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Rar the Hospital Review.
Good Night

“Goodmght”—Ah me, and tbat ig all—
The Jow; hills echo back, “good night,”
And shadows creep agross the light,
. And an;lgnggs cames with * thoué Jand pall”

“ Good ‘night"-~some woice will answer Tae~~
Ilonlyldlllondaghm, ar
And stifie back this ache and pain—

“Bpoitk Yveldote; speak to me."

-3n vaih—I turn away, gnd his I know—
:He will not heed me though I cry

! .. My heary t6 breaking, dradp and die— -

1 Weighed down. with bitterness of. woe.

’ Tl 3 1.
Oh!_eoM grave give hiny back to me—

My ope shalk keep him safb from herm, .-

.+ My dvma shel) fold.him close and warm,
No tendérer Joye than mine gafybe!;. .
cautiot-colint hie @ein. bo-night— ..,
.- dully' feel this wild inrdst;
.My bird 18 gone from out: the nest,
And all i¢ dark Where once wan ightt;

-8omg ddy, thank God, I |ay my head,
Close to the pillow where he lies,

Wlll some one come, and call and ¢fy

“ Ggod night” to mé ?—then turn and sigh
alife is not'hfe, since shte is dead. n

i Mxd. B, MNxEn‘os

'L...)L' ‘

Inipértance of Cheerfulness.
Few parents realize as they should the

_1mportance of cheertul views of 1ifs exhib-

ited in their dmly walk and conversation.
No matter what pecuniary difficalties
hedgeé up your way, let your little ones see
a bnght exterior. It will be 4 pteciouns
memory as well 45 a helpful example When
they in their turn are battling With fife.
The tone of anxlety or despondemzy ‘often
renches the ear of childhood, csting an
um{xecessary shadow upoit their yoﬁng life,
Oh! will not grief come in due time for them,
That their frail dimpled shoulders inust be pressed
With batdens under whith the strong man groans?
Let childhieod be as God made i, gay, .

And fresh and bright and joyous. It will have
Its own deep childish gnefe they. are enough
Beware least thou o'ercast its glory wlth

Thy gloom, and so offend the * little ¢ ones,

What said the Holy One to such as these ?

He told them of the Kingdom, not of death,

And thoss pute lips that prayed in agony,

4 Father, if possible, let this cup pase

Frosh me, yet not my will but-thine be done,”
Breathed blessings oxly for the little ones.

If Qeithi enters the loiaehold; let there
be no stich gloom a¢ will make death seem
an ummitigated evil. Let thein see with

“the sense of loss a realizing sense of the.
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brighter and better home to which 'wé afe
looking forward.” We have all met with
those (Christians teo it may be,) who are
all their lifé in*bondage throngh fear of
death, . *Conld we trace "EQ' cause we shiufld
doubtless often find it in ~ -~ 7
“The ghoom in which Death spoke to them at first

Long years will not efface that memory.” A,
1

For the Hospltal l\ipvﬂew.
Comfort in God’s Word..

“Thou compassest m§ path, and my ly-
ing down, and art acquainted with il my
ways.” Psalm, 139: 8. God’s intimate
knowledge of all that concerns us, is here
plainly declared; on every side His eye
pierces—there is no avenue of thought,
feeling or desire, which He knows not—
no narrow passes by which we may hope
to elude His vigilance. Not onlyin our
waking hours, but when lying down, shut
out by darkness from every human eye—
He is with us and takes knowledge of us.
Oh, suffering and tried child of God, laid
perchance upon a bed of sickness or pain,
unto whom days of -weariness and sleepless
nights are appointed, remember for your
comfort that He is with you In His
word we are taught to consider affliction
a blessing, The sweetest support under
every possible calamity is that God has
promised to make all work for good. Oh,
may His all-pervading eye ever see in us
hearts inclined unso His testimonies, de-
sires and aims, centered in His will

In all the little things of life
Thyself, Lord, may I see;
In little and in great alike
Reveal thy love to me.
So shall my undivided life
To thee, my God, be given;
And all this earthly course below

Be one dear path to heaven. R.

Religion is not for death; but for. life,
It is a means of living aright, not of dying
aright. Godliness has the “ promise of the
life that now is, and of that which is to-

The os?ita% ‘I?wge;w

& ' Jor the Hospital Review.

~
“She Hath Done What She Could.”
Richer than the monatch’s crowp,
Nobler than the knight's renown, #*
Rarer than the laurel wreath j/, .
- Thet bidgs:aching broy beneath / -
“ Bet 'Pt(ligl t‘he"b‘oét‘b Yys, 7 &
‘Was the Master's earnest praise ;
He,—of all most wise and good,—
Said—* 8he bath-done-whet kbe codld1”

.. Such sweet praise, Oh! would'st fhou earn?
Trim thy lamp, and let it burn;
-Tho' its faint and feeble ray
Scarcé be seen in glare of day,
Yet when twilight shades draw near;
Brighter will the light appeat;; i 3 H |
And its trembling gleam may show , .
8ome poor sowl tha, Way $a g0 ; . , -

fad

i~

iyt

Other feet may hf{ghor dlimb
Rugged steps of deeds sublime;
Other hands the werk may do -
That to thee'is strange and new ;
Other.minds may grasp the thought
Still to thee with darkness franght;
Other voices ging the strain '
Which' thy lips attempt in vain.'

Be content:—if thou art sure
That thy labor will eirdure ;.
If thou dost thy very best,
" Thou canst leave with God the rest;
No stern Lord is He to ask
At thy hands;a hopelesa task ;
Thou canst earn*the guerdon good
Of *She hath done what she could!”
- Kate CAMERON.

TrousLes.—Some people are as carefil
of their tronbles as mothers are of their
babies; they cuddle them, and. rock them,
and hug them, and cry over them,and fly in-
to a passion with youif you try to take them
away from them. They want you to fret
with them, and to help them to ‘believe
that they ‘have been worse treated than
anybody else. If they eould they would

"have a pietire-of their grief in a gold
frame hung over the mantel shelf for every-
body to look at. And their griéf makes
them inordinately selfish—they think more
of their dear little grief in the basket and
in the cradle, than they do of all the world
besides; and they ssy you are hard heart-
ed if you say ‘“don’t fret.” “ Akl you
don’t understand me—you don't know'me

come,”

—you can’t enter into my: trials.”
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¥From the New York Observer.
Our New Minister’'s Wife.

The good people of the congregation of
X, are ?ooking with much irl:ti‘e‘;egst to the
expected marriage of their new minister to
a lady who is personally and by reputation,
almost entirely unkmown to ‘them. Ata
social gathering of many of the mothers
and daughters in Israel, in said eharch, I
found the all-absorbing subject of conver-
sation, was the character and gualifications
which the minister’s wife must and shall
possess. Impressed with the unressonable,
ness of much that. was said, I was led to
give to the company, my own vigws npon
the subject, which seemed so novel to some
present, that I am tempted, Mr. Editor.
with your permission, to give them to a’
larger audience. :

our minister is about to marry a wife;
I do not understand that this church is to
marry her, as I might be led to think from
some things said to-night. Now, I take it,
that if the minister is suited, wé have no
right to find fault.

“ Bat should not the minister's wife
make herself useful in the congregation”

Certainly, and so should you, and you
and you. Baut I do net understand the di~
vine ordinance of marriage to be different
in the tase of & minister from what it is
among the laity. The good Lord gave to
man a wife t0 be help meet for him, and
when your minister takes a wifc, he seeks
8 help meet for himaelf, and not alielp meet
Jor his congregation, If you .insist that
your minister's wife shall be a pastoress,
and shall ever bé ready to fill those stations
which your duties; good ladies, to your-
husbands, home and children, forbid you to
occnpy, she will be constrdined to overtask-
herself, or else fail in her home duties, and
as she becomes the wife of the:church, to
that extent must she cease to be'the min-
ister’s wife. She is to be your minister’s
help meet._

“But ought she not then to help him in
his labors for his pedple *

Yes, but how?' Does the lawyer's wife
assist liim in his office, or the physician’s
in his ‘practies? k

Your midfster's wife ehould help him in
his work. But—she is not to do his work,
she is to aid Aém to do it. Let her be his
sympathising companion, his dolace 'in
hours' of weariness, his ¢heer in discour-
agement, his light in despondency; ard |
when his nervous system is all 'nistrung

by the constant tax imposed by his labor
upon his mind, affpctions.and sympathies,
then let her soothe and divert and strength-
en and encourage. Let your minister’s
wife make for bim a home of comfort,and
of peace, and of affection, to which he will
ever return with gladness, and from which
he will always go forth strong and cheery,
with that peage and rest in his soul which
is the offspring of a wisely founded, firmly
rooted, and heartily returned conjugal af-
fection. '

Let your minister’s wife do this for her
busband, and she will do more for his peo-
ple, than though she united in herself ‘the
several offices of head directress of every

1 benevolent society, vice-superintendent in
“the Sunday school, leading'soprano in the
" choir, general referce in mattera of taste,
opinion or differences in the corgregation,
grand sympathiser in every one's sorrows
and disapPointments, and lieutenant ad-
viser in all cases of perplexity.

Q—What then are some of the prinei-
pal graces which should adorn a minister’s
wife? ,

Avs.—Piety, good sense, a cheerful tem-
per, and (not least) strang love to her hus-
band. ‘TiMoraY.

How to use Earthly Blessings,
“Being with my - friend in .a garden,”

says Mr. Flavel, “ we gathered éach of us a.

rose. He handled his tenderly; smelled

it -bat seldom and sparingly. I .always.

kept mine to my nose or squeeszed it in my
‘hand, whereby, in a very short time it Jost
"both its color and sweetness ; but his still
remained as sweet and fragraut as if. it had
been growing upon its own root. These
roses, said L, are the true emblems of the
best and -sweetest creature enjoyments in
the world,. which, being moderately and
caationsly used and enjoyed, may for a
long time yield sweetness to the possessor
of them4 but if once the affections seize
too greedily upon them, and squeeze them
too hard, they quickly. wither in gur hands,
and we loose the comfort of them; and
that either through the soul syrfeiting, up-
on them, or the Lovd’s-righteousness in the
just removal of them, because of the ex-
cess of our affection to them.”
B

% Ram, why don’t you talk to massa and
tell him'to lay up treasares in heaven 1"
% What de nse ob laying 'treasures dar,
whar he neber ses um again "
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Little Feet. cused him of .having. tolen them. The
There’s a musioal sound, traveler swore he had pot:seen the treasure ;
T hoat it low aixd eefy, but the Arab fell upon him; and during

‘Following me areund;
Is't the rain ot the paune,
Or dropping on the groumd,” '
That I hear low and near?
Ah, no—far, fat more sweet
Hére and there, on the’stair
Comes the sound of little feet;
"Mid the gloom of my room
Cheerily my ear they greet. ,
Bonnie Annie! sweet and canny! '
Peeping in with sunny face, Co
Opes the door, Wi}lks the floor
In ber most unconscious grace,
While her feet, music sweet,
Echoing send t.b;oughodt., the place.
£ s o * x »
So her: footsteps ence did fall
‘Patter, patter with sweet clatter ~
Through the house and through: the hall;.
Till one day, she went away ,
To be laid beneath the sod: .. (Y
But her feet made music sweet
Up'the shining way to God. -
An Arabian Legend.

The Arabshave a legend among them in
which 1t'is tofd that Moses rdceived from
the' Lord, on' Mount Sinai, a revelation of
the mysteries of his Providende. . The great
Jewish lawgiver was complaining (5o runs
the statement) of the impnnity with which
men eommit sin, of .the success of. the
wicked in this world, and the afliotien laid

n the just.

“The Lord then took him to a4 mountain, -

from the -top of which he beleld the vast

plains of the deserts stretched 4t his feet. .

On an oasis slept a'young Arsb. - Suddeuly
he awake; jumped on' his horse, and soon
appéated as a mere speck-on the horigon,

léaving behind him a bag of i pearls, which -
h'e had forgotten in his haste. Amother’
Arab now reached the oasis, saw the bag of -

peatls, took it, and disappeared- in .the«bp-
posite diredtion. « - O !

Boon’ aftét, an aged-‘traveler; leaning on'

his étaff, came with siow and feeble stéps
to:seek rest under the branches of the treee.
He threw himeelf upon the ground, ard
soon fell asleep. But searcely were his
eyes clesed, when he was rudely awakeged.

The young Arab had refurned; and demand- |

ed his pearls. - The old man replied, hehad
not taken them, The other, furious, ac-

the " Bght that ensued, drew his-swold,
btitled it in the 6ld mun’s breast, and he
fell déad on the turf, -
« O Liotd:! is this just?” exclaimed Moses.
“Be silent!” sald the Lord, “Look at
this -man, whose blood is now lost in the
sand of the desert. Soie yeats ago, ‘in
this same spot, and secietly; he mordered
the father of the young Afab who has just
taken his lifé. © His orine was hid from
man; bat T.am the' Avenger.”
Lo lanee X ¥

'The Corifessor of Allahabad.

In the IiMiah revalt, the. Sepays at Alla-
habad rose upon. thejr. officers, and, slew
them. An ensign, sixteen years of -age,
was left for dead. amoyg. the rest; bat in
the night hie escaped to appotioutside the

, city: - . Hare the water: of 8 stream was
his only suppoit of life for four days and
nights, Adthough severely .wounded he
climbed into a tree for protection. from
wild beasts. 'Who ‘can. tell what were the
thoughts and feelings,and prayers of this
poor youth during these long hours of pain
and perill Onithe fifth:day he was dis-
covered, and dragged.into the city to hayg.

‘the little. of life  left im him destrayed, .
There he foard a native Christian, formerly
a!. Mohaiimedan, whom:the Sepoys were
trying by torment, to .compel to deny
Christ.. The firmness of the man was ready
to give way, when the young ensign brave-
iy eried out: “O miy friend’}.come ,what
mayy do not deny the.Lord Jesys.”> Jus,
at, this. moment the. sudden alarm of an
attack by the English cansed the immedi-
ate- flight . of; the* murderers. .. The native
Christian’s Jife wasspared, Hg.turnéd.ta-
bless ' the'- youth whoge, faith had. given
strength . -to. his failing :heart, But the
-martyr had sunk uader his sufferings—he.
was dead. g .

A Whdsqovershall confess me before man,”

;says our Lord Jesus Christ, -‘,‘.l_liny‘wjll.,l

‘| -coifess also: before my. Father. which istin

‘heaven. But whosoever ahall deny me be-
fore men, him will I also deny before. my
Father which in-in heaven.” (Mathew 19:
32 33-') L I [ VR
+Few 'in these days are.called, af; the peril
of their, lives, $0 such a.trial of thein faith.
Yet all may deay Chriet in their principles
arid- copducts... Readery * come what.may,’’
held fast the. truth, Believe .in Chyist, ip
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the Divinity of His person, His hamiliation
in our wmature, Hin works af mency, His
taachings of tryth, aud, His crneifixion s
the atonement, for sjn ;, receiye these trnths
into your heart, and show their idftuence in
a holy life ; and thus will you confess Christ
before men. '

e
. The Death of Infants,
-Those whe have nevey lost g child, are
moable to understand how, grept a vpid the
death of one Jittle ong can make. There
is, we think, nothing on earth that can east
'so L(;Fg&;}nd wgl'ie‘and “black a shadow as a
small coffin. It {s emphati the shadow
-of desth whieh freezes 'th:“:ggqnts’ heapt.
Bmall as is an infavt’s tomb, i} sometimes
is capacious enough ta hold all the bright-
est hopes and dearest joys of a whole faih-
fly citele. The little ohild is' often the
bryight foens where all the rays of gladness
i;l: a honse;mlddcenter, audhfrom‘hwhich
.they are reflecte in over hap earts,
am{ when thisg c:ﬁ:ral Tight Py;clips,ed,
at darkness falls upon all. How many
must theve be in heaven, gathersd up from
all climes, even from heathen sheres, who
-hgve died a0 young as to retajn no memory
of earth, and to whom that world of glor
seems as -their native land; whose sonls
were washed and regenerated so ‘enrly that
no stain of this world was ever visible
upon the goul, . N
atéver wound of sim there may have
been, -has healed withont a scan . Their
.gxery thought has been moulded hy. the
spciety and scenery of heaven; and they
stand continually before the face of the
Father. In a large gense we may say--
¢ Of such is the kingdom of heaven.’”

“ Suppose some great bemefactor fo be
willing to receive the petitions of thgse
who are in want; the petitianers come to
a side door and find written over—* No ad-

“mittance but at the front door” A man
stands there and qentinues to knook, will
be be admitted? No, ha must go tq the
front door, Amnd there is a great door by
which alone sipners can come to God.
Jesus is the .door, and it is written over—
¢Knock and it shall be opened.’ No man
eometh unto the Father but by Him.”

7 h f

When we try ‘to gather up the frag-
ments’ of usefulrfesq, \ge cannor tell l:;%v
much good may spring from the least
thing we do.” '

“ Those who are eareful to avoid effend-
dng others, are not apt to take offenge
.jhemselves.”

_ Ble Bospitsl Beview,

‘HOCOHEBTER, X.Y.; SEPTEMBER 15, 1866.

“The Sick and Suffering.”

"It is to these that our little papervis now
avowedly devoted. No longer, as upon
its organization, éspecia]ly to. the soldiers,
whom it has been our chijef delight to care
‘for, but to all thé sick and suffering. With

the August number, the first of our new

volume, we chatged the heading, as our
readers may have nott¢ted—and in the place
of the soldier, we have written as the ob-
joct of our:interest, “the sick apd suffar-
ing.” This :by no means exeludes the
soldier, but it embraces more fully and en-
tirely ail the sick and 'suffering. It is our
wish and our purpose to veceive wwgmes-
1#losing, all of this elass who may come to
us, We have our spacious and besutifally
furnished apartments where private pitients

‘may raceive care and emjok advantages im-
~'possible in many homes j-and we havs our

commodious and pleasant wards, where the

poorest and lowlieat: may ocome freely and
1be’ provided with every comfort; .¢The
sick and suffering ” There ia a holy sig-
nificance in these words! There is mno
power which umites all hearts in the umi-
verse 8o closely in one, as this common

.bond of suffering, Joy hasno tie so fen-
.der, so all-embracing,. It is this-—touching

the finest sympathies of which our natures

are capabld, and moved by Christiauity,
which has filled our land with institutions
of bepevolence — while the myriad of

church-spires ilifted everywhere, tell of a
. Divine compassion .and pity for human

woss—and of aland where there is no more
_sickness, nor-sorrow, nor sighing—a land
of rest—to the wedry, oh how aweat!
“To the sick and sufforing" our Hospital
and Review are dovoted. This-is our work.
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O then, can you refuse us your symipathy
and your aid ¥ Think now, as you return
from your summer wanderings, and recrea-
tions, and as "you b&gin to make arrange-
ments for the comfort and fhe enjoyment
of your own households for the winter,
drawing near—think of the sick and suffer-
ing! They will be many this winter—for
the high, prices and scareity of provisions,
will press heavily and crushmgly on the
poor. Think of them day by day, as you
lay by your stores for the dreary days that
are coming ! Think now, we beseech you,
and let the words be engraved upon your
hearts, of “the sick and suffering”!

.
A Visit to Brockport.

We have had many things to encourage
us the past monmth, jn our work for the
Review, but nothing which has brought us
80 warm a gleam of -hope aud sunshine, as
the following visit to6 Broeckport: Two
young ladies of this city, and warm friends
of our Hospital—animated with zeal for
our paper, made a little trip one.day to
Brockport, to see what they could do for
us. The result exceeded even all their
brightest expectations. They returned with
a most glowing account of their visit.
They bad been. everywhere so kindly, so
gordially welcomed, and they ptocured for
us, although their stay was so very brief,

- twenty-five.new swbscribers !  Nor was this
all The kind friend. at whose zesidence
they were s0 eharmingly entertained, and
who escorted and aided them so heartily
in their enterprise, has consented to become
an agent. Thus, not only has our list of
subscribers roceived a material addition by
this day’s effort of our. young:friends, but
they hed the satisfaction of ledving behind
them, what we know so wall how to appre-
ciate—one who we:have reason to believe,
will prove an' earnest, efficient and perma-

.ment worker, Wa think our two young
friends may congratulate themselves upon

. having done at least one good day’s work
in their livesy' and we doubt if they have

had many days that they will recall with
purer pleasure. Their impressions of the
pretty village of Brockport, and of its so-
ciety, are all most delightfal—and their
enjoyment of everything was helgbtened
even more than they realized, by the
noble impulse which had led them hither.
Are there not two other ‘young ladies in
this goodly city who, stimulated by this
example, would like to go on a similar

_ission, to' some of our adjoining town,
. where ‘they may. have acquaintances? A

littlo: trip into the country, these golden
autumn days, could hardly fail to be pleas-
ant. It is something to see our orchards
now in the glory of harvest-time. Reader,
would not you like to go some day? If
you do, yoa must not on any account, for-
get those twenty-five new subscribers, nor
come back without them. Brockport is a
nice place—a very nice place, we are sure
of it; but we do not believe it is the ouly
place where new subscribers can be gather-
ed. Kind hearts and generous souls are
evetywhere. Try, and see if you do not
find it so!

“Fruit, Eggs and Vegetables.”
Our suggestions last month about these
articles, met with several very: kind res-

‘ponsqs,':as will be seen from our list of Do-

nations, for all of which we are very thank-
ful.” Our great regret however, is that
these responses are so few. Rochester is so
peculiarly a fruit-growing, vegetable-grow-
ing vicinity, that our list of Donations for
this month is in no wise as long as it onght
to.be. Indeed, its exceeding brevity, (al-
low us, dear reader, tospeak plainly,) ought,
as it reaches yoar efes this month, to re-
proach every one of you whose name is not
upon this list. There is hardly any one in
these days of plenty, but who might send
us a Tittle frait, or a fow vegetables. Is this
not sof O, let us sec next month, a list
worthy of your better natures—worthy of
Rochester and its vicinity—worthy of gla-
rious October !
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From our Little Agents.

‘We still continue to hear from our little
agents. Mary Watson has sent us two
letters since our last issue, enclosing in xll
five doHars—a. part of which is frora new
subscribers she has obtained, and the re-
mainder, the renewal of old ones. Mary
has been very faithful with her list, and is
deserving of many thanks. We have
been thinking of some other little names
upon our list, from whom we have not
heard as yet—bat we will hope that they
are all buay at work for us, and that we
shall hear from them soon.. What is Ben-
nie about! Not a word from him yet.—
He has recently moved away from his old
home, and perhaps finds it difficult to see
all whose names are upan his list. But;
Beany, why not get up a new list where
you arei Will you try?

About that “One Can of Fruit.”

Several, we are gratified to see, have al-
ready shown their readiness to respond to
the hint from our Superintendest, about
that “ One Can of Frait.” The cans keep
eoming in—and let them come, we say}
Do not forget about it now; when peaches
and {omatoes are just in their prime ; and
very soon the grapes, quinces, &e. &c,
will be. = 8eal up this one can, and write
upon it as you label your fruit—* For the
sick and suffering of the Rochester City
Hosplta] " You will not regret it—a bless,
ing will follow this little act. See if you do
not find it so!

List of Donations to the Hospital,
. Faox -Ave. 15th, TO Szp:, 15th 1866,

l(rl. Ghal. Stilwell—3 Logves, Hompvmade Bread,”

Cherriey, 1 botfle Blmk Cummt; Cor-
cha!, & quantit; ;Bﬁby othing.
Miss Porter, Mrs. Hallowell and Mrs.: Rochester
—~Delicacios for Miss Halsted,
Mrs. Amen B 1 basket Toma
Mrg N. T. Rocheﬂter—l basket Peaches.
Mrs. ‘Elfas H. Davis, of Homellsville—Spring
Chickens and Tomatoes.
Aa unknown Friend«~Basket of Eggs.
Iittlo Montie—1] b;:ﬁs%uasheu
rs,. Danforth—1 t Pears.
lln Mumford—1 Jar Pickles.
Mrs.'A. H, Oottbut, of Riga—1 basket Squashes,

Cash Reoeipts for August, 1866.
Received from Patients, . . ....$167 26

Receipts for the Hospital Beview,
FroM AvG. 16th To SEPT. 15th.

Mrs. George Brown, Mrs. E. F. Hyde—By

. Jennie Hurd and Mary Lane, ......... $1

Mrs. D. M. Dewey, Mrs, David Hoyt, Mrs.
George Sheton—By Miss Shelton,.....

Mrs, Fort Benway, Mrs. Isaac Benway,

Groveland—By Miss Maggie Culbertson, 1 00
Willie Ellwanger, Miss Dagg, Mrs. Barry,
Mrs. Angle, Mre. Sproat, Miss Anna
' King, Miss Cora Hoyt, Mrs. Fred. Zim-
mer, Mrs. J, Stewart, Mr. J. NcGraw—
By Mary Watgop, ..occaevea®.en 5 00
Mrs. G. H. Ellig, Geneva, 2 eanz Mrs.
L. H. Strong, Scottsville; Smrr,
Alvah Rice, Mrs. Shermn for Hra. Ford,
Mrs. Woodard—By Mrs, Mathews,..... 3 50
Mra. John Howe, Miss Lottie Wright, Lew-
lston. Frederick Palmer, Brockport H.
Southworth, George Palmer—By Miss O.
A. Brackett, «...urseeresencns vesress 350
Mrs. J. F. Lovecral’t, (2 yem)-—By Mrs,
Perking, ....ooonvvinsenivnanaseanes 100
Mr. Greenweod, (2. coples)—By Mrs N.T.
" Rochester, ceeeceecosecanranvonsnans 100
Mrs. James Brackett, (2 years), Mra. Jacob
Howe—By Miss Mathews,............ 150
Mrs. Roderick, Montdella Shumway, Pem-
broke—By Mrs, Roderick, ...seecc0aee 1 00
Superintendent’s Report for August.
1866 Aug. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 46
Receweddurmg the mouth, 20
irths 1—67
stchar " “ 24
Dedths ged “ “ 226
Sept. 3. Remaining in Hospitel,...... 41
w‘ -
Died, o

. At the Rochester City Hospital, Angust 18th,
Nettie, daughter of Mrs. Elis Carlton, of Toron-
to, Canada, aged 3 months.

Saturday, September 1st, infant daughter of J.
E. Gardner, of Chicago.

List of our Little Agents.

~NDA BRONSON, Rochesoe:,
g:)u PERKINS,
RIE MONTGOMERY, *
Fanyy and Evna Cousury, Rochester
Fanxy PoMeRroY, Pittafleld; Mass.
. Hary, Henrietta,
Nm HugD, Rochester,
nv LANE, .
Besxy WB!GH’!‘. East Kendall.
BamveL B. Woob, Rochester.
Liss1e RENTREW, u
w4 VaN Zaxpr, Albany.
ARY WaTsoN, Rochester.
JuLia A. Davis, “
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The Hosphiah. Review.

@hildren’s Depariment.

The Little Toy Maker.

On g warm day in June, & widow was
seen drawing a wooden cart over a coin-
mon. In the cart was a boy, whose head
lay on a clean white pillaw. His long hair
spread over his forehoad and curled on his
pale cheeks. There was in his face the Jook
of days of pain and sorrow.

For more than an hour the wooden cart
rolled along the path, and the poor-boy
looked round on all the pleasant things to
be seen on that fine day. The flowers and
birds, the blue sky and green fields were all
objects of -joy to him.

“ Who'can that little boy be? Where
does he live? And who is &at poor wid-
ow who is drawing him in the eart!”

So thought a lady as she saw them that
bright day in June. i

“Pardon me,” she said to the widow;
“1 bave been- looking at youx dear boy.
His pale, but happy face has quite won my
heart.” "

“Thank you,” replied the’widow, my
Jamie is a cripple, and cannot run about
and play like othex boys of bis yeass; But
he is quite happy when ¥ draw him cut in
the morning, before I go to my daily work.”
" “Bnt you look tired; you must rest
under this tree, and then you can tell me
about him. How old is he?”

“ About ten.”

. “Was he always a cripple,” asked the
lady. -

“Oh, no, he was as fine a baby as evera
fond mother had," said the mother; and a
tear stood in her eye, “bnt when he was
six months old his young sister let him fall
from her arms one day, while I was away
at work. He was very much hurt, and
was ill for many months; but as I was so

oor I could not do all I wished for kim, a
ﬂind doctor watched over him, and tried
to make him well though he knew I had
no money to- pay him for all be did, I
had to go each day to work for a family
who lived a good way from home and
overy morning, day by day, and week after
week I kissed his little face, thinking never
more to see him alive. But God was good
and spared him to comfort his mother.”

“ But he must be a great care to you
with all the other trials you have in life,”
said the lady.

“Ols: no, he in this’ greatest blogsing I
have on earth. _To be sure God did, not
see fit to make him strong and welf, for his
g’jﬂe is' véry much injured by that fall.

t-evety motning before I leave home, I
plrca-everythingiwhiol he will Beed on the
little ;$able by a chair, This stands pear
the, window, and that part of our little
room is always known as Jamie’s corner.

“ When I and my daughter go home 3t
night,” continued the mother, *tired with
the labors ‘of the day, I always see his
swees ple face at the window ; he watches
for.pur retyrn, When he sees me, his face
lights up with what some folks would call a
sweet smile.’ 1 forget my weary state in a
prayer of  giatitiite'to- Him who' gave me
such a comforsin! my life of tronblé, and
bumbly. ask God .that-he will long, spare
me this blessipg, I rise an honr. earlier, i
order to enmjgy this morning walk]wmﬁ
him, and my' Rappiness is all crowded into
the brief time T spénd with him.- |

“But I should think Jamie would be
very lotiely while you are away.”

“Thaf s what 1 often feared; but he tells
me that though'h@ wisses us sadly, he is
pever lonely.  Jamie, dear, tell this lady
how yoti amuse yourself when I have gong

' to work,” said she, turning to the boy.

 He had been léoking about him, 'and so
oocapied with his own thoughta that our
gonversation had passed nmobserved by
g"“ He now laoked mp into ber fage—
e repeated what she said before,
“Olno, I am not lonely,” he rephed.
“J am’ busy:all the day working on my
toys, ot, when I get tired, in veading:Lw
cy's Sahbath Scheol books. The boys
from .the pext house often come in on
Wednésday and Saturday afternoons and
read to me. I like for them to come and
sit with me, for then I can work and leam,
too.”
“ But don’t you e.ver_\v.i?l‘w’ that . you
¢ould go to school with them ;
“¥ am very happy as I'am. I think God
is good to me, and I thapk him for giving
me such a kind mother and deay sister.—
Why, I have just the pretticst rose tree jw
my window that you: ever saw. Akhost
every month it brings me a blossom. The
first one in the year] give to mother, the,
next to Lucy. I never keep one on the
stem to wither for all my friends love Ja-

' mie’s roses, as they call them, and 'tis all T

have to give to those I love.” A kind lady
gave me the bysh, and told me to'Jearn a
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hylim for eaghﬂbbsmmmen If you will 5

come to-morrow ous all have blossom
“Thank a.mlel 1 wou like ver
much to visit you and yOur rose bus'h, ap
wilt try to call.”
As 1t was'now time for Mrs, M

ing, thankmg her for her kindness.

away.

About ten o’cleck the next morning, the
lady went into thé slley where lived Mrs,
M Bhe wondered whieh of the many
mlserable houses hews could be, ' but ‘she
soon saw little Jamuu fme at ‘the 'open
window.

As she pmed, xnto the room: w:here he
sat, he expressed much joy at seeing her.
Before leaving, his thbugh{m}‘ widther had
placed a ehair for the’ lady> quite! near hish
and his litdle table. . Onr the table lay a bilile
and' hymn book, together with afew Little
story books. The blooming rose was one
of the sweetest kind, and perfumed the
whole room, as it stiead near the window.

The vieitor‘pmised it as ite" benuty war-
ranted, and' begging he woutd not. remove
its only blossonr’ fow hez, pmhnsed' ‘to call

f

Thd table was strewn thh bits of 'wood;
while many pretiy little images. and .toys;
carved by his knife, were ranged :im order
next the wall.

In this way this poor: cr;pplpd &‘bllji sRpr
ported his feeble life, and_pravided; many
alitgle comfort for his loving mother..

“ Do you never get weary of life, James "

“ Bowmetimes-I get very tired, for I am
never frae from pais ;- and . often fox whole
days I cannot get from my bed into this

leasant fittle ¢orner, My back: 'Thé 80,
gut I lay stil}, and try to’ think about Jo-
sus, and of the time’ wheu ¥ shall' wever
more get tired with pain.”

“ Do you feel afraid to die " : :

“ It don’t seem as though there was:any
such thing as (mg for me, for when I go
1o heaven I shall just beginto live. Ishsll
not be a cripple there, but shall walk up
and down those shining streets which my
Bible tells me about, with mother and gister
Lucy. No ona will kpow ‘I was the ljttle
cnpple who always had to ride on his Jittle
cart-wherever. be went.”

“8hall you not feel soyry. to leave youl
mother, and die alone !—for we all haye to

o alone thro’ death we cannot ugke our
aved ones with us,”

togo ‘

to ber home, she bade the lady good morn- '

Jamie '
gave her a smifle and the little ear rofléd

¢ {“The Savieur will take care of me till
she ¢omes; Mother tnght me this niee
text: *Yén, though 1 walk threugh the val-
iy of the shadow of dehth I will fear no

.avil; for thou art with me thy tred and
“thy staff they -comfort ‘me.’
-Precious Paviowr to e wew ; much more
must 1 love him in heaven.”

He' secems a

The'lady looked at, the child in ahton-
ishtent. “You- seem n a ve h
frame of mind,’ my dgar boy’; Kwe
always felt thns

“No, I used to be afrald to die until T
heard what C rist did tq give me a bhome

| in.heaven, and what 3 happy plaee it is—

I know he loves eyen me—a poor little
crxpPle be—apd if T believe in him will
forgive me my 'sins.  Sometimes when X
?:pl all alone, T try 10 keep thinking of
hrist. “He, knqu that Ilove him,” he

added, “for when I am alone I often pray
to him, pnd tell him how dear be is to my
soul; and I pray for ever body I know,
that he will give them all, s,zhappy home in
heaven,”

 “Well, J{mue 1 am glad to find you.so
bappy,” said.the lady. “Life i nncertain,
sud we onght 50 3p. th, that ene da we
may be, prepared. toi hesr the vo opr
Heaven)y - Father cslling us to. hls arms,
As we. knaw. not- when. the hoar cometh,
we..eught-to he; skways propared to leave
these earthly scenes and ¢nter wpon & hetg-
ter. otal Y/

~«T don’ts. bhmk I shall live- long. Eve
morning: when mother . goes away, I wato
her til} she thrmsithe. ‘corner; for | tlunk pmv
haps I shall ‘never see hew " Pear

mother!. I.don’t: tell her these. thoughts,
for-1' know shey iwill only treuble her, and
as long as T amihere I will try to be her

gunshine, as bhe often calls me.”

- #Phat's tight, Fami® next to God, love
that motlier who'so tende'r!y cares for you.
But T have made a long call; I must go
now, though 2 will try - to come again.
Good bye.” -

* A few weeks passed and the lady was
told that Jamie had become tuch worde,
She hurried to gee snd comfort him. Theére
was no’ leasant face at the window as she
passed p the court. ~AN'was still.”

. She went m,,t.q find the almost distract-
od mother we epmg ovex the dead body of
her san. Ther he lay, with ‘hig white Fage
oaJm in deaﬁh The little handa so busy

| with'toy work during her last visit, Wero
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calmly laid by his side. He was now, as
he had so Jong wished to be—at rest.
Some unfinished toys lay abont the room
—his chair stood in its usual place~—the
rose bush, with a bright new -blossem,
stood where she last-saw it. She gook the

blossom, and kissing it, laid it upon his lif- .

tle shroud.

How ocheerless now, she thonght, will

seem this abode to the mother. How gften,
as she returns from daily toil, wil{ she shut
her eyes, and recall the Ltje face she used
to see at the window. . T
"When the lady called td mind what a
cheerful, hapsy, loving spirt that afflicted
boy displayed ; when his mother told 'kier
how, for years, he had rendered all happy
around him by his incomplainitg natare,
causing all to forget their sorro¥Ws, by the
messages of peace which he,réggﬁt,éd froln
his loved book,” the Bible-—she.
think how many little boys arid girls, who
had everything that heart could wish, did
not lové the Saviour, or do anything to ad-
vance his blesséd cause. : e
Thiuk, little reader, are you well aid
strong? If 8o, what do you do for Jesus
who died for you on the cross, and shed
his pregious blood to take your sius awsf.
He mifht have made you like! erippled
Jamie. See how.much you have to be

thankful for. Then -givé -yout: heatt to .
Jesus, and try to de something 'to premote -

ol et

his glory on edrth. - - .
Perhaps you will say, “ Why, what can

the poor, and show them' yon' loveithem
just as well as the rich.. Kind words and
bright smiles are worth much te thein, and
cost you.nothing. I you know! a.little
child who has ‘not heard ;mixch of..Jesus;
tell his sweet stiory, and take that child te
the Sabbath School,where kind teacherswill
tell more about him, Strive to do good,
and tryly believing in Jesus, he will be's
kind friend to you when all earthly friends
shall fail.—Child’s Companion.. ., ...

