guests
took their departure, all highly pleased
with their visit, and the excellent manner
in which the affairs of the Hospital are
conducted.

The City Hospital commends itself to
the benevolence of the citizens of Roches-
ter. For neatness, order and kind care and
attention to patients, it is unsurpassed by
any institution of the kind. The building
is splendidly ventilated, and the comfort of
the sick considered in all its arrangements.
Besides the long wards, there are private
rooms for those patients who wish to re-
ceive treatment ua t oould be obtained in.
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no other place, with the same good nurs-
ing and excellent medical skill. Some of
the rooms have been very finely furnished
by different city churches, and all are in
admirable order, ready for use. A very
moderate charge is'made for treatment.
For the funds necessary to its support, the
Hospital depends entirely upon the pro-
ceeds derived from the treatment of pa-
tients, and the benevolence of the citizens
of Rochester. We are fully satisfied that
if any of our readers will take the trouble
to pay it a visit, they will be well repaid,
and find that the City Hospital is a credit
to the city, and should receive the support
of every good citizen. Besides the resi-
dent physician, the Hospital is visited daily
by some of the most eminent members of
the medical profession in our city. The
nurses are kind, skillful and attentive; and
the lady managers daily • visit the wards
and see that the wants of the patients are
properly cared for.

There are now about forty persons in
the Hospital. Since it was first opened,
808 persons have received treatment with-
in its walls, out of which large number but
twenty-five deaths have occurred.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FOE THE MONTH OP JbuE, 1866.

Mrs. William Hildreth, Canandaigua—Two Shirts
for sick soldiers—by Miss Wentwortb of Syra-
cuse.

Ladies' Aid Society of Victor—Nine very nice
Dressing Gowns—by Mrs. Dr. Ball.

Miss Amanda Green—Two Baking Tins and two
Dripping Pans.

Mrs. S. B. Raymond—Strawberries and cake for
an invalid.

George A. Watson—Brook Trout.
Dr. H. W. Dean—A large fresh Fish.
Mrs. Judge Gardiner—Three dozen Eggs.
Mrs. T. H. Bochester-T-Biscuits every Wednesday.
Mrs. Charles Stilwell—Guava Jelly, Oranges and

Custard.
Mrs. Lee—Basket of GtooseberrieB.
Mrs. Chas. Pond—Strawberries and Brook Trout.
A Manager—A dish of Spanish Cream.
Mrs. Montie Rochester—Two boxes of &uava

Jelly, Irish Moss and Wine Jelly.
A Manager—A box of Strawberries and Sand-

wiches.
A Manager—Lettuce, twice*
A Manager—A glass of Jelly.
A Manager—Lemons and Eflfes.
Mrs. Henry T. Rogers^OneJTozen Eggs.
Mrs. Gardiner—Two dozen « f g i
Miss Wentworth, Syracuse-r-A. box of Strawber-

ries and Oranges. i
A Manager—Two pounds If g ra t ed Crackers,

and Sandwiches.

Cash Donations and Receipts.
Little Montie, for Strawberries for 4th July, $ 0 T5
Received from Patients,.." •.. 45 00

Superintendent's Report for June.
1866. June 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 35

Received difring the month, 19—54
Discharged " ' " 17
Died 1—18

July 2. Remaining in Hospital,. . . ' . . . 36

From the German.

A Story fbr the* Litt le Folks.

The Poor Musician and His Mate.
I have often been story to hear people

say that there is no more kindness in the
world. Adam did fall, I know, but we
can't help that. 'Though there are a great
many bad things in the world, I also believe
that there is a great deal that is good.

Somehow a great crime seems to be spoken
of by everybody, while a good deed is usual-
ly unnoticed. I think, ̂ children, that when-
ever you hear of a good thing you ought
to tell i t Spread the good news far and
wide. It will do others good when they
hear it, and, if I mistake not, it will do.
you good, likewise. I am going to act on
that principle now, and I hope to do so in
some way or another as long as I live.