Tue Brave DpumMMER BQY-,—-Amq‘n all
the letters that came home from the, East,
during the Crimean war, one of the most af-
fecting was tbaﬁ of a little drummer-boy to
his mother. ~ Alter deseribing the. hard-
ships of that memorable winter, the cold

and biting and pitiless’ wind, tliéjh'iik or

and nakedness, which the army endiied,
he concluded the letter with’ tgf*‘sim e
and touching words, “ But, mother, t's
our duty, and for our duty weé will die

grieved to

w4 A'Nursery Song.
Ab I walked over the hills opé day,

L S RS2 (AR MR T o
J Tiste eg_!,,amiI he%rd gmo}éhe;-shqqp say,,

[IN 13 AR

%/In a1l the green wortd thers is nothing 80 sweet,
As my littlo lamupje, with his pimble feef,
vy With i eye s bright, .,
o .1, And'his wool so. white; iy
O, he ismy deyling, my heart's defight. ,
The robin, he
i -..Thal giogs in the tyee,. b
Denriy may dote, on his.darlings four, 1, , . [c:
But I lave my own litle lambkin more.” i/
4And the mathefviheep and her.little one,
Side by dide, lay dewn in the sum, ;. «:
And they went to sleep on the hill-side warm, .
While mjy little dammle Liés here on my:drm.
R IS R L R T P :
E.went ta the Kitchen, apd what did 1 see
But the old.gray cat and-ber kittens three?
I'Heard hef whisperingsoft : - Baid she, - ! 1
“ My, kitbens, (with tails' all so cimningly curled,
Are the prettiest things that can be-itr the world.
The bird in the tfes, - ' )
... And thé old ewe, she :
May lovg their.babies excoeedingly, . .t
. ; But Lldvie:my kittena there, e
~Unden the gocking-ahdin. . .
I love my kittens with all my might: o
I lovethient Ht morning, and noowand night; i
Which is’'the prettiest, T cannot tell<
" Whieh ofithe thres, i -
For the life of me—
I love' them alt i3 well:

1 [

)
ooy

PR ANEAR

T-do for Jesus?”" You can-speak kindly to | Now Tt take up iy kitties—the kitties T love—

And we'll lie' down togbther' bensath' the' wabm.
" stove." C o o
Let the kittios Sieep tndot the stove g0 warm,
While 'miy li‘ttle"'darl'ing sleeps here on my'arm. -
O AT o e '
I went, to, the,barn, nd I saw the old hep,;.
Go clpeking gbawt: with her chickens.ten,
She wlucked and she: seratehed, aud’ahé. bristled
away, e g i '
And what do you think I heard her say ?
I heard her say, ‘“The sun never did shine. -
On anything Hite to these chickens of mine:
You may hwnt the full Thoen, and thé stars if yeu
please]
But ybu hevet will find such’ ten 'chitkens as
""-_t‘hése." Plaan o . i '
Tho dat Toves her kittens, the ewe loves her-lamb]
Bltt they de'not ‘know what a proud mother I am s
For lambs nor for kittend,' T Won™ part with thess,
Phiowgh the shisbp.and the cat should go down on
thir knees, ' ' e
No! ne! fot though *
The kittens could crow,

.

i
b
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Or the lammie on two yellow legn poyid go.  ;
My desr downy darlinga) my sweet little things!
Oome, nestle now, codily under my wings.” '

So the hen =id, '

And the chrickens all sged
-Ag fast a8 they could, to their nicé.feather bed.
And there let them sleep, in their féathers so

warm,

‘While my little ehick nestles here on my arm,

The Precious Little Plant.

Two little ‘girls, Bridget and Walburga,
went to the neighboring fown, each carry-
mf on her head'a heavy basket of fruit to
sell for money enough té ‘bay‘the famil
“dimmer.’ Bridget miurmured and fretted all
the way, but Walburga only joked ‘and
laughed. At last Bridget got out of all
patience, and said vexedly: “How can
z:: go on laughing 90? Your basket is as
heavy as mine, and you are not one bit
ptronger. I don’t ynderstand it!”

“Oh!" said ,'Walburga, “it is_easy
enough to understand. I have a certain
little plant’ that Iput on-the top of my
‘Mhd, and it-makes it so light I hardly feel
it. -Why don’t you do so too "

“Indeed'!” said Bridget, “ it must be a
ﬁe? precious little plant ' T wish I conld
lighten my load with it. Where does it
“grow? Tell me. What do you call it "

41t grows,” replied Walburga,  where
ever you plant it, and_give it a chance to
fake root, and there’s no knowing the re-

lief it gives! It's name ja Patience.’— -

Herder. ,

I'p Rareer Carrr Ir.—Going from
market one’day, we oblerved a véty small
bby, who gave ‘no special indicatidp, by
dress or face, of other than ordinary'train-
ing iu life, carrying a basket that was so
‘Heavy as néarly to bear him down beneath
it . ‘

“* We observed, “ My boy, you have a
“heavy load.” ' ‘

“ %es." said he, “but I'd rather carry it
than that mother should.” :

The remark was one of a’ natare w,
love to hear; but we do not kmow that
we should have thought endugh’ of g
‘40’ have chronicled it, hdd ‘we not seen
across the street a highly accomplish-
ed young ladysplaying the piano, while
“her mother- was busily washing the win-
dows, " vl

Wiscellaneons,

From the New York Observer.
Eating when Exhausted.

When the ' strength or nerve power is
already worn out, or used up, the &gestion
of food only makes a fresh demand upon
it, and if it be unable to meet the demand,
the food is only a burden, producing mis-
chief. Our bodies have been compgred
to a steam engine, the food being the fuel,

and the steam qrodﬂce‘d, the nerve power.
o)

The analogy holds good to a certain extent.
If when the steam is low because the fires
are low, you pile in too fast a quantity of
coal, 'you put-but your fire, and if you have
depended upop steam power to fan your
fires that also is extinguished.

Beyond this the comparison fails. You
may clear out your furnaces and begin
again, but in the body the consequences of
this gverloading are .dangerous, and some-
times fatal, No cause of cholera is more
common, than eating freely when in an ex-
hausted state,

"The rule, should be to rest for a time,

- and take some simple refreshment, a cu

or & part of a cup of {ea, a little broth, or
even a piece of bread, any thing simple
and fh small amount, just to stirulate the
stomach slightly, and begin to restore its
owers, After rest, a moderate meal will
Ee refrashipg and safe. ‘ v
A trayeler in the' desert, the wild step-
pes of Cep_tr? Agis, writes: “On the en-
campment’ of , the cardvan, the travelers
sit with their tea cups in their hands, and
.eagerly gip the costly béverage. It is noth-
‘ing more than a greenish warm water inno-

“cent of spgar; byt human art has invented

no beverage wbii-%b is 80 grhtefnl, 8o réfresh-
ing in the desest as this unpretending
drink. Afier the tea has restored their
strength, the caravan ‘becomgs radually
busier and noisigr.”” And theh the food is
prepared and eaten.
To those who have mot the means of
reparing tea, gtfhough we hope’ they are
ﬁaw,) a'few tealedves held in the mouth,
prove most refreshing, as many of our sol-
diers found in their long marches, when
they could not stop to make tea or coffes.
There are those who advocate alcoholie
stininlants for this state of fatigne and: ex-
haustion, but after the statements of traw
elers in all climatés from the Arctic region
to the Equator, we are not inclinéd to the
alcobioli¢ theory, Testimony is against it,
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except, perhaps, according to the Scripture

rale: “Give strong drink to him that is

ready to perish.”

Never eat a full meal when you are ex-
hausted. Take first a smal quantity of

anythiyg simple which may be at, hand,
and rest.  Then after a time, pro er‘giod
will be a blessing, not.a burden, ,'f’be’ res
will burn, the steam will be up, aud you cap
£0 on your way safe]y, ' o

It is not amiss in this connectjon t_p,'slay,
that children would avoid mapy a fevarigh
pight, am; many an gttack of disease, if
mothers would follaw this e,

The Wood-pecker’s Foresight.

“The wood-pecker in California is a
storer of acorns. The trees he!selects are
jovariably of the pine tribe. ' Fe bores
several holes, differing slightly in size, at
the fall of the year, and then ffies away, in
Jimnany instances to along distance, an I re-
turns with an acorn, which he jmmediatel
sets about adjusting to one of the holés pre-
pared for its receptiqn, which will hold it
tightly in position. %qf, he does not. eat

R

the acorn; for, as a rule, he is ot a ve%l -
e

tarian. His object in storing away't
;acorn exhibits acute foresight, and ‘knowl-
edge of results, more akin tp Feagon thin
to instinet. Thé succeeding winter the
acorn remains intact, but becoming satura-
ted with rain, is predispoged to decay, when
it is attacked by maggots, who seéem to de-
light in this SPeci,aﬁqud‘- It is then that
the wood-pecker reaps the harvest lyis wis-
dom had provided, at a time when the
ground being covered with snow, he would
experience a diﬂic‘u_lt{) otherwise in obttiﬁ-
ing suitable or palatable food. 1t'is'a sub-
Ject of speculatiop why the red-wood cedar
or sugar-pine is’ invariably selected ; it is
not probable that the insect "the most
dainty to the waod-pecker’s taste, . fro-
quents only the outside of wet trees ;. but
80 it, is, that in Calavéras, Muriparee, and
other districty of California, trees of! this
kind may’ be frequently seen covered all
over their trunks with acorns when there
is not an ogk trée within seversl miles.”

- A. 'B. Bagron,

—_—

dyring oue year, that whenever a covared
wagon stopped at tha gate, hia chickens
would fall on thaeir haoks and hold wp their
feet, in order to be tied and thyown in,.

: I 1, vt ﬂPW"ed
., -A man oyt West says he moved a0 often |

ot

My Dear Epitress:
A friend’ h}g(s: handed "fe the fo]lowiné‘,
which she clipped from some paper, in her
journeyings.  Perhaps you, er some of
your learned friends, can tell us whether
they are all what thiey purport tobe: A

@uriovs Facrs.——In Australis, it is snm-
mer in January, and winter in July. Itis
noon there when it is midnight in Europe.
The longest day is ifi Deeember.. The
swang are black, the eagles are white, the
bees do pot sting, and the birds de not sipg.
The cherrigs have no stones, the. trees give
no shadow, far the leaves turn, edgewise to
the sun ; and some. of the.quadrypeds have
3 beakand lay eggs, , ;
Deaz Borrresg: |

In a volume of “Cyriasities of Human
Natare,” I met with the following, whish
I copy, in hopes it may interebt and amuse
&ome of your young redders, ; ‘A,

“Joseph Clarke; of Londem, a man
whose suppleness of body made him, the
wonder of his time, Thowgh; he was weil
made, and rather gross than thin, he could
easily exhibit every species of Aeformity.
ghg,powe,r'& of glia fii'aoe,bwrgre m,or!t]e extraor-

inary than the floyibility ‘of-his hedy.
He could silddepiy&'z'an'sfgrm 'him‘g&%ds%
completely, as nat to be recognised by his

amiliar acquaintance. He could’ dislocate
any of the joints of his hady, and he often
amused Kimself by imposing upon people
in this way. ¢

He once dislocated the vertebrs of his
back and -ather patts. of his body, in guch
& manner, thn&)falins,_ the famous sargeon,
befare whom he, appgared a3 patigot, was
shocked at the sight, and woyld pot even
attempt, his cure, On one oceasion, he
ordered a coat of a tajlor. When th lat-
ter measured him, he had an enormows

" hump. o his lefy shoulder; when the coat

came to be tried on, the hump was shifted
%o the right side! The tadlor expressed
astonishment, begged a thousand pardons,
and altered the coat as qpick%z as possible.
When, he agajn tried it on, the deformity
in the middle of the back, Byt
little is known of the life of this remarkable
person—he died gbowt 1700,

As throshing separates the opra from the
chaff so does affliction purify virtue,
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A Russian Postilion.

A modern wiiter gives an amusing des-
oription of this important personage :

“In his gteasy sheepskin, faded sash,
and low.roand hat with bright buckles, or
a few peacock’s feathers twisted in the
band, he flies off the monient he has mount-
¢d the vebicle, at the rate of eight miles
an hour, whistling, singing, shouting and
talking to his horses, making as much
noise as an Irishman at a fair; his whip,
like the shillelah, flourishing fiercely round
his head, but seldom coining down with
the same violeuce. In fact, it is by his
tongue more than his whip, that he impels
his horses. He rcasons with fhem, re-
monstrates, conjures and upbraids all the
time. If you tell him your head aches
with his noise, he shrugs his shoulders,
raises his eye-brows, and. gives you to um:

derstand that the horses, whi¢h he fondly

terms his pigeons, his rabbits, his darlings,
his turtle-doves, are so fond of talk and so
well accustomed to his voice, that they
wotld never move if he was silent.”

Passion Past.
BY MISS MULOCK. N

‘Were I a boy with a boy’s heatt-beat
At'gtimpses of her passing adown the street,
Of & roomh where she had entered and gone,
Or a page her hand had written on,—
Would: all be with me a8 it was before ?

O, o, never | no, no, never!

Never any more.

Were I a.man, with man’s pulse-throb,

Breath hard and flerce, held down like a sob,
Dumky, yet heaning hewlightest word,» ..
Bliu@y until only ker prm’e:z stirred; ’

Would I pour out my Jife like wine on her floor? ,
N6, o, never; never, never! o
Never any more. '

Griy and withered, wrinkled and marred,
Ihave gone through the fire apd come out up-

With the image of manhood stamped on me yet,
No shame to remember, no wish to forget;

But could she rekindle the pangs I bore?

0,10, neven?t thank-God, mever!

Neverrany more,  ° '

01 atid wrinkled, withered and gray,— !
And yet if her light step passed to-day,
Ishayld seorler fade all fabes among, '

ok
And say, “ Heaven dove thee, whom I loved

long?
Thou hast lost the key of miy heart's door.
Lest it ever, and forever,
Ay, (orevermom:”

Forget injuries and remember benefits;
if you graut 4 favor, fofget it; if you re-
ceive one, remember it.

It is from the remembrance of joys we
bave lost that the arrows of affliction are
poinited, [Mackenzie:

Hospital Notice.

Packages, including Provisions, Hespital Storés,
&c., should be addressed to ““The Rochester City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets.” A list of the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-

- warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be seny 2o the Qorregponding Seccotary, Mre. Dr.
Mathews.

U3F" Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dii W. W. Ely,
attendant physician.

Agents.
The following L:dies have kindly consented 10
act as Agents for (he Hospilal Review:
Miss MaGG CuLBERTSON, Bust Groveland.
“ L. A. BuiLER,Peiry Ceutre.
“ E. A. C. Hates, Rochester.
“ MarYy W. Davis, +
Mrs. C: F. 3pExuER, u
* PHEBE D. DavENPORT, Lockport.
Miss MarY Browy, Perinton.
Miss Apa MILI 5B, “
“ Juuia M'OMESNEY, Spencerport.
‘ LiLLIAN J. RENNETY, Plelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PugBA WHITMAN, Scottsburg,

Sdvertisements,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

. Pr. 8q., 1 insertion #1 00 Quarter Cotumn,. ... . $10°00
Three Months,.... 2 00 One Third Colnmn,.. 12 00
Six Months, ..... Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Yét,........ § One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contains eight S8guares. ’

A. 8. MANN & CO.
37 ,AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv
"ed alot of
SILK WARP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses.
Aptll, 1866

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.
M. M. MATHEWS & SON,

Hive removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street, .
Where they wifl continue to deal in WATER'
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Magon's
goods. 6m* Rochester, N. Y., April, 1868,

s
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Election Notice.

HERIFF'S OFFICE, County oF MONROE.
- Notice is hereby given pursuant to the Statute
of this State, and the annexed notice from the
Secretay of State, that the General Election will
be held in this County, on the TUESDAY
SUCCEEDING THE FIRST MONDAY OF
NOVEMBFER, (6th) 1866, at which Election the
glliceer; named in the annexed Notice will be
te

Dated Rocheater, Auguat 8th, 1866.
A. CHAPMAN, Sherift

STATE OF NEW YORK,

OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY OF STATE
Albany, July 28, 1866.

T the Sheriff of the County of Monroe:

Str—Notice is hereby given, that at the Gene-
ral Election to be held in this State on the Tues-
day succeeding the.first Monday of November
next, the following officers are to be elected, to
wit :

A Governor, in the place of Reuben E. Fenton ;

A Lieutenant Governor, in the place of Thomas
G. Alvord; .

A Canal Commissioner, in the place of Benjamin
F. Bruce;

An Inspector of State Prisons, in the place of
James K. Bates; |

All whose terms of office will expire on the
last day of December next. B ;

Also a Re tative in the Fortieth Congress
of the United States for the Twenty-eighth Con-
gressional District, d of the Counties of
Moaroe and Orleans.

COUNTY OFFIOE;S_TO BE ELECTED.

Three Members of Assembly.

A County Treasurer, in the place of SBamuel
Schofield. s .

Two Justices of Seesions, in the place of
Joseph Dewey and Robert Martin. -

All of whose terms will expire' on tha last
day of December next, except that of Samuel
Schofield, County Treasurer, whose term will ex-
pire on {ke.first day of Ootober next.

The attention of In_s;:wrs of Elqction;;nd.
ter 181 pf

County Canvassers is directed to Chap
Laws of 1866, 8 copy of which is printed here-
with, entitled ‘* An act to prévide for-thd babmit-
ting to the people the question, * Shall there be a
Convention to revise the Constitution and amend
the same?" for instructions in regard’ to their
duties ynder gaid act.

‘Case. 181,

AN ACT to provide for submitting to the people
the question, * Shall there be a’Conv: n to
revige the Constitution and amend the same 2"
Passed March 19, 1866. .

The People of the State of New Yor¥, m'yr’aintgd i
Senate and Assembly, do enact as follws ;
SeorioN 1. At the IF"“‘"“‘- election to &)e held

in this State on the Tuesday next after the first

Monday of- Novetnber, éighﬂebi’ﬁnﬁéred and six-
ty-six, there shall he grovided‘ for.the.pell of each
election district, and kept thereat by the inspect-
ors of election of such district, a box marked
* Qonvention,” proper for the reception of ballgts.
Every person in such district qualified to vota at
such election for members of. the Legislature, may-
vote at such poll a ballot either written or printed,
or pertly written or guru printed, on which ahall
be inscribed the words * For a Conveption to rg-,
vise the Constitution and amend the same,” ort|
words “ Against a Conventior to revise the Con-
stitution and amend the same.” Buch ballot shall
be indersed * Convention,’ and shall be received
by said inspectors of election, and shgll be de-
posited in said ballot box. The poll Lists for the
said election shall be so prepared and kept that
there shall be a column therein contaihing a mark'
or figure for each voter who shall vote one of*
such ballots, which column sghall be headed
“ Canvention.” All the provisions of the act. en-.
titled * An act respecting elections other than for
militia and town officers,” pdssed Apkil fifth,
eighteen hundred and forty-two, and all laws
amendatory. thereof, and all the provisions of the:
act entitled “ An act for ascertaining by, proper,
proofs the citizens who shall be entitled to the
right of suffrage, and to prevent fradulent voting,”
April fifteenth, eighteen - hundred’ and
fifty-nine, and all the provisions:of the act en-
titled “ An act to ascertain by proper proofs the
citizens who shall be eatitled to the right of suf-
frage,” passed May thirteenth, eighteen hundred
and sixty-five, so.far as the same_ are applicable,
shall apply to the proceedings under this act.

§ 3. The Becretary of State shall immediately
after the assembling of the next Legislature, in-
the year eighteen hundred and sixty-seven, re-
pgdr:;lgreto the result of the election herein pro-
Vi r.

§'3. This act shall take effect immediately.
FRANCIS C. BARLOW,

Aug. 18, 1866. Secratary of State.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.

Wn are now opening the LARGEST and FIN-
EST STOCK of SPRING GOODS that we
have ever offered to our customers. The stock
comprises everyth'lz;g new and desirable in the
line of DRY GOODS, Co

We invite every one to call and examine our
goods and pricea. A. 8, MANN &CO, - .

April, 1866. 3% and 39 State 5t

UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families; &c. by week, month o year.
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

¢~ Orders left at J. PALMER'S. o8 CREAM 8a-
LooN, Fitzhugh Btreet, oppoaite the Court Houss,
will be promptly attended to. L

March 15, 1866. K. L. THOMAS & 00.
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BRECK'S PHARMACY.
@EORGE BRECK,’
DRUGGIST AND ~ APOTHECARY,

67 Bupalo Street,

Smith's Arcade, ROCHESTER, N.Y,
DEALER IN .

At

Fancy & Toilet Goods,

AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

“For medicinal uses. . oy

Patticular attention given to Physiclens’ Prescriptions.

Floral Depot for Frost & Co’s Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866, ' -

A.S. MANN & CO.

37 and 39 State Street,

AVE received another large lot of NEW
SILKS, which they offer to purchasers at:
GREAT BargATNs. # The lot cohptissy BLACK,
BROWN, GREEN, BLUE, LAVENDER, and
every other desirable color. Also, a full assort-
ment of R
BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,

at the lowest prices. 3 Apri, 1866.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORE,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y,
+’ %he flowite are the Prices: ~

YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Tb.

OOLONGS, ......... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS, ..... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL,, .......c00ee $1 and $1.25 "

UNCOLORMD JAPAN. best; .. 825 7
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40e; "

All goods sold by this Company aré 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 pep-
ple, in City or Country, to deal with us,

The gooda put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house,

MOQOORE & COLE,

April, 1866, 1y 62 Buffalo Street. .

4 MELEN BWG.

a
OW IS THE TIME TO PURCHASE
from our large 8tock of
LAWN SETTEES,
ARM AXND SINGLE CHAIRS,
Iron Vases, &c.
NEW & BEAUTIFUL PATTERNS,

A? No. 182 Slale Sireel, Rockester, N.Y.
June, 1866. &t - @ e -

CURRAN & GOLER,
‘.lqwnson TO B. KING & CO. "
Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Court House,
Rochester, N. Y,

RICHARD CUREAN, April, *66-1y* G. W. GOLER.

SMITH & PERKINS,

'WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos, 27, 29 & 31 Exchange 8t.
ROCHESTER, N.\.
CHas. F. Syar. GiLMAN H. Prukins.

[Established in 1826.]
‘Jan. 1865. 13
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS 1N

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 60 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y
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LANE & PAINE,
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,

TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo $t., Rochester; N. Y.
 meh, 1866. 1y -

ALFRED 8. LANE. Odns F. PAINE.

JOHN’ $CHLEIER,

42 " DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &o. &c.
No. 142 Main 8%, Rochester.
Jan. 15,1865 -t -

PERFECTIGN REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in th Ne and Popul

G, & 5

PR . LT it
cOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE” took the Gold Medal at ‘the Fuir
of the Ametican Institute, New York, Oct’ 20th, 1885, as
the best machine in the world, 80, qoo 80ld within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have no equal as a Fanily or Manufactyring Machipe.

Warranted never to haﬁ“ﬂm“ “Dloes its work allke
each day. - REASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work. L,

9. 1ts making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and doubte-knot.

8. The reversibie feed motion operated by sl _yurn-
ing 2 thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run' thé wvork
from right to left or left to righty apd perfectly selfsus-
taining to the end of the seam. Co 0o I{

"4, The perfect finisli and substirdia{ manner inéwhit
the machine 1s made. . o

5. The rapidity of its working, atal the quslity.of the
work done, .

6. Its self-adjusting tensloh. .| : .

The * FLORENCE" will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without chatige of tensoa or
breaking of thread, As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal We make strong 8-
sertions’ which we are prepared to substantiate 1y
particular,

Believe not what the agents or friends of othey ‘nncmes
may ?'. but see the Flarerice pefore parchaeing $ny ghber
and j?‘: ge for yourself,

g2~ All kinds of Stitehing, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies’ Garprents nde_ o

order on short notice, i the nedtéet .haséihld midhjer, by

competent operators. .

%7~ Silk, Needles and best Oil, foanaJK at thllg (%'.ﬂw‘
& Rooms oyer State street, Bochesger, N.
exat s G to those wio bx)yn’to #ell Kgoin,
For particulurs address

CHAS, SPENCER MALL, General Agt.

Nov. 15, 1865, "Rochektot, N,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAXTE,
Dealers in all kinds of

Freeh Meats, Poultrj;
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND S8ALT FISH, ETC.

104 Buffalo Street,,  Rochester, N. Y.
» Chitphit o Obultry Produted @am of all kinds In fis sbasod.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CorRNER OF StONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the myst relialje ard getidfictory manngr.

,ik.lu ofders left d¥' abBve, be at his esidence; on Ely 8t.,
wi e . -
i) recelve prompyRIenton.. g tyua. T3

e

‘LIFE, FIRE,"AND MARINE

£, FII H
INSURANCE : OFFICE,
0. 18 AscAvE H .

Ilgg.' % Exgr(;ig‘gn ;ﬁ"cn, }BQCHESTER" N X
CASH CA.P_I'PAL R.EEI\:,E:S‘F‘JN"II’ED,‘%w_,QOO,OOO.
BUELL & BREWRIER,
Agents for a large number of -the most reliable

' Companies in the United Stateg. e
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-

Wil W O 2 e ¥ pom,
Rochester, Sept, 1866.~6m. - ;
THE OLD'& RESPONSIBLE
D LEARYSS'
PR T R T
Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,
Two I'[uqélre‘d yatds Northi of the New York

e

. Central R. R. Depot, ' .
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
© Brown's Race, Rochester; N. Y

(55~ ThHe teputation of this Dye Hotst since
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut, of our
building, to misiead the public.

{2 NO CONNECTION: WITH.ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT. ki '

Crape, Bro¢he, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright. colored Silks:.and Merinog, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Gentlemen's Garments Sgoured or Cqlored with-
out ripping, and Eressedﬁ;xicely. . Silks, Wgalen
or Cptiof Gogds, of Aviry Besoriptidn; dyed in'all

. colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
vety reasotiable terms. ¢

‘Goods djed black evety Thursday.

All goods tettittied in ole week.

& Goods'received and returned by Bxpross.

Bills coltected by- Bxpress Co. !

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

Jan, 1868, Rochester, N.¥,
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PEVOTED TO THR

INTERESTS OF THE SICK & SUFFERING,

AT THE L]

K

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

‘““1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vor. IIL

ROCHESTER, N. Y.,

OCTOBER 15, 1866. No. 8.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

I8 iseued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
Mrs. MALTBY 8T | Mrs. WM. H. PEB.K[NS,

“ N.T ROCHEST!&, “ Dr. MATH

mxs—my Cents & Yur, 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. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 63.

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

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Btreet, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
In Memoriam.

‘We stand beside our loved one’s lowly bed,
And whisper softly, “darling, we are here;"

Phen wait to see the lightly lifted head,

And mark the cheeks’ quick flush of happy red,
80 sure to dawn whenever we appear.

‘We take our loved one'’s hand, so stiff and cold,
And wonder that it lies so still within our own;
And say how it was wont to clasp and hold,
‘While lips and eyes a thrilling story told;
And love ran ever thro’ his lightest tone.

We touch our loved one’s pallid lips, and start
-To miss the quick response they used to give
We fold the hands above s pulbeless heart;
Those little hands so soon have done their part
. And now they rest, while we who weep still live.

Tho late we stand beside our loved one's bed,

For just before another came this way, [fled;
And touching these dear lips, lo! all their color
And cheeks and eyes and little restless head

Shall never more our lighteat call obey.

‘We soon must stand beside a lowlier bed,
The daisied turf its cover from the cold;
Beneath, all beedless of the tears we shed,
Our *“one dead lamb"—we will not call him dead,
But safely gathered to Thy heavenly fold.
Mgs. Jas. K. WILLIAMS.
Rochester, Oct. 19, 1866.
e e
For the Hospital Review.
Dear Epirress:

You were kind encigh to give me a
place in the September “Review,” for a
brief article on “ Cheerfulness.” Shall I
trespass 1If I send you a few lines on a sub-
jeet of equal importance, and yet often
overlooked {

Thankfulness.

All Christians acknowledge the duty of
thanksgiving to God, but even here we are
too apt to circumscribe its use. Great mer-
cies, great blessings, we thank Him for, and
some may even be able to say with the
sweet poet,

“T thank Thee for sickness and sorrow and care,
For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish I bear;
I praise Thee, I bless Thee, my Lord and my God,
For the good and the evil Thy hand hath bestowed.”
But how is it in the daily and hourly fav-
ors 8o lavishly bestowed ; are we conscious
of a constant sense of thanksgiving keeping
pace with the ever-flowing stream{ ButI
have wandered a little from my theme. I
would speak of thankfulness to our fellow-
creatures—seemingly a more easy duty, for
we have personal contact to aid our sense,
and we are all prone to look away from the
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The Hospital Review.

first “ Great Cause.” It is 8 most valuable
habit to express our thanks for the daily
and hourly recurring acts which pass in the
family circle. Let us accustom our child-
ren from their tenderest years to speak out
the pleasant words, * thank you,” though it
be but for the handing of a book or toy.
We all know the effect of those little
words, often withheld (where perhaps the
heart has the feeling) becanse the habit
was not formed in early life. It is not
only the individual we thank who is affect-
ed by our words, but they tend to deepen
in our hearts the feelings of thankfulness,
and we realize more and more our sweet
dependence upon the social relations, and
we thank God that He has set us in fami-
lies and made us mutual helpers one with
another. A,

For the Hospital Review.
Lost.

‘When the morning breaks and brightens,
All the hill-tops intq bloom,
And the mist-veil slowly rises,
Up from out the valley's gloom—
‘When the robin, scarlet-breasted,
Bits and twitters on the sheaves,
And the squirrel mouths and chatters,
Dropping brown nuts on the leaves—
Though my heart feels all this beauty,
There is something always missed—
Little hands that sought my clasping,
Little lips that I have kissed.

Ripen, golden fruits of summer—
Purple grapes are on the wall,
Crimson tints creep on the maples,
Yellow sun-shine over all.
Slowly turns the stately sun-flower,
With ber round face to the west;
And the dead leaves lie and moulder,
In the bird's forsaken nest.
These shall be restored, and waken—
These things die, and come again—
After all the snows of winter,
And the spring-time’s gentle rain.
Nothing brings my lost birds homeward,
Going once—they’re always missed—
Little hands that sought my clasping,
Little lips that I have kissed.

Mgs. B. Frank ENos.

For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God’s Word.

“Out of the depths have I cricd unto
Thee, O Lord.” Psalm, 130: 1. From how
many depths does the Christian have oe-
casion to send up the cry to.* Him whose
ear is ever open.” When our sins rise up
as mountains on every side, threatening to
overwhelm us, we are indeed in a deep
from which alone God’s mercy in Christ
can rescue. When sickness invades our
frames, or enters our loved circle, and
death lays its hand on our dear ones, out
of the depths of sorrow and desolation we
send up the cry, and He sends down the
blessed Comforter to heal our wounded
hearts and lift us above the billows. When
the daily trials and vexations of life en-
compass us on every side, and our earthly
hearts yield to the deadening and destroy-
ing influence, let us send up the cry to
Him who can make “earthly care a heav-
enly discipline.” R.

The Broken Atlantic Cable.

The London Spectator has the following
thrilling account of the reception of the
first intelligible spark from the cable of

,1865, after the experiments of a year upon

it:

“ Night and day, for a whole year, an
electrician has always been on duty watch-
ing the tiny ray of light through which
si%nals are given, and twice every day the
whole length of wire—one thousand two
hundred and forty miles—has been tested
for conductivity and insulation. The ob-
ject of observing the ray of light was, of
course, not any expectation of a message,
but simply to keep an accurate record of
the condition of the wire. Sometimes, in-
deed, wild, incoherent messages from the
deep did come, but these were merely re-
sults of magnetic storms and earth currents,
which deflected the galvanometer rapidly,
and spelt the most extraordinary words,
and, sometimes even sentences of nonsense
upon the graduated scale before the mir-
ror. Suddenly on Saturday morning, at a
quarter to 8 o'clock, while the light was
being watched by Mr. May, he observed a
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peculiar indieation about it which showed
at once, to his experienced eye, that a mes-
sage was at hand. In a few minutes after-
wards the unsteady flickering was changed
to coherency, if we may use such a term,
and at once the cable began to speak, to
transmit, that is, at regular intevals, the ap-
pointed signals which indicated human
purpose and method at the other end, in-
atead of the hurried signs, broken speech
and inarticulate cries of the still illiterate
Atlantic. After the long interval in which
it had brought us nothing but the moody
and often delirious mutterings of the sea
stammering over its alphabet in vain, the
words * Canning to Glass,’ must have seem-
ed like the first rational word uttered by a
high fever patient when the ravings have
ceased and his consciousness returns.”

—_———————
Our Boys in Blue.

Four hundred thousand men,
The young, the brave, the true,
In tangled wood and mountain glen,
On battle plain, in prison pen,
Lie dead for me and you.
For me and you,
Four hundred thousand of the brave
Have made our ransomed soil their grave
For me and you,
Good friend, for me and youl

‘We marked their courage high;

Their worth we little knew;
‘We saw ten thousand marching by,
Nor thought they left us but to die,

To die for me and you.
These men, our nation’s hope and pride,
Four hundred thousand men, have died !

By many a fevered swamp,
By many a black bayon,
By many a cheerless, frozen camp,
The weary sentinel ceased his tramp,
And died for me and you.
Our brothers, nurtured by our side,
Four hundred thousand men, have died!

Up many 3 fortress wall

They charged, those *boys in blue;"
'Mid cannon’s flash and volleyed ball,
The bravest were the first to fall,

To fall for me and you;
The patriot’s courage fired each eye;
Four hundred thousand dared to die.

On many a bloody plain
Their ready swords they drew,
And poured their life-blood like the rain,
A home, a heritage to gain,
To gain for me and you.
From western plain to ocean tide
Are stretched the graves of those who died!

In noisome prigon-hold
Their martyr-spirits grew
To stature like the saints of old,
‘While, amid agonies untold,
They starved for me and you.
The good, the patient, and the tried,
Four hundred thousand men, have died !

A debt we ne'er can pay
To them is justly due;
But to the nation's latest day
Qur children’s children still shall say,
“They died for me and you.”
Four hundred thousand of the brave
Have made this ransomed soil their grave!
American Messenger.

Saved.

I believe the boy came in to steal. Why
else did he creep into the kitchen without
knocking !

Pet was sitting there in one of her
thoughtful moods : I could see through the
side window, though the luxuriant grape-
vines hid me completely from view.

At first sight t]xz)e boy startled me. He
was uncouth—he was ugly. Not only that,
but his brow was low ; and to me his eye
was vicious, Some children would have
screamed at sight of such an apparation—
Pet did not. lnstead, a smile broke over
her face like a burst of sunshine,

Pet made us often tremble, often sigh—
her father and me. Not that she was pre-
ternaturally good or given to extraordinary
speeches ; but there was a strange attract-
iveness about her — an unearthliness —
though we never would say the word to
each other. Her little soul seemed to
flow out toward you; you felt impelled to
speak, ay, even to think purely in her pres.
ence. Nothing human repulsed her; I
have shuddered to see her clasp a filthy
little creature round the neck. Kverybody
was “nice,” with her, and in her vocabula-
ry, “nice” meant good.

But to go back to the rough intruder,
It startled me to see her smile; but in an
instant the boy looked ashamed. A flrsh
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spread to the purplish awellings. under his
eyes,

g Is’00. hungry,” cried Pet, in her clear,
small, bird-like voice. A moment after
she merged from a corner with a lovely,
rosy apple that filled both wee hands, and
running towards him, her eyes- shining, I
thought I never had seen so beautiful an
expression in a human face.

“Take ’is and 'ool be nice—’00 ¢ nice,
ain’t 'oof

The boy looked down on the small bless-
ing; his lips worked.a little. Sure am I,
no sermon would have reached -his poor
heart as did that little act. He seemed to
hesitate.

“Take it,” said I cheerfally; “ Pet would
rather you would eat it, I know. What
did you wish when you came? Canl do
any thing for you?’ coming in as I spoke.

The tears stood in his eyes now.

“I don't know as I want any thing,
mi'am. I—well—I—I—don’t know as
I need anything!”

“ Have you a home% T asked.

¢« A—a—home—that’s what I never had.”

“Div him somefin more, mamma,” said
Pet, pittifilly, grieving for the tears:

Hé¢ looked at her with an almost’ wor-
shiping glance. o

I have two or-three cords of wood that
wants splitting and -piling down cellar,”
said L

“Tll do it,? he cried, brightenidg:

1 looked at bim keenly.

“Can I trust yon?" I asked; but I tried
to say it with a smile,

“Yes,” you may, ms’am, indeed’ you
may,” he gaid; and then with a swift mo-
tian jerked his sledve across his eyes.
He told me he was called' Bertie, and I
imparted his name to Pet. So every little
while she would pat{ pat toi the head of
the cellar stairs, and cry ouss

« Bettie, i8-’00 nicef * then throw back
her little head .and' burst into: sueh silvery
peals of langhter, shat I laughed softly to
myself every time 1 heard her. <

Dear little white-throated angle.
sinlass babe forevermiore! -~ - -

Bertie came next:day to finish the job
and his grey &yes, that I thoughtiso wick-
ed, grew positively bedutiful ot sight of
Pet. SRR oy

Dear
[

# 0, I love her, md'am ! he-exclalmed. -

«0, 1'd give anything if T might kits
her, ma’am.” : 1
¢ Pet, Bertie wants'to kiss you,” I said.

“Is '00 ndce 2" 'laughed Pet, suspending
her busy little operations,

¢ No—-no, I aitt’t nice,” he said, remorse-
fully. .
She seemed to deliberate a moment,
then she said, slowly: '

“ Well, 'oo must be tice;” came up to
him and put up her rose-bud lips.

He kissed hér—made that swifs awk-
-ward motion with his sleeve again, and
hurried to. his work.

My husband becaine interested in the
boy. “Depend upen it Hetty,” said he,
“he is a neglecbed genius, or he never
would have ‘showed such sensibility. Il
see about him.” -

He!did see about him, to some purpose.
He gave him octupation ; found him relia-
ble and steady. :The war broke out—Ber-
tie enlisted—was wounded, and came near
dying in the hospital. * From that sick bed
he returned home refined, spiritualized.
Ah, me! he came home to weep over Pet’s
still, waxen features.

“O ! my little salvation " he cried, with
tears of " agony; ‘under God—my little
saviour!” ' '

Pet, in her home above must rejoice if
she sees Bertie—now an earnest student
in Christ ;- for'this! sketch is not all fancy.
Bertie will be a shining light, a brand sav-
ed from the burning; to minister to the
heirs of glory.

As for Pet, do not think I ever wished
her back, ever!

My waiting . angel—my seraph guide to
the courts of heaven! My one little ehild
that never gave the hearts that loved her
a single pang.  “ Of such is the kingdom,”
and with such, my blessed darling is safe
forevermore.— Watchman and Reflector.

Solected for the Hospital Review.
Small Things.

“The sense of an earnest will,

To halp the lowly living,
And a terrible heart-thrill,

If yowhave not the power of giving.
An larm-of aid to the weak,

A friendly hand to the friendless,
Kind words so short to speak,

But:whoee ‘echo i8 endless.
The world is widé—these things are small,
They may be nothing, but they may be all.”
Goop Apvior.—~Say nothing about your-

self, either good, bad or indifferent.



Central Library of Rochest(y_ggdég%% M%Historic Serials Collecg;?_n

From the New York Observer.

R.8.V. P,

One who had no knowledge of the
French, and little of fashionable life: and
letters, received an invitation to a wedding.
In the left hand corner of the note were
written the mystic letters R. S. V. P.
What they meant was amystery to him.
As well they had been in Greek. Had
he asked any one familiar with the usages
of polite life, he would have. been told at
once that they were the initials of four
French words, requesting an answer to- the
invitation: Reply if you please, or, as we
wquld say, Please answer. But he was so
unfortunate as to apply for information to
one who was no better posted than himself.
This friend studied them for a few mo-
ment, and the mystery stood revealed. “I
have it ;" said he, “this is an invitation to
a weddiug: it is now expected that every
friend will bring a gift to the ajtar: R. S.
V. I” means, Return Some Valuable Pres-
ent.” '

Of course the order had to be complied
with, and the invited guest paid his tax
with as good a grace as could be expected,

What led me to mention this incident
was the reading of a very racy and truth-
ful-criticism on the excess into which the
wedding present mania has run, and the

tendency of the age to get presents out of-

everybody on all possible occasions, The
time was,—and a good time it was,—when
the immediate relatives and friends delight-
ed to gladden the heart of the bride with
some appropriate tokens of their love, and
often these were the work of their own
hands, or something so simple and useful
as to be suggestive at once of the affection
of the giver, and the new duties and cares
on which a married pair were to enter.
Now this has run to seed, and the result of
it js that every wedding, and each sucoeed-
ing decade, has become the occasion for
levying contributions upon a whole circle
of acquaintances, far beyond the range of
relationship. What is a delight and a
benediction when ‘rendered spantaneously,
becomes a bore and an imposition when
custom or fashion has made it a law. Ido
not know any thing sweeter in the way of
giving (except to the needy) than to bring

a fit and beautiful offering to one who is.

is about to begin a new life, with all the
hopes and fears of a young bride trem-
bl n'% in her beart. But when the thing
has been carried to such an extreme that

now there is an actual rivalry among the
women to see who shall gét the most, so
that fifty thomsand dollars are not too

- many to be'souglit; and a hundred thou-

sand have been' reeceived, all the virgin-
loveliness of the custom has beeh soiled
and spoiled, and it has become another
species of intermdl revenue tax, by which
a new candidate for housekeeping expects-
to provide ways and means to keep the’
pot boiling. To -the rich, it is a small
matter thus to be leyied upon. Taxes
bardly press upon the rich, but they press
very hard upon the poor.. And in almost
every ‘circle, there are some of both classes
who - are expected to gather around the
nuptial feast; and as the custom now i,
each one must Return Some Valuable
Present. The poor must offer theirs in
contrast or competition with the rich, and
pride forbids that the gift should be mean.
A rich friend can' afford to give an infe-
rior present, but a'poor friend can not.—
His must be something *valuable,” or it
is liable to be ddspised. Who knows how
much self-denial and toil it may have cost
to save the means to get it But it must
be had, and there is no discharge from the
obligation.-

But the first five years of married life
are over, and then comes a wooden wed-
ding, and by and by a tin one, and a sil-
ver, and a gold, aud a diamond wedding,
and I know not whether there is another
beyond that, but generally the next step is
into the’world where ‘they neither marry
nor are given in marriage. On each of
these “ happy returns,” it is expected of
each invited guest that he will come laden
with an offering suitable to the occasion.
And a pleasant occasion it 'is, when the
gifts aresuch' as impose no burden upon
any, and are only brought to give zest to
the merry liour. So full of care, toil and
trouble, is this present evil world of ours,
that it is well to improve each and every
anniversary for rational ‘enjoyment. Every
child's every bitth-day ought to be signal-
ized in every family. The parent’s wed-
ding day ought not t6 g6 by unremembered.
The floral offetings of the children are joy-
wreaths for the heart of the aged father
and mother; as théy 'are thus reminded of
their youthful loves. “Live joyfully” is
the command of God, and “ God is love.”
But this whole fashion of wedding celebra’
tions has’ been run to an extreme that is
proverbially repulsive to good taste avd
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true delicacy of feeling. A venerabld
friend of mine bad reached the 50th anni-
versary of his happy and blessed married
life. His children and their children de-
termined to give him a golden wedding.—
He heard of it and bade them welcome,with
their warm hearts and glad faces ; but no
gold, not a piece of it, nothing of the kind,
nothing bought with it, would he bave.—
“I have everything,” he said, “that heart
can wish; come and eat, drink and be
merry, but bring no presents, we are too old
for them, we want nothing now but love,
and we shall soon be where there is noth-
ing else.” T honor the sentiment of my
excellent friend, a gentleman largely known

and universally esteemed, and entitled to .

more respect because he would not have a
wide circle of friends taxed to make him a
donation when he needed nothing.

All the grace of giving is gone when it
is reduced to a custom, or drawn out by
an invitation that has the effect, if not the
intention, of compulsion, It has degener-
ted into this in many of our congregations,
where the annual donation is reckoned as
part of the yearly stipend. But the salary
should in all cases be made adequate to the
pastor’s comfortable support, and every
present made to him should be a spontane-
ous and extra expression of regard, A
minister’s salary is not a gift ; it is his due;
it is the debt the people engaged to pay
when he became their pastor. To make
him a donation as a part of his salary, is
not the thing at all, tﬁougb it may be ea-
sier to put it 1n that shape than in any other.
‘We deceive ourselves by giving false names
to things; calling the payment of a debt a
present, is one of these; and another is, re-
ceiving a wedding Freseut that was extort-
ed by custom or fashion, and was not a

ift.
& It is said there is & mutual admiration
society in New York city, the fees of ad-
mission being invested in a set of silver
plate. Every few weeks or months you
read in the papers the proceedings of a
meeting, at which, with many complimen-
tary resolutions, a service of plate is pre-
sented to John Jones, Esq., for his distin-
guished fidelity to sume important- trust,
Again you see a similar meeting and John
Smith, Eaq., is similarly honored, [t is
the same set of plate, and all these recipi-
ents are the possessors of it only until the
members wish to have another meeting,
supper, speeches, resolutions, &e., to be

followed by their names in print! There
is quite as much sincerity in this rotary
presentation, as in many of the gifts that
are brought to the shrine of friendship on
these wedding anniversaries.

IrEnzus.

October.
“The October grove hath brighter tints
Than summer or than spring,
For o'er the leaves before they fall
Buch hues hath nature thrown,
That the woods wear, in sunless days,
A sunshine of their own.”

Ghe Hospitul ﬁ»mm—

ROCHESTER, N. Y., OCTOBER 135, 1866.

A Thanksgiving Party.

The Ladies of the Hospital desire at this
time, to extend through our columns, a most
cordial invitation to all our readers and
friends in city and country, to be present
at a Thanksgiving Party, proposed to be
given at the Hospital, on'the 30th of No-
vember, the day following our National
Thanksgiving., The design of this party is
two-fold. First, to procure material aid for
our Hospital, of which we stand just now
in urgent need. Second, to bring together
in one large genial, social gathering, all
the friends of the Hospital. One such an-
nual assembly of the various friends of any
benevolent association, seems almost indis-
pensable to its growth and interest—and
we have chosen the month of November
for this occasion, not because it seems to
be the donation-month for our sister Insti-
tutions, but because of all months in the
year, no other seems so appropriate. The
harvest then is ended—barns and cellars
and granaries are overflowing with the
fresh-gathered stores—while before us, close
by, lies the long, cold, stern winter—so
long—80 cold—so stern to the poor and
suffering.  With plenty smiling at our
doors, and surrounded in -our pleasant
homes with the fruits of God's rich and
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manifold bounties to us, it is the time of
all others, for us to think of the poor, and
the time to give. No other portion of the
year would it be 8o easy for our friends to
help us; and at no other time are we so
much in need of help. We have chosen
the latter part of the month for our Thanks-
giving Party—first, that we may in no wise
interfere with other benevolent Institutions
of our city, who have for many years held
their Annual Donations in this month, and
who, for this reason, have a right to a pre-
cedence—and secondly, because we think
it will be pleasant now, and in the coming
years, for us to associate our annual gather-
ing, with all that is joyous and sacred with
the great National Thanksgiving Festival.
‘We prefer to call our anticipated meeting,
a Thanksgiving Party, rather than a Dona-
tion—and the gifts, let them all be thank-
offerings! We announce our Party, and
give out our invitations thus early, that all
may have ample time to get ready for it.
Asthis is our “first party,” we feel a great
anxiety that it should prove in every way a
success,. Our Hospital has never felt the
need of making so strong an appeal for
help as now—Our funds are low, and we
feel that a great and special effort must be
made by our friends in some way, to help
us through the winter. Of all the plans
which have been proposed for our relief,
none has impressed us so favorably, or has
seemed to promise so much, both of assist-
ance and pleasure, as a Party. We want
the day to prove not only a pecuniary suc-
cess, but a happy day. It is not too early
to begin preparations forit. We expect to
have a table for the sale of fancy articles,
contributions to which will be very accept-
able. Now is the time for our friends—we
are thinking of our young friends especial-
ly—to decide what they will make for us.
Then we want our readers to begin now to
use their influence in securing us a full at-
tendance. Talk about the Party to your
friends and acquaintances, and invite them
cordially to be present. The Ladies of the

Hospital will, on their part, spare no pains
to render the occasion attractive. Refresh-
ment tables will be spread all day and in
the evening, at their own expense, for the
entertainment of their guests, and they
will be in attendance to receive all visitors,
and to conduct them over the various wards
and apartments. Donations of every des-
cription, will be acceptable—money—coal
—flour—potatoes—vegetables of all kinds
—fruits—bedding—towels—clothing—and
indeed, anything and everything, small or
great, which can be of service in any
household.

Thirteen Soldiers!

We have now thirteen soldiers in our
Hospital. Those whose enthusiasm and
devotion to our soldiers have not yet died
out, as they can never in any noble, grateful
heart, may always find in our Hospital
those towards whom they may manifest
their appreciation of all that they have
been willing to do and to sacrifice for us.
The soldier — wounded —meimed — and
with broken health, we ever expect to have
with us, To them we extend the warmest
welcome, and upon them would bestow our
tenderest care. They suffer, and have been
willing to suffer, even to the end of their
lives, if need be, to purchase for us peace,
union, and our untarnished national honor.
Can we do too mauch for them? Never
forget the soldiers at our Hospital !

That List.

That list of Donations did not improve
this month, as we hoped it would. Just
look at it and see how short it is! Is it
worthy of this golden—bountiful—-fruit-
laden—vegetable-laden October !

Lint and Bandages,
Again we feel called upon to send out

an appeal for Lint and Bandages. We
have now fourteen patients under surgical
treatment, which increases the demand for
these articles which can never come amiss
in a Hospital
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Hospital Review.

‘Work for the “ Review.”

We want every body, old and young, to
work for the “Review” this month in
double earnest. We want cheering up.
If everybody would pay up their arrear-
ages and renew their subsecriptions this
month; and if everybody would send us
one new name, how eulivening it would be
to our drooping spirits !

Other little Agents at Work.

Florie M., whose name has recently been
added to our Little List, will please accept
our most hearty thanks for eight dollars
and fifty cents, collected for the * Review”
within the last two months. 'We have re-
turns, also, from Ella C., who has recently
brought us four subscribers—one a new
ome.

Cans Keep Coming In.

It is cheering to see how those cans of
fruit still keep coming in, and still there is
time and room for many more. When the
season of fruit is over, and Winter’s reign
is upon us, how gratifying to our sick and
invalids shall we find these cans of fruit!
Kind reader, depend upon it, you will
never regret sending in that “one can!”

Two more Little Agents.

‘We are much gratified to be able to add
two more names to our list of Little
Agents. Carrie Pettit, of Manlius, a little
girl of eight years, sends us two new sub-
scribers, which is only the beginning, we
trust, of what she means to do for us; and
Lottie I. Wright, of Lewiston, sends us
eight. Here is Lottie’s first letter. We
have since received another short one from
her, enclosing the other four names she
has obtained for us:

Lewisron, Sept. 28, 1866.

DeAR MapaM—I am delighted to think my
mother took a short trip to Rochester a few

weeks ago, for there she saw your little paper
and subscribed for me.

Yesterday my first number came; and in look-
ing it-over, I found it 8o entertaining, besides do-
ing 8o much good, and seeing so many names of
little agents, and some whom I knew, that the
thought eame tb me, why can-I not be an agent
too? Not a Uttle one to be sure; for although only
fiftcen, I am taller than N. B., yet I can be an
agent, I know I can. So after taking my dinner,
I went out in this little town of ours, and secur-
ed four subscribers, with the promise of more as
8oon a8 people get back from the Provineial Fair.
But being of rather an impatient disposition, I
cannot very well wait, so enclose you what I have
received and the names of the different subscri-
bers. Hoping to send you more in a few days,

I am, dear madam, respectfully yours,
Lorre 1. WRIGHT.

—_—

Touching Tribute.

The following letter, dictated by one of
our inmates a few days before his death,
will be read with peculiar interest. Mr.
Whelen came to us very low with cou-
sumption, and after lingering a few weeks
with us, entered, as we trust, into rest.
His patience and unceasing gratitude for
the care and kindness he received, won for
him many friends, and the following sim-
ple and earnest expression of his feelings,
is a most touching tribute to our Hospital
and to the faithfulness of those engaged in
its service.

Rocuxsrer City Hosprral, }
September 25th, 1866.

I have been in this Hospital nearly seven
months and a half. At the time I came
here, I was weak and debilitated—have
been gradually growing weaker—and am
now wasted to a mere skeleton. Feeling I
have but a short time longer to linger upon
earth, before leaving to go to that © bourne
from whence no traveler returns,” I wish
to express my gratitude to the superintend-
ent, Mr. Van Zandt, to the nurses and in-
mates of the Hospital, and to other kind
friends, for the unwearied attention and
kindness shown me. It seems to me a
mother’s care could not exceed the kind-
ness [ have here received May the bless-
ing"of God rest upon them all.

Written by my request.
TroMAs WHELEN.
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Correspondence.

The following letters will explain them-
selves, and will be read with interest by all
the friends of the * Rochester City Hospi-
tal” We cannot refrain from giving them
publicity, and do justice to our faithful
Superintendent, or to the noble, generous
members of the “ Alert Hose Company,”
who have thus testified their appreciation
of the care which their fellow-member re-
ceived, while in the Hospital.

Arert Hose Company,
Rochester, Oct. 12, 1868.
Sir:

The members of the  Alert Hose Com-
pany,” wishing to express some portion of
the feeling of gratitude which they enter-
tain and cherish toward you for the kind
care and attention so freely bestowed by
gou upon their friend and brother, Georce

. Harris, during that portion of his last
illness, that he was an inmate of the “Roch-
ester City Hospital,” and for the more than
brotherly kindoess which anticipated and
ministered to all his wants, and soothed
and comforted him in his dying hours;
have instructed us to present to you, on
the part of the Company, the accompany-
ing Watch and Chain, which we ask you
to receive, not as an expression of the mea-
sure of the feelings which are entertained
by the members of the Company, toward
yourself, but rather as an indication that
such feelings exist, and are cherished, and
that your kind and generous acts will ever
be held in the most grateful remembrance,
by the members of the ** Alert Hose Com-
P&ny-”

Permit us also, to tender to you the ex-
pression of the kindest regard and the
warmest wishes of every member of our
Compauy, for your welfare and happiness.

Your friends,

Ggo. B. Harris,
L. W. CLaArkE,
Jaues H. KeLry,
Committee,
WiLLiaAM VAN ZaNDT, EsQ.

Genriemen or THE ALerr Hose Co.:

On Friday evening last, I received by
the hands of your Committee, a beautiful
Watch and Chain, presented as an express
ion of the feelings you entertain towards
me, for the care bestowed upon your

“friend and brother,” Grorae S. Harris,
during his last illness, -at the City Hospital.

While I am conscious of only having
performed my duty as a man and brother,
towards one whom, with you, I learned to
love and mourn; and being conscious also,
that my reward has already been ample,
still T do not feel at liberty to refuse your
beautiful gift, when I know how sincere and
disinterested were the. feelings and motives
that prompted it.

While I rejoice that my heart can con-
tain its full measure of thankfulness, I have
1t to regret that the power of expressing to
you, in fitting terms, even a portion of it,
is denied me; and uuless you can read and
iuterpret the unwritten language of my
heart, you will never know how thankful I
am for this unexpected mark of your gene-
rosity and friendship. That my heart can
feel, and I will ever cherish and wear it as
a golden link of friendship between your
hearts and mine, that coming years will
only serve to brighten, and our final part-
ing only will sever. _

Please accept, gentlemen, my sincere
wishes for your individual happiness, pros-
perity, and usefulness, as an organization.

Wiiam VAN ZAwpr.

GEeo. B. Harrig, L. W. CLARKE, Jas. H. KELLY,
Commiittee.

Deata 1 E Crry Hosprrar.—On Sun-
day morning, Oct. 14, Mr. Stephen Card,
an old man aged seventy-eight years, died
very suddenly at the City Hospital. He was
sitting upon his bed and putting on his
stockings, when he fell over and expired.
He was admitted into the Hospital the
evening previous, to be treated for ulcera-
ted limbs. Coroner Treat investigated the
case. The physicians who were called de-
cided that death was caused by disease of
the heart.

The National Military Asylum to be
erected in Milwaukee, Wis,, will be located
on a tract of about 500 acres. The build-
ings will be capable of accomodating from
10,000 to 15,000 inmates, and will cost
nearly $1,000,000. The Asylum will be

laced in charge of disabled officers, and
will be for the accommodation of all disa-
bled Union officers and soldiers of the late
war. Two other similar institutions are to
be established in other localities, under'the
act of Congress.
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Gorvespondence.

Mrs. R., of East Pembroke, writes:

“T have not forgotten that I volunteered to do
what I could in this good cause. I here enclose
one more subacription, and trust to be able to
send more.”

Frve New Susscrisers.—A friend, Mrs.
J. B. A, of Geneseo, in a note enclosing
the names and money for five new sub-
scribers, very kindly says:

‘ My best wishes are with you all in your Hos-
pital work—wish I could do more for you.”

Died,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Sept. 14th, of
consumption, Miss ADELLA HauwsteD, of Lansing,
Michigan, aged 25 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Sept. 26th, of
consumption, THoMAS WHELEN, aged 30 years,
His remains were taken to Scottsville for inter-
ment.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Oct. 14th, of
disease of the heart, STEPBEN CARD, aged T8 years.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
Frox Sepr. 15th 10 Oor. 15th, 1866,

Mrs. J. B. Parmalee, Spencerport—A bushel of
Beans, half a bushel of Apples, one can of
Peaches.

Mrs. W. H. Knapp—A quantity of Books and
Pamphlets, collected by Jennie Hurd and Mag-
gie Lane.

Mrs. Charles Stilwell—Three cans of Fruit.

Mrs. D. A. Woodbury—One can of Fruit.

Mrs. James McGuire—One jar of Jam,

Mre. A. 8. Lane—One bottle Blackberry Cordial.

Mrs. L. A. Pratt—One can of Peaches.

Mrs. E. Darwin Smith—One can of Cherries, one
bottle of Catsup.

A Friend—Twenty Cabbages.

Mrs. McMaster—One box of Grapes, and Flowers.

l(ré 1E H. Davis, Hornellgville—Fresh Pork and

ele

Miss Hnttle Hayes—Several rolls of Bandage and
a bagket of Grapes.

Miss Short, Chili—Peaches and Grapes.

Thomas H. Rochester, Esq.—DBasket of Grapes
and half a bushel of Pears.

Mrs. Oriel—Basket of Quinces, basket of Pears.

Mrs. E. L. Pottle—Two bottles of Grapes, two
cans of Fruit.

Superintendent’s Report for September.
1866. Sept. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, 41

Received durmg the month, 22
Births

Disabled Soldiers, u 11—7 6
Discharged “ 21
Deaths “ 324

Oct. 1. Remaining in Hospital,..s.s. 61

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
Frox Sepr. 15th 0 Ocr. 15th,

Mrs. Jacob Bean, Mrs. John Wilhelm, Miss
Sarah Allen, Miss Phebe Whitman, Chas.
E. Swick, Scottsburgh—By Miss Whit-
man, .......... tesessaresiesnes .... $3 50

Robert E. Brewster, Washington, $1,00);
Mrs. J. H. Clements, Barnet, t.—By
Mrs. Perking,..oveeeeecvnacases

Georgie T. Shuler, Lockport Nina C.
Moore, Buffalo; Mrs M. J. Holmes, Mrs.
E. B. Holmes, Mrs. A. W. Carey, Geor-
gie Decker, Mrs. Mary Allen, Mrs. Day-
ton 8. Morgan, Mrs. William Bowman,
Everett Reynolds, Mrs. L. Silliman, Mrs.
N. P. Pond, Mrs. J. Harrison, Mrs. G.
B. Whiteside, Mrs. James Whelon, Mrs.
‘W. H. Seymour, Mrs. William B. Maon,
Mr. G. Benson, Mrs, McGee, Mrs. L.
Gordon, Mrs. Thomes Cornes, Mrs. J.
W. Adams, Mrs. 8. Spalding, Mrs. S.
M. Ashley, Mrs. W. L. King, Mrs. J. R.
Randolph, Miss Fannie King, Cupt. H.
D. Mann, Brockport—By Miss Fanny
Holmes, Miss C. A. Brackett and Miss
Mathews, cooveererr cvvivansveee... 14 00
William C. Bagley, Buffalo—By Mrs Arner, 50
Mrs. John C. Keeler, Pittsford—By Mr.
WOoOoster, ... covvenrrrasieccienosnsns 50
Mrs. L. H. Morgan—By Mrs, Strong,..... 50
Mrs. F. Whittlesey, Mrs. E. W. Armstrong, ’
Mrs. C. H. Webb, Thomas Whelen, Mrs.
E. Loop—By Mrs. Mathews,..........
Josiah Tryon, Miss L. N. Aldrich, Miss
Jennie Atwater, Miss M’ A. Fleming,
Miss Maria Perry, Mrs. T. M. Griffith,
Lewiston; Miss' Fannie Rumsill, Miss
Lizzie Holbrook, Buffalo—By Lottie L
Wright, o000 vvver civiiiiiiiian,
Miss Lilie R. Pitkin, Buffalo—By little
Monte, .ooiiiinit vttt 50
Mrs. Samuel E, Dawley Mr. 8exton, Ta-
berg—By Mr. Van Zandt, ......c.00es 100
Miss Bella M. Smith—By Miss Van Zandt 60
Mrs. William Pitkin, Mrs. N. T. Rochester,
Mrs. N. B. Rochester for Nettie Gran.
ger, Mrs. G. H. Perkins, Mrs. E. T. Smith,
Mrs, Dr. Bristol—By Florie Montgomery,
Mrs. E. Lines, Mrs. Hopkins, Miss N. J.
Cannaby, Mrs. William Giles—By Ella
J. ColburD, . evesees.nanianarooninnas
Mrs. M. T. King, Mrs. E. L Pottle—By Mr.
Van Zandt,. ..o vvveinrerreninnnnns
George L. Elhott East Pembroke—By Mrs.
Rodenck,.... ........... 60
Mrs. A. Bronson, Mrs. William N, Sage, J.
O. Pettengill, Miss M. A. Hammon—By
Linda Bronson,....ecovecvasaneenssn
Mrs, J. 8. Orton, Mrs, H McBride, Mrs,
H. G. Baker, Mrs. J. B. Adams, Geneseo;
Mrs. Paul Goddard, York—By Mrs. Ad-
BINB, tivvus sonnnnoanioasns sanans .
Lovi A. Morso. Gllbert Alberts, Manlms—
By Carrie Pettet,........ Ceren
Mrs, E. C. Baker, Mrs, Mchlhams, 2 yrs,
Caledonia~By Ithamer Berthrong,.....
Mrs, Collinson, 2 years, Mrs. Bixby, Miss
SB.h?is' Miss Flora Jennings—By Mrs. J.

B

2 60

4 00

3 50

2 00

2 50
100
160
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Children's Department,

The “Five Arab Maxims.”

This interesting puzale, which we gave
to our young friends in the August No.,
has been solved at last. A friend sends us
the following :

Rocaester Orry Hosprray, Sept. 7, 1866.
DEAR MRS. M.—

Madam: You expect some of your young read-
ers to arrange the Maxims with sense. I am an
old reader, and I found it hard.

1st. Never tell all you may know, for he who
tells every thing he knows, often tells more than
he knows.

2d. Never attempt all you can do, for he who
attempts every thing he can do, often attempts
mare than he can do.

3d. Never believe all you may hear, for he who
believes every thing he hears, often believes more
than he hears.

4th. Never lay out all you can afford, for he
who lays out every thing he can afford, often lays
out more than he can afford.

5th. Never decide upon all you may see, for he
who decides upon every thing he sees, often de-
cides upon more than he sees. w. 8.

Jumping to Conclusions.

“They're going to hang Snap,” said
Friek, my lad)g’s Blenheim,gas :l?e stood
wagging her tail with great animation on
the top of the kitchen-steps, looking out
into the yard.

“Well, who'd have thought it!” said
Growler. “But I'm not surprised when I
reflect : that was what master and the
groom were talking about yesterday, no
doubt ; for they looked at him.”

“ They’re measuring his neck for a rope,”
said Frisk, scampering off,

“Snap’s going to be hanged,” said Grow-
ler to Tray.

“Indeed! Well, I thought he looked
very low spirited all day yesterday. I'm
not ‘surprised at all; but are you sure #”

“0! Ifancy he has the rope round his
neck already.”

“QOnly think of Spap!” said Tray to
Lion, the Newfoundland dog.

“ What about him ?” said Lion, apparent-
Jy more inclined to think of something else.

“Going to be hanged : that’s all.”

“And enough, too,” said Lion. “ When{"

40, I doubt if he isn’t banged already:
I fancy the rope was about his neck some
time ago.”

% Poor fellow ]! What's it for?”

4T can't exactly tell. The groom’s been
complaining of him to the master, I believe,
from what Mr. Growler says.”

1 thought he was a great favorite.”

“ Ah! but we've all seen a great change
lately.”

“ %V'ben did you notice it ¥’ :

“1 don't know that it was spoken of till
this morning; but any ome might have
seen it long ago.”

“1 never saw it.”

At this moment Snap ran into the yard
with a new collar on.

“Hey, what's this?" said Lion, as Snap
trotted from one to another to show his
finery ; while Frisk looked down from the
top of the steps,and whispered rather sheep-
ishly to Growler, “ Who'd have thought
they were measuring him for a collar I"—
Original Fables. *

The Crow and the Cheese.

A crow, as he flew by a farm window-sill,

A choice piece of cheese carried off in his bill

Intent on enjoying his banquet alone,

And making the treasure more strictly his own,

He flies to a tree, where the boughs green and
high,

Holds out a broad screen from the curious eye ;

A fox, notwithstanding, the choice morsel spies,

And plans his approach to get at the prize.

* Fair bird,” said he, * how I admire thy wing,

And thy musical throat—for I know thou canst
sing ;

Only yesterday, passing these elm trees, I heard,

Methought the rich tones of the night-warbling
bird,

So softly and sweetly they fell on the ear,

T could but imagine the nightingale near.

Repeat, for my pleasure, the ravishing strain;

Tune your voice to those notes of enchantment
again.”

These speeches, delivered with flattering skill,
Prevail with the crow to unfasten her bill.
Down drops, on the ground, the much coveted

Which the fox, snapping up, carries off at his
cheese, [ ease;

Observing, though much he admired her strains,

No compliment yet could he pass on her brains.

How many who flattery speak to their friends,
Extol them, to further their own private ends;
Some selfish advantage, alas! is their aim

In sll the fair phrases and speeches they frame;
Remember the price words of flattery cost

When Eve heard the tempter, and Eden was lost |
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Kitty’s Victory;
OR, “ A SOPT ANSWER TURNETH AWAY WRATH.”

“Did you ever see the like? Here's
this meadow nearly spoiled for mowihg,
with the grass all trodden down from one
end to the other. The fences are all right,
30 it couldn’t have been the cattle; it must
have been those troublesome children: I
hear them in the woods now ; they’re al-
ways engaged in some mischief. ' They
shall not come back this way, anyhow, if I
have to sit by the stile all day.”

All this Mr. Barker muttered to himself
a8 he stood looking over the fence into a
meadow, where he had come to see if it
would be ready for mowing the next day.

Cross old Mr. Barker, the children called
him ; for he seldom had a pleasant word
for anybody, and they all disliked him so
much, that there was no end to the mis-
chief they were ready to do- him, pEd¥ided
they were not afraid to be found. out. The
apples on his trees, which overhung the
road, were sure to be picked, as soon as
they were ripe, by other hands than his,
because, the children said, “He was so
mean, he never gave away any.” Now
there was Mr. Kindly : they never thought
of touching his apples; for a boy never
passed his orchard when he was in it with-
out having his hands filled with apples,
when they were ripe, or his garden with-
out an offer of a rose or pink, or whatever
flower might happen to be in bloom.

I do not want you to think that I mean
to excuse the children for their treatment
of Mr. Barker, for I have not a thought of
such a thing. If they had tried to obey
the Bible rule, they would have behaved
very differently ; for our Saviour says,“Love
your enemies, bless them that curse you,
do good to them that hate yow” Iam
only telling you what they did, not what
they ought to have done.

However, if anybody ever had an excuse
for being cross, Mr. Barker had on that af-
ternoon; for a party of children had pas-
sed through his meadow, on their way to
the woods, and, without thinking whether
it would not -be best to keep close by the
fence, so as to tread down but little of the
grass, they had walked here and there, just
as it happened, and had trodden several
paths through it. Mr. Barker's temper did

“not improve as he crossed the field and
saw all this; and he climbed the fence at
the farther end, end sat down by the brook,

resolved to send the first child who tried
to return through the meadow home by
the road, with a threat of a whipping if he
or she attempted to come that way again.
The Jittle trespassers, meauwhile, were
enjoying themselves in the woods, picking
flowers, playinghidé-and-seek, and hunting
for berries; and-they started to come home,
little thinking of what awaited them after
they had crossed the.brook. Kitty Kind-
ly and May Bell were a little in:advance of
the rest, and they reached the brook first.
They were above the stepping-stones, where
they crossed, when Kitty saw a pond-lilly
floating on the water in a little quiet nook
where the brook went softly, as if fearful
of disturbing the beautiful flower in its rest-
ing-place.
“Oh! stop, May,” said Kitty: *I must
et this lilly ; and here’s one for you, too,”
ie added, as she stopped to gather them.,
Her basket, which she had filled with flow-
ers, was: by her side, and she had thrown
off her hat in her eagerness to get the flow-
ers, when she was startled by a cry from.

- May, and she turned to see what was the

matter.

“Oh, Kitty !” said May, in a frightened
whisper; “there’s cross old Mr. Barker sit-
ting by the fence ;' and we shall have to go
back, and' go home by the road ; for he'll
never ‘let us pass through his meadow, I
know.”

. “Why, May,” said Kitty, “itis a whole
mhile round by the road, and we cannot get
home till dark; and then what will mother
say ¥’

% We cannot help it,” said May; ‘ theré:
is nothing else for us to do; and see, the
other children have seen him, and they
have stopped too.” ‘

“T think he will let us pass if we ask him
pleasantly,” said Kitty. My father says
he would not be half so cross if the boys
did not tease him so, and that may be he
would be better if he did not live all alone
in that gloomy house. Come, I will ask
him to let us through, if you will come too.”
So Kitty beckoned to the other children
to follow, and, picking up her bonnet and
basket, crossed the stepping-stones, the
rest of the children timidly following. May
laughed to herself at the idea of Mr. Kindly
ever being like cross Mr. Barker, and
thought that if anybody could make him
goodnatured, it would be little Kitty, who
never had anything but gentle words and
pleasant smiles for any one,
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Mr. Barker was a little surprised when
he saw the children coming towards him.
He bad thought that if they attempted to
cross the meadow at all, it would have been
at the other end, and thatthen they wonld
have trusted to their swift running to es-
eape from him. He was still more sur-

rised when Kitty said, Please, Mr. Bar-
Eer', will you let us cross your meadow

No child had ever spoken so to him be-
fore, and as he looked into the sweet face
of the little petitioner his wrath was some-
what softened.  Still he thought it would
never do for him to yield, or all his mead-
ows would be spoiled; so he said, “ No, I
willi not have my meadows tuyned into a
road: you have already trampled down
much of the grass. You can go round by.
the road ; that’s the place to walk.”

Kitty’s heart beat very fast, and the tears
came to her eyes, when she heard this; for
she was not used to hear such cross tones:
her . voice faltered a little as she said,
% Please, sir, do not send us round by the
road : it is so far that it will be dark be-
fore w‘%get home, and mother will benlarmn-
ed. e are very sorry that we trod down
your grass, but we did not mean to do any
barm : we will be more careful now.”

It was of no use for Mr. Barker to hold
out any longer; he could not be eross
while Kitty spoke so pleasingly; and he
said, # Well, you may go baok this -way,
as it is so late; but you mast go close to
the. fénce, and after the grass i3 mown it,
will be no matter.”

“Qh, thank you, Mr. Barker,” said Kit-
ty; “and won't you take this basket of
fidwers home with you? I can get plenty
more.”

Mr. Barker took the flowers with a gruff
“Thank you,” and the children went on
their way, keeping close.to the fence untif
they had crossed the fleld: He ' watched
them all the way, and:then turned to go to
his solitary home, which Kitty's flowers
brightened for two or three days. He kept
them long after they were withered ; and
then one day, when Kitty was going to
school, be gave her the basket filled with
ripe  pears. Ao L
As for Kitty’s victory over Mr. Barker,
the news of it apread all over the villiage, for
the children told the story when they went
home, and all the people wondered; but
they need not have done so, for they each
bad a book which says, A soft answer
turneth away wrath.”

RMiscellnneons.

Josh Billings says: the best kind ov 8
dog tew hav for awl purpozes is a wooden
oue. Tha dont kost much, and aint liabel
tew git out ov repair. Tha are eazy kep,
and yu alwas kno whare tu find them. Tha
aint kross tu children when yu step on
thare tales. Biawl means git a small one.
I never knu one ov this breed tew foller
enny -boddy oph.

An industrious tradesman having taken
a new apprentice, awoke him at a very
early hour on the first morning, by calling
out that the family were sitting down to
table. “Thank you,” said the boy, as he
turned aver in bed, to adjust himself for
anew nap, “thank you: but I never est

| anything during the night.”

A correspondent in Havana writes, that
if he wanted to describe the island of Cuba
in a single line, he should call it, “ The
land of the flea, and the home of the
slave.”

Agents. .
The following Ladi®s have kindly consente!’ o
act as Agents for {he Hospilal Review:
Miss MaGGre C'ULBERTsSON, Enst Groveland.
“ L. A. BuiLER,Peiry Ceutre.
* E. A. C. Haves, Rochester.
“ Mapy W. Davis, e
Mrs. C. F. SPEN :ER, &
« PuEBE D. DavExpoORT, Lockport.
Miss MarRY BROWN, Perinton. ' '
Miss Ap& Miri <R “
# Juria M'CHESNEY, Spencerport,
“ LiLLIAN ). RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottaburg.
Miss LotTiE J. WrIGHT, Lewiston.

List of our Little Agents.

IinpA BroONSON, Rochester,
MARY PERKINS,

FLORIE MONTGOMERY,

Fanny and ELra CorLBurN, Rochester
FaNNY PoMEROY, Pittefield, Mass.
8. Hary, Henrietta,

JenNIE HURrD, Rochester,

MARY LANE, "

BenNy WrieeT, East. Kendall.
SamusL B. Woop, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, u

KrLa VAN Zanpr, Albany.

. MixNie MONTGOMERY, Rochester.
MARY WATSON, "
JuLia A, Davis, o
CARRir PerrrT, Manlins,

Lorrne I. WRianT, Lewiston.
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Hospital Notioe. .

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

S dvertisements,

RATES OF ,DVERTISING.
Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00 Quarter Column,, ..., $10 00

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

S8ixMonths, ... 800 Half Column, 1 Year, 156 00

One Year,........ 500 Oue Column, 1 Year, 26 00
A Column contains eight Squares,

A.S. MANN & CO.