One beautiful summer day there was a
great festival, in the large park at Vienna.
This park is called by the people the Prat-
er. It is full of lovely trees, splendid
walks, and little rustic pleasure houses.
At the time of which I am speaking there
were people there, some young, and some
old, and many strangers, too. And all
those who were there enjoyed such a scene
as they had probably jever beheld before.
Be that as it may, the Prater was almost
covered with the Crowds of people.
Among the number were organ-grinders,
beggars, and girls who played on harps.
There stood an old fnusician. He had
once been a soldier, 4ut his pension was
not enough to live on. Still he didn't like
to beg; therefore, on this particular festi-
val day he took his vi lin, and played un-
der an old tree in tie park. Ho had a
good, faithful old d< g along with him,
which lay at his feet, ind held an old hat
in his mouth, so that j tissers by might cast
coins in it for the pool old man.
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On the day of the festival which I have
now mentioned, the dog sat before him,
with the old hat. Many people went by
and heard the old musician playing, but
they drdu't throw much in. I wonder the
people did not gire him more, for he was
truly a pitiable object. His face was cov-
ered with scars received in his-country's
battles, and he wore a long gray coat, such
as he had kept ever since he had been in
the army. He even had his old sword by
his side, and would not consent to walk
in the streets without carrying his trosty
friend with him. He had only three fin-
gers on his right hand, so he had to hold
the bow of his violin with these. A bul-
let had taken off the two others, and, al-
most at the - same time, a cannon ball had
taken off his left leg. The last money he
had had been spent? in buying new strings
for his violin, and he was now playing with
all bis strength, the old marches he had
learned so oftei when a boy, with his
father. He looked sad enough as he saw
the multitude pass by in their "strength
and youth and beauty, bat whenever they
laughed it was like a dagger to his soul,
for he knew thai on that,very evening he
would have to go to bed supperless, hun-
gry as he was, and lie on a straw conch in
a little garret room. His old dog was bet-
ter off, for he often found a bone here and
there to satisfy tie cravings of hunger. It
was late in the afternoon, hia hopes were
almost like the iun—they were both going
down together.* He placed his old violin
down by his qde, aad leaned against an
old tree. Theftears streamed down his
scarred cheeks.' He thought,that none of
that giddy crdwd saw him, bat he was
much mistaken! Not far off stood a gen-
tleman in fine clothes who had a kind
heart. He listened to the old musician,
and when he saw that no one gave him
anything, his hjsart was touched with sym-
pathy. He finally went to the dog, and
looking into lie hat saw only two little
copper coins ~ID it. He then said to the
old musician: .j* My good friend, yhy don't
you play longijr ?"
. *'Ob," replied the old man, .«my dear

sir,' I can not ;•• my, poor old arm is BO tired
that I cannot Jpold the bow; besides, I have
had no dinner, and have tittle prospect of
supper."

The old man wiped his facV with his
feeble hands.1 The kind'gentleman with
whom he talked resolvea to aid him as

best he could. He gave him a piece of
gold and said:

" I'll pay you if you will lend me your
violin for one hour.

" Oh !" said the musician, " this piece of
money.is worth more thaa half a dozen old
fiddles like mine."

" Never mind," said the gentleman ̂  " I
only want to hire it one hour."

" Very well, you can do what you will,"
said the owner.

The gentleman took the fiddle and bow
in his hands, and then said to the old man:

" Now, my mate, you take the money,
and I will play. I am quite sure people
will give us something."

Now, was not that a singular musical as-
sociation ? They had just become acquaint-
ed, and immediately entered into air ar-r

rangement to work together for the public.
The strange gentleman began to play. His
mate looked at him with great wonder; he
was so stirred that he could hardly believe
it was his old violin that such beautiful
sounds came from. Every note was like a
pearl. The first piece had not been' finish-
ed before the people observing the strange
sight, and hearing such wonderful music,
stopped a moment in curiosity. Every one
saw that the fine-looking gentleman was
playing for the poor man, but none knew
who he was. By and by the people began
to drop money into the hat, and the old
dog seemed delighted to receive so many
pieces of gold for his master. The circle
of hearers became larger and larger. Even
the coachmen of the splendid carriages
begged the people inside to stop, and hear
the music. ,Still the money increased.
Gold, silver and copper were thrown into
the hat, by old and young. The old dog
began to growl. What in the world could
be the matter? One gentleman, as he
dropped a large piece of money into the
hat, had struck him on the nose, and he
came very near letting the hat and money
fall. But it soon became so heavy he could
not hold it any longer.

"Empty your hat, old man," said the
people, " and we will, fill it again for you."
He pulled out an old handkerchief, and
wrapped the money in it, and put it in his
violin bag.