37 and 39 State Street,

AVE received another large lot of NEW
SILKS, which they offer to purchasers at
GREAT BarcaiNs. 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 62 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N, Y,
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.26 per Ib.
»n

OOLONGS, .....0uus 80c., 90c. and $1.00
MIXED TEAS, .....80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL,...c..covuvnn. $1 and $1.25 7

UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, ..... $1.26 "
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40c. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
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 8o low as to make it a special object for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to deal with us.
The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,

April, 1866. 1y 62 Buffalo Street.

>

BRECK'S PHARMACY.

GEORGE BRECK,
DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bufalo Sireel,
ROCHESTER, K.Y
DEALER IN

Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

For medicinal uses.
Particular attention given to Physicians' Prescriptiona,

Floral Depot for Frost & Co’s Greenhouses,
June 15, 1866,

A. S. MANN & CO.

37 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-

ed a lot of
~SILK WARP POPLINS,
just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses.
April, 1866.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVALL.
M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street,
Where they will continue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Masons’
goods. 6m* Rochester, N. Y., Apri, 1866.

CURRAN & COLER,

BUCCESSORS TO B. KING & 00,

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Opposite the Court House,

Smith's Arcade,

Rochester, N, Y,
April,'66-1y* G. W. GOLER,

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

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

CHas. F. Surra. GLMAN H. PhukINS.
[Established in 1826.] o

RICHARD OUREAN,

Jan. 1866.

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866.
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Election Notice.

SHERIFF‘S OFFICE, County or MONROE.
Notice is bereby given pursuant to the Statute
of this State, and the annexed notice from the
Secretary of State, that the General Election will
be held in this County, on the TUESDAY
SUCCEEDING THE FIRST MONDAY OF
NOVEMBER, (8th) 1866, at which Election the
:ld'ioers named in the annexed Notice will be

Dated Rochester, August 8th, 1866.
A. CHAPMAN, Sheriff.

STATE OF NEW YORK.

OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY OF Su'm}
Albany, July 28, 1866.
Tb the Sheriff of the County of Monroe:

Sir—Notice is hereby given, that at the Gene-
ral Election to be held in this State on the Tues-
day succeeding the first Monday of November
pext, the following officers are to be ‘elected, to
wit:

A Governor, in the place of Reuben E. Fenton ;

A Lieutenant Governor, in the place of Thomas
G. Alvord; .

A Canal Commissioner, in the place of Benjamin
¥. Bruce;

An Inspector of State Prisons, in the place of
James K. Bates;

All whose terms of office will expire on the
last day of December next.

Also a Representative in the Fortieth Congress
of the United States for the Twenty-eighth Con-
gressional District, composed of the Counties of
Monroe and Orleans.

COUNTY OFFICERS TO BE ELECTED.

Three Members of Assembly.

A County Treasurer, in the place of Samuel
8ehofield.

Two Justices of Sessions, in the place of
Joseph Dewey and Robert Martin.

All of whose terms will expire on the last
day of December next, except that of Samuel
Schofleld, County Treasurer, whose term will ex-
pire on the first day of Ontober next.

The attention of Inspectors of Elections and
County Canvassers is directed to Chapter 181 of
Laws of 1866, a copy of which is printed here-
with, entitled “ An act to provide for the submit-
ting to the people the question, Shall there be a
Conveation to revise the Constitution and amend
the same?” for instructions in regard to their
duties under said act.

Caap. 181.

AN ACT to provide for submitting to the people
the question, *Shall there be a Uonvention to
revise the Constitution and amend the same ?”
Passed March 19, 1866.

The People of the State of New York, represented in
Senate and Assembly, do enact as follows :
SeorioN 1. At the general election to be held

in this State on the Tuesday next after the firat

Monday of November, eighteen hundred and six-
ty-six, there shall be provided for the poll of each
election district, and kept thereat by the inspect-
ors of election of such district, a box marked
** Convention,” proper for the reception of ballots.
Every persou in such district qualified to vote at
such election for members of the Legislature, may
vote at such poll a ballot either written or printed,
or partly written or partly printed, on which shall
be inscribed the words * For a Conventiog to re-
vise the Constitution and amend the same,” or the
words * Against a Convention to revise the Con-
stitution and amend the same.” Such ballot shall
be indorsed * Convention,” and shall be received
by said inspectors of ion, and shall be de-
posited in said ballot box. The poll lists for the
said election shall be so prepared and kept that
there shall be a column therein containing a mark
or figure for each voter who shall vote one of
such ballots, which column shall be headed
‘“ Convention.” All the provisions of the act en-
titled “ An act respecting elections other than for
militia and town officers,” .passed April fifth,
eighteen hundred and forty-two, and all laws
amendatory thereof, and all the provisions of the
act entitled “ An act for ascertaining by proper
proofs the citizens who shall be entitled to the
right of suffrage, and to prevent fradulent voting,”
passed April fifteenth, eighteen hundred and
fifty-nine, and all the provisiong of the act en-
titled “ An act to ascertain by proper proofs the
citizens who shall be entitled to the right of suf-
frage,” passed May thirteenth, eighteen hundred
and sixty-five, so far as the same are applicable,
shall apply to the proceedings under this act.

§ 3. The Secretary of State shall immediately
after the assemblini of” the next Legislature, in
the year eighteen hundred and sixty-seven, re-
port thereto the result of the election herein pro-
vided for.

§ 3. This act shall take effect immediately.

FRANCIS C. BARLOW,

Aug. 18, 1866. Secretary of State.

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.

April, 1866.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

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

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

g Orders lefty at J. PALMER'S IoE CREAM SA-
100X, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 16, 1866. E, L, THOMAS & 0O,

37 and 39 State St.
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.

ALFRED 8. LANE. mch, 1866. 1y CYRUS F. PAINE,
JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,

LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865. '

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

CINRENALE

\

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE™ took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York. Oct. 20th, 1865, a8
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sold within the
Jast three years, giving universal satistaction to all. They
have noequal asa Family or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have “fita” Does its work slike
each day. . 4 REASONS, .

1. Its etmplicity and great. of work., e

2. Its ma,g)in four difterent nl;whes; viz}- $he loek, kwot,
double-lock and double-knot.

8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the woyly
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, end the quality of the
w &rkldone].f adjusting tenst

. Its self-adjusting tensfon. )

The * FLORENG]f * will sew from the finest Lawn_ to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Toilor's manutacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
serﬁ‘onul which we sre preparetl to substantiasé iy ¢very

articular. "
¥ Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
may say, but see the Florence befose purchasing.any other
and judge for yourself, ’

All kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making;
done to order, and all kinds of Ladjes® Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neateft possible mannet, by
¢ )mpetent operators, .

é‘sﬂk,lﬂeedlbs and best' Ofl, for sale at this Office.

.~ Rooms over 20 State street, Rochester, N, Y.

A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again,

For particulars address - ‘
CHAS, SPENCER HALL, geneml A%‘Y

Nov. 15, 1865, ochester,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A, WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,;,
SMOKED AND SALT FISBH, ETC.

104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of all kinds in its season.
GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened.oxr Tinted,
" AND PAINTING DONE,
In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left a8 above, or at his residence, on Ely Bt.,

will reczive prompt attention.
Oct, 1865.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 Arcape HaiL,
No. 7 EXCHANGE' PLAOE, } Rocrzsteg, N. .

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

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

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

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

On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y

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

(%™ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

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

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

= Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jen. 1866. Rochester, N.Y.

E. N. BUELL.
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DEVOTED TO ‘I‘HE

INTERESTS OF THE SICK & surr:nme,

AT THE [

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITATI.

““I WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Vou. I

ROCHESTER, N. Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1866.

No. 4

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:

!I‘I.MALTBY STRO‘TG Mrs. WM. H. PERK[Na,
N. T. ROCHESTE ¢ Dr. MATHEW

THRISfoRy Cents a Yegr, Payable in Advance.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addresséd to “ The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

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

Letters of inquiry,.and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MataEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Sprmg Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Baffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
Forever and Forever.

Forever and forever,
God's promises are sure,—
Forever and forever,
Shall Heaven'’s rest endure.
And so, the loved and cherished,
Who tread their homeward track,
To all our ardent yearning,
Can never more come back.

Forever and forever,
‘Their earthly cares are o'er,
Forever -and forever more,
They sin and sigh no more.
..Beyond the reach of sorrow,
Beyond the reach of pain,
The loss to us 8o bitter,
I8 their eternal gain !

Forever and forever,

‘Thank God that. it is so!
Forever and foreyer,

Their tears have ceased to ﬂow,

And when we cross the river,
Death’s cold and narrow tide,—
We'll live and love forever,
Upon the Angel-snde!
KATE CAMERON.

For the Hospital Review.

Sympathy.

How can we thank our Heavenly Father,
as we ought, for giving us the assurance
in His blessed word, that our gracious
“elder brother” sympathises in all our
trials. What a precious gift is the sym-
pathy of “Him who thought it not. rob-
bery to be equal with God,” and now reigns
with Him. Often, very often in life, we
feel that all other ‘sympathy is worthless,
or only valuable as it brings to us the as-
surance that we are remembered at the
Throne of Grace. But in our daily life,
in mcknesa, in paxuful accidents, in the
varied trials which come to all, how pleas-
ant the earthly sympathy, how we long for
it, how eagerly we accept it. None are so
low, or poor, that it is not pleasant to re-
ceive from them the word of sympathetic
inquiry or condolence. How sweet in the
family circle, (if God haslaid one on a bed
of suffering,) to hear morning by morning

from each member of the household the

gentle greeting, accompanied by a few
words, that show that the sufferer Was 10t
forgotten, but that frosh sympathy springs
up in the heart contmually for the one
whom God has laid aside. Let us all
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both old and young, cultivate a large-
hearted sympathy with all whom God calls
to suffer. When our turn comes, we shall
feel, as we perhaps never felt before, the
comforting power of a fow simple words.

A.
For the Hospital .Bov‘lew.
Astray.
The night falls dark and cold; my weary feet are
straying [tend :

In dangerous paths and know not whence they
‘ Father, forgive,” my trembling lips keep sdying,
And grant one day that I may see the end.”
“The day was long and fair,” Ihear a voice re-
plying, [straight.”
*“ And just beyond, the road grows plain and
“But e'er I reach the turn, the faint light, dying,
Leaves me in danger of a dreadful fate.”
“Why did ye linger? e'er the daylight ended,
The dangers passed, the turning safely won,
‘With all my flock so kindly housed and tended,
Ye might have rested 'till another sun.”

‘ But, Father, see, the night grows darker, colder;
And gathering clouds forebode the tempest nigh;
And threatening forms each moment growing
bolder,
Press ever nearer as I hasten by:
True, I have lingered where the wayside flowers
grew fairest, [road;
And once I went astray, and well nigh lost the
The fruits were tempting, and I stayed to cull the
rarest,
But now I faint and droop beneath the load.
Wilt Thou not pity? Death must soon o'ertake me
If I am left to wander on alone.
Lo, here I helpleéb lie! Do not forsake me,
Let this my woe for follies past atone.,'

10}
“The day is done, the night has found thee st[ragi
Thy feet must walk in darkness to the end;
But I will pity, I have heard thee praying;
Henceforth I walk beside thee as thy friend:”
“ Enough, dear Lord, I ask no ray to gyide me,
Since Thou art near no evil can bet'u.ie.
The tempest breaks, but Thou wilt shield and
hide me; a
The storms but drive me closer to Thy side.
I cannot see, but Thy dear arms around me,
Uphold and lead me thro’ the dangerous way ;
Tho' day should dawn I would not walk, without
Thee, '
Bide with me, Lord, that I no more may stray.”
Mrs. Jaues H. WiLLiAMs,
Rochester, Nov. 12, 1866.

For the Hospital Review,
Comfort in God’s Word.

“ Ask, and it shall be given you; seek,
and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be
opened unto you.,” Matt. vii, 7.

If we apply to earthly friends for belp
or counsel, there are many circumstances
which may prevent their giving what we
ask, but here is one with whom dwells all
wisdom, all power, and all riches. His
promise is sure. If we seek for earthly
riches, we may seek in vain—or, if success-
ful, they may soon flee from us, or we be
taken from them—but here is an offer of
heavenly treasure, a pearl of great price,
which we have only to seek earnestly and
we shall find, and by God’s grace keep, till
we go where truer joys, higher riches, and,
enduring treasures, await us in our Sav-
iour’s mansion. We may seek for admis-
sion to earthly friends, and seek in vain;
but here is a sure word. Knock at the
door of Christ’s fold, there is no refusal, at
any hour of the day or night. He is ever
present, and none who come to Him will
He send empty away.

“Though the breath of prayer be weak,
All ghall find who truly seek.” R.

Sickness.
My DEear EpirrEss—

I came across the following passage,
which seemed to me partieularly appro-
priate for your paper. Indeed, I felt that
it was worthy of a place in every Hospi-
tal.

“Suffering in all its forms is and should
be looked upon as being a vocation. There

-are many, and these real Christians—per-

sons interested in God’s service, who re-
gard suffering in a shallow, superficial point
of view—as an interference with their vo-
cations, and consequently miss all the
golden opportunities of growth in grace
and knowledge which it holds out. Their
plan of life i1s put out of joint, and as it
appears, their usefulness impeded by some
accident, or some grievous sickness; their
activity is at an end, or at an end for the
time—quietness is imposed upon them;
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they chafe and fret at the restraint. Now
what does this fretting indicate! When
our Heavenly Father changes our whole
plan of life by His providence, and virtu-
ally sends us the order, “Lie still,” shall
we venture even to remonstrate, when we
are assured by the testimony of His word
that both His wisdom and His care for us
are unbounded ! and when our own expe-
rience of life re-echoes this testimony.”

For the Hospital Review.
A Day that is Gone.
While yet the sun shone bright, and summer lin-
gered,
Loth to depart,
There came a bird, with fluttering wings, and
nestled '
Down in my heart.
Wee, airy sprites, o'er tangled violets tripping
‘With dainty feet—
Ye cannot crush from out the hearts of roses
Perfume so sweet
As this faint joy, glad earnest of the bright day
turning
Back from the past,
To walk’again in memory’s fair white chambers,
Unlocked at last.

Drift on, fast fleeting days, toward dark De-
cember—
My bird T keep—
0, sweet eyes looking into mine, remember
Love lies asleep.
Warm hand, into whose clasp mine own went
stealing,
Once, and no more.
Put back the veil between, and see, I'm kneeling
Here at the door.
Take down the bar that shuts us out, so lonely,
My bird and I—
Or in the cold, bleak winter, surely coming,
We droop und die.

Go, golden summer day, with swift feet flying,
Ye come not back to me—

I hear the drear November winds, low sighing—
4 It cannot be.” )

0, radiant hills, arrayed in Autumn’s glory,
This wild, dark day,

Writes on your face the oft repeated story—
Death and decay.

80 L, alone, go in my heart's far inner chamber,
And shut the door,

And set a seal thereon, and write beneath it—
“ Closed, ever more.”

Mgs, B. FRANK ENos,

-pered kim.”

" the tribe of Levi.

From The Presbyterian,
The Lord's Tenth.

There is a common opinion existing in the
winds of Christians, that though their ex-
penditures for the support of their families
should be suitably proportioned to their in-
comes, that which is devoted to the Lord’s
service may well be left to accident, or the
convenience or impulse of ths moment when
& call for benevolence is made.

Although it is true that in the New Tes-
tament we have no definite amount for
God's treasury demanded, yet we are en-
jvined to give in proportion to our jvcome.
*Upon the first day of the week let every
ove of yon lay by in store, as God hath pros-
Here the duty of a definite
appropriation is demanded. It does not, it
is true, state whether a teoth, or fifth, or
hundredth is required ; but let uslook a mo-
ment at a few records of these early days,
and see if any light may be gathered from
them. Zaccheus gave * one-half his goods
to the poor.” The poor widow whom
Christ commended gave in “all her living”
to the treasury of the temple. We find the
poor and afflicted chureh of Macedonia
* abounding in riches of liberality” to those
still poorer, giving even “ beyond their pow-
er,” aod entreating that the gift might be
accepted. A whole church sold their houses
and lands, and gave away the proceeds.

Although we are not commanded to per-
form the same acts, yet the whole spirit of
the gospel teaches us to make self-denials
for the advancement of Christ’s cause, and
points toward a much larger liberality than
was required in the old Jewish Church.

And what was the proportion required
then for the Lord’s service? From the high-
est to the huinblest every one was required
by God to give one-tenth of his increase to
Another tenth was re-
quired for the support of the regular feasts,
Still another every three years for the poor,
besides journeys to the temple, trespass-of-
ferings, and numerous other requirements,
making in all not less than a fifth of the in-
come.

How can any Christian, with the light of
God's word iiluminating the path of duty,
be willing, or even dare to give less ‘than
one tenth of all he receives to the Lord$
#8ball a man rob God?” Yet how many
are daily robbing him by withholding the
tithes,'the mare interest-money on the sums
he has loaned them! Ahl a breath of his
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power can scatter the ill-gotten possessions For the Hospital Eeview.

which are secured by such robbery, “ The
blessing of the Lord it maketh rich.” He
who fails to honor God with the first fruits
of his increase, will find his gold corrupted,
and its * rust shall eat his flesh as it were
fire.”

The resolution of Jacob should be written
on the door-posts of every Chiistian’s heart:
“ Of all that Thou shylt give me, I will
surely give the tenth to Thee.” Many have
adopted and strictly followed this resolution,
and one who has had a large acquaintance
with the business as well as the religious
world, said he never knew an instance of one
who did so failing in business, however
great the commercial pressure. * There is
that scattereth and yet iucreaseth.” God
never fails to give back " good measure,
pressed down, and shaken together,” for ali
that is given to his cause. Dr. Hariis has
truly said that * the most marked interposi-
tions and sigoal blessings of even earthly
prosperity have atteuded the practice of
Christian liberality in all ages.” Said Bax-
ter, who was noted for his charities, “ The
little I now possess was nearly all acquired
at the time when I gave away wost.”

Let any one try the experiment, and
watch the providences of God and [ doubt
not that he wiil find his promises of prosper-
ity to those who honor hun with their sub-
stanco fulfilled far beyond his largest expee-
tations, . L. M.

Cheerfulness as taught by Reason,

I think we are too ready with complaint

In this fair world of God's. Had we no hope

Indeed beyond the zenith and the slope

Of yon gray blank of sky, we might be faint

To muse upon eternity’s constraint

Round our aspirant souls. But since the scope

Must widen early, is it well to droop,

For 4 few days consumed in loss and taint?

Oh, pusillanimous heart, be comforted,—

Ang, like a cheerful traveler, take the road—

Singing beside the hedge. What if the bread

Be bitter in thine inn, and thou unshod

To meet the flints ?—At least it may be said,

“ Because the way is short, I thank thee, God 1"
' Mgs.’ 'Fnownma,

Contentment.

0, humbly take what God bestows,
And like His own fair flowers,

Look up in sunshine with a smile
And.gently bend.in showers.”

Autumn.
BY E. H. DAVIS,

Oh, come with me to the forest,
On this golden Autumn day,

And gaze on a scene of splendor
That is soon to pass away.

Coine where the songs of Heaven
Sound fresh and pure and clear,

And amid ten thousand singers
"No discord frets the ear.

Bright leaves of every hue and fiut,
Make soft your rustling tread;
And couches green of springy moss

Invites the weary head.
. The oak that all the summer,
Has worn its leafy crown,
Now bows to Nature's mandate,
And casts it gaily down.

And could T read yon poplar,
As it whispers to the pine,
Full many a hidden secret
Of the forest then were mine;
But fast they lock their secrets,
As centuries onward fly,
And we shall know them only
In immortality.

Man toils in pride and vanity,
For fortune and for fame,
And piles-the sculptured marble
Whereon to leave his name;
When every leaf and blossom
That's falling round us now,
‘Would tell him of his folly,
And his vain soul to bow.

For here man buildeth never,
 No furrow breaks the sod,

No shrub or flower planted,
But by the hand of God.

No painter’s art can equal,
No architect devise,

Such beauty and such grandeur,
As in this woodland lies.

Surely  He is near us here,
Amid his works so grand;
These spires and domes and altars,
Are from His mighty hand.
Here we can truly worship,
And cast our sins away,
For God will hear his children,
‘When at such shrines they pray.



Central Library of Rocl&g%er

d Montoe County - Historic Serials Collection
ospataﬁ 1? 3

evew. )

The Lospital Review,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., NOVEMBER 15, 1866.

Come to our Thanksgiving Party!

The Thanksgiving Party-to which we in-
vited our friends and readers last month, is
now the absorbing topic. On every side

we hear the din of preparation, and are.

greeted with faces eager and bright with
hope and anticipation. It is our *first,
party;” so we think we may be pardoned
if we do find ourselves now and then fall-
ing into pleasant reveries, and’ day-dreams
over it. To us it is a great occasion, so do
not forget us, and do not disappoint us.
Come one—come all! The invitation we
issued through our columns last month was
wide and all-embracing, and here again it

is most cordially repeated. Let no one "

mistake it. It is meant for all. We want
to see our friends, and friends’ friends, and
relatives, and neighbors, and acquaintances,
far and near. Great blessings, we trust,
will flow to our Hospital through this
gathering, not only from the material aid
which we hope to receive, and of which we
stand so much in need—but this meeting
of friends and fellow-workers—this inter-
change of sympathy, and the opportunity
thus afforded of talking over with each
other our mutual plans and hopes—must,
we believe, serve to strengthen and stimu-
late us in our labors, and imbue us with
fresh courage and vigor. It is these mo-
tives which have led us to make our invi-
tation so general. It is not simply the do-
nations of our friends that we want.
want to see them—to meet them in person
—to show them our Hospital, and to talk
with them. And we want not only to see
our friends on that day, but the public gen-
erally, Many who have not hitherto been
especially interested in us, would, we are
sare, become so, if they knew more of our
work and efforts. We expect at our parly
to make not only many new acquaintances,

We-

but new friends. Our Hospital needs but
to be fairly introduced, to win for itself
its due place among the many noble chari-
ties of our city. We are justly proud of
our beautiful building—its high and airy
rooms—its tasteful and pleasant accommo-
dations. Come to our Thavksgiving Party
and see its various departments for your

self| Hospitals have but so recently been
introduced in Rochester, that we are some-
times amused, although not reasonably sur-
prised, at the impressions which many even
in our midst have of them. A gentleman,
in visiting us not long since, expressed ut-
most astonishment at finding everything so
cheery.and inviting—remarking that he had
never supposed a Hospital could be so
pleasant—that his ideas of a Hospital had
always been of a place where one would
instinctively draw their clothes tightly
around them, and hold théir breath to es-
eape the fetid and unwholesome atmos-
phere. Others having similar impressions
may, we can assure them, have them en-
tirely dissipated by a visit to our Hospital,
where they will see how comfortably the
sick—even the sick-poor may be cared for,

and how spacious and even elegant are the
apartments devoted to this object.

We hope our friends in the country will
make a special effort to be present at -our
Party. Let us have a good representation
from Victor, Groveland, Scottsville, Avon,
Brockport, and all- those towns around us
which have ever responded so nobly to our
call. Come in parties—come in jolly loads !
Let there be a regular turnout both from
city and country—rain or shine! What-
ever the weather may be, the Ladies will
promise you a hearty welcome—a good
cup of coffee with something beside, and a
good time generally.

A poor man served by thee, shall make thee rich;

A sick man helped by thee, shall make thee strong; .
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense

Of service thoi renderest.”
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Thank-Offerings.

‘We expect that the thank-offerings at our
Party will be many and abundant. Foliow-
ing, as it does, the national festival for
Thanksgiving, which we have just been
commemorating in our happy homes, sur-
rounded with dear ones—and where we have
had so vividly recalled to ue the many mer-
cies and blessings crowning our lives, shall
we not all feel it a privilege to bring some-
thing to the Hospital as an expression of
our thanks and graditude to the Giver of
all! Let every gift on that day be indeed
a thank-offering, not bestowed “ grudging-
ly or of necessity,” but freely, remember-
ing that “God loveth a cheerful giver.”
@ive from hearts full and overflowing with
all the sweet memoriesand grateful thoughts
which the national thanksgiving should
bring to us all. Then, indeed, shall our
charity be twice-blessed—blessing “ him
that gives and him that takes.”

'
‘What shall we Bring?

Are any asking, What shall we bring to
the Party? If we were to mention any-
thing especially, it would be money, pro-
visions of all kinds, butter, lard, &c., &c.,
.but nothing can come amiss, We are look-
ing very earnestly for a good, bountsous
supply of vegetables. Shall we be disap-
pointed ! Delicacies for the sick are always
acceptable— that can of fruit,” if you
have not already sent it, and wine, brandy,
jellies, &c., &c. Under-olothing, also, for
the sick, would be gratefully received, and
now and then a remembrance for our'Hos-
pital babies. Bat we will not go on enu-
merating, Our readers, especially house-
keepers, and those who have had the care
of the sick, will know what in every house-
hold is always needed and acceptable. The
smallest contribution will be sure to be wel-
come. Let po one remain away because
they have nothing to bring. Be your gifts

much or little, or nothing at all—COME 1}

Subscribe for the Review!

We do not wish to be exacting in our de-
mands, but there is one thing we do ex-
pect of every guest ai our Thavksgiving
Party, and that is, that they subscribe, if
they have not already done so, for the “Re-
view.” The subscription price is only fifty
cents a year. Few who accept of our invi-
tation but would intend to donate at least
that amount; and if they have only fifty
cents to spare, we can assure them there is
no way they can invest it so acceptably to
us, and so pleasantly and profitably to them-
selves as to subscribe for the * Review.”
Fifty cents for the “ Review,” will aid the
Hespital as effectually as if given directly
for its use—and at the same time it is aid-
ing our paper, whose mission in making
known the wants and aims of our Institu-
tion, cannot be over-estimated. The Treas-
urer will be present to put down new names,
and an excellent opportunity will then also
be offered for old subscribers to renew sub-
scriptions and pay up arrearages. First of
all, at the Party, remember to subsecribe for
the « Review!!” '

The Fancy Table.

Our friends, especially our young friends,
are busy as bees, and gay as butterflies,
over the preparations for the Fancy Fable.
From what we hear, we expect a much
more than ordinary display of pretty and
useful articles of every variety and desorip-
tion. QContributions to the Table are still
solicited, and may be sent for this purpose
to Miss Libbie Mathews, 28 Spring Street,
or to Miss Brackett, No. 36 North Fitzhugh
Street. Articles are requested to be sent in
as early as possible.

A vERY GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGEMENT.
—The Lint and Bandages we asked for last
month, came. We thought they would—
and we are duly abliged—but we want a
gréat many more. Don’t forget them—and
send along with them any quantity of old
cloths—so serviceable always in a sick room.



Tke Hospital Review.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

55

An Ice Cream Table.

. In addition to the free refreshment ta-
bles, farnished by the Managers, the young
ladies interested in our Party, propose to
bave an ice cream table—where not only
ice cream, but hot oysters, choice confec-
tiovery, cake, fruit, candies, &c. &e., will be
sold for the benefit of the Hospital. Pa-
trons of this table, on the day aud evening
of our Party, we shall not need to solicit, as
the added attraction of the bright eyes and
fair smiles of the young ladies in attend-
ance, will, we are sure, prove more than
sufficient—but contributions now, in get-
ting ready for the occasion, would be very
thankfully received.

Bouzrnine Exrra.—We understand
that our young friends are determined to
get up some special entertainment for our
guests, during the day and evening of our
party—although of what kind, they have
not yet fully determined. But, whether of
music, or tableaux, or side shows, or what-
ever it may be—something, both good and
fanny, we may safely expeet.

A Little Agent in Springwater.

We are pleased to find, from a letter re-
cently received from Grovelond, that we
have a little worker for the Review in
Springwater. “M. G.” sends us three

dollars for subscriptions, including five
new names, four of which, she tells us, were
procured by Maria Van Veghten, a little girl
of twelve years. This effort, we think,
faicly entitles Miss Maria to a place in our
List of Little Agents, for, having volunta-
rily begun so good a work, we are sure
she does not mean to stop. We shall ex-
pect to hear from Maria again.

A Letter from Cameron Mills,

CaMeroN MiLLs, Nov. 12, 1866.
Enclosed please fiad fifty cents for the current
Year. T wish it were fifty dollare instead of
cents. I like the * Review,” and would gladly aid
in ita circulation if in my power, but at present
am unable to do so. I am rejoiced to see that
you are still blessed in your noble work of at-
tending and ministering to the wants of the sick
and afflicted. That God will bless and prosper

your efforts is atill the prayer of

Yours, affectionately, L W. 8

Report of the Hospital Committee to the
Ladies’ Charitable Society.
Another year of success has crowned
the efforts for the “ Rochester City Hospi-
"—and we rejoice to-day that though
not yel three years old, this institution
holds no medium . rank among the works
of Christian love, which adorn our goodly
city. Emanating from the “Charitable

| Society,” with the same objects in view,

(the care and relief of the sick and suffer-
ing,) most fitting it is, that we should be
linked in bonds of tender sympathy, and
meet in thankfulness to God, to rejoice
over the good accomplished, or mourn
for opportunities lost or unimproved.

Two hundred and sixty-five persons have
been admitted to the Hospital, for medical
and surgical'treatment. Of this number,
two hundred and nine have been discharg-
ed—fifty-six now remaining. There have
been seventeen births, but we have only
eleven deaths to record—affording ample
proof that the care and nursing is such as
tend to the best welfare of the patients.

Of the few who have died, three, had
nearly reached the allotted term of life;
three, were victims of that insidious disease,
consumption ; four, born, but to die; and
one an accidental death by burning.

Among these, persons from England,
Ireland, Scotland, and Wales, France, Ger-
many, and Switzerland, Prince Edward’s
Island, Canada, and the various States of
the Union, have here found an asylum in
their saffering and distress,

The interest which clustered round the
Hospital when filled with Soldiers, seems
in a great measure to have died away—but
we had no greater sufferers tken, than now;
and we ask you only to go with us through .
the various wards, to see what the Hospi-
tal is doing. As we enter the female ward,
at our left, we see the bright face of one,
for months & weary little sufferer of a ner-
vbus'di'eawTa recipient of your charity,
and requiring the incessant care of a wid-
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dowed mother, struggling for the mainte-
nance of herself and four children. Thank-
ful are we, that she has here received such
treatment and care, as promise restoration
to perfect health. In another bed we be-
hold the livid face of a child of sin and
sorrow—more to pity than to blame, we
see 1n her, as we hear her sad story. We
know not the power of her temptation,
but we do know our Saviour's command,
“Judgenot.” By her side lids one, stricken
with paralysis, having no control over her
lower limbs, and who prays in the agouy of
her sorrow for “the sweet rest. of Heaven.”
In the male ward we also find many suf-
ferers: among them, ten or more disabled
soldiers—blind or nearly so, ‘crippled and
sick, and we can but hope that the Ladies
of the Charitable Society will go and see
for themselves, for words camnot fully por-
tray all the suffering, or will the faithful-
ness of those who labor in this institution
ever be known until that day, when called
to give an account of their stewardship.
While we speak of those now there, we
do not forget many who have passed
through the furnace, “endured the cross,
and now wear the crown.” In February,
there came to us a soldier, wasted and en-
feebled by disease contracted in the service
of our country. Patient, uncomplaining
and grateful, his expressions of thankful-
ness were so frequent and so unlike the
many—that we were tempted to believe
they came not from the heart. For more
than seven months he lingered, and his
dying testimony was but a reitération of
his thanks and gratitude, * that no mother’s
love could exceed the kindness bestowed
upon him.” Nor was this all; not satisfied
with words alone, this grateful ‘man, as he
gave us a donation of 830, only said, “I
"wish it wet'e more—I never can repay what
I have received.” A frequent visitor to the
wards this past summer, will hardjly forget
the radiant countenance of one; beaming
with the peace of God which filled her
heart, though laid upon her c{‘ouch for many

months by an injury. She was the joy of
the ward, and her sweet voice was often
heard in hymns of praise to her Redeemer,
In a quiet room, apart from the wards, was
one whom we recall to mind—her life, 2
life of discipline—an orphan, meek, gentle
and patient, in her weary hours of lan-
guishing—but with kind and loving broth-
ers, faithful to death. From a distant State,
she came to the city for medical attend-
ance, and by the advice of friends, enter-
ed the Hospital, to be cared for and to die.

‘We canuot refrain from speaking of the
last sad case of death and burial from the
Hospital. A lad, whose mother died near
three years since, living with his father,
was so seriously burned, while lighting a
fire, as to cause his death. He was taken
to the Hospital, and in his dying hours re-
ceived care and sympathy. His pastor, at
his funeral, bore testimony to his consist-
ent, Christian life. A mother’s love led
him to the Saviour.

Ladies, our Hospital is dependent upon
the benevolence of the people. We ap-
peal to you earnestly, shall it not be sup-
ported? Shall there not be a remembrance
of this Institution, as we gatliér in eur
bappy homes, on our National Tharksgiv-
ing? And shall there not a thank offering,
for our manifold blessings, be sent to the
Rochester City Hospital, which may be
acceptable in the sight of the Lord?

C. E. MatuEews,-
Cor. Sec'y.

- Diedl.

At the Rochester City Hospital, October 29th,
1866, GEORGE, only son of A. W. Sharpe, of this
city, aged 16 years.

He was brought into the Hospital, severely
burned, his clothes having caught fire from a can-
dle, on Monday morning, and died in the night.

At the Rochéster City Hoapital, November 12,
MicrAEL REYNOLDS, of Troy, N. Y., aged 48.

Cowmrorts.—God’s time to visit his peo-
ple with his comforts, is when they are
most destitute of other comforts and other
comforters.
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List of Donations to the Hospital,
From Ocr. 15th To Nov. 15th, 1866.

Mrs. M. F. Reynolds—One bowl of Jelly.

Mrs. D. C. Alling—One jar of Jelly.

Mrs. Dr. M. Qtrong—Oue basket of Grapes.

Mrs. James Brackett—Roll of old Linen and four
bowls of Jelly.

Mrs. E. Darwin Smith—Bandages and Lint.

Mrs. Joseph Frost—Roli of old Cotton.

Jesse Van Zandt, Avon—A barrel of Vegetables.

Mrs. C. J. Hayden—Six Shirts and a Table Cloth.

Mrs. Geo. Benedict, Burlington, Vt.—A Feather
Brush.

A Friend—A can of Fruit.

Kremlin Saloon—Two gal.lops Oysters.

Mrs. Wicks, Henrietta—One jar Fruit, two dozen
Eggs, and two heads Cabbage.

Mrs. Phebe Whitcomb, Sparta—Package Dried
Plums and Raspbernes, and two and a half doz-
en Eggs.

Mrs. E. Loop—Bottle of Pickles, and two pairs of
Children’s Hose.

A Friend—Pail of Pickles, and a bottle of Horse
Radish.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
From Oct. 15 To Nov. 15, 1866.

Mrs. J. M. Winslow, Mrs. E. N. Allen, Mrs.
A. J. Wilkin, Mrs. J. H. Brewster—By
Mrs. Dr. Strong, ...................

Mrs. M. F. Reynolds, 2 years—By Flone
Montgomery, c.ooorviiiinanneennnnn.

James Sperry, Mrs. Willard Hodges; A.
D. Miner, Esq., Lima; Mrs. L. W. Slye,
Cameron Mtlls—By Mrs. Dr. Mathews, .

Mrs. Ralph O. Ives, Mrs. J. H. Rochestet—
By Mrs. N. T. Rochester,............. 100

Mrs Geo. W. Parsons, James M, Phelon P
“for Anna Hart—By Mr. Van Zandt,. . 100

Mrs. B. A. Pitcher, Dunlnrk—By Rev Mr
Dickey, .oo.iveiiiinnin tiiiiiana.. 50

Miss O, 8. Davis, Palatme Bruige—By Miss
C. A. Brackett,.

Mrs. Hiram Crossman, Bushnell's Basm

$2 00

2 00

Miss Fahnie Fowler—By Mrs. Perkins,.. 1 00
William B. Morse; Mrs. Thomas Fish, Pult-

neyville ; Mrs. B. A. Beecher*—By Mrs.

H. L. Fxsh ....................... 150
Mrs. W. J. McPherson, Arras G Brooks—

By Ithamer Berthong, . ... ... .. 100
Mrs. Dawes—By Miss Hibbard,......... 50

Miss Maria L. Van Veghten, Mrs. Eliza-
beth .Quackenbush, .:Mrs. Rev. George
White, Thomas Sliter, Stillwater,....... 2 00
Mrs. E. R. Convers,, Cobesus Centre;
" Thomas " Lookenback, Groveland—By
Minne Groesbeck...’... ........
[

Superintendent’s Report. for October,

1866. Oct 1. No. of Patients in Hospital,......51
Received during the mopth, 27

100

Births, ... veerescipeoanes
28--179

Discharged,......ce000.d. 21

Deaths, ,....eovvrroanias: 2—23

> Név.1. Remaining in Hospital,. . ,..f.‘ ... 56

Cesbeceesaniiacases 50.

Cash Receipts and Donations for Octo-

ber, 1866.
Received from Patlents, ...... SR $234 34
Donation from little Lymy Fish,......... 060

Ohililvew's Depariment,

For the Hospital Review.
Little Montie’s Knife.

Our little readers who have heard about
Montie from time to time in the “ Review,”
will, we are sure, feel interested to hear
about Little Montie’s knife. Now, if you
were to see this knife, you might at first be
a little disappointed, for just to look at it is
not a remarkable knife in any respect. It is
not even new, and when it-was new it could
mever have been anything very costly, or
rare, or beautiful. It is a simple, plain,
common jack-knife, such as you tay see
any day, and ‘yet this knife is very dear to
Montie. Should he live to be an old man,
as we trust he may, if he is a good one—so
old that the gold in his soft curls will a.lf
have turned to silver, or to snow—and
should ‘he become evér so rich; we do not-
believe he will ever have another knife
which will ‘be so precious to him as this
one. Shall we téll yeu why? " In the last
numbet of the *“Review,” there was a no-

‘tice of the death of one of our patients—

“ Thomas Whelen,” of consumption” —
which you may’ have read. He was for
many months a weary ‘sufferer, but a very
gratefil one—and it was one of Montie’s
pleasures to go np to the Hospital with his
mother to pay him a visit, and to carry him
delicacies, and to do little things for his
comfort.’” And this poor, sick man, lying
there on his couch, away from his home
and friends, grew very fond of little Man-
tie, and used tb. watch for his visits, and-
welcome them as gleams of sunshine. One
mormng in September, when they reaghed
the, Hosplta1 on one of their accustomed.
vlslts they leamed that Mr. Whelen was
very ill, 8o ill indeed that it was feared be.
was dying. Leavmg Montie below for fear
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that he might disturb the poor sufferer, his
mother went up alone to see him. She
found him struggling heavily for breath, as
they do with that disease, and that his fee-
ble life was ebbing fast away. He recog-
nized her, however, and turned upon her
one of his pleasant smiles, but it was evi-
dent from his look that he missed some-
thing. Perceiving his troubled expression,
she went closely up to him and said, “Is
there anything I can do for you?” He
shook his head, but still his eyes fell in-
quiringly upon her, wandering now and
then towards the door, and at last, though
with the greatest difficulty, he made her un-
derstand that he wanted to see Montie, She
immediately sent for him, and then softly,
yet unshrinkingly, little Mostie came into
that room—solemn with the presence of
Death already there—and laid his warm,
rosy hand into that one so cold, so white,
so thin, stretched feebly forth to meet him.
The sick man emiled upon him and said,
“You are not afraid of me, Montie#””  Qh,
no,” was the reply—and then beckoning to
one of his attendants—by signs more than
by words Mr. Whelen directed him to
bring him a portion of his clothing, and
with effort made him understand that thers

was something in the pocket that he want- -

ed. It was this knife, which, when handed
him, ke gave to Montie, and said, in bro-
ken utterances, pausing to rest between the
words, “This is all I have in the world,
Montie, and I want to give it to you be-
cause I love you, and may God bless you,”

Do you wonder, little reader, that this knife |

i8 80 precious to Montie T. C. A,

Osepience.—The first duty of a child’
is to obey its parents. By obeying our
parents we learn to obey God. And this
habit of obedience to lawful authority, is
one of the chief things needed to make a
good citizen and a good man. Without it’
there must be confusion and every evil’
work. '

i husband comes home.

Belle at the Study.

‘Who comes knocking at my door ?
* Let me in,” says Belle,

Ah, I've heard that voice before—
* Let me in,” says Belle—

“T will be 8o good and still,

Dear papa, you know I will,

Just a little corner fill,

‘ Let me in,"” says Belle.

So I'spoke the welcome word,
“ Come in, little Belle”—

Then two tiny feet I heard;—
‘“Here I come,” says Belle—
In there peeped a golden head;
Chubby face, with cheeks so red ;
‘ Welcome, darling Belle,” I said.

“ Here I come,” says Belle.

I was tired, and full of gloom,
hen you came, my Belle,

Dark and lonely seemed the room,

Till you came, my Belle,
But your presence changed it quite :
In you brought a flood of light;
Made my study warm and bright—

Sunny little Belle.

~—Rel. Herald.

The Little Outcast.

“Mayn’t I stay, ma’am? I'll work; cut
wood, go for water, and do all your er-
rands.”

"The troubled eyes of the speaker were
filled with tears. It wasa lad that stood,
one cold day in winter, at the outer door
of a cottage ou a bleak moor in Scotland.
The snow had been falling very fast, and

. the poor boy looked very cold and hungry.

“You may come in at any rate till my
There, sit down by

the fire; you look perishing with cold;”

“and she drew & chair up to the warmest

corner; then, suspiciously glancing at the
boy from the corners of her eyes, she con-
tinued setting the table for supper.

Presently came the tramp of heavy buots,
and the door was swung open with a quick
jherk, and the husband entered, wearied with

ig day’s work.

A look of intelligence passed between his
wife and himeelf. He looked at the boy,
but did not seem very well pleased; he nev-

.ertheless made him come to the table, and
was glad to see how heartily he ate his sup-

per.
. Day after day passed, and yet the boy
"begged to 'be kept *'uutil to-morrow;” so
:the good couple, after due consideration,
{concluded that, as-long as he was such a
good boy, and worked so willingly, they
‘would keep him,
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Oue day, in the middle of winter, a ped-
dler, who often traded at the cottage, caﬁed.
and, after disposing of several of his goods
Was preparing to go, when he said to the
woman

“You have a boy out there, splittin
wood, [ sea” pointing to the yard, P

“Yes, do you know bim "

“ 1 have seen him,” replied the peddler.

“ Where! Who is he? What is he?”

“ A jail-bird ;" and the peddler swung his
pack over his shoulder. « That boy, youn
as he looks, I saw in court myself, ang
heard him sentenced—% Ten months”—
“You'd do well to look carefully after him.”

Ob! there was something so dreadful in
the word “jail I The poor woman trembled
as she laid away the things she had bought
of the peddler ; nor could she be easy till
she called the boy in, and assured him that
she knew that dark part of his history.

Ashamed and distressed, the by hung
down his head ; bis cheeks seemed bursting
with the hot blood, and his lips quivered.

“ Well,” he muttered, his whole frame
shaking, “there’s no use in my trying to do
better; everybody hates and despises me ;
nobody cares about me.”

“ Tell me,” said the woman “how came
you to go so young to that dreadful place?
Where is your mother

“Oh?” exclaimed the boy, with a burst
of grief that was terrible to behold. «Oh!
I bao’t no mother! 1 hado’t no mother
ever since | was a baby. If I'd onmly had a
mother,” he continued, while tears gushed
from his eyes, “ I wouldn’t have been bound
out, and kicked, and ouffed and horsewbip-
ped. I woulda't have been saucy, and got
knocked down, and run away, and then
stole, because I was hungry. Ob! if I'd
only a mother”

The strength was all gone from the poor
boy, and he sunk on his knees, sobbing
great choking sobs, and rubbing the hot
tears away with the sleeve of his jacket,

The woman was a mother, and though
all ber children slept under the cld sod in
the churchyard, she was a mother still,
She put ber band kindly on the head of the
‘boy, and told him to look up, and said from
that time be should find in her a mother,
Yes, she even put her arm around the neck
of that forsaken, deserted child ; she poured
from her mother’s heart sweet kind words,
words of counsel and tenderness. Oh! how
sweet was ber sleep that night—how soft
ber pillow! She had plucked some thorng

from the path of a little sinning but striving
mortal.

That poor boy is now a promising man.
His foetemtheryis dead, m}: foster mother
aged and sickly; but she koows no want.
The poor “ outcast” is ber support. Nobly
does he repay the trust reposed in him.

* When my father and motirér forsake me,
then the Lord will take me up."—The
Standard Bearer.

The Mother’s Gift.
A BIBLE.

Remember, love, who gave thee this,

‘When other days shall come ;
‘When she who had thy earliest kiss

Sleeps in her narrow home.
Remember, *twas a mother gave
The gift to one she'd died to save.

That mother sought a pledge of love,
The holiest, for her son,

And from the gifts of God above
She chose a goodly one :—

She chose for her beloved boy

The source of light and life and joy.

And bade him keep the gift, that when
The parting hour would come again,

They might have hope to meet again
In an eternal home,

She said his faith in that would be

Sweet incense to her memory.

And should the scoffer in his pride
Laugh that fond faith to scorn,
And bid him cast the pledge aside,
That he from youth had borne ;
She bade him pause and ask his breast
If he or she had loved him best.

A parent's blessing on her son
Goes with this holy thing :

The love that would retain the one
Must to the other cling.

Remember, 'tis no idle toy—

A mother's gift, remember, boy !

“I Cannot, Sir.”

A {oung man—we will call him Honest
Frank—who loved truth, was a clerk in the
office of some rich merchants. One day a
letter came recalling an order for goods
which had been received the day before.
One of the merchants handed it to Honest
Frank, and, with a persuasive smile, said.—

“Frank, reply to this note. Say, ‘The
goods were shipped before the receigt of
the letter countermanding the order.’

Frank looked into his employer's face
with a sad but firm glance, and Treplied—

“I cannot, Sir.”

“Why not, 8ir?” asked the merchant,
angrily,
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% Because the goods are now in the yard,
and it would be a lie, Sir.” .

“T hope you will always be so particn-
Jar,” replied the merchant, turning upon
his heel, and going away.

Houvest Frank did a bold as well asa
right thing. What do you suppose hap-
pened to him? Lest his place? No;
quite different. The “merchant was too
shrewd to turn away one who wouldn’$
write a lying letter. He knew the value
of such a youth ; and, instead of turning
him away, made him his confidential clerk.
~—Sunday Schoolsddvocat

Wiscellumeons,

House Hunting.

“Gris” contribotes the following to the
Cincinnati Times : -

One of the special privileges of our mod-
ern civilization is that of house-hunting.
The former residents of America, whose
lands we are taking care of without remune-
ration, and at enormons trouble and cost
to ourselves, didn’t know any thing about
house-hunting — poor benighted = souls.
They knew the pleasures of the chase, but
it wasn’t chasing after a house to rent—not
by a long shot. The Constitution of our
country insures us the privilege, once or
twice a year, of running all about the city
to find a place which an avaricious and
extortionate landlord will permit us to. call
home for a few months, by paying him
about 2 huudred per cent. on his money.
And would you destroy that Constitution,
reducing this fair land to a howlipg wil-
derness, in which house-hunting would be
superfluous ?

We have been lightening the toils of ed-
itorial life for two or three weeks past, by
stealing away a few hours each day to look
for a house. To one who is tied up to
hard work: as much as we are, reoreation
of this sort is appreciated. It will ba a
subject of regret, almost, when we getia

house (if we ever do get one,) bepause. we.

shall be compelled to give up an exergise
which has become almost essentig) to our
axistence. It wouldn’t be strange if we

should keep right on hunting a domicile

after we are domiciled (if we ever. afe,
which we begin ta doubt.) A
We began mildly, only looking, at a cou-
Fle of dozen houses the. firet. day, We
ound low priced houses in low neighbor-

1 I'll take. it.”

“hoods, as & general thing, and it is a serious

misfortuae. to us, that in addition to being
poor we are proud.. This has always work-
ed againgt us, !

e haven’t kept any track of the num-
ber of houses that we have found that
would have just snitéd us—exactly the
thing—only they had been rented about
an hour before we arrived. Determined to
be on hand for once, we were at the office
of a morning paper at 4 A. M., when-the

_first sheet came wet fiom the press.

Bought it, turned eagerly fo the list of
houses to rent, and hit npon one that seemed
likely to suit, Huyried up there and found
a,man in conversation with one of the jn-
mates, who was in a white shiver at an up-
per window, Héard the man say, « We'll,
Beat again, Asked him
how he came to get the start of we. He
said he “saw the advertisement when it
was handed in.”

Was told of a house that was likely to
suit,, only it wasso far out. Had got so
that we didn’t care much how far we went
out, if we dido’t go ‘ont of our head,
as we scemed likely to if this unsatisfac-
tory chase was continned much longer..
Street car expenses having already. reach-
od a formidable sym, we walked on. The
day was warm, and the walk a long one.
Weary and foot-sore, we reached the spot
at, length, and found that it was a house we
had inspected a few days befare and for-
gotten. Picture our disgust, if you are a

icture maker. If you, are not you can
ave it photographed at Landy’s.

We have visited houses that were. adver-
tised, when we have found so many people
waiting in. the, yards, walking up and down
in front, hanging by their elbows on win-
dow sills and peeking in the windows,
wandering through the alley, and “spook-
ing” about the back premises, waiting for
the agent to appear, that we would have
thou;%t, some: crime. of horrible interest
had drawn the people to the house, had
we not kmown the real facts in the case.

“Don’t the landlord make:any repairs |
we inquired of a tenant,al a house we were
inepecting.

“Qh,.yes,” said the tenant, “ho repasrs-
ta the house regnlarly onge a month to col-
lect Pis rent | ¥ - .

Nimrad was a mighty huntor, and ia
said to' have been mighty successful at it,
but we. don’t believe .his.line was ho
hunting. '
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Ingratitude to Parents.

There is a proverb: “A father can more
easily maintain six children than six child-
ren can one father.” Luther relates the
story:

There was once a father who gave u
everything to his children—his house, his
fields, his goods—and expected for this the
children would support, him ; but after he
had been some time with the son, the lat-
ter grew tired of him, and said to him,
“Father, I have had a son born to me this
night, and there, where your.arm chair
stands, the cradle must come; will you
not, perhaps, go to my brother, who has a
large room " After he had been some
time with the second son, he also grew tir-
ed of him, and said, “ Father, you like a
warm room, and that hurts my head.—
‘Wont you go to my brother, the baker?’
The father went, and after he had been
some time with the third son, he also
found him troublesome, and said to him :
“ Father, the people run in and out here
all day, as if it were a pigeon house; and
you cannot have your noonday sleep;
would you nqt be better off at my sister
Kate’s near the town wall ¥’ The old man
remarked to himself, “Yes, I will do so;
I will try it with my daughter.” She grew
weary of him, and she was always so fear-
ful, when he went to church or anywhere
else, and was obliged to descend the steep
stairs; and at her sister Elizabeth’s there
was no stairs to descend, as she lived on the
ground floor.

For the sake of peace the old man assen-
ted, and went to the other danghter; bat
after some time, she, too, became tired of
him, and told him, by a third person, that
her house near the water wastoo damp for
a man who suffered with the gout, and her
sister, the grave digger’s wife, at St. John’s,
had much drier lodgings. The old man
himself thought she was right, and went
outside the gate to his youngest daughter,
Helen ; but after he had been three days
with her, her little son said to his grand-
father, “ Mother said yesterday fo cousin
Elizabeth that there wasno better chamber
for you than such a one as father digs.”"—
These words broke the old man’s heart, so
that he sunk back in his chair and died.

How does the hair-dresser end his diyﬂ
He curls up and dies.

A Pretty Thought.
The night is mother of the day,
The Wiater of the Spring;

And ever upon old decay,
The greenest mosses cling.

Behind the clond the starlight lurks,
Through showers the sunbeams fall ;
For God who loveth all his works,
Has left his hope with all.

Air, Sunshine and Health.

A New York merchant noticed, in the
progress of years, that each successive book-
keeper gradually lost his health, and finally
died of consumption, however vigorous and
robust he was on entering his gervice. At
length it occurred: to- him that the little
rear room, where the books were kept,
opened into'a back yard, so surrounded
by high walls, that no sunshine came into
the room from one year's end to another.
An upper room, well lighted, was immed-
iately prepared, and his clerks had uniform
good health ever after.

A familiar case to general readers is de-
rived from medical works, where an entire
English family became ill, and all remedies
seemed %o fail of their usual results, when
accidentally a window-glass of the family-
room was broken in cold weather, It was
not repaired, and forthwith there was a
marked improvement in the health of the
inmates. The physician at ouce traced the
counection, discontinued hismedicines, and
ordered that the window-pane should not
be replaced.

A French lady became ill. The most
eminent physicians of her time were called
in, but failed to restore her. At length
Dupuytren, the Napoleon of medicine, was
consuited. He noticed that she lived in a
dim room, into which the sun never shone ;
the house being situated in one of the nar-
row streets, or rather lanes of Paris, He
at once ordered more airy and cheerful
apartments, and “all her complaints van-
ished.”

The lungs. of a dog become tuberculated
(consumptive) in a few weeks, if kept con-
tined in a dark cellar. The most uncom-
mon- plant grows spindly, pale and stmag-
gling, if no sunlight falls upon it. The
greatest medical names in France, of the:
lasy - century, regarded sunshine and pure
air as equal agents in restoring and main-
taining health,
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From these facts, which cannot be dis-
puted, the most common mind should con-
clude that cellars, and rooms on the north-
ern side of buildings, or apartments into
which the sun does not immediately shine,
should never be occupied as family roome,
or chambers, or as libraries or “studies.”
Such apartments are only fit for “stowage,”
or purposes which never require persous to
remain in them over a few minutes ata
time. And every intelligent and humane
parent will arrange that the family rooms
and chambers shall be the most commod-
ious, lightest and brightest apartments in
his dwelling.—Dr. Hall.

Way taE FINGERS ARE NoT OF AR
EquaL Lenere.—A school-master, in il-
lustrating on this question, made his schol-
ar grasp a ball of ivory, to show that the
points of his fingers are equal. It would
have been better, says Sir Charles Bell, had
he closed his fingers upon his palm, and
then asked whether or not they corres-
pond. The difference in the length of the
tingers serves a thousand ends, adapting
the form of the hand and fingers to differ-
ent purposes—as for holding a rod, a
switch, a sword, a hammer, a pen, a pencil,
engraving tools, &c., in all which a secure
hold and freedom of motion are admirably
combined.

Some twenty-five or thirty years ago, an
Irishman, William Patterson, left Erin’s
green isle to find a home in America. Hav-
ing friends in the region of Fair Haven,
Ohio, he made his way thither. Taking
dinner one day at the house of Dr. P. y
he was treated to the American dish, whol-
ly new to him, of green corn in the ear.
Unwilling, however, to be thought green
himself, or being anxious to display unusu-
al sagacity, after having eagerly devoured
the savory corn, his appetite still unap-
peas-ed, he passed up the despoiled cob
with the very natural request:

“Please put some more pase on my
stick !”

People of small intellect are very dan-
gerous enemies, because they are likely to
have few extraneous thoughts to divert
them from their immediate object of ma-
lice ; because they are very shrewd noticers
of personalities, and personal weaknesses ;
because there is nothing which a fool and
a mean man enjoys so much as to catch a
wise and honest one at a disadvantage.

i goods and prices.

Why is a restless sl]eeper like the pro-
verbial lawyer? Because he lies on one
side, and turns and lies on the other.

{35 Persona making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred to Dr. W. W. Ely,
attendant physician.

Agents.
The following Tadies have kindly consenter’ to
act as Agents for (lie Hospilal Review:
Miss MAGGIE ('ULBERTSOYN, Eust Groveland.
“ L. A. BuiLer,Peiry Ceutre.
E. A, C. Hayes, Rochester.
MARY W. Davis, -
Mrs. C. F. SPEN.:ER, “
* PrEBE D. DavexporT, Lockpert.
L Miss Mary BrowN, Perinton.
Miss'ADA MIL) SR, “
“ JuLia M'CHESAEY, Spencerport.
“ LiLuAN J, RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PEEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
Miss LorTiE J. WRIGHT, Lewiston.

List of our Little Agents.
Linpa BroNgON, Rochester,
MARY PERKINS, “
FLORIE MONTGOMERY, *
FaNNY and Erra CoLBurN, Rochester
FanNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass,
S. Havry, Henrietta, :
JENNIE Horp, Rochester,
MaRY LANE, “
BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SamueL B. Woob, Rochester.
Lispie RENFREW, “
ELLA VAN Zanpr, Albany.
MINNIE MONTGOMERY, ester.
MARY WATSON, “
JuLiA A. Davis, “
Carrie PETTIT, Manlius.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS,

WE ate now opening the LARGEST and FIN-
EST STOCK of SPRING GOODS that we
bave ever offered to our customers. The stock

[t¢omprises everything new and desirable in the

line of DRY GOODS.
We invite every one to call and examine our
A. 8. MANN & CO,,
37 and 39 State St.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonmable terms, to Private

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

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

{35~ Orders left at J. PALMER'S IoE OREAM SA-
100N, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 16, 1866, K. L. THOMAS & 0.

April, 1866.
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Pack Hospital Notice.

ages, including Provisions, Hospital Store!
&c,, should be addresssed to “The Rcc%esmrwcit?
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Pruspect and
ngnolds Streets.” A list ol the articles sent,
with the names of the donors, the date of fer-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
bo eent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathew s. :

A dvertisement

RATES OF ADV:RTISING.
Pr. Bq.i(l insertion S; 00 Quarter Column,..... $10 00

onths,. ... 00 One Third Colomn,.. 12 00
SixMontks, ... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Year,........ 500 One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contsins eight Squares.

A.S. MANN & CO.

37 and 39 State Street,

AVE 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

OP NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency fqr the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y.
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib.

OOLONGS, .........80c, 90c. and $1.00
MIXED TEAS, ..... 80c., 90c. and $1.00
IMPERIAL,............ ..$l and $1.25 "

UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, ..... $1.25 "
ENGLISH BREAKFKAST,..$l and $1.20 7
GROUND 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
Cottee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned and the money re-

‘We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,

of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 80 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 Toa
Company, are for sale by no other house.

MOORE & COLE,

April, 18686, 1y 62 Buffalo Street.’

BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bufalo Sireel,

Smith's Arcade, ROCHESTER,N.Y

DEALER IN
Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

_For medicinal uses.

Particalar given to Phy y P p

Floral Depot for Frost & Co's Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866.

A. S. MANN & CO.

3 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-
ed a lov of

SILK WARP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses.
April, 1866.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.

M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Have removed their Office and Warehouse to
83 Exchange Street,
Where they ‘will continue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Masons’
goods. 6m* Rochester, N. Y., April, 1866.

CURRAN & COLER,

BUCCESSORS TO B, KING & CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Opposite the Court House.

Rochester, N. Y,
April,"66-1y* . W. GOLER.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos, 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.
. ROCHESTER, N.\.
CHas. F. SMiTH. GiLMaN H. PrugINS.

RICHARD CURBAN.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1866. tf
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN

Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 37 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

64

The Hospital Review.

N

LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St., Rochester, N, Y,

ALFRED B, LANE. meh, 1866. 1y COYRUS P PAINE,
JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,

LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865,

PERFECTION REACHED AT l.AST. |

Embodied in the New and Popular

I .
FLORENG
NV ILLING

GOLD MEDAL SEWIN MACHINE.

THE * FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal at the Fafi
of the American Institnte, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sold within the
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all They
haye noequal as 8 Family or Manufacturing Machine,

Warranted never to have “fits.® Does its work alike
each day. REABONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work,

2. Ite making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot. o

8. The reversible feed motion opefatedl 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 thé searh, -

4. The perfeot finish and substantial wanner in which
the machine is made, )

5. The rapldity of its working, and the quality of the
wm'kl(‘lonel.f ting tenst

6. Its self-adjusting tension.

The * FLO.g{INClg " will sew from the finest Law to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tenston or
breaking of thread. Asa Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equul. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular,

Believe nut what the ngents or friends of nther machines
ma) s?', but see the Florence before purchasing any other
and judg:

e for yourself,
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 mauner, by
competent operators,
é‘ sxlk,pNeodles and bost Ofl, for sale gt this %ﬂee.
Rooms over 2 8tato street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount e to those who buy to sell again,
For particulars address
CHAS. SPENCER HALL, Generil A%,Y

Nov. 15, 1865, Rochester,

MEAT MARKET,

E. & A. WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poulitry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash p-mG'mE ougrle’r;u; o;:; Z.;n:sum
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders left a8 ahove, or at his residence, on Ely st.,
will mi?&? prompt attention.
ct. 3 .

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 Arcape Hawr, X
No. 7 ExcHANGE PLAGE, }ROGBESTER’ N

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. C
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 York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N, Y

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

& NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Sitks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Uentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored wigh-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Wodlen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reMsonablg terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

3™ Goods received and returned by Express.

Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt 8.,

Jan, 1866. Rochester, N.Y.
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

““1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Yo 1L

ROCHESTER, N. Y., DECEMBER 15, 1866.

No. 5.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
lrs. MALTBY S8TRONG, l Ml‘e. WM. H. PERKING,
“ N.T. ROCHESTER, Dr. MATHEWS.
TERMB—Tifty Cents a Ym, Payable in Advance,

Letters or Commumeatlons for publication, to be
addreseed to  The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

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

Letters of inquiry, and all bueiness letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spnng Street.

Wm. 8. Falls, Book and Job Printer,
Over 21 Baffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review,
On the Resurrection.

8hall I not see ye, my belov'd,

At the last trumpet's sound,
That in the graves of all the dead,
" Awakes their rest profound ?

Shall I not see ye with these eyes,
‘Whose light ye were on earth;
Not take ye in these yearning arms
That clasp'd you at your birth ?

Not press within my trembling fingers
The tresses of your hair,

That only now in memory lingers,
Around your foreheads fair,

Or pass my hands adown your cheeks,
‘Whose softly rising swell

‘Were tinted with the hue that streaks
The lining of the shell.

Nor kiss the brows, that white as snow
From Alpine glaciers gleam'd;

Or look into the deeps below,
‘Whence floods of radiance stream’d.

Not hold the little waxen hands,
That as the night came on,

Were sweetly folded, with the prayer
"To keep them till the dawn.

Not hear the tinkling of your feet
Along the golden floor,

And know the forms I press to meet
Are those I've clasp’d before.

If 1 shall see ye in another form
Than that on earth ye wore—

“Oh, where for me the resurrection morn
That shall my dead restore.”

I know my flesh, though perishing,
Is destined God to see;
And so I look for Christ to bring
- My little ones to me.
.Covington, Ky.

T the Editress of the Hospital Review
Tsend you an extract from the private
journal of a lady, who is a suhscriber to
your excellent and useful periodical, “ The
Hospital Review.” The writer acconipa-
nied her husband and his regiment in thejr

-march across the plains to Colorado and

the Rocky Mountains during the past sum-
mer, and she alludes in her journal to her
first timid efforts to administer consolation

| to the goldiers who, fell sick on the long

and weary march across the plains.
For the Hospital Review.
Across the Plains,
IN Canup, oN CORNET OREEK, INDIAN TERRITORY.
You will see in my Journal, July 2d, an
account of the death and burial of Edward



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

66

The Hopitql Review.

Ryan, who was killed by the agdental
discharge of a pistol. I was much affect-
ed by his sudden death, and impressed
with the uncertainty of life, To-day, I
was told that there was a man lying at the
point of death in one of the ambulances.
It disturbed me greatly. Those words of
Robertson’s, in regard to the soldiers, came
again and again to my mind, “Poor fel-
lows, no one cares for their souls,” I was
alone in my tent, and as I leaned my head
on my pillow, I thought of the two men
who had already been buried in this wild
country, who had died without any one to
care for their eternal welfare; and as I con-
templated these things, I felt the burden
of this man’s soul resting upon me. I
thought of our Colonel reading the burial
service over Ryan's grave, and ssked my-
self, “ Can I not do as much for the living
as he did for the dead " It was sunset, and
some distance in the rear of my tent stood
the two ambulances, which serve for our
traveling hospital. I put my testament in .
my pocket and turned my steps towards
the temporary abode of the sick soldier.
I found the poor man nearly uneonscious;
he was lying: in the ambulance, his head
pillowed on a coarse bag filled with oats,
or something of the kind. A soldier was
sitting beside him, fanning him, * Two or’
three others were near, and améng them
the acting hospital steward. I inquired of
him the condition of the man, and: if I
could send him any thing to eat. He men-
tioned several things, which ['sderwards
sent down, together with a clean pillow for
him to lay his head upon. I then said I
would like to read to the sick man some
verses in the bible, if he would be pleased
to hear me. The steward aroused the poor
fellow, and all around listened retpectfully
while I read aloud the parable of the Prodi-
gol Son, and added a few words of invita-
tion to them to accept Christ, The sick
soldier was too far gone to admit of my
holding conversation with him, aad I was
too much agitated and unused to such a

scene to' speak farther to the by-standers.
I, therefore, returned fo my tent and lifted
up my heart in prayer, that Jegns Christ,
the friend of sinners, would reveal himself
to the,parting spirit of the dying man

 through the words I had read in his hear-

ing. The next day we had our long dry
march of 45 miles across the Prairie in
search of wateér; and on the foll()wing
evening, as I was about to visit the sick
soldier again, I heard that he was dead!

My first effort in behalf of the poor sol-
dier. It may be that it did not benefit him,
but I trust it was not lost upon me, for
every effort of this kind strengthens one
for further duty. I have since given a few
tracts to the soldiers, and have distributed
among them copies of The Child’s Paper,
The American Messenger, and the Hospital
Review. Towards evening, I was alone, and
made up my mind that this was the time
to see the hospital steward, of whom I had
been thinking for several days. He had
been very civil the day I went.to see the
sick man, and thanked me very gratefully.
I sent for him to come to me, and convers-
ed with him for some time about the man
who had died, and tried to impress him with
his responsibility concerning their spiritual
as well as their temporal welfare. I gave
him some papers for the soldiers, and &
tract entitled “Great Bounty,” for which
he thanked me, and then left my tent. I
had .the satisfaction afterwards of seeing
the. soldiers earnestly engaged in reading
their papers. I can but sow in faith and
prayer, and I love to think that there are
hearts at home lifted up in supplication
for those who are roaming the desert.

‘When far from the hearts where our fondest hopes
centre,
Denied, for a time, their loved presence to share;
In spirit we meet when the closet we enter,
And hold sweet communion together in prayer.
Oh, fondly we think, as night closes around them,
The Shepherd of Israel tenderly keeps;
The angels of God are encamping around them,
They are watched by the eye that ne’er slum-
bers nor aleeps.
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I think the Patriarch’s religion should-be
doubly prized from having flourished:in
tents. It is a hard place for retirem#ut,
and never secure from interruption and
noise. This sort of life impresses me with
the conviction, that we are pilgrims and
strangers on earth, and that this is mot
our rest.

For the Hospital Review.
) Why?
Notours to question, “Why ?” Poor foolish heart,
be still.
What are we now, who.dare to question, Why?
It is enough, that Ho who gave, has called, it is
His will,
So stifle back the murmuring, hush the hungry
ery.
'Tis true, December snow falls not on colder
ground,
The milk-white daisy is not nearer death—
But while she folds her dainty robes, and makes

no sound, .
And lays her tired head safe from the winfry
breath.
‘We stand amid the storm, and say—* Why comes
this day—

1 love the sunshine better than the storm;
Why was I made, if I am chilled, and wrecked
this way,
'Twere better, Lord, I never had been born.”

8till beats the tempest o'er us, far louder than our
feeble cry
The night-wind howls, and blinds us with its
. snow,
Till we sink down at last, but dare not whisper,
Why?t
Convinced too ‘late, God's hand hath dealt the
blow.
Then comes His smile of love to those, who, trust-
ing, had believed
He dealt in mercy, and bowed down afraid
To question, Why?—but trusting, all in all—not
one aggrieved
That Ha should crush the idols He had made.
The daisy, from off her chilly bed pushed back
the sheets of snow—
Came forth arrayed in newer life, and shamed

my heart and I;
For she, a little flower, had trusted—* God must
know
What seemeth hest”—while we had qnestion-
ed, Why?

Mgs. B. FRaxk Exos,

'| "Christian.

For the Hospital Review.
Comfort in God's Word.

“The love of Christ constraineth us, be-
oause we thus judge, that if one died for
all, then were all dead.” 2. Cor.5: 14.

‘What a powerful motive is love; how
forgetful it makes us of self; how willing
to spend and be spent for those we love.
What a constraining power, then, should
the love of Christ be in the heart of the
St. Paul speaks of it, as the
one power that moved his life. How im-
perfectly dwells this love in us, when it
fails to work®n us the fruits of the Spirit.
How should it stir our souls within us, and
lead us to labor for the dead for whom
Christ died. If He died for all, then sgre-
ly all are dead. Let us seek to live as if
we realized that we were in a dying world
—striving to do good to some, leading
them to Him who is “light and life.”

“ As Thou hast died for me,
Oh! may my love to Thes,
Pure, warm and changeless. be—
A living fire.” R.

. Tor the Hospital Revigw.
“It is hut & Question of Time.”

How often do we hear these words. ap-
plied, always, to those in whom . disease is
making, visibple progress, and who aré
thought to,he near the bound of life, Are
they not applicable to us al]? The, strong
and healthy are cut off as with a stroke,
while the feeble invalid lingers on to mani-
fest more clearly that “in God’s hands is
the breath of every living thing.”

“We stand upon the brink of death
‘Where most we seem gecure.”

Let us then remember at this “solemn
season, while every thing about us reminds
us of decay;. while nature is stripped of
her gay colors, and the days are shortgnd
wintry, and the world’s year dwindles to-
wards its last minute,” that for us all it is
but & question of time; and yet uot only
of time but of eternity, for life here is but
the beginning of the life hereafter. May
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we all be quickened by this thought to
greater watchfulness and earnestness in our
respective calling, that when our summons
comes we may be found with our lamps
trimmed and burning, ready to meet our
Lord. A.

The Tospital Beview,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., DECEMBER 15, 1866.

The Thanksgivige Party.

It is not neceseary to tell any of our
readers who were present at our Party, of
its success, socially or pecuniarily ; and to
those who were not present, a glance at
the long Lists given this month, will prove
sufficient. The day was a series of bright
and pleasant surprises to us. "We did not
expect so much—We did not expect all
that throng of welcome faces smiling in
upon us all that day and in the evening.
‘We did not, how could we, expect such an,
outpouring of gifts, such munificent results !
‘Some of our Ladies hardly knew whether
to langh or to cry with delight, as one
golden shower fell after another, and one
kind act and remembrance was succeeded
by another. ‘We did not know before how
‘many friends we had, nor how deep and
warm and wide the interest felt for our
Hospital. The day and the occasion was,
we believe, a happy one to all. There were
so many there whom it was pleasant to
meet—so much in the building and in the
wards and private rooms that was gratify-
ing to see—so much that was entertaining
—such a genial atmosphere pervading the
place—such a gleam of sunshine in every
face we met—how could one help but enjoy
it} The resuits we feel to speak of be-
tween a tear and a smile, so overwhelming,
so deep is our sense of gratitude, not only
to our donors, but to the Great Giver Who,'
we feel, has put it into the hearts of our
friends to remember us so generously. Our

First Party can, we believe, but leave a

tgleam of pleasure in the hearts and memo-
Ties of all our friends. Impatiently almost,
~shall we await the return of another
" Thanksgiving Festival, when, as we trust,
we may all have a joyous meeting and
re-union,

Our Fancy and Ice Cream Tables.

The avails from both of these depart-
ments, far exceeded our highest expecta-
tions. The sum of $206.48 from the
' Fancy Table alone, seems almost too much
to believe; and the sales from Ice-cream, &e.
were equal in proportion. Great credit is
due to the yourig ladies who presided at
these tables, and to whose taste and skill
and faithfulness, we owe so much. The
contributions to the Faucy Table, were
many of them choice and beautiful, and
the supply, which was varied and abund-
ant, kept coming in all day. Several times
the young ladies would begin to think,
from the growing thinness of the table,
that their. sales were about completed,
when a fresh store would come in to fill
the empty places. One peculiar, and we
think highly praiseworthy feature of the
Fancy Table was, that nothing was sold by
ticket. The managers believing, as many
do, that’ disposing of articles by ticket is
but another name for lottery, and in fact a
violation of the law of our State, which
cvery good citized is bound to respect, de-
termined to abandon the practice so cam-
mon at such sales, and they had no cause
to regret their decision. Several articles,
it is true, which were sent in to be disposd
of in that way, they were obliged to decline,
but the final result of the sales was more
than satisfactory. Perhaps the success of
the Fanoy Table was owing in part to the
fact that the articles were all marked at
moderate prices, and customers were not
seized upon as so many fair victims for
spoil, exaction and robbery—but treated

fairly and courteonsly.

A )
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Our Pa.per

From the number of new subscribets,
and from the number of renewed subscsip-
tions which the Treasurer has to repdrt
this month, we think that our «expecta-
tions of our guests” at the Thanksgivisg
Party, were fully realized. A goodly num-
‘ber we see, made that most excellent 4b-
vestment of fifty cents, which we suggested,
and those who did not at that time, will
find it not yet too late to do so. Just send
your money and ‘address to Mrs. Wm, H.
Perkins, Drawer 58, and it will be all right.

A Christmas or New Year's present of a |

new subseriber, or several of them, would
not come amiss—but with such Lists of
Donations before us, we are not going to
beg for a thing this month—not even a new
subscriber.

The “Grate Sho.”

Among the attractions, not the least at
our Party, was the:* Grate Sho” of “Fine
Arts,” by A. Ward & Co. We are indebt-
ed to the Westminster chureh of Buffalo,
for originating the en tertainment, but sev-
eral of our most unique specimens were
purely -original with A, Ward & Co.,, to
whom special thanks are due, not only for
their valuable additions to the * Art Col-
lection,” but for the artistic taste and skill
evinced by them, in grouping and arrang-
ing the specimens, with due reference to
light and shade and general effect, and to
their various efforts in making the exhibi-
® tion pass off so pl tly and
fully. The “Sho,” all combined, was, as
we heard seveial remark, one of the witti-
est, brightest, richest things of the kind
ever exhibited im our city. Every one felt
that they had the * worth of their money,”
and “more t00,” even before getting half
through with the exhibition.

g3 Persons making application for the recep-
tion of patients, are referred f6 Dr. W. W.Ely,
attendant physician.