The stranger kept on playing, and the
people cried' out: M Bravo I braVo !" in
great joy. He played first one tune, and
then another—even children seemed car-

. ried away *ith rapture,, . At last he played
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that splendid song, " God bless the Em-
peror Francis!" All hats and caps flew off
their heads, for the people loved their Em-
peror. The song finally came to an end.
The hour was ended, and the musician
handed back the violin to the old man.

" Thank you," said he. " May God bless
you P' and he disappeared in the crowd.
" Who is he ? Who is he!" said the peo-
ple. " Where does he come from!"

A certain person sitting in one of the
coaches said: " I know him. It is Alex-
ander Boucher, the distinguished violinist.
It is jnst like him. He saw that the old
man needed help, and he determined to
help him in the best way he could."

The people then gave three cheers for
Boucher, and put more money in the old
man's hat. When he went home that even-
ing he was richer than he had ever been
before. When he went to his bed he fold-
ed his hands and prayed that God might
bless good Boucher, so that when he become
an old man he might have good friends.

Now, I believe that there were two hap-
py people that night in Vienna. Of course,
the poor old musician rejoiced now that
he was out of want; but of more value to
him than all his money was the consolation
that somebody had proved a friend to him.
For it does us all good to know that we
have friends, even though they are of no
farther advantage to us. There was an-
other who was happy, and that was the
good man Boucher. How uould he go to
bed that night without thanking God for
putting it into his heart to be kind to the
old, friendless, starving soldier.

Next to the benefit which our good
deeds confer, is that which they confer on
ourselves.

Now, children, this is a big world. Look
around you, and you will always find that
you can do something to make this world of
ours better, as well as yourselves happier.

Agents.
Miss MAGGIE CULBERTSOV, Eust Groveland.

" L. A. BoriLER,Peiry Centre.
" B. A. C. HATES, Rochester.
" MART W. DAVIS, •'

Mrs. C. F. SPEN.jEa,
" J. B. KNIFFEN, V'.clor
" PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.

Miss MART BROWN, I'erinton.
Mrs. S. W. HAMILTON, Fairport.
Miss ADA MIM.HR, "

" JULIA M'CHESKKT, Spencerport.
" LILLIAN .1. RENNET, Plielps, Ont. Co.

Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.

List of our Little Agents.
LINDA BRONSON, Rochestei,
MAGGIE HAMILTON, "
MART PERKINS, "
FANNT and ELLA COIBURN, Rochester.
FANNT POMEROT, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. HALL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HURD, Rochester,
OARRIE*NEFF, " :

H. F. VICKERT, "
BENNT WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SAMUEL B. WOOD, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, "
ELLA TAN ZANDT, Albany.
MART WATSON, Rochester.
JULIA A. DAVIS, "
NELLIE COLLINS, "

Hospital Notice.
Packages, including Provisions. Hospital Stores,

Ac, should be addressed to "The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue,%between Piospectand
Reynolds Streets." A list of the articles sent,
with the names of the donqrs, the date of for-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding. Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Ma thews.

NOW IS THE TIME fO PURCHASE
from our large Stock

LAWN SETTEES,
ARM AND SINGLE CHAIRS,

Iron Vases, <Sco.
NEW <b BEAUTIFUL PATTERNS,

lit JVo. /83 State Street, Bocfiester, JV. r.
June, 1866. tf.
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BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,
6/ Buffalo Street,

Smith's Arcade, KOCHESTEK, N.T.
DEALER IN

Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

For modicinal uses.

Particular attention given to Physicians' Prescriptions.

Floral Depot for Frvst & Go's Greenhouses.
Jane 15,1866.

A. S. MANN & CO.
37 and 39 State Street,

HATE received another large lot of NEW
SILKS, which they offer to purchasers at

GRSAT BARGAINS. The lot comprises BLACK,
BROWN, GREEN, BLUE, LAVENDER, and
every other desirable color. Also, a full assort-
ment of

BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,
at the lowest prices. April, 1866.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY
OF NEW YORK,

Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
AX 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.

The following are th0 Prices;

YOUNG HYSON,.. . $ 1, $1.10 and $1.25 per lb.
OOLONGS, 80c, 9d6. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS, 80c, 90e. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL, $1 and $1.25
UNCOLORKD JAPAN, best, $1.25
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 aud $1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE,... 20c, 3J|c. and 40c. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, pfice, and guarantee,
as to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which tlie Company sell
them in New York ; and eveh? pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is warranted to gfre entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned fend the money re-
funded. '

We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries.
of every description, and offer all articles in our
line so low as to make it a special Object for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to deatwith us.