“ Praise to Whom Praise is Due,”

A Manager says: “Don't forget, in mak-
ing your acknowledgments, thoso young
ladies who served so faithfolly, all day and
evening, at the refreshment tables—nor
those stationed in the halls, who con-
ducted visitors through the building,” We
shall not forget them. This Manager is
not the only person who has expressed ap-
preciation of the very-wearing, and yet so
well and so echeerfully-performed, services
of these young ladies. In the name of the
Managers, and in behalf of our guests, who
were each so mue¢h indebted to these.
young ladies—here is our very best and
lowest courtesy, and our very sweetest
“Thank you I”

Acknowledgments to the Press.

We feel that in recognizing the many
favors which attended our Thanksgiving
Party, we should be very remiss if we failed
to acknowledge our great indebtedness to
the Press. Indeed, we think the Editors
of all our daily papers, entitled to special
thanks on our part, for their gratuitous
advertisements of our Party, and for volun-
tary and repeated editorial notices of the
same. Nor is this all—since the Party,
they have continued their kind favors to us
by their various and flattering notices of
the ¢ Exhibition of Paivtings,” for our
benefit, and by their unceasing efforts to
attract the attention of visitors to it.

A Muff Exchanged.

A muff belonging to one of the young
ladies presiding at our Fancy Table, was
exchanged in the dressing-room—by some
person, on the day of the Party. The
muff taken, was a handsome sable, and the
one left in exchange, a mink, of far less
value. The young lady alluded to, is nat-
urally desirous of recovering her own moff
—and if the person who made the ex-
change, will leave it at the City Hospital,
she will find her own there awaiting her.
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Thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Fish,

The Ladies of the Hospital feel that
many thanks are due to Mr. and Mrs. Fish,
for their efforts for us on the day of the
Party. The tableaux and charades, attract-
ing such dense crowds in the evening, fill-
ing the ward appropriated to them to over-
flowing, and resulting in so handsome a
sum for our benefit, were, we understand,
entirely under their management. Then
there was that beautiful cake, attracting
the eyes of all beholders, made and do-
nated by Mrs. Fish, and from the sale of
which $65 were realized. For these and
other expressions of interést in our suc
cess, manifested on that day, the Ladies
desire, through our columns, to express
their grateful appreciation.

Special Acknowledgment.

The Ladies of the Hospital desire to
make a special acknowledgment to the
Mastons of our city, for the handsome sum
of $150, presented at our Party. The do-
nation was the united offering of four dif-
ferent companies, and, considering the va-
rions demands upon their benevolence, the
remembrance was a very generous and a
highly gratifying one.

Barrels of Flour:.

Among our many generous donations,
we notice ten barrels of flour! With floar
at the prices which have ranged for the last
few mouths, this donation is one which we
know how to appreciate. Nine of these
barrels were procured through the efforts
of Geo. J. Whitney, Esq., of the firm of
J. H. Poole & Co., which contributed one
barrel, and eight were procured from the
various mills of our city, which each do-
nated one. The tenth barrel, as will be
seen from our List, was from N. T, Roehes-
ter, Esq. The Ladies desire to return
thanks to the proprietors of the various

mills, for their free and generous response
to the call in our behalf, and to Mr. Whit-
ney, for his kind efforts in interesting oth-
ers in our Hospital,

The.“ Something Extra.”

‘We do not believe that any of our guests
were disappointed in the “something ex-
tra” which. we promised them at the Party.
We are sure that the Music, the “Sho,”
and the beautiful Tableaux, &c., must more
than bave equalled their expectations. The
Statuary,representing “Jepthah’s Daughter”
and “Rebecca at the Well,” was exquisitely
beautiful; perhaps, however, no more
worthy of praise, than one or two other
tablesux. It is difficult to speak of indi-
vidual merits, where all was so good.
*“Women’s Rights” was very clever, amu-
sing and exceedingly well received. The
Charades evinced much talent—the char-
acters were remarkably well represented,
and the music, both vocal and instrumental,
was of a choige order, and a rich treat of
itaelf.

Special Notice.

‘As omissions and mistakes are almost
unavoidable in long Lists like those we
publish this month, we therefore make
here an earnest request of our readers and
friends, to report any such inadvertancies
they may discover, promptly to us, that
we may have the opportunity of correcting
them in our next number.

Exhibition of Paintings for the Benefit
of the Rochester City Hospital.

A favorite Correspondent sends us the
following pleasant notice of the collection.
of Paintings recently on exhibition for the
benefit of our Hospital :

Each, and every picture, is 2 gem of it-
self, well worth the price of admission to
see; and taken as a whole, there has never
before been any thing to compare with it
placed within the reach of our citizens.

~There are, also, several pieces of Statu-
ary added to the collection. The little
bust of “Winter,” with its exquisitely
chiseled face, is & sweet thing to hold in
one’s memory for a lifetime, The largest
and most prominent picture, is the  Un-
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dius,” owned by Dr. O. O. Burgess, and
painted by Pollak ; the same artist also
painted the dainty little “Zephyr,” owned
by the sume gentleman. It is hard to de-
cide upon a favorite among them all{ for
one that we decided yesterday, as the gem
par ezcellence, to-day, is eclipsed by a new
and undiscovered beauty, that escaped us
yesterday, and which is unseen at a casual
glance ; to-morrow, we wonder that we ever
thought any thing more beautiful than the
rippling hair of Titian’s “Flora,” or the
superb creation of the life-like *“ Pomona,”
vwith her perfect head and shoulders, The
“Beatrice Cenci,” with the suffering look
so touchingly expressed in the half-turned
face, looks down at one with sad eyes, that
tell her whole story.

The Madonnas are all beautiful, but per-
haps the best is the *“ Madonna de San
Sisto,” a copy of Raphael, owned by Geo.
Ellwanger; although the admiiration is pret-
ty equally divided between this and the
“Madonna and Child,” from Mrs. Hunter,
a copy of Murillo ; both are divine crea-
tions. The “Preaching of the Reforma-
tion in Germany,” (original,) by Rustige,
from Geo. Ellwanger, and the “ Exiled Hu-
guenots,” owned by J. L. Requa, and the
two pictures recently added to the collec-
tion, through the kinduess of Mr. Patrick
Barry, the owner. “A Court Scene, Re-
claiming a Child stolen by Gipseys,” and
“Monks Feeding the Poor,” are each a
day'sstudy. The arch look of the “ Good
Night,” (original,) from G. H. Mumford, is
a general favorite, and the smiling lips al-
most speak the word while you look at it.

The Landscapes—a “Scene in the Ty-
rol,” owned by the same gentleman, and
“Lazerne,” from W. A. Reynolds, carry
one entirely away out of the present every
day world, into the still valleys where the
feet of great mountains stand, while their
heads tower up into the white clouds be-
yond our seeing. The small pictures on
porcelain are exquisitely beautiful, and the
fruit and flowers are true‘to nature.

“The Power of Fashion,” by Mrs. Lilly
M. Spencer, owned by Gen. Williamns, at-
tracts @ great deal of attention. Mra. Spen-
cer, formerly Miss Martin, came, when a
child, from England, with her parents, who
are both French, to New York, and open-
ed a French school for young ladies and
gentlemen. At that time, she showed won-
derful talent in the use of her pencil, al-
though butsix or seven years of age. Not
succeeding in New York as well as they
had hoped, they removed to Ohio. Here
Miss Martin, having a limited supply of
working material, covered her bedroom
walls with sketches, and over them hung
her dresses, fearing her mother's displeasure
at this unique embellishment of her room;
but two mischievous young brothers one
day discovered the secret, and insisted
upon making a target of her beautiful
heroine, in spite of her tearful remonstran-
ces; and to save her “chalk and charcoal
offsprings,” she carried her grievance to her
mother, who instantly stopped the proceed-
ings of the young sharp-shooters, and Miss
Lilly had full permission to decorate her
room at her pleasure. She studied after-
ward in Cincinnati, where she was married,
and from there moved to New York. Her
piectures, “The Flower Girl, or Maternal
Admonition,” and “ Domestic Felicity,” at-
tracted a great deal of admiration, exhibit-
ed by the Philadelphia Art Union, several
years ago.

It is entirely impossible for us, in the
limited space our paper allows, to enumer-
ate, or even make mention, of half the
beautiful things in this room, to say noth-
ing of the adjoining room, filled with en-
gravings of the choicest description. Many
of which are proofs of some of the best
pictures of the best artists in this country.
W. A. Reynolds sends a complete series of
Hogarth's works.

The excellent taste dlsplayed in the light-
ing of the room, and the hanging of the
Paintings, adds considerably to the attract-
iveness of the place. E.
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Drara or Henry Hunrer.—Henry Hun-
ter, Esq,, whose serious illness we mention-
ed Monday, died yesterday at the City
Hospital, of a dropsical disease. He was
at one time a very promising lawyer, and
has held the office of City Attorney. His
health has been bad for several years past.
Deceased was about forty-five years of age
and unmarried. His remains were taken
by his friends to Bath.— Rochester Ezpress,
Dec. 19. .

Died,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Dec. 5th, of
dropy, MARY BENNING, of Prussia, aged 23,

The funeral was attended at the Hospital the
following day. o

As we entered the room, where the last sad
rites were performed in an unknown tongue to
us, we could but rejoice that we have such an in-
stitution to throw open its doors to the stranger
in a strange laud.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
Froy Nov. 15th To DEc. 15th, 1866.

Mrs. Charles Stilwell—One jar Pickles, a package
of Children’s Clothing.

Mrg. I‘i{ Darwin Smith—Dressing Gown for Mary.

ook.

Miss L. M. Griffin—Garments for Mary Cook.

A Friend—Roll of old Cotton.

H. L. Fish, Esq.—One ton of Coal,

Mrs. Marvin Green—One large can of Cherries.

Mrs. Hiram Sibley—One Turkey, 12 cans Peach-
es, 1 barrel Apples.

Mrs Oriel—One Turkey, 5 pounds 9ice, 1 can
Peaches, 1 can Plums.

Mrs. Todd, Mrs Lay, Mrs. Budd and Mrs. Red-
man, of Greece, (by Mrs. Rochester and Miss
Bronson)—A quantity of Butter,

H. P. Brewster, Esq.—Four Turkies.

Mr. Sloan—One Turkey.

George Gould—Three Chickens.

Mr. Peterson—Half cord Maple Woaod.

th‘ and Mrs. Little—A package of Sugar and Cof-
ee.

Mrs. Gangross—One Ham.,

Jacob Howe—One barrel Crackers.

Mrs. W. H. Knapp—Sweet Potatoes, Oysters,
Crackers, roll of Cotton Cloth, 1 loaf Cake, Bis-
cuits, Pickles and Dish..

Mrs. Charles M. Lee—A Framed Steel Bngraving
for the * Plymouth Ward."

Gordon Hayes— Apples for the table.

Mrs. E. Bowen—One can Milk, 1 can-Cream, 1
bag Potatoes.

Moore & Cole—One barrel of Apples.

N. T. Rochester—Qne barrel Flour,

Thos. H. Rochester—One Turkey.

Mr. Robinson—Three gallons Cream.

J. G. Budd, Greeco—One and a half galls. Cream.

Mra. Baker and Mrs. Nichols, Pentield Road—A
- quantity of Cream.

A Friend—Two dozon Eggs, half gallon Oysters,

. 1 jar Cauliflower, Cream apd Milk.

Mrs. Ralph O. Ives—One gallon Oysters.

Mrs. James Nichols—One Turkey.

Mrs. C. 0. Merriman—(Qne Turkey, Celery, 1 qt.
Cherries, and 1 quart Cream.

Mrs, Lee—Roll of Cotton Pieces and Children’s
Clothing. e

Mrs. 8. W. Updike—Two loaves of Cake.

Mrs. M. F. Robinson, Fairport—Oune bottle Pears.

Mrs, W. T. Lewis, % —One bottle Pears.

Mrs. James E. Haydon—A quantity of Biscuits,

Mr. Semple—Ten pounds Sugar, three pounds
of Coffee. .

Mrs. F. Starr—Can of Fruit, Roll of Bandages.

Mrs. Wm. Pitkin—Ten yards Cotton Cloth.

Miss Eaton—A 'loaf of Cake and package of Tea.

T. A. Newton—Two pairs of Chickens.

Mrs. G. E. Mumford—1 Ham.

Mrs. Boughton—Ten pounds of Loaf Sugar.

Mrs. Draper—One can of Tomatoes. .

Mrs. W. H. Cheney—Coffee Urn and Basket of
Grapes. - ’

Mr. Norris—Five pounds of Candy.

J. H. Palmer-—Two pounds of Candy.

Mr. McGuire—Five pounds of Candy.

George Breck—Two pounds of French Candy.

Mrs. Badger—A quantity of Doughnuts.

Mrs. F. Whittlesey—1 jar of Pickles and one can
of Peaches.

Miss Bradbury—Two loaves of Sponge’ Cake.

Mrs. Dauchy—Two Pies and a loaf of Bread.

Mrs. Phelan—One bottle of Peaches, one Ham
and a basket of Cake.

Warner O'Keefe—Ten pounds of Figs.

Mrs. G. H. Mumford—Three caus of Jelly, Celery,
Chicken Salad. and one case of Wine.

Mrs. Rice—Two cans of Fruit and one bottle of
Catsup.

Alvah Rice—One bushel of Potatoes and one
bushel of Apples. :

Fish, Ellison & Co—One force Pump.

Mrs. Lydia Fish—One Indian Blanket.

Mrs. George J. Whitney—One dozen bunches of
Radishes, twenty-nine Boquets of Green House
Flowers.

Mrs. E. Leavenworth—Two mince Pies.

Mrs. A. R. Pritchard—One Turkey.

Mrs. John Burns—One loaf of Cake: .

Mr. F. A. Whittlesey—One Turkey and Biscuits.

Mrs. .Dr. Dean—OQae loaf of Cake, and Lobster
Salad.

H. 0. Pope—One barrel of Potatoes and two
boxes of Grapes, .

Mrs. Saml. Hamilton—Three loaves of Cake, and
Biscuits.

Howe & Rogers—One Door Mat.

Brown & Williams—Two Door Mats.

Miss Barhydt—Two loaves of Cake.

Mrs. B. F. Enos—One bottle of Blackberry Jam,
and one bottle of Quince. .

Mrs. E. H. Davis, Hornellsville—Five cans Fruit.

Mrs. Prof. Northrop—One jar of Fruit.

Mrs. E. N. Buell—Three Pies, Corn Starch and
Farina.

Mrs. John Craig—One loaf Cake and one Turkey,

Mrs. J. F. Lovecraft—Two cans of Fruit and one
bowl of Quince Jelly.

Mrs. N. 8. Phelps—Half bushel of Onions.

Mrs. L B. Shears—Three Brooms.

Mr. J. 8. Caldwell—Two boxes of Crackers.
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M. J. Monroe—TFive pounds of Java Coffee.’

Kitty McMasters—A quantity of Lint.

Mrs. E. Loop—Half gallon of Oysters, one can of
Tomatoes, and Biscuits.

Mrs. F. Zimmer—Two Chickens,

Mrs. Kellogg-—Jelly and Cakes.

A. 8. Mann & Co—Four pairs very nice Blankets.

Mr. 8. B. Roby—One barrel of Apples and ‘one

. bagel h?f Potatoes.
rs. E. M. Parsons—Fi
Cakas, ve cups of Jelly, Ginger

Mrs. John Williams—Six cans of Plums and one
of Pumpkin, one jar of Pickles.

Mrs. C. Smith—Cake.

Mrs. M. W. Mix—Bottle of Quinces.

Mrs. James McDonald—Cake.

Mrs. Oren Sackett, Avon—Three gallons Cream.

Mrs. H. C. Roberts—One bottle of Peaches, and
Crackers.

Mra. C. J. Holland—One Night Dress.

Mrs. W. 8. Thompson—Three jars of Fruit and
Lwo bowls of Jelly.

Mrs. Mumford—-One Dressing Gown.

Mrs, J. Humphrey—Two jars canned Fruit.

Mrs. S. Snow—Three bottles of Wine.

Eva Snow—Two bowls of Marmalade, .

Mrs. E. H. Hollister—One Turkey, two Quails
and one Partridge.

Mrs. W. F. Holmes—One battle of Raspberry
Vinegar.

Mrs. J. B. Pollock—One jar of Jelly.

Mrs. E. C. Baker—One Large botile Extract of
Lemon.

Mrs. A, G. Bristol—One double Gown.

Mrs. C. M. Hartwell—One can of Quinces.

Mr. 8. Ives, Batavia—One cask of Vegetables.

Mrs. Samuel Wilder—One Turkey and one gallon
of Oysters.

Mrs. H, Hendershot, East Groveland—One can of
Raspberries, Cookies and Onions.

Mrs. J. Eagle, East Groveland—One bag of dried
Raspberries.

Mrs. R. Johnson, East Groveland—One can of
Cherries, and Bandages.

Mrs. A. G. Mudge—One loaf Cake.

Mr. L. C. Spencer—Two gallons of Oysters.

Mrs. C. Dewey—One gallon of Oysters.

‘Wm. Richardson, Pheenix Mills—One barrel flour.

J. H. Poole & Co, Granite Mills—One barrel of
Flour.

Richardson, Burbank & Co., New York Mills—
One barrel of Flour.

Hii‘am Smith, Washington Mills—One barrel of

lour.

Moseley, Motley & Wilson, Frankfort Mills-—One
barrel of Flour.

Elwood & Smith, Model Mills—One barrel Flour.

A. Burbank & Co., Crescent Mills—One barrel of
Flour.

C. Waydell, Clinton Mills—One barrel of Flour.

J. Cdnnolly, Boston Mills—One barrel of Flour,

Homer Sackett, Avon—One barrel of Apples,

Goetzman & Wehn—Oue barrel of Soap..

DONATIONS TO THE FANCY TABLE.

Steele & Avery—Package of Toy Books.
Miss Louisa Griffin—Four Merino Bags,
Miss Sarah Burbank—Two infants’ 8acques.
Mrs. W. W. Carr—One set of Mats.

Miss Julia Hamilton—Tidy.

Mrs. N. T. Rochester—=8ix boot Pincushions, four
Neckties, one Book-mark, eighteen perfume
Boquets, three perfume Bags, six ball Cushions,
six Tomato Cushions, two Pin Baskets, one
Thread Case, one Heart Cushion, three Bags.

Mary Perkins—Crocheted Scarf.

Miss M. H. Wells—3 Balls, three Spool cases.

Mrs. R. Carter— One Paper Weight, two knit
Pitchers. ’

Miss E. G. Mathews—Two and one half yards
Tattiug, Garters, Baby’s Socks.

A Friend—One Needle Book, two Emery Straw-
berries, three Balls, 12 spools Thread.

Miss Fanny W hittlesey—Two pairs Infants Socks.

Mrs. Charles M. Lee—Handkerchief Case, Mat,
Hood.

Miss A. Harvey, East Groveland—Doll's Mittens
and Stockings.

Miss A. Heath, East Groveland—Bracket.

Miss E. Van Valkenburgh, East Groveland—Shell
Frame.

Mrs. A. G. Bristol—Three pairs Garters.

Miss Mary Bristol-—Infant’s Socks.

Miss Fannie Bristol—Toilet Cushion.

Miss Helen Bristol—Baby's Shirt.

Rev. Mr. Dillon—Embroidered Bracket.

Mrs. E. D. Smith—Three pairs Mittens, package
of Autumn Leaves.

Mrs. C. M. Wines—Two Fancy Bows.

Montie Rochester—Japanese Egg, Water Toys,
Pin Cushion.

Lillie Emerson-~Pair Baby’s Socks.

Miss Libbie Bronson—Dew-drop, Wristlets.

Amy Ames—Two Book-marks.

Jennie Hall—Bead Collar and other articles.

Miss Hattie Hayes—Five Needle Books, five Pin
Cushions.

Miss Hattie Chappell—Card Pictures.

Florie and Minnie Montgomery—Four Wash
Cloths, four Pin Balls.

Gertie Chappell—Catch All, Madeira Nut.

Jeonie Lee—Mats and Doll.

Julia Griffith—* Flora McFlimsey,” Toilet Box,
Dolls’ Hats. .

Miss Marion Hills—Indian Needle-book, three
Nets, Chatelaine, Needle-books.

Mrs. E. F. Smith—Sacque, six Mops, two bunches
Tapers.

Mrs. C. Dewey—Opera Hood.

A Friend—Tidy. \

Mrs. W. H. Perkins—Two Infant's Shirts, one
Head Dress.

Mrs. Vescelius—Two Doll’'s Hats.

Mrs. W. H. Knapp—Pair of Reins.

Mrs. 8. E. Redfield-—Five Pen-wipers, 4 Cushions,
5 Needle-books.

Mary and Carrie Hooker—Three Mats.

Mrs. C. Kellogg—Doll Pin-cushion, Baby’s Sacque,
Collar.

Fannie Rochester—Spectacle Case.

Viola and Annie Fay—Cushion and Thread Case.

Jennie Hingston—Slipper.

Cornie Hoyt—Pen-wiper.

R. F. C. Ellis—Fancy Box, Neck-tie.

Mary and Lottie Davis—Sacque and Scarf.

Mrs. E. C. Baker—Large hottle of Perfumery.

Luta Emerson—Thread Tidy.

George Breck—Box of Perfumery.

K. 8. Jennings-—Ten Dollars.

Mr. Van Zandt—Silver Half Dollar.
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Miss Carrie Starr—Three Sea Foams, set of Toilet
Mats.

Miss Julia Smith—Two Scarfs.

Miss Nellie Brackett—Thread Tidy, Toilet Mata.

Miss Nellie Brown and Miss Emma Hayes—Very
handsome crocheted Tidy.

Mrs. M. Rochester—Old Woman in a Shoe.

Mrs. Davis, Hornellsville—Parlor Scrap Bag.

Mrs. Barrett, Horunellsville—Six Doll's Bonnets,
Watch Case Tidy.

Mrs. E. M. Smxth—Pau- Mittens, two Hoods.

Misses Sarah and Amanda Green—Opera Hood.

Miss Mary Bellows—Handsome worsted Tidy.

Mrs. George E. Mumford and Miss Angie Mum-
ford—Four Cake Tidies, two pairs Socks, Knit-
ting Bag, Baby's Talma, Toilet Cushion.

William Van Zandt—Apron.

Mrs. Sarah E. Fuller—Watch Case.

Mrs. Kate Farquar—Needle Cushion.

Nellie Townsend—Feather Fan.

Nellie Early—Two pairs Doll's Slippers, Hat and
Cushion.

Mrs. Badger—Two Pin Cushions, two Book-marks
and Box.

H. J. Rickard—Two Pictures.

Miss Mary Ward—Two Chairs.

Mrs. R. S. Frazer—Four Boxes, one Basket, five
Cornucopias, two Vases.

S. A. Newman—Perfumery.

Mrs. E. 8. Gilbert—Baby's Sacque.

Mrs. M. Doy Hicks—Fancy Articles.

0. M. Benedict, Jr.—Toilet Set.

Mrs. J. L. Booth—Baby's Sacque.

Miss Hanford—Mat.

Sadie Breck—Two thread Tidies.

Miss Anna Rochester—Seven bottles Pomade.

Mrs. Thomas Hawks—Set of Doll’s Furniture.

F. B. Mitchell—Large quantity of Perfumery.

St. Mary's Hospital—Basket of Artificial Fruit,
Framed Engraving, Photograph Album.

Mrs. M. S. Phelan—Dolls’ Bonnets, Dress and
Fancy Articles.

Mrs. Starr Hoyt—Pen-wipers. |

Miss Caddie Brackett—Worsted Tidy.

Miss Fannie Baker—Three thread Tidies.

Miss Lottie Wright, Lewiston, N. Y.—Pin Cush-
ion, Cup, Housewife, Chatelaine.

George W. Harrold—Fancy Articles, value $10.

G. W. Fisher—Articles for the Grab-bag.

Mrs. 8. Culver, Newark—Five yards fine Tatting.

Hubbard & Northrap—Worsted Goods, value $8.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
From Nov. 15 To DEc. 15, 1866.

Mrs. . H. Mumford, Mrs. D. E. Sackett,
Mrs. J. K. Ghappel Mrs. Prof. Cutting,
Mrs. H. 8. Draper, W. B. Crandall, F. H.
Marshall, Mrs. Caroline Smith, Mrs. J.
McDonald, Mrs. S. A, Vescelius, Mies
Libbie A. Millard, Mrs. M, W. Mix, Dr.
Anderson, Mr. Hyland, Michael Sanford,
W. C. Taylor, P. H. Allen, Mrs. D. W,
Marsh, Mrs, John Williams, Mrs, Wil-
liam Jeffrey, G. H. Mumford Esq., Mrs.
L. W. Miller, W. F. Holmes, Esq., E. H.
Hollister, Miss 8. Barhydt, Alex. Thomp-
son, Hon, 8. W. D, Moore, Dr. H. W¢
Dean, (2 coples) B. Frank Enos Cyrus
Beardsley; R. S, Clark, Albion; MBJ C.

R. Babbitt, Mrs. 8. E. Redfleld, L. C.
Spencer, 8. Scofield, E. M. Smith, 8. W.
Updike, M. N. Van Zandt, I. F. Force,
J. 8. Garlock; Mrs. M. F. Robinson,
(2 years,) Mrs. W. Z. Lewis, (2 years,)
Fairport; Rev. A. T. Pierson, Bingham-
ton; Mrs. O. Morgan, Holley; Mre. E. C.
Dwinelle, 6 mos.; Mrs, Dr. Brown, Gale-
‘na, Ill.: A, N. Whiting—By Mrs. ‘B.
Frank Enos, ireereeneaeesncananes $24 16
Mrs. H. Parmelee, West Bloomﬁeld Miss
L. J. Ranney, (2 coples,) Phelps; Mrs.
George Cummings, W. O. Porter—By
Mrs. W. H. Perkins,..... fesriasaresas
Mrs. R. Johnson, Miss Kate Ewarts, East
Groveland—Dy Miss Maggie Culbertson,
Mrs. A. Morse, (2 years,) Mra. H. E. Hook-
er, (2 years) Mrs. W. F. Cogswell, (2
years); Miss Amelia Goddard, York;
Miss Clara L. Richman, Misg Lillia Barn-
ard, Saginaw City, Mich. —By Mrs. Dr.
Mathews, ...c..ovviineiiennrieaaians
Miss Jennio A. Brlggs. Deerfield, Mass.—
By Mrs. Dr. Barnes,..coeeeveeesnnnn. 50
Mrs. J. E. Edmondson, New Market, C.
W.—By W.S Falls,.....oovvsennnnnn 50 -
Miés Libbie Crandall, Miss J. Landon—By
Ithamer Berthrong...........e.uvenen 100
Mrs. J. R. Eldridge—By Florie Mputgomerv 50
Miss E. D. Brown, (2 years)—By Miss E.

2 50}
1 00

4 650

A C. HaYes, coovvenereanannnnenne 100
Mrs. H. B. Smith, Avon; S.Ives, Batavna—-

By Mr. Van Zandt .................. 100
Mrs. E. N. Bacon, Geneseo; Mrs. A, Ham-

ilton, Livonia Station—By Mrs. J. B.

Adams,....covniiiiiiiiiiiiei e, 1 00
H. H. Seymour, Buffalo; Mrs. A. A. Mil-

ler—By Miss E. G. Mathews, ......... 100

Mrs. E. Barhydt—By Mrs,. Dr: Strong,. ... 55

Oash Receipts of the Thanksgiving Party,

AT THE ROCHESTER Crry HOSPITAL.

Mrs. H. F. Atkinson,......ccvuuvee ... $25 00
AFriend, ..oviiiiiiiiiiieniiiinn

Mrs. Prof. Cutting, ...ovvviveninnnnnnn

Mr. Robb,..........

Mrs. Eliza Wetherell, P

AFriend, . ...ooviiiiiiiiinniiinenn,s

G. H. Mumford, .......

James Brackett .....

A Friend, ..........

Mrs. 8. B Raymond,. . o b
Mrs. Lovecraft, ........ veesen Cevaeae . 200
Mrs. Edwin Barhydt, 2 00
Mrs. M. T. Hardy,. cee 100
Mrs. Wileox, ..vvveeneiessneriansanss 100
Miss Florence Sill, ............ veveees 100
Miss Story....vvveeiinensn Vevrereeaes 100
Mrs. 8. B. Roby, ...... 5 00
Mrs. E. J. Loop. ....... SN 300
Mrs. E.- Pancost, ..... ‘eseteeiiaeines. D 00
A Friend. by Miss Kellogg, . . . 5 00
Mrs. H. E. Hookerl, .o vivviennnnanns W 200
Mrs. M. Galusha and Mrs. N. M. Kelly,.. 5 00
8. D. Porter,.ecovevviniaiiann. verees. 10.00
Mrs. J. C. Marsh, ....oovvvnnunns cess 200
Mr. Hyland, oo ovvevinennnianens veesas 300
Mrs. Geo. Gould,vevuvivnnennnnnsn woor 600
C. J. Hayden,....... testsierssenas 10 00
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Freeman Clarke, ...........uiviviea.. $20 00 | Mrs, ooker, Clover Street,............ $1 00
Mrs. F. Clarke,..... evsienta e 10 00 | HenrytHamilton,...........qcennenee 6 00
William Hollister, ......evvvvrivree,, 500 | SOl @oler,.......o.ooennnenees 5 00
Morgan 8. Lewis, ... creeveeenes 300 | My Chilgom . oer e e D200
Mrs. Alfred Hoyt,.. 1 00 | Thomas Williams, . 100
Miss Hoyt,...... Cetessesariiannas 100 | R &J. Peart, .... 10 00
Mrs. George Hollister, . 10 00 | 7. D, bbmson, Ceteseeaseaas 1 60
John Greenwood, .... 10 00 | Mrs, D. P. Davis,.. o ol 35
James Campbell, ... 500 | AdaKEDG, vuurivnisnrinenneneinrnns 50
W. A. Reynolds,..........ccoueien 10 00 | Trondequoit 8. S.. D. O. Porter, Sup't,... 11 00
A Friend,.......... 1 00 | ,.Q.Porter’s §. S. Claga, Brick Church... 5 00
Mayor Moore, ... ..... 10 00 | (Cash received by sale of Cake, from Mrs.
Alderman Beir, .. 5 00 H. L. Fish,......... eeneeiaiens 51 00
;‘[MDSI‘":;‘"“v . ' 590 | 8 B Roby, ..ol 15 00
T DUTAN0, . oo aveminssnneienncansnss 00 | Groveland Ladies, by Miss Culbertson, .. 2 50
Monroe Commandary Knights Templar, Ice Cream Tabi?'byyMlsls B?'onson, vere. 100 62
by W. B. Crandall, ............. 25 00 | Fancy Table, by Miss E. G. Mathews,... 206 46
Valley Lodge, No. 109, F. and A Masons, Wm. S: Falls, account donated, ......... 8 50
by R. H. Smith, Mast.er,. tesiataranas 25 00 | Side 8how, by Mrs. Rochester,. . . 48 16
Hamilton Chapter, No. 63, R. A. M, by TAbIEADX, . v evenenenneeranss . 120 00
F.Hollerghall, ...............cc0u0.. 50 00 | Flower Table.....oun....... 4 38
Genesee Falls Lodge. No. 507, F. and A. GrabBag,. ...t eueeinaneniiaannnss 8 41
Masons, by J. W. Vary,...oocuniuens 25 00 | Little Monty’s Table, «..ivuueuvnesnnn. 10 20
Younondio Lodge, No. 183, F. and A. Ma- . Hebrew Ladies’ Benevolent Society, .... 10 00
son, by W. F. Holmes, vvuveeveenne.. 25 00 —_
RonalndDonald,Avon, .............. 3 00 T freerecsarenanees .$1,304 48
Martin Briggs,. ... .... .. i 1000 Totaleoeennennnn B
Mrs. I Hills, ..... e 3 00 : ’
D.W. POWETS, e unnenrnnanannen i1110 g5 oo | Superintendent's Report for November.
Frank Little, ...vv vevueenneneenneseas 2 00 | 1866. Nov 1. No. of Patients in Hospital,..56
Dr. H. N. Lowe, ..... 2 00 Received during the month, 12—68
0. M. Benedict, o .vvveeenecsieacanaans 6 00 Discharged,...... cessenes 10
8. M. Spencer, ..... 5 00 Deaths, cvvuveeeeresnnsas 212
Samuel Wilder, .. 5 00 L. . —
E.M. Smith, ....oeiieereennes 6 00 Dec. 1. Remaining in Hospital, ........ 56
Mrs. Thomas Montgomery, ,... ..c.ce.. B 00
Mr.and Mrs. King,...cocoeeneennnnnns 2 00 Agents.
Abelard Reynolds, .. . 5 00 The following Tidies have kindly consenter! to
}2&1&{"&?& """ lg 83 act as Agents for the Hospilal Review:
B M. PArsons, . .. oo nvnonvnsnnssmnens 10 00 Migs Magar: ¢ Eg;‘%‘;sr"v“cgft’rger°“l““d
m:.ﬁ.w?ee::eher, Buffalo, ........ . i gg « E. A. C. HavEs, Rochester.
e veas “ N3
John H. ROCheBtoT, .+« v v v onvnvrnemnes 8 00 Mo PR F_"S‘IXE'NEQB‘:‘& )
W.B. MOr86,..cconsernsoasersavnnnns 3 gg  Pagre D. D AvENPORT, Lockport.
g"DHEg'.'}E’" . ]3] 00 Miss MaRY BROWN, Perinton.
. n,..... . 3 ‘
Joseph Field,... 5 ... . S 5000 | M e ek, Spencerport.
;gs, éhic:éson Gardiner, «voveeeecnonne lg gg % Loa1ax ). RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Mrsﬂwa Ty cveeevanncen ceersacensaee 5 00 M}BS PHEBE WHITMAN, Scotts'burg.
Boi;erta{dw].);fzeil: """""""""" 10 00 Miss Lorrie J. WaieaT, Lewiston.
Dr. Dy nseneeninnnis 500 . -
B8 Jomaings e 1000 | List of our Little Agents.
Mrs. Andrew Brackett,......... Cereens 100 LiNDA BRONSON, Rochesvex,
Mrs. E. G. Robinson, ....... veerenees. 200 MaRrY PERKINS,
Aaron Erickson, «.coeveseecsenaananns 10 00 FLORIE MONTGOMERY, “
John W. Adams,. .. 5 00 Fanwy and Erua CousueN, Rochester
Mrs. D. W. Marsh, . . 100 Faxxy PoueroY, Pittsfield, Mass.
Miss Eaton, .......... reereeeenasey 100 8. Hani, Henrietta,
Mrs. E.T. nHuntmgton, ....... ceee 200 Jewnte HURD, Rochester,
BeVCharlesP Bush,................ 2 00 MaRY LANE,
Dr.H. W.Dean, «.oovuveveeensnnnes 10 00 BENNY Wmenr, East Kendall.
A Fnend, ................. veere 100 8auveL B. Woob, Rochester
l(rsWFCogswell, ..... veessesesess 300 LiBBIE RENFREW,
Mrs. William Burke,.....ocoecevsssee. 10 00 ELLA VAN ZANDT, Alban;
Mrs, Lydia Fish, Newark, ......c.v00.. 100 MINNIE MONTGOMERY, R ester.
Mr. and Mrs, J. E. Howqrd, Fairport, . 5 00 MaRY WATSON, "
Bamuel Hamilton, ...vcvveseerrosvnoss 5 00 JuLa A. Davis, ‘
¥rs. 8, C. Hoadley,.... 100 ARME Prrrir, Manlius,

seeverserseronsae
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Chitdrew's Department,

do not forget, dear, dear, Christ-kindchen,
that we live in yoom No. 20, fifth story, of

From the Home Journal.
The Christmas Tree.
A GERMAN STORY, RENDERRD FROM MENORY.

The poet Bernhard sat in his little dwell-
ing-room, in the fifth story of & pictaresque
old house in a closely built street of a cer-
tain ducal capital. Near him played his
three rosy boys; while Ermingarde, his
sweet blonde wife, plied her household
tasks, only pausing now and then fo turn
a cheerful glance toward the dormer win-
dow nook, where Bernhard was writing, or
softly to leave a kiss on his broad, white.
brow, as she passed to and fro bebind his
chair. .

It was the week before Christmas, and
the three boys, gathered in a knot before
the blazing fire, were recounting the last
year's gifts of the good Christ-kindchen,
and innocently wondering what they would
receive this year.

“T know what I would like!” exclaim-
ed Paul, earnestly clasping his little hands,
“if but the dear Christ-kindchen will find
me worthy of it—a book of fairy tales,
filled with beautiful colored pictures, like
the one we saw in the bookseller'’s win-
dow.”

“ And 1,” said Hermann, “can think of
nothing I would like so well as a rocking-
horse, a very little larger than that of our
neighbor's son Heindrich, down in the
third story.

“As for me,” lisped little Perti, «I
would choose a basket of sugar plums,
wrapped in gold and silver paper, and—"

“Oh, I have it!"” joyfully iaterrupted
Hermann. “Let us write the dear Christ-
kindchen a letter, asking for these very
gifts 1 ” .

“Papa, papa!” and the children sprang
to his side—* will you be so kind as to
write a little letter for us "

“And to whom, my little men{”’ asked
the father, looking up in smiling surprise,

“To Christ-kindchen, papa; we will tell
you what to say.” :

And Bernhard prepared to write, at his
boys’ direction

“DeAr, Goop CHRIST-KINDOHEN :—Dt;,
please, bring us a rocking-horse, & book of
fairy tales, with lovely pictures, #nd a bas-
ket of sugar plums, this Christmas; and

house No. 340, Linden. Strasse.

“ Yours,
“ Pavs, HerMany anp Lrrrie Perrn”

‘When the letter was written, neatly fold-
ed and addressed “To Christ-kindchen,”
the boys persuaded Bernhard to open his
window, and cast it far out on the roof,
confident that those heavenly eyes would
look down.and see it, all in good time.

That night there arose a great storm of

wind and snow, and the little white mes-

senger was lifted up and borne over the
hi%h roofs of more than one street to the
splendid Government Square, where it rest-
ed at last on the ledge of one of the upper
casements of the palace 6f the Grand Duke,

Long after the next morning’s sun had
risen over the snow-covered city, a blue-
eyed lady stood at this casement; and,
looking out on the bright winter pictare,
beheld the tiny letter where it had lodged
without—the address, “To Christ-kind-
chen,” in full view. Hastily snmmon;:i
her maid, the Countess Victorie direc
the window te be opened, aud the folded
paper haunded to her. She lost no time in
reading it.

“Dear children? and, as the fair lady
finished the little petition, tears stood in
ber beautiful eyes, “ God has guided their
simple words to me, perhaps, that I may
take the place of their dear Christ-kind-
chen !”

D T T T

Christmas-day dawned brightly on the
little group of eager expectants; and as
Bernbard and Ermingarde watched : their
happy faces and listened o their impatient
longing for night to come—this night,
when, as the children firmly believed,

. Christ-kindechen would answer their letter

with the so-desired gifts—the fond parents
had very often to turn away to conceal
their emotion. Alas! their slender purse
would not allow them the luxury of pro-
curilng these little presents for their child-
ren

After their early dinner, in prepprinf
which Ermingarde ﬂad exerted all her skill,
besides expending the best part of her last
florin in a Christmas cake, {o which Bern-
hard and the boys did full justice, the dear
little woman prepared them all for a walk
in the brilliant Christmas streets, trustin
that the children would become absurb
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“in the gay scenes without, and so forget
their expected visit from Christ-kindchen.:
With this bope, she and Bernhard permit-
ted them to linger at pleasure before the
beautifully arranged shop windows, and be-
fore the lottery booths, where Bernhard
was tempted to risk a few kreutsers for his
little people, and won, to their delight, a
coronet of the most delicious bon bons.

When night came on, and the lamps be-

an to twinkle along the crowded street,
the little party found themselves at some
distance from the Linden Strasse, where-
upon the carefal mother prevailed upon
them to turn their footsteps homeward.
Bat now, to her sorrow, the children’s
thoughts again reverted.to Christ-kindchen
and the expected gifts.

“We will find them awaiting ns—nicht
80, liber mutter—nicht so, lieber papa #”
was the question of each little heart.

Impatience lent wings to their feet, and
springing through the great door opening
upon the stone stairway leading up to their
attic home, the three boys reached the nar-
row fifth story landing in advance of their
weary, heavy-hearted parents.

A joyous shout from the boys, and a
flood of light falling in waves over the
winding stairway, now startled Berohard
and Ermingarde. Hastily mounting to the
side of their children—what a sight met
their eyes! The door leading into their
little home was wide open, and in the cen-
tre of the tidy room rose a beautiful
Crristvas-TREE— a tapering, dark-green
fir—in whose graceful branches blazed in-
pumerable waxen tapers, between which
hung the lovliest toys that ever were seen,
.golden and silver-covered fruits, nuts and
sugar plums; on a little round table be-
neath lay three prettily-bound books, and
near by stood a fine rocking-horse, just as
if he were awaiting a rider.

Let the curtain fall on the transports of
the children, the bewilderment of the pa-
rents, -the gratitude to their generous un-
known, as they watched their darling boys
around the radiant table. Tlherle were
bappy, glowing hearts in the little attic
thgtp"{}hgstmasgnight. )

" The next day two letters were brought
to Bernhard, The first announced to him
that the volume of poems submitted by

Jhim to the court bookseller a few weeks
“before, would * be published at the earljest

ossible day.” Good news; but the other
etter, which bore a government seal, raised

“ some fifly years ago.

the happiness of the little family to a
height still greater. It was Bernhard’s
appointment to an office under the Grand
Duke, the duties of which were little more
than nominal, but whose salary would at
once place his family in a position of com-
pargtive ease.

Years later, when Bernhard’s name as a
poet had become known and honored
throughout his fatherland, the still lovely
Countess Victorie, confessed to him and
Ermingarde, the part she had taken in an-
swering the letter of Paul, Hermann and
Perti—now ¥rown to be manly youths—
to Christ-kindchen, and also the fact of her
having exerted her influence with the Grand
Duke and Duchess, (after learning that the
father of the three boys, and Bernhard,
the rising poet, were one and the same per-
son) in obtaining for him the government
appointment.

Only Five Minutes.
Five minutes late, and the school is begun,
‘What are rules for, if you break every one?
Just as the scholars are seated and quiet,
You hurry in with disturbance and riot.

Why did you loiter so long by the way ?
All of the classes are formed for the day ;
Hurry, and pick up definer and slate,
Room at the foot for the scholar that’s late.

Five minutes late, and the table is spread,

The children are seated; and grace has been said;
Even the baby, all sparkling and rosy,

Sits in her high chair, by mamma, so cozy!

Five minutes late, and your hair all askew,

Just as the comb was drawn hastily through!
There is your chair, and your tumbler, and plate,
Cold cheer for those who are five minutes late.

Five minutes late on thig bright Sabbath morn !
All the good people to meeting have gone;

And they cannot hear the sweet gospel message,
As your boots creak noisily in the passage.

Peoi)le and minister look at your pew,

Little surprised when they see it is you;

Ah! when you stand at the beautiful gate,

What will you do if you are five minutes late?
Mzs. M. J. RAYNE.

The Christmas Tree was first introduced
into Germany by the Archduchess Henri-
etta, wife of the late Archduke Charles,
Let the little folks
make their best bow to the Archduchess.
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Miscelinneons,

‘Wanted, a Place.

During breakfast, one day, Lord Eardley
was informed that a person had applied for
a footman’s place, then vacant. He was
ordered iuto the room, and a double-refin-
ed specimen of a.genus greatly detested
by his lordship, made his appearance. The
manner of the man was extremely affected
and consequential, and he determined to
lower him a little,

“ Well, my good fellow,"»said he, “you
want a lackey’s place, do you §”

“I came about an upper footman’s situ-
ation, my lord,” said the gentleman, brid-
ling up his head. .

“Qb, do‘ye, do ye,” replied Lord Eard-
ley; “I keep no upper servants; all alike,
all alike here.” ‘

“Indeed, my lord,” exclaimed this upper
footman, with an air of shocked dignity,
“what department, then, am I to gonsider
myself expected to fill

“ Department, department!” quoth my
lord, in a tone of inquiry.

“In what capacity, my lord §”

My lord repeated the word “.capaci y”
as if not understanding its applieation to
the present subject.

“1 mean, my lord,” explained' the man,
“what shall I be expected to do if I take
the situation §”

“ Oh, you mean if you take the place,
I understand you now,” rejoined my lord.
“ Why, you are to do everything but sweep
the chimneys and clean the pigsties, and
those I do myself!”

The “ gentleman” stared, scarcely know-
ing what to make of this, and seemed to
wish himself out of the room ; he, however,
grinned a ghastly smile, and, after a short
pause, inquired—* What salary does your
lordship give "

“Salary | salary!” reiterated bis incor-
rigible lordship; don’t know the word,
don’t know the word, my good man.”

Again the geutle‘man explained “Imean,
what wages !’

“Oh, what wages,” echoed my lord..
What d'ye ask—what d'ye ask "

Trip regained his self-possession at this -

question, which looked like business ; and
considering for a few minutes, answered—
first stipulating to be found in hair powder,
and (on state occasions) silk steckings,
"“gloves, and bouquet—that he should ex-
pect thirty pounds a year.

“How much! how muchf” demanded
his lordsbip, rapidly.

“Thirty pounds, my lord.”

“ Thirty pounds” exclaimed Lord Eard-
ley, in affected amazement, *make it gui
neas, and I'll come and live with you;”
then ringing the bell, said to the servant
who answered it, “let out this ‘gentleman,’
he’s too good for me.”

Plighted.

Mine to the core of the heart, my beauty |

Mine, all mine, and for love not duty;

Love given willingly, full and free,

Love, for love's sake, as I love thee.
Duty—a servant, keeps the key,

But love—the master, goes in and out

Of his goodly chambers with song and shout,
Content and happy, merry and free.

" Mine, from the dear head’s crown, brown-golden,

To the silken foot, that's scarce beholden |
Give a warm hand to a friend, a smile
Like a generous lady, now and awhile;,
But the sanctuary heart, that none dare win,
Keep holiest of holiest evermore—
The crowd in the aisles may watch at t.l.xe door,
The High Priest only enters in.

Mine, my own—without doubts or terrors;

With all thy goodness, all thy errors,

Unto me, and me alone, revealed

A spring shut up, & fountain sealed ;
Many may praise thee—praise mine and thine;

Many may love thee—I'll love them too,

But thy heart of hearts, pure, faithful and true,
Must be mine, mine wholly, forever mine.

Mine! God, I thank Thee that Thou hast given
Something aXl mine on this side of Heaven |
Something as much myself to be

As this my soul which I left to Thee!

Flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone,
Husband and wife, whom Thou dost make
Two to the world, for the world’s own sake,

But each unto each, as in Thy sight one.

Hospital Notice.

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

Mathews.

NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.

WE are now opening the LARGEST and FIN-
EST BTOCK of SPRING GOODS that we
have ever offered to our customers. The stock
comprises everything new and desirable in the
line of DRY GOO]X%.

*We invite every gpe to call and examine our
goods aud prices. 4. S.MANN & CO,,
April, 1866, 87 and 39 State St.
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A Avertisements.,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Pr. 8q.,1 insertlon $1 00 | Quarter Colmnn,..... 810 00
Three Months,.... 2 00 One Thir:t Column,., 18 00
BixMonths, . ... 300 | Half Column, 1 Yehr; 16 00
One Year,........ 500 One Column, 1 Year, 96 00
A Column contains eight Squares.

TA.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
etery (‘)‘ther 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 éstablished an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N, Y.

The following are the Prices:

YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib,
OOLONGS, ......... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS, .....80c., 90c. and $1.00 -
IMPERIAL,..............$1 and $1.26 "
UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, .....$1.35 "
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 '
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40c. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guaramiee,
a8 to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which the Company sell
them in New York ; and every pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned and the money re-
funded.

‘We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,
of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 8o 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,

UNION ICE COMPANY,

CE supplied on ressonsble terms, to Private
I Families, &c¢. by week, month or year.
Ico Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Sireet.
g3~ Orders loft at J. PALMER'S I0B CREAN Ba-
100¥, Fitzhugh Street, opposiie the Court Houge,

will be promptly attended to.
Marcﬁ 1558%6. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUGRIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bufalo 8ireel,

Smith's Arcade, ROCHESTER, N.Y

DEALEER IN
Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,
For medicinal uses.
Particular attention given to Physicians’ Prescriptions.

Floral Depot for Frost & Co's Greenhouases.
June 15, 1866.

A. S. MANN & CO.

3- AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-
ed a lot of

SILK WARP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies' Traveling Dreases.
April, 1866.

Water Lime and Plaster.
REMOVAL.
M. M. MATHEWS & SON,
Have removéd their Office and Warehouse to

83 Exchange Street, ‘
Where they will continue to deal in WATER
LIME and PLASTER, and all kinds of Masons’
goods. 6ém* Hochester, N. Y., April, 1866.

CURRAN & GOLER,

SUCOESSORS TO B, KING & CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Oppostte the Court House.

Rochester, N. Y.
April, 'é6-1y* @. W. GOLER.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27,29 & 31 Exchang'e St
ROCHESTER, N.\.

Caas. F. Surra. GmuaN H. PrugINS.
{Establiatied in 1826.}
Jan. 1865. tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Btreet,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan, 1866. 1y

RBICHARD CURBAN.
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &o.
18 Buffale St.,, Rochester, N. Y.

ALFRED 8. LANE, mch, 1866, 1y OYRUS ¥ PAINE,

JOHN SCHLEIER,

DEALER IN

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1865,

PERFECTIGN REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

= U . 2 aB \ K all
| - i ;
f LAV IVLINQY

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MEHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE™ took the QGold Medal at the Falr
of the American Lnstitute, New York. Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80,000 8014 within the
last three years, gtving universal satisfaction to all. They
have noequal asa Famllgnor Manufacturing Machine.

Warrmnted never to have “fits,” Does its work alfke
each day. REASONS.

1. Its simplicity and great range of work.

£. Its muking four ditterent stitches, vig: the loek, knot,
double-lock and double-knot.

8. Ther ible feed motion operated by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left ‘or left to right, and perfectly self*sus-
taining to the end of the seam,

4 perfect finish and aubstantisl manver in which
the machine is inade, '

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 Pllot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tallor's manufacturing machine,
or fanily machine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular,

Belteve not what the agents or friends of other machines
may say, but see the Fiurence before purchasing any other
nn%' ndge Yot yourself. o

All kinds of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies’ Gayments made t0
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

competent operators.
8iik, Needles and bept Ofl, for sale at this Office.
Rooms over 20 8tate street, Rochester, N. Y.
A Mberal discount made to $hose who buy to spll again.
For particulars address
CHAS. SPENCER HALL, Genera! Agt.
Rochester, Ad

Nov. 15, 1865,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

“TGEORGE MoRAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,.
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders left as above, or at hia residence, on Ely 8t.,

will reczive prompt attention.
Oct. 1865.1"0 P

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArRcapE HaLy,
No. 7 EX0OBANGE PLACE, }ROCHESTEB' N.Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

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

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING  ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New Yerk
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill §t., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y

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

(%~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL.-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies” and
(tentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicaly. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all

E. N. BUELL.

: colors*s,nd finished with neatness and dispatch, on

very reasonable terms.
Goods dyed black every Thursday.
All goods returned in one week.
{3 Goods received and returned by Express.
Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D, LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,

Jan, 1866. Rochester. N.Y.
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITATL.

"1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vor IIL

ROCHESTER, N.'Y., JANUARY 15, 1867.

No. 6.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Filteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING OOMMITTEE
Mrs MALTBY STRONG, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,
“ H. T. ROCHESTER, I “ Dr. MATHEWS,
TERMS-Tifty Oents & Year, Payable in Advance,
Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to *Thé Hodpital Review,” Box 381.
Bubscriptions for The Review, and all letters
containing money, to be sent to the Preasurer,
Mrs. Wm. H. Perkins, P. Q. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaraEws, Cor-

respanding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.
Wm. 8. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Baffalo Street, opposite the Areade.
—

For the Hospital Review.
Faith,

Lord, I may never know
Why all my Dblessed. light is turned to deepest

night,

That, thick and dark, engulphs me in its gloom ;

‘Why all the fair sweet blooms that from the near
hedge-row
Looked up and smiled at me, 8o little time ago,
Now faded, dead—to pruel thorne give reom ;
Enough that I may know,
Thou, Lord, hast willed it so.

, Lord, I may never know

‘Why, in Thy. clearer sight, it seemeth just and

‘wight, )
To turn my hopés to heavy, haunting fears ; -

‘Why all my life’'s sweet wine, just sparkling at.

my lip,
Is changed to bitterest gall, that sickens as I sip;
Yet to the.lees I drain, with many tears;
Bnough for me to kirow,
Thou, Tiord, hast willed it so.

Lord, I may never know,
Why a2 that made my way seem bright and
glad and gay,
Thy band hath stricken out, and left no trace:
But, in their stead, I feel that Thy compassion
sweet
Will give me something else to make my life
complete :
And, bye and bye, will call me to a place
‘Where I may kope to know
Why Thou hast willed it so.
Mgs. Jauzes H. WILLiams.
Rochester, Jan. 6th, 1867.

For the Hospital Review."
Comfort in God’s Word.

“My son, despise not thou the chasten-
ing of the Lord, nor faint when thou art
rebuked of Him ; for whom the Lord loy-
eth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every
son whom He receiveth.”—Heb. xii. 5, 6.

What comfort and encouragement for
the afflicted, tried child of God—¢ afflic-
tions spring not of the dust,” they are ap-
pointed by our Father, who knows what
we need.

“ Bach drop that fills our daily cup, His hand

“Preseribes for ills none else can understand.”
Oh} why should we faint.and cry to Him .
té spare the rod; He will be with us, He

. will strengthen, He will uphold. "We have

His' promise that He will not lay upon us
more than He will give us strength to
bear, If left to;ourselves, are we not in
danges of finding our comfort Aere, and.
forgetting Him{? But every trial rightly
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borne, increases our faith, our trast, our
hope—brings us nearer to God, gives us

clearer views of our compassionate High'
Priest, who feels for, and shares the suffer- .

ings of, His body, the church. Oh! for
grace to live as members of that body, ever
looking to Christ our head.

“T ask Thee not the rod to spare,
‘While thus thy love I see;

But oh! let every suffering bear
Some message, Lord, from Thee!” R

For the Hospital Review.
Song.
BY KATE OAMERON.
The glad New Year, with words of cheer,
Comes with its happy greeting ;
And friendly voice bids heart rejoice,
‘Where loving ones are meeting.
The sunny smile doth care beguile,
And steal the sting from sorrow;
And eyes that weep, find rest in sleep,
Or dream of brighter morrow.

The changing Past—it could not last,
Its record now is ended ;

Its smiles and tears, its hopes and fears,
In one fair rainbow blended.

The present hour is in our power
To fill with grief or gladness;

If wisely spent, a sweet content
‘Will banish all our sadness.

‘When skies are blue, and hearts are true,
‘We find no cause for weeping;’
But storms may rise and tearful eyes
Their Jonely watch be keeping.
Then, from afar, may Faith's bright star
* 8hine out, our frail barque, guiding,
Till o'er the deep, we calmly sweep,
The wind and wave out-riding,

Dilatory people are always behind time.
Some one said to a person of ‘this class,
I see that you belong to the three-hand-
ed people.” ¢ Three-handed " said he,
¢ that’s rather uncommon.” “Oh, no;
common enough,” said the other; “two
hands like other people—and a little be-
hind-hand I”

Advice is like snow, the softer it falls
the longer it dwells upon, and the deeper
it sinks into the mind,

The Castly Yase; or Robbing the
Poor.

BY EDITH RIVARS.

It is a double tenement house, on & quiet
cross street in the city. Mrs, Elmer, an
intelligent- looking matron, has jusé'put the
finishing touches to a hasty, though“neat
toilet, and now seats herself in a favorite
sewing chair, close by the window.

Mrs. Elmer wears the honor of being
the wife of a poor man, and it must be
acknowledged that she supports the oft-
gnestioned dignity with betitting meekness.

he is also the mother of four beautiful
children, whom she loves better than her-
self, or the opinions of her neighbors.

There comes a gentle rap at the door.—
Mrs. Elmer rises to receive hervisitor. A
fair young face flashes into the room, like
a ray of sunlight. A sweet girlish voice
rings forth in earnest exclamations, “ Dear
Mrs. Elmer, justlook at these lovely vases!
I can buy them without opening my purse! *
You know my all-wool delaine, it is hope-
lessly rnined by an odious rent in the
sleeve, and then there is that heavy broad-
cloth cape, I shall never wear it agai
Alfred thinks it is so clumsy! Would you
not gladly give them both, considering:
their present usclessmess, for these dear
sweet little loves §” . :

A sudden cloud dropped its folds over
the countenance of Mrs. Elmer, shuttin,
out all the brightness of expectancy, an
producing a singular contrast to t{e 8-
diant picture framed in the open door.

“Excuse me, Mariette, it seems cruel
to throw a chill upon your enthusiasm, but
a consciousness within compels me to say
that, beautiful as I admit these ornaments
to be, I should count them too dear, pur-
chased with asingle article from my store
of cast off clothing. God forbid that I
shonl'd.'ever again be guilty of robbing the
poor!

The hupgy bride of a year, housekeeper
of a month, gazed with amazement into
the depths of the eloquent eyes fixed upon
her. . Her heart was thrilled by the solemn
fervor of the words, the sentiment breath-
ing a soulfull pity for earth's suffering
children, dropping from the lips of one
from whom she had learned countless les-
sons in domestic economy, and many of
the beautiful little arts that tend to make

" home the sweetest spot in all the earth.

“If I knew of any real deserving poor
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1 who actually needed a dress and cloak,
am sure that she should be quite welcome
tomine, and I would give up the vases but I
think [ must have them, They are so beau-
tifal! Do you blame me, Mrs. Elmer”

The last interrogatory was uttered de-
precatingly, while a winning plea for self
affized its seal to the dimpled face.

“Blame you, child? I cannot! You
bave had no such bitter experience as
mine, rising up to taunt me with selfish-
pess and forgetfulness of the claims of
God in behalf of his blessed humanity ;
1o remorseful memory underlying all the
joys of this old year, just now pluming
his wings for an eternal flight I”

“Mrs. Elmer, you alarm me. I have
distressed you. Forgive me, I shall not
trade with the old clothes’ dealer this
morning, I do not feel like it now.”

A sunny gleam kindled up the sombre
countenance of Mrs. Elmer as she re-
ded fervently, “ The blessing of those
ready to perish, be upon you, my dear
fiend. You have decided to think before
you aat ; I know you too well to doubt the
rsult. Come to me when your errand is
socomplished, and I will do myself the
pleasure of presenting you with a single
vase, twice as delicate in material apd
chaste in design, and a thousand times
more valuable, if, as we women are too apt
to estimate our ornaments, the value of the
article may be computed by its cost.

Light footsteps. were heard upon the
atairs, a few low, decisive words, a rude,
angry rejoinder, the quick slamming of the
street door, and the next instant the not
uwilling pupil in life’s great school was
sitting at the feet of one of her most valued
teachers.

Mrs. Elmer held in her hand a large
vase cut from the purest Parian marble,
embellished on either side with a massive
tluster of grapes. Placing it in the ]af of
her young frieud, she watched her sparkling
face with a gratified emile.

“This is perfectly elegant!” was the
exclamation of the impulsive little woman,
. she bowed her head, oppressed by a
sirange mixture of gratitude and humility.

“'goes it please you more than those
that so nearly tempted you into an uncon-
xious wrong §”

“Q yes, indeed "

% A correct taste will not suffer you to
wverlook its delicacy and beauty, but lest

u may undervalue my gift, I shall reveal
its great cost.”

The bright face on which time nor care
had tsced a line, was raised with expec-
tancy, as Mrs. Elmer proceeded in a re-
morseful strain; “I know my duty to
those poorer than myself. I was taight it
in infancy in the best possible way, by a
living example. The solitary reminiscente
of a mother who went to heaven, ere I
attained my third year, was an act of
charity. The sympathy shining on her
noble countenance while she listened to
the tale of poverty; the wrinkled brow of
the aged woman, murmuring her thanks
for the timely relief, the emaciated figure
passing out of the house, and toiling up
the broken slope leading to her desolated
home, all was stamped on my childish
heart. I remembered and practised upon
the lesson as I ascended the flowery path
of youth. I learned to feel with the poor
as suffering with them : I knew how to do
good with the little of this world’s posses-
sions entrusted to my care ; in 8 moment of
selfishness and forgetfulness I neglected
to do it, and it wasaccounted unto me sin;
in the bitter self-accusation of after mo-
ments, I sometimes pronounced it erime /

“ It was New Year's Day—just such a
bright one gilded our sky on the first day
of this year., Dinner was almost ready.—
1 was momentarily expecting my husband.
The bell rang. 1 flew to the door, hoping
to meet the face I best loved to see. It
was a foreigper, with a basket of glittering
wares. I shook my head, and was about
closing the door, when this vase, with its
perfectly chiselled froit, delicate leaves
and exquisite tracery of tendril and vine,
caught my eye. Instantly, as if Satan had
presented the illusion, I seeméd to see,
shooting up from the fluted mouth, a bunch
of fresh, bll;oming flowers, Elmer’s favorite
gift to me on New Year’s day, partly be-
cause they were a rare luxury in the season
of snow and storm, and partly because he
fancied his country-bred wife pined for
the fragrant odors of her ‘mountain home,
I pictured it standing on my table within
the glow of his smile, and I almost heard

. the children’s voices shouting a welcome to

the gorgeous flowers. With eagerness, I
asked the price of the coveted treasure, and
looked my surprise on hesring the reply:
“Never mind the price, lady ; just pick up
your old clothes, any kind of cast-off gar-
ments; I will give you the vase for them.”
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“ Astonishment that a gem -so perfect
should be offered for the trifling. value of
a few defaced garments, kept me silent for
a moment. There was ancther thought
that sent a sharp little pang through my
tempted heart. I had been accustomed
from childhood to give my rejected cloth-
ing to some family whom I knew to be in
whaot; but now I found myself unable to
decide with usnal promptitude.

“The Holy Spirit does-not always strive
with the human will, and after a few mo-
ments of pleading and resisting, I was left
to combat the forces of evil alone! In
my blindness of heart, I hurriedly gathered
up every article that could be spared from
our family wardrobe, and tossed them
together into the hands of the old pedler,
in exchange for the elegant. vase, and
thought it cheaply purchased. . I forgot
the principle of humanity, implanted in
my sonl for a divine purpose, that I had
recklessly bartered away. The superb vase,
sapporting its burthen of beauty and fra-

ance, was admired to my complete satis-
action, )

“The skeleton did not sit déwn with us
at the feast on that joyful New Year's
Daly, but it appeared afterwards. I will
tell you in what form: A pale, anxious
looking woman came weekly to do my
washing. She had been recommended by
a friend, who also gave her employment.
She was an American, and very nice and
expeditious about her work. I could not
help thinking, sometimes, that her energy
and despatch was but the effect of some
secret spur, goading her on toward despe-
ration. I knew her to be hard pressed in
the race of life—her vocatiom, for which
her delicate hands and slender frame was
peculiarly unfitted, her scanty attire, both
assured me of that; and as the winter
grew colder and fiercer, she grew thinner
and paler, and her large blué eyes took on
an expression of mute appeal that went
straight to my heart! Oceasionally I gave
her a few pieces of silver from my me

urse above the pay for her services, and
fcompelled her invariably to atay to din-
ner ; but I did not inquire into her Raitua-
tion.
ble, and I could not profane the-sacredness
of .ber sufferings for nought! Imagine, if
you can, the feelings with which on each
passing week I marked . her -éntrance into
my kitchen, shivering with cold, dnd har-
rassed. by an obstinate cough; watched

I had not the means to be charita- |

ber as she hurriedly laid aside her flimsy
shawl, that would scarcely defend her from
an autumn breeze, fold up the sleeves of
the same ealico gown, and: rub, rub, rub,
for dear life_and dearver bread, with that
appesling expression written all over her
anguished face! Think you I could fajl
to remember the woolen dress, warm and
durable, though much soiled, the large. old-
fashioned sacque of thick, yet faded thate-
tial, heedlessly thrown in among the old
clothes I had,freely given for this cheating
prize? O, I know you can realize what a
bliss it would have been to have folded
those comfortable garments about her
shrinking form, and earned the privilege
of knowing her sorrows, and helping her
bear her weary life-burdens.

“It was under the influence of regrets
like these that I fully comprehended the
issue of the battle fought in my: soul on
that New Yesar's morn. There was no
more doubt on which side the victory had
turned. I had awakened rejoicings 1 the
enemy’s kingdom, and he who notes each
sparrow’s fluttering fall, could not.mark
with indifference the false step of #n im-
mortal soul. I shall not linger upon the
mortification I suffered at one time during
the winter, when my husband came in
hastily, and requested me to get his old
coat for a poor man who was sawing wood
at our door in bis' shirt-sleeves. Ah, that
too had been sacrificed to my selfish taste.

“There came yet another soene, more
painful still, when my boy, who has a heart
open and free as the day, begged me to
give his last year's -boots 1o a little lad
selling shavingsin the street, barefoot, and
I was forced to tell him with a shame-
burdened bosom, that the mother he so
much loved, had defrauded the poor for
an idlepleasure !

“ Mariette, you can no longer wonder
that this elegant toy gives me no delight
when its possession cost me an ennobling
principle, the blessedness of giving, the un-
doubting confidence of a tender husband,
the perfect faith of my darling boy, a whole
year of frequent recurring remorse [”

* Mrs. Elmer-paused and glanced inquir-
ingly into her friend’s ‘eyes. She did not
seem inclined to break the silence, and
Mrs. Elmer drew her towards the pleasant
window, and again raised the &over of her
work-basket, adding, “TL.ook,” and she un-
folded in-quick succession, garments of
variotis sizes and hues, sufficient to fur-
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nish eutire suits for a whole family, pro-
vided, of course, that the family was no
lager than her own. “These are all
for a poor sister-toiler, my washerwoman.
ldonot know that she is needy as for-
merly. She does not wear that pleading
face now; it is stronger, colder, and more
seifreliant. 1 don’t like it as well, ter-
ribly as the other used to torture me. But
the comes to wash regularly, and her
clothes are little better. By a casual in-
, I learned that she had a husband, a
ily of small children, and lives in—m
Place. There will be a surprise party at
her house to-morrow afternoon, composed
of Elmer, who has contributed to my en-
terprise the price of a ton of coal and a
barrel of flour ; you know his business has
incressed somewhat the past year; my
¢hildren, who have saved all their Christ-
mas fresent,s for the little ones, and my-
self, least deserving the expected treat of
them alL”
The pretty enthusiast’s eyes began to
flisten, and she elapped her hands in de-
ht, repeating, in rapid tones, ¢ Oh, Mrs,
mer, what a charming plan! it is really
tomantic. Now do let me go with you; I
vwill mend my delaine if you will just show
me the best way, and carry the poor woman
the clumsy cape. I'll warrant her never to
freeze with that on her shoulders.”
“Thank you, my kind Mariette, I hoped
it would end thus. Your donation will
prove particularly acceptable to my stoek,
for my poor friend has five children, whlie
I have only four, and we can spare but one
suit apiece.”
" On the following day, our happy party
found their way through a gloomy court,
into a brick block, up two flights of stairs,
Mr. Elmer knocked at the door, which was
opened by a little flaxen-haired girl, wrap-
ped up in an old shawl.
“Is Mrs. Lane at home ¥”
%Yes,sir. Mother, here’s a gentleman.”
Mrs. Elmer's well-known washerwoman
came forward at this call, and stood in mo-
tionless surprise as she discovered one
after another of the smiling faces besieg-
ing her door for admittance. Presently
overcoming her confusion, she invited her
guests into the room, and gave them seats
near the stove. There was but little fire,
and the air seemed quite chilly, The floor
wiis neatly carpeted, and several articles of
fumiture “were arranged tastefully about
the apartment. A bed occupied one cor-

ner, in which a man and a liftle child were
lying. A table, on which were scattered
some open books and maps, stood on the
side of the stove, opposite our party. Twa
girls and one boy, between the ages of six
and 4eén, seemed to be studying, though
their serious faces' were now lifted in won-
dering amazement, The little one, who
had. opened the door, had stolen to her
moother’s side, and was now sitting in het
lap. Every thing in the dress aid appear-
ance of the family indicated poverty, com-
bined with a determined effort to ward off
abject want.

“Your husband ia sick,” remarked Mrs,
Elmer, in a sympathetic voice.

“Yea, ma'am, it is the second winter
that he has been laid up with nenralgia.”

“Is he obliged to be in bed all of the
time "

“ Mostly,” was the hesitating reply.

During this conversation, Mr. Elmer had
been studying the physiognomy of the
family group, and now spoke.

“Mrs. Lane, you have a promising family
of children; do they attend school ¥’

“ No, sir,” with greater hesitancy.

Mrs. Elmer pitied the poor woman’s
embarrassment, and hastened to relieve
her by disclosing the errand that brought
them upannounced in her presence. The
basket was opened, and with the air of a
person soliciting a favor, the modest donor
proceeded to transfer its hoarded treasures
to the possession of the amazed family.
The generous children, excited by their
mother's example, flitted about the room
dispening on every side with the brightest
of smiles, their little store of playthings
and trinkets. The mouey was laid silently
upon the table, beside the box in which was
closely packed the collation that usually
accompanies surprise and donation parties.
There were plenty of tears and smiles, but
a marvellous dearth of words. The visit
was brief and crowned with the double
blessing that ever attends the ministrations
of mercy.

Mrs, Lane followed her guests out upon
the landing. Grasping the hand of her
benefactress, in a voice shivered by an ex-
cess of emotion, she exclaimed in broken
sentences, “ I cannot speak what I feel;
God knows that my heart is grateful. I
ought to tell it to you. Your gifts of
warm ¢lothing will enable my sick, broken-
spirited husband to sit up most of the
time; ‘my children, who dearly love
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their books, §0 go to school éonstantly.
I am 80 encouraged I shall now get along.
Last winter it was harder; I was not used
to roughing it then. I am stronger now,
and know better how to take advahtage of
my work. O, Mrs. Elmer, what a happy
New Year's Day you have made for .me
and mine. God bless you!”

Sobs precluded further utterance. Mrs.
Elmer wrong the hand of the grateful
woman in'a like passion of tears, and re-
turned to her plain, imadorned home, a
million-fold happier than if every room
was crowded with the rarest gems of art
and beauty, and her memory still poisoned
with the cankering thought that she knew
her daty to Christ’s chosen ones, and' did
it not.—Zion’s Herald.

For the Hospital Review.
One Summer,

Underneath the apple-boughs, many years ago,
Knelt a knight, and whispered, very sweet and
" low,
“Listen, little maiden, do not bid mego.”
Softly stirred the robin, in her downy nest,
Swiftly leaped the heart-beat, in my woman's
breast,
As my little brown hand in his hand was prest.

Rosy apple-blossoms drifted over mé,

When the summer south-wind came across the

lea,

Bearing up the murmer of the distant sea.
Apple-blossoms faded, harveat-time had come,
Slowly went the reapers, weary, ®ofling home,
And we followed after, when the day is dome.

‘Wreaths of scarlet poppies twinfng in my hair;
Low he bent to whisper, words as false, as fair;
0, my knight was gallant, lordly, debonair.
All the corn was gathered. Bythe curtning
vine,
Trailing on the lattice, at the day's decline,
Lingered we so gaily, in the pale:#unshine.

Yellow sun-shine faded. Loud the beating rain
Moaned and sobbed the night through, at my win-
dow-pane;
And my heart cried hopelessly, * Will he come
again ?”
Waiting, chilled, still trustful, will my memory

go,
Back thro' all these lost years, tothe long ago,
When 1listened; and believed that he loved me

80,
Mgs. B. FraNk ENos. .

The Fospital Beview,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., JANUARY 15, lBG'I.‘J‘

| The Winter and the Poor. ..

The holidays have come and gone since
our last jssue. Happy days may they have
proved to our readers; and may the rose-
light. tinging the dawn of the New Year,
spread: yet more brightly over its close,

. The gay season is at its height. Rumors of

parties and sleigh-rides, and festivities of
various kinds, reach us from every side.
However dim the auguries for 1867, the
shadow has net fallen ‘yet. The long con-
tinued' snow and fine sleighing add much
to the cheerfulness of the city. The aven-
ues are alive and crowded with sleighs and
with gay parties, eager upon making the
most, of the snow. The winter is, and has
been severe, but keen, clear and bracing.
It is winter in earnest—but winter as we
all' like it—winter as we dream of it—land-
scapes, hooded in ermine—straets, merry
with sleigh-bells—wiiter as of the olden
time, and of New England memories.

But we must not forget that these keen,
cold winters are hard upon the poor; and
Rochester and its adjacent towns have not
forgotten, and will not forget it. Sitting
by our cozy fire, while the storm beats
wildly and fiercely without—it is gratifying
to know that the poor have not been for-
gotten, and to think of the variouns efforts
and organizations in our city for their re-
lief, and of all that has this winter been
done forthem. The Industrial Schoal has
been aided in its good work of gatheking
in the Httle outeasts of our streets, and
giving them food and.warmth, and raiment
aud timely instruetion. The Home has
been cheered i its labors, and stands with
hospitable doors. ever ready to open to
welcome in the homeless and the friendless.
The Charitable Society has beén encour-
aged in its arduous task of visiting the
needy sick wherever they may find them
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—in whatever comdition of want or woe—
that they may give relief. Soon, as we
trust, thé Orphan. Asylum will receive its
due share of public sympathy and gener-
osity—and of our Hospital it is unneces-
sary to speak—so recent—so generous,
and munificent have been our favors and the
help extended to us. These varions Insti-
tutions—each doing its separate work—yet
each having its spring in the same sonrce
—bound by one aim—and forming, toge-
ther, one harmonious whole—nre the pride
and ornament of our city. What suffer-
ing there would be in our midst at this
time, but for these Institutions!

. How impossible it would be for any of
us to enjoy the glow and warmth of our
own firesides, this bitter night, while the
moan of one from without, suffering with
cold and want, should reach our ears.
But there would be many such a moan—
many a wail in our city to-night—even
if it did not reach our ears—but for these
blessed Institutions. Let us thank God
for them—and that they are so many,
and that He has placed it in our power to
contribute something at least to their sup-
port. Let us also, as Institutions, put
away all petty strifes and jealousies, and
be ready to truly sympathize with and
help each other—regarding ourselves—and
our work—our hopes—our aims, as one.
If the love of Christ is imdeed in our
hearts, how can we but rejoice at the work
which each Institution is accomplishing—
and rejoice at its success? Such a winter
as this impresses upon us the fact, that too
inach eannot be dome for the destitute
around te~—and let us search into their
cases, and see that provision is made for
sil. Lef us not, tempted by the gaities of
the hour, give ourselves up to selfish ease
and enjoyment, and be careless and indif-
ferent to the woe and want which may be
in our midst. Let us beion the alert to
discover individual cases of suffering, and
let us be ready, with heart and purse, to

.
'

aid each of these Institations, organized to
administer relief.