The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.

MOORE & COLE,
April, 1866. ly II Buffalo Street.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.

M. M. MATTHEWS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street,
Where they will continue to deal in WATER
LTME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Mason's
goods. 6m* Rochester, N. Y., April, 1866.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

JjPRING DRY GOODS.
WE 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. S. MANN & CO.,

April, 1866. 37 and 39 State St.

CURRAN & COLER,
SUCCESSORS TO B. KINO A OO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Conrt House.

Rochester, M. Y.
BICHABD CrEEAN. April, '66-ly* G. W. GOLBR.

UNION ICEJ0MPANY.
ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private

FamilieB, Ac. by> week, month or year.

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

tg" Orders left at J. PALMER'S IOE CREAM SA-
LOON, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1866. K. L. THOMAS & CO

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GfiOCERS,
Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.

ROCHESTER, N . \ .
CHAS. F. SMITH. GILMAN H. PKHKINS,

[Established in 1886.]
Jan. 1865. tf

S. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions!
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 67 & 69 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Jan. 1866.
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LANE & PAINE,
Dealers in

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, 4c.

18 Buffalo St., Rochester, BF.Y.
ALFBKD 8. _ U i _ mch, 1606. \j CYBUS P. PAINE.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FKESH AND SALT' MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. IS, 1865.

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. 30l_, 186ft, as
the best machine in the world. > 8 0 . 0 0 0 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to alL They
hare no equal aaa Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have " fits." Does its work alike
each day. REASONS.

1.' Its simplicity and great range of work.
2. Its making war diflVent stitches, viz: the lock, knot,

double-kjct and double-toot. - . •
8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-

ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to rxtni the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly Mlf-sus-
Uining to the end of the seam.

4. The perfeot flnUh and sobatantial manner in which
the machine is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work done.

6. Its self-adjusting tension. . ,.
The " rLOBKNOE1' tflll sew from the finest IAWH to

the heaviest Pilot Clotq, without change of tendon or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing mackioe,
or family machine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
sertions which w« are peparod to substantiate ill every
particular. . . .

Believe not what the agi_ta or friends qf •therinachlnes
may any, but see the Florence before purchasing any other
and judge for yourself.

__»- All kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Press Making,
done to order, and all kiflBa of Ladle*' Garments ft_de to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by
competent operators.

( 3 _ - Silk, Needles and best Oil, for sale at this QfBoe.
e r " Booms over fi&Bt»te street, Rochester, Rpff.
A liberal discount made to.OwBe who buy to sell again.
For particular* address < • • • , •

Mov. 15,1866.
CHA8. 8PENCEE HALL, General Agt,

MEAT MARKET.
E. & A. WATTE,

Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,

SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. T.

Cub paid for Country Product. Game of all klndi In iu K U H .

GEOEGE McKAY,
FAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE $ ELY STREETS.

Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND "PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left a9 above, or at his residence, on Ely Si ,

will receive prompt attention.
Octl8fl5. _ _ _ _ _

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,
s_F___ffi_s, }»«-•*»•*•

CASH 0APITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

UDELL •& BREWSTER,
Agents for a laijfe number of the most reliable
Companies in the JJnited States.

Policies issued, bad all losses promptly fcdjus^-
ed-andpuid. *. t . , - J

H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BTIELL.
Rochester, Sept, 1865.-6m.

THE 0UX& RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOU^NG ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred- j*rda North of the New York
Central K E. Depot,

O n M i l l St., c o r n e r o f P l a t t ,
Srown's Race> Rochester, N. Y

5_g~The reput tion of this Dye House sinoe
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and busineis cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.

__T NO CONItECTION "WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABUSHlfENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright coloref Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colora; also, Ladies' and
Uentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out rippingt &-d fressed licaty.. Silks, Woolen
or Ootton Groods, fc' everydesctiptibn, dyed in all
colors, and tinishcl with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable ttrms.

Goods dyad hk_k ev«ry Thursday.
Allgpoc_jietvu»ed iu one week.
g_f" Goods received, and returae/i by Express.
BillicoUectpd hj Express Co.
Address ' D. ,LEARY, Cor,. Mill &.Platt sts.,

' Jin. 1865. Rochester, N.Y.
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