Our Hospital is doing its part nobly now
at this time, when its work.is so much
needed. It is its aim to embrace all, and
to.extend to all, aid and relief; to its utmost
ability. We ask you, kind reader, to con-
tinue to aid us in this work—aid us with
your means—aid us with your prayers!

A word to the Wise.

Complaints reach us from those who
have the financial management of the Re-
view, that there are those, (we sincerely
hope they are but few,) who send back
their papers, with the request to have them
discontinued, without first paying arrear-
ages. Now, we will not ask is this gener-
ous—(although considering our little sheet
is an advocate of a charity, we might do
s0,) but we will ask more—is it honest? Is
it honest to receive a paper a year or over,
and then simply refuse it—send it back
without a word? 'We do not think so. If
any of our readers or subscribers have really
made up their minds that they do not
want our paper any longer, although we
are very sorry to believe there can be any
such, all that we have to say is this: the
only righ, proper thing to do before stop-
ping the paper, is to pay up el your in-
debtedness for it. Now are we unreason-
able in this} Who willsayso? A better
way than all is, never once to tlnnk of 'dis-
contmumg it. Why should you? Is not
the Review a vice little paper—fully worth .
all you pay forit? We have been flattered
mto thmkmg s0; and then bave -you real-
ized what an, al.d it is to our Hospital ?
Much better, renew . .your subscription at
onge, than to discontinue it—but of all
ﬂnngs don’t discontinue it without paying
up arrearages'

A eoop TIME T0 SussCcRIBE~-Now is
an-excellent time to subscribe: for the Re-
vigw, or to get us a new stbscriber. Begin
with the new year!



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

88 The. Hospital Review.

A Muff Exchanged.

We -are requested to repeat the inotice
given last month, of the exchamge of a
muff, by some one, at our Thanksgiving
Party. Any lady present upon that occa-
sion, who finds upon examination, that she
has a muff not belonging to her, is request-
ed to leave it at the City Hospital, where
she will find her.own awaiting her, The
muff taken was a mink, not sable, as we
stated last month.

Wawtep, o Houe }—Wanted, a good
home and Christian parents, for a baby in
our Hospital—a - bright, healthy, -active,
beautiful boy, of eleven months. Who
will take him

X% Carvrr Deaxe will please accept
our thanks for a spity sketch, recéived too
late for this issue, but which will 4ppear in
our next.

Donation for the Orphan.

‘We desire at this time, to call the atten-
tion of our readers to a Donatié‘n, to be
given, as we understand, on the fourteenth
of Febroary, (St. Valentine Day,) at the
Orphan Asylum. Tt is, we believe, the first
public effort of the kind by its managers,
and they have our warmest wishes for their
deserved success. An appeal-for the or-
phan is, or should be, unnecessary. That
one word—with all the loss—and $he life-
want and woe which it implies, makes its

own appeal to every heart. We bave had
our own generous remembrances at our
Thanksgiving Party—and the Tndustrial
School—the Home—and the Cliantable
Society, have each had their donanons, and
have each shared liberally from the hands
of a benevolent public; but shall we grow
weary in well doing? Whatever, or how-
ever numerous have been the claims upon
us, let.us not, with the dear faces of our
own children lifted to ours, and with the
uncertainty of their future before us, dare

to shut our hearts to the claims of -the or-
phan.

The Orphan Asylum is one of the oldest
of our city charities, and for years has been
carrymg on its truly blessed work of shield-
ing those hapless little ones, depnved of
their natural protectors, Reader, do not
forget the fourteeuth of February

A CorgectioN.—In the List of Cash Do-
nations for the Thanksgiving Party at the
Haospital, Five Dollars were _erroneously
credited to 8. M. Spencer. It shonld have
been Aldérman L. C. Spencer, who also
donated two or more gallons of nice oys-
ters. It is not surprising, in so large a list,
that there should have been some errors;
but we are very glad to know when mis-
takes occur, that we may correct them.

The following letter 18 from an old gen-
tleman, an inmate of ‘the Hospital :
Rocm'mn Crry Hosrrm:.,}
January 1, 1867,
Mgs. Dr. MataEWS :

Time rolls on! Another year has
dawned upon us, pregnant with hopes and
expectations of ¢oming events ; and whilst
we should rejoics at being allowed the
great privilege of witnessing the January
of 1867, should we not ponder well on the
uncertainty of being permitted to see its
close? But whilst we are vainly endeavor-
ing to explore the unfathomable depths of
futarity, and also specnlating on the fluc-
tuating changes whioh time, ever and anon,
unfolds to our view, let us pause for a mo-
ment and take a retrospective glance at
the crowded events whith have transpired
with the close of the old year.

“War, cruel and unrelenting, devastates
our land no more; the terrible struggle
in which it convulsed the nation, has not,
it is true, entirely sulisided, and the linger-
ing vibrations of the death-throes of the
monster are still feebly felt: but, under
the benign influence of peace, smilihg, hap-
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PY peace, the. nation again will soom@-
sume its wonted composure.

Other nations were not favored with the

same degree of happiness and peace as dur.

fair land, during the last year, Prussia
and Austria appealed to the stern arbitra-
tor, and the sword has decided what diplo-
macy failed to accomplish. War has
made sad havoc in those countries, and
death has gathered in a large harvest
Even now, in Greece, ancient Greece,
Christianity is nobly battling against the
blighting influence of Mohamidism and its
blind followers. Right will surely triumph
in the end. Bat, to tarn to other matters,
the Atlantic Cable has been successfully
laid, and the old world and new are ce-
mented in bonds of friendship.

Now for our own little affairs. The be-
nevolent Ladies who have the management
of this Hospital, have not been dilatory ;
their holy work has been unceasingly car-
ried on, despite of many difficulties which
they had to encounter, and success is every
day .crowning their noble efforts. But a
more glorious reward awaits them; it is
promised by Him whose mission they are
fu]ﬁllmg in kindly remembering. the poor;
in ministering to the sick and soothing their
last moments with hope and consolation.

They are laying up their treasure in hea-

ven where it shall never corrupt. Kind-
ness and comfort, so desirable for the sick,
prevail in this Hospital ; and every thing
that medical aid and skill can do to alle-
viate pain and suffering, is being done for
the patients. The medical gentlemen
who so nobly and. humanely give their
services to the suffering at this institution,
are entitled to the thanks of the communi-
ty in which they live. The exhibition
that was gotton up by the Ladies, realized
a handsome sum to the Hospital fund, and
the whole affair was a grand success,
Many thanks for their worthy efforts!

The Soldiers who are stopping in the
Hospital, feel at home, and they conduct

themselves in good order. There is one I
shall mention — John Brennan—who de-
serves praise ,for his willing seryices.
When T was sick he attended, day and
night, to the duties allotted me, and since
I recovered, he continues to assist me, and
makes himself generally nseful.

Wishing you every success,

T remain, ‘&c. W. S.

’ For the Hospital Roview.

An Appeal.

Let's give to the poor, come—what do you say,

Shall we do something noble and worthy to-day ?

Shall we open our doors to the weary and worn,

And gladden some hearts that in poverty mowmn?

Shall we make the old spectre, o grim and gaunt,

Laugh and grow merry, forgetting his want?

(Pray, why not, I askl—rich misery langhs,

Nor thinks of the poor in the pleasures he quaffs.}

Won't it be jolly to see the old boy,

Yesterday starving, now dancing for joy?

To see the wan cheek on which Famine has’ fed,

Filled out with charity, pity and bread?

To see that worn frame, bent 'neath Poverty's rod,

Once more stand erect ? for 'twas made g0 by God.

To see those dull eyes, where despair dwelt for
years, ' [tears?

Grow bright, and o'erflow with deep Gratitude’s

Come, open the vault with its iron-barred door,

Let Charity's face smile in it once more:

Give us bonds, give us notes, give us checks, give
us gold,

For they are not Aere, out of reach of the mould,

Nor will they be, till you have sanctified all,

By bending your ear unto Poverty’s call;

Unless you have tried it, yon could not have
gueased,

How giving a kttle will brighten the rest.

Come give—or the spectre will stalk through the
street,

And going or coming, his form you will meet.

When the board or the banquet with loved ones
you share,

His rags and his wretchedness, too, will be there.

He will sit at your fireside, dance in your hall,

8leep in your chamber, and haunt you in all.

Would you keep from your presence this spectre,
alway ?

Then grant us the smile of your bounty to-dayy

And 'twill fall on his cold heart, like dew on the
flower,

And bless both alike, in the same happy hour,

Hornellsville, N. Y. E. H. D,
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- Goveespondence.

A Little Agent in chkport.""
‘We are gratified to find from the follow-
ing extract from a note, that we have an-
other volunteer to our ranks. Success to
little Georgie!

“ Georgie Shuler, leagning from -the ‘ Hospital
BReview,” that even liftle people could help in
your good work, became ambitious to add his
name to your list of Little Agents.

““On a holiday, he visited some friends, and has
succeeded in getting three subscribers. Enclos-
ed, I send $1,50.” ’

Saeanaw Crry, Mica., Dec. 1, 1866.
Dear Mrs. Mathews :

Your papers were duly received, and my
little grand-daughter was so well pleased with the
“ Hospital Review,” that she wishes to subscribe
for it, and has succeeded in getting one subscrib-
er and thinks another year she can do better,
when the little girls see what a nice paper they
have—addressed to their own names/

As ever yours, A MR ¢

PE—

Married,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Dec. 5, 1866,

by Rev. Mr. Chandler, WyLLiaM H. Davis,. of
‘Westminster, London, England, and ELizABrTH
A. TowNsEND, of Port Hope, C. W.

Bied,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Dec. 21 1866,
of Paralysis, Mrs. SARAH- MILLIGAN, of Penfield;
aged 36 years.

Her remains were taken to Webster.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Wednesday,
Dec. 26,1866, of Consumption, JOEANNA RHINE,
aged 19 years. -

Her remains were taken to Fairport.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FroMm DEc. 15th 10 JaN. 15th, 1867.

Mrs. Homer Sackett, Avon—4 cans Fruit, 2 bowls
Jelly, 1 Pie. °

Mrs. Geo. H. Mumford—1 Dressing Giown, Pants
and Vest, Wrappers and Drawers. .

Mr. Peart—1 Turkey.

Mrs. Oriel—1 Goose.

Mrs. Burns—1 loaf of Cake.

Mrs. Warren—1 loaf Indian Bread,.2 Pies.

Mrs. Nathaniel Faxon—1 Dressing Gown, Books
for the Library.

A Manager—I1 jar Pears, 1 glass Jelly.

Mrs. W. W. Carr—A quantity of Cheese.

Cash Receipts end Donations for De-

cember, 1866,

Received from Patients, ........ veeeans$32 00

Additional . Donations. for Thanksgiving
Party : !
S. Rosenblatt, E8q.y oovevvnrennnn.. 5 00
Tho's Paterson, Esq., by Mrs. Dr. Strong 3 00
A Friend, by Mrs. Dr. Mathews,.,... 1 00
A Friend, by Mr. Van Zandt,.......
A Friénd, Washington, D. C,, by Mrs.
Perking, cvevvvveneirenn, Sasenn 1 50

Mrs. Wm. Curtis, by Mrs, H. L. Fish, 2 50

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM DEc. 15 To JaN. 15, 18617.
Mrs, J. B. Parmalee, Spencerport; James.
E. Fitch, Washington; Miss Mary J.
‘Watson, Mrs, Renouf, Mrs. Lydia Figh,
Newark; Miss Ida Leach, W. Bloom-

field—By Mrs. Perking,......co.... .. $ 300
Mrs. J. B. Sweeting, Mrs.Tuthill—By Mrs.

J.8. Hal, ........ P 1 00
Mrs. O. L. Wilcox, Gasport; Mrs. J. D.

Shuler, Mrs. J. K. McDonald, Lockport,

—By Georgie Shuler, ............... 1 50
Mrs. R. T. Field, Mr. John Campbell—By

Mrs. Dr. Strong, «.veeveecennnss veess 100
Mrs. A. C. Bishop, Mrs. J. M. Atwater,

New Haven; Mrs. Mohreke, Mrs. L. A.

‘Ward, Mrs, Richard Baker—By Mrs, Dr.

Mathews, «v.veereereraneneannnsas .. 250
Mary Slack, Groveland—By Miss Culbert-

[-16) 1 A tessseesetnerssaonsencanas 50

Superintendent’s Report for December.
1866. Dec 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, . 56

' Received during the month, 20-—76
Discharged,....,.. ceesenns 12

. 4—16

Jan. 1. Remaining in Hospital, ........ 60

Agents,
The following Tindies have kindly consénted (o
act a8 Agents for 1he Hospilal Review:
Miss Mage1E CuLBERTSON, East Groveland,
“ L. A. BUiLER,Peiry Ceutre.
% E. A. 0. HavEs, Rochester.
“ Mary W. Davis, *
Mrs. C. F. SPEN.ER, i
* -PHEBE D. DaAVENPORT, Lockport.
Miss MarY BrowN, Perinton.
Miss Apa MIursr u
% JurLia M'CEESKEY, Spencerport.
£ LiLLIAN J. RENNEY, Phelps, Ont, Co.
Miss PueBe WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
Miss LoTTiE J. WRIGHT, Lewiston.

- .~ Hospital Notice. .
Application for the admission of Patients to the
Rochester City Hospital, may be made at the
Hospital, West Avenue, betwesn Prospect and
Reynolds Streets, or to any of the attending Phy-
sicians, viz:' Dr. H. W. Dean, North Fitzhugh
Street; Dr. W. W. Ely, South Fitehugh Street ;
Dr. Little, Plymouh Avenue; Dr. Montgomery,
Bpring Street; Dr. Langwerthy & Dr. Whitheck.
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Ghildvew's Jepartment,

Dressing the. Doll.

A RHYME FOR LITTLE GIRLS,
L—THE DOLL.
This is the beautifal Dolladine—
The beautifulest doll that ever was geen!
Oh, what nosegays! Oh, what sashes!
Oh, what beautiful eyes and lashes!

Ob, what a precious, perfect pet!

On each instep a piuk rosette ;

Little blue ehoes for her little blue tota;
Elagant ribbons in bows and knots.

Her hair is powdered ; her arms are straight;

Only feel, she is quite a weight!

Her legs are limp, though ;—stand up, miss!

‘What a beautiful buttoned-up mouth to kiss!
IL—DRESSING THE DOLL,

This is the way we dreas the doll:

‘You may make her a shepherdess, the doll,

If you give her a crook with a pastoral hook;

But this is the way we dress the doll.

Chorus.—Bless the doll, you may press the doll,

But do not crumple and mess the doll!
This is the way we dress the dolL

First, you observe her little chemise,

As white as milk, with ruches of silk;

And the little drawers that cover her knees,

As she sits or stands, with golden bands,

And lace in beautiful filagrees.
Chorus.—Bless theoll, &e.

Now these are the bodices: she has two,
Que.of pink, with, ruches of blus,
And sweet white ]ace; be careful, dol
And one of green, with buttons of sheen,
Buttons arld bands of gold, I mean,
With lace on the border in lovely order,.
The most expengive we can afford her,
Ohorus.—Bless the doll, &c.

Then, with black at the border, jacket,

And this—and this—she will not lack it;
Skirte? Why, there are skirts, of course,
And shops and stockings we shall enfarce,
With the proper bodice, in, the proper place
(Stays that lace have'had their days

And made their martyrs); likewise gartars,
All entire. But our desire

Is to-show to you her night attire,

At least a part of it. Pray admire

This sweet white thing that she goes t6 bed'inl
It's not the one that's made for her wedding;

That is speciak & new deaign,
Made with a cherm and & countersign,
Three times three and nine times nine; -
These are only her usual clothes ;
Look, there's a wardrobe! gracious knows
Ite pretty enough, as far as it goes!
Good Words.

The Fir Tree.
BY HANS OHRISTIAN ANDERSEN.

Out in the forest there stood sueh a pret-
ty little fir tree; it had a good place, for
t! was sun, plenty of air, and around
grew many latger comrades, spruce as well
as larch, but the little tree thought of
nothing but growing. It did not trouble
itself about the sun or the fresh air, nor
about the children who came into the for-
est to gather strawberries and raspbervies.
Often they seated themselves close to the
little fir tree; and then they would say,
“How c¢harmingly little "that tree isl?
which it did not at all like to hear.

The next year it was a long: joint bigger,

and the year following awother; for with
fir trees one can always tell, by the number
of joints, how many years they have beea
growing.
_ “©h, were I but & large tree like the
others!” the little thing said, plaintively;
“for then I .could stretch out my branches
far around, and look out into the world.
The birds would:build nests in my branches,.
and when the wind blew I could nod as
proudly as the others,”

It took no. pleasure in the sunshine, in
the birds, and in the red clouds which sail-
ed over it.night-and morning.

In winter, when the snow was lying alk
around so glitteringly white, a hare would
frequently .come" running - that .way, and
without troubling itself to turn to. the right
or to the left, would jump. over the little
tree,, Oh, how annoying that was! Bag
two winters passed, and. the third the tree
was 80 tall that the hare had to run round
it. Oh, to grow, to grow, to become big
and old, was ‘the ouly thing worth living
for) the tree thonght. ;

In autumn, the wood-outters always.came
and cut down some of the largest trees.
This happened every yesr, and the. young
tree, which had. considersbly. sprung up,
shuddered at the sight, for the great, mag
nificen;trees foll with a crash to the gnound,
when their bmunches were. out.off, sud the
trees looked so long and’ thin, that they:
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could scarcely be recognized; but they
were then laid upon carts, and horses drag-
ged them away out of the forest.

‘Where were they going tof' What await-
ed them?

In spring, when the swallows and storks
came, the tree asked them, “Do you not
know where they are carried to? Have
you not met them ¢’

The swallows knew nothing, but the
stork looked thoughtful, nodded his head,
and said, “Yes, I should think so; for we
met many new ships when we left Egypt,
and the ships had magnificent masts, We
may suppose those were they, for they had
a smell of turpentine, and they looked so
fine, that I must congratulate you.”

“Oh, were I big enough to:cross the ses,
200! But what is the sea, really, and what
does it look like ¢’

“That would take rather long to ex-
plain,” the Btork said, and went its way.

“Rejoice in your youth !* the Sunbeams
enid, “rejoice in your power of growing,
and in your young life.” :

And the Wind kissed the Tree, and the
Dew shed tears over it, but the Fir Tree
did not understand them.

Towards Christmas some quite young
trees were cut down, many that were not
even as big or old as this Fir Tree, that had
neither peace nor rest, but was constantly
-longing to get away, These young trees
—and they were just the most beautiful—
always retained their branches, and thus
put upon wagons, were drawn out of the
forest.

“ Where are they going to1” the Fir Tree
asked. “They are no bigger than I; in-
deed, there was one considerably smaller;
and why do they keep all their branches?!
Where can they be going to ¥’

“We know all about that,” the Sparrows
twittered. “Down there in the town we
were looking ‘through the windows of the
houses, and we know where the young trees
are carried to. Oh, the greatest splendor
that can be imagined awaits them! When
we looked through the windows we saw
that they were etood up in the middle
warm room, and adorned with the most
beautiful things—gingerbread, gilt apples,
playthings of all sorts,” and hundde; of
wax tapers|”

“And then?” the Fir Tree asked, trem-
bling all over, “and then? What happens
then "

% We,_did not see more, but. that was in-
comparably beautifal.”

“1 wonder whether I am destined to en-
joy all this spleridor#” the Fir'Tree thought.
“That is still better than crossing the sea,
Oh, I am consumed by an inward longing !
Were it but Christmas time! for I am now
as tall, and streteb out as far as those that
were carried away last year. Oh, were X
but on the wagon ! were I but in the warm
room with all the splendoz! and then—yes,
then something still better and more beau-
tiful must come; or why should they adorn
me 80? Oh, yes! something by far better
must follow. But what? Oh, how unset-
tled I feel! how I suffer! I do not know
what is the matter with. me!”

“Rejoice with us!” the Air and Light
eried.. “Rejoice in your youth, out in the
open air!”

But it did not rejoice at all; it grew and
grew; winter and summer it stood there,

" equally green, and all who saw it said,

% Thatis a beautiful tree!” When Christ
mas came, it was the very first to be cut
down ; and as the Tree fell with a sigh, it
felt a sharp pain—a feeling of faintness.
It could pot think of any happiness, for it
was sad at having to leave the place of its
birth, that it would never see its dear old
comrades again, nor the little bushes and
flowers that grew round about, nor perhaps
even the birds. The start was anything
but cheerful.

The Tree did not recover itself till it was
being unpacked with others, and it heard a
man say, “This is a magnificent one! we
shall not want any other.”

Two servants in grand livery then came
out and carried the Fir Tree into a larger
and beautiful room. The walls all around
were hung ‘with pietures, and by the side
of the stove stood two large Chinese vases,
with lions on the lids. There were rock-
ing chairs, satin sofas, and large tables cov-
ered with picture books, besides plalj[t'.ll:ings,
which cost large sums of money. e Fir
Tree was put into a large tub filled with

| sand, but no one could see that it was a
| tub, for it was covered with green cloth,

| and stood upon a gay carpet. Oh, how the

. Tree trembled !

hat is going to happen
now{ The servants, as well as the young
-Jadies, helped to decorate it. They hung
little baskets, cut out of colored paper,
uron the branches, and each basket was
filled with sweets, Gilt apples and walnuts
+ hung there, as if they had grown on the
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Tree; and more than a hundred little red,
blue and white, tapers were fixed amoRg
the branches. Dolls, exactly like human
beings, such as the Tree had never seen be-
fore, were swinging in the air, and at the
very top of the Tree there was a star of geld
tinsel. It was beautiful—truly besutiful.

“ Won't it be bright to-night#” sl said.

“Ob, were it but night,” ‘the Tree
thought, “and the tapers lighted! ‘And
what will happen then, I wonder? .Will
the Trees come from the forest to see me,
and the Sparrows fly against the panes-of
glass! I should like to know whether I
shall grow here, and remain decorated like
this, summer and winter.”

It thought and thought, till its bark ach-
ed, and that is the same for a tree, and
quite as bad as the headache with us.

The tapers were now lighted. 'What bril-
lianey and splendor! The branches of the
Tree trembled, so that one of the lights set
fire to the green leaves, and it burned up.
“@Good gracious !” the young ladies ex-
claimed, and hastily extinguished it.

After this the Tree ‘suppressed its emo-
tion, for it was so afraid of losing any of
its splendor, but it felt quite giddy with all
the glare. The folding doors were now
thrown open, and a number of children
rushed in, whilst the older people followed
more steadily. For a moment the young
ones stood still in admiration; but then
their joy broke forth again, and they danc-
ed round the Tree.

“'What are they doing, and what will
happen now{” the Tree thought, as one
present after the other was torn off. The
tapers, too, began to burn down to the
branches; and as they did so they were
put out, when the children received per-
mission to plunder the Tree. They fell
upon it, that all the branches cracked; and
ifp the top with the gold star had not been
fastened to the ceiling, the whole Tree
would certainly have been thrown over.

The children danced about with their
beautiful playthings, and no one looked at
the Tree, excepting the nursery maid, who
only looked to see whether a fig or an ap-
ple had been forgotten.

“ A story | a story !” the children eried,
and they dragged a little fat man up to
the Tree. He seated himself under it,
“«For now we are in the green,” he said,
« and what I tell you may be of use to the
Tree. But I shall only tell you one story.
‘Which will you have, the one about Ivede-

Avede, or that about. Klumpe-Dumpe, who
fell down the stairs, but.was still exalted,
and married the Princess "

“Ivede-Avede !” some cried; “ Klumpe-
Dumpe!” cried the others. Then there
was a shouting and noise, only. the Fir
Tree was quiet, and thought, “Shall I not
have anything more to do in the evening’s
amusement {”

The little man told the story of * Klum-
pe-Dumpe, who fell down the stairs, but
was still exalted, and married the Prin-
cess;” and the children clapped their
hands, crying, “Go on! go on!” They
wanted to have the story of Ivede-Avede
as well, bt got no more than Klumpe-
Dumpe. The Fir Tree stood perfectly
quiet and thoughtful. The birds in the
forest had never told such stories as that
of how Klumpe-Dumpe fell down stairs
and yet married the Princess. ¢ That is
how things go on in the world,” the Fir
Tree thought, believing that the story was
true, since so.decent a man told it. “ Who
can tell! perhaps I may fall down stairs
and marry a Princess!” It rejoiced in the
thought that the next night it would be
adorned again with lights and playthings,
fruits and geld.

“To-morrow I shall not tremble,” it
thought. “I. will enjoy all my splendor
thoroughly, .and shall hear the story of
Klumpe-Dumpe again, and, perhaps, that
of Ivede-Avede.” The Tree stood in deep
thought the whole night. ;

The next morning the servants came in.

“Now it's going to begin again,” the
Tree thought; but they carried it out of
the room, up stairs to the laft, and there
they put it in a dark corner, where the
daylight never reached. ¢ What can this
mean !’ the Tree thought. *“What am I
to do-here, and what shall I hear, I won-
der? It leaned against the wall, and
thought and thought, and for that it had
plenty of time, fot days and nights passed
without any one coming up, and when at
Jast some one did come, it was to bring up
some large boxes to stand in the corner.
The Tree was quite hidden, and it seemed
as if it were forgotten as well.

“It.is now winter!” the Tree thought.
“The ground is hard and covered with
suow, 80, that they cannot plant me; and,
therefore, I am to be taken care of here till
spring. How good and thoughtful men
are! If it were but a little less dark and
lonely here. Not even a hare. Oh, how
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beantiful it was out in the forest, when the
snow lay on the ground, and the bare came
running past, even when it: jumped over
me, though then I did not like it] Itis
dreadfiil lonely up here I” ' '

“Squeak | squeak!” a little Mouse said,
cautionely coming forward. Theun another
came,-and having snifted at the Tree, they
crept between its branches.

“It is awfully cold here” the little Mice
said, “or else it would be well enough.
Is it not true, you old Fir Tree §”

“I am by no rmeans old!” the Fir Tree
said. “Thére are many who are much
older than 1” -~

“ Where do you come from1” the Mice
asked, “and what do you know {" They
were 80 mightily inquisitive. * Tell us a
about the most beaatiful place in the world.
Have you been theret ﬁ
the stere-room, where the cheeses lie on
the sheif and ‘the bacon hangs from the
ceiling 3 where one runs about on candles
and into which one goes in thin and comes
out fat ¢’

“I have not been there;”’ the Tree an-
swered; “but I know the forest, where the
sun shines and the birds sing.”- And then
it told them all about its yéath; and the
little Mice, who had never heard anythin

of the sort before, listened with all their |

ears, and said, “What a deal you have

seen | how happy you must have been {”
“Why happy " the Fir Tree said, and

thought over all it had been telling, “ Yes,

after all, those were happy times;” but |

then it told them about Christmas eve,
when it was covered with cakes and tapers,
“Oh!" the little Mice exclaimed : “ How
happy you have been, you old Fir Tree [”
“1 am not at all old,” the Tree answer-
ed. It was only this winter I was brought
from the forest, and I am just in the prime:
of life.” e
“How well you talk!” the little Mice
said ; and the next night they came again:
with four others, to listen to it; and the

more it talked of the past, the more clear-, |:

ly it remembered all itself, and thought,:
“Yes, those were happy times, but they
may come again—~may come again! Klum-:
pe-Dumpe fell down stairs, and yet married
the Princess, and so may I marry a Prin-
cess.” The Tree then remembered a pret-
ty little Birch Tree that grew in the forest,
and that seemed a resl Pgrrincesa. '

“Who is Khimpe-Dumpe§” the little
Mice asked; and the Fir Tree told them

ave you been in |

the whole ‘story; .every word of which i
remembered perfectly well ;. and the little
Mice were 8o delighted, that they were
ready to JlﬂﬂF :lf into. the top of the
Tree. The following night still mere Miee
came; and on Sunday even two Rats, who
did not think the story pretty, which vex-
ed the little Mice, and they now thought
less of it themselves. '

' “Do. you only know that one story ¢
the Rat asked.

“Only -that one,” the Tree answered,
®and that I heard the happiest night of
my life; but then I did net -properly feel
how happy I was.”

Tt is a most miserable story,” the Rats
said. “ Do you not know any store-room
dtory about bacon and tallow "

“No,” the Tree answered.

“We are very much obliged to you,
then,” they said, and went away. '
i After a time, the little Mice did not come

qither, and the Tree sighed, “It was quite

. pretty- as they sat around me and listened,

and now that is over, too; but I will not

- forget to enjoy it thoroughly when I am
" dgain taken out from here.”

!"But when was that to happent Well,
one morning people: came ‘and rummaged
- about in the loft. : The boxes weremt:%ah
dway, and the Tree, too, was dragged out
from the corner. It is true they threw it

. down rather roughly upon the floor; but

_one of them dragged it to the stairs, where
it was light.
! “Now life will begin again,” the Tree
i thought. It felt the fresh air and the first
" rays of the sun, for it was now in the yard.
There was so much to see all around, that
' ﬂleél‘re; quite forgot to loo]kl at itself. The
ard adjoined a%nden, where everythin
zas beaﬁiful and fresh. The roses umel%
so delicious, and the lime trees were in
! blossom, and the Swallows flew about,
sying, ¢ Quirre-virre-vit, my husband has
"come ¥’ but it was not the. Fir Tree they
" meant,
i : “Now I shall live!” the Tree ariad, with
| delight, and it spread out its branches; but
oh, dear! they were quite dry-and yellow;
and there it lay in the corner, amongst net-
tles and rubbish. The gold star was still
fastened to the top of it, and glittered in
the sun,
. A couple of the merry children that had
danced round the Fir Tree on Cliristmas
eve were playlog in the yard, and one of

them, seeing the star, ran and tore it off.
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¢ Look here! what was left on the ugly
old Fir Tree,” he said, and trod upon the
branches, so that they cracked runder his
boots. .

The Tree looked.on all the splendor of
the flowers in the garden, and then, look-
ing at itself, wished it were back again in
its dark corner in the loft. It thought of
its fresh youth in the forest, of,the merry
Christmas eve, and of the little Mice lis-
tening so attentively to the story of Klum-
pe-Dumpe. '

“ All1s over now!” the poor Tree said.
“Oh, had I but enjoyed myself whilst I
could! All is overI”

Then a servant came and chopped the
Tree into pieces, which he laid in a heap.
Brightly the fire was burning under the
large kitchen kettle; and as one piece of
wood after another was thrown in, it sigh-
ed heavily, and each sigh was as the report
of a small pistol. The children came run-
ning into the kitchen to listen, and, seating
themselves before the fire, they ecried,
“Puff, puff!” but at each report, which
was a sigh, the Wood thought of a bright
summer’s day in the forest, or of a winter’s
night, when the stars twinkled ; it thought
of the Christmas eve and of Klumpe-
Dumpe, the only story it had ever heard
or could tell—and then the Tree was con-
sumed.

The children played in the garden again,
and one of them had the gold star on his
breast, which had been on the Tree ,the
hapfiest night of its life. That was pass-
ed; with the Tree all was over, too; and
with the story it is over. So it must be
with all stories.
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No Night There.

And there shall be no Night there. O blest as-
surance—

Then let me fold my hands above my troubled
heart,

And patient, wait a few more weary years

In this dark night, and then my eyes shail be un-
"gealed

In that far land where it is always light.

In that far land where my loved ones are waiting,
Who left me all these many years ago;
Why wonder at my heart’s impatient beating,
Or that I long to go.

And shall I know them there, my own beloved ?
In dreams I see them walk the shining street
Of that unknown celestial city,
‘Where the long parted meet.

Sometimes they come to me with white wiﬁgs»

rustling,
And on my lips press kisses as of old;
And on my brow I feel the tender fingers,
8o white and cold.

Oh! hungry heart, how every pulse goes leaping,
To feel the clasp of those dear hands once
more;
And think that all my woe since they and I were
parted,
At last is o'er.

Oh! blessed dreams, sweet glimpses caught of
Heaven,
That make my darkness darker when I wake,
'Tis through thy gates I walk the fields. Elysian,
‘While here I wait. .

Then, come to me in dreams, my white-robed
angels,
My world: seems dreary since ye found the light-
That shines forever in that realm of beauty,
‘Where there’s no Night.
Mgs. B. FrRANK ENos.

For the Hospital Review.

Comfort in God’s Word.

“ Walk in wisdom toward them that are
without, redeeming the time.” Col. 4 : 5,

‘Walking pre-supposes a way in which to
walk. “Wisdom’s ways are ways of pleas-
antness.” “The fear of the Lord is the
beginning of wisdom.” It is then in the
fear of the Lord that we are to walk and
act toward them that are without—without
wisdom the fold into which all who fear
the Lord have entered, and relying upon*
that strength which is made perfect in
weakness, are striving to remain. In an-
other place we are told to “walk cireum-

"spectly,” that is, with care. Satan, who:

claims the world and all in it as hiis, claims
our time, our thoughts, our talentsy if we
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are still of the world; but Christ has re-
deemed us, and commits to us the import-

ant work of redeeriing our time; not’

spending it in the service of the, world,
the flesh, and the devil, but for H!m who
would pbrify unta Hlmaelf a “people seal-
ous of good works.”
“ Let every thought, and work, and word,
To Thee be ever given ;
Then life shall be thy service, Lord,
And death the gate to Heaven.” R.

For the Hospita! Review,
The Superior Young Lady.

“You must find Belinda's sociéty very
delightful,” said my friend to me. *She
is so superior. She must be a great deal
of company for you.”

I said, yes she was, and I regret to say
Itold a lie. I can’t disguise the false
statement under the name of a #b—for,
reader, it was prodigions. But what could
Ido? “Tell the truth,” says some one.
If I had done that, I should have replied,
and it would have been a moderate state-
ment of the case, that there was not an
hour in the day, that I did not wish my
cousin Belinda a thousand miles off, But
if we always said exactly what we think
about people, this world would soon be-
come a howling wildérness, R

So T replied to my friend’s 'ddestion
about Belinda in the affirmative, but with
a mental reservation—a very emphatic one
she was “so superior.”

‘What she is superior to on the earth, or
in the waters under it, I have nevér been
able to understand, and never shall It
can’t be to an oyster, for that placid crea-
ture, at least, takes an interest in the rise
and fall of the tide, and Belinda don’t.
She feels that to such things she is “supe-
rior.” Moreover, the oyster is af least
good to eat, and Belinda fen't even ghat,

When I heard she was coming far a six
weeks visit, “my heart was contrhoted,”

a8 the peaple say in the Arabian Nights,.

However, the evil was inevitable, and I did

~and she is proud of it.

what I could to fortify myself against the
coming trial. I wept directly down town
and subscribed to the circulating library,
for I felt that, under the circumstances,
nothing but novels would sustain me. I
reflected with pleasure, that a netghbor of
mine possessed a full set of Mayne Reid's
books, and I even thought of Miss Brad-
don, as people driven to desperation con-
template suicide as a last resort.

She came, and upon the house fell an
invisible wet blanket, which enveloped us
all in its folds.

Belinda is a tall, rather handsome weo-
man of twentj-séven or eight, with the
features and much of the manners of a
statue. She is called, and she considers
herself, “very superior.”” She thinks it
beiieath her to take an interest in any mat-
ter, and those who so far share the weak-
ness of humanity, as to care for anything
in particular, or for things in general, she
thinks very inferior, and conveys the idea
by a smile of mingled compassion aund con-
tempt. Bhe talks about nothing, she thinks
about nothing, and if she were content to
be simply a nonentity, it would all be very
well, but.she won't. She wants to be talk-
ed to, to be entertained, and you might as
well try to entertain an Egyptian mummy.
Nevertheless, she expects you to do it, and
if you don’t, she conveys the idea that she
is in some way abused, but that she means
to bear it with meekness, and forgive you
with Christian charity. Now, forgiveness,
when you are conscious of no offence, is a
very aggravating thing.

There is, as the boys say, no “ getting a
rise out of her.” She cares for nothing,
You may try her
on any subject, it makes no difference, and
to keep up a conversation with her is im-
possible, yet she expects it. Now, I do
think, that any one who expects you to
entertain them right straight along for six
weeks, is unreasonable, You ask her if
she has read a new book, a novel, just then

famous,
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4T never read fiction.”

Oh! with what an air of superiority she
pronounces the last word! If you are a
weak-minded person, you feel inwardly re-
buked.

““Then would you like to look at this
‘London Pictorially Tllustrated.” There is
a-great deal of odd, out of the way inform-
ation in it, and the engravings are very
mtty."

4 Thank you, I don’t care much for pic-
tares.”

The tone, the smile with which the
words are spoken, express a tolerant com-
passion for the frivolity which does care
for pietures.

“ T think you would like the book.”

“I don’t take much interest in history,”
and she relapses into silence, and expects
you to continue the “ conversation.”

"“There are several books of travels in
the bookcase, and there is grandfather’s
theological library up stairs,” for I thought
it just possible her genius might lie in that
direction.

“I don’t generally occupy my mind
much with such subjects.”

“ Cousin Belinda,” said Johnny, aged
ten, “ what do you occupy your mind
with §”

She replies briefly, and with a patron-
izing smile, “ with other matters.”

I don’t believe a word of it. I believe
ber mind is as empty as an egg shell; but
some way I can’t help feeling a little humil-
iation and rather looking up to her as if
she really were -superior on account of her
tndifference. I know she is not, and am
provoked at. myself for the feeling, but still
the woman gets the better of me, and in
her presence I refrain from showing ani-
mation about matters of general interest.

Why do I do it? Because I am weak-
minded, but I can’t help it. I suppose, as
an organized being, with a back-bone and
a soul, I am rather above carbonic acid gas
in the scale of creation; but let a certain

quantity of it diffuse itself in the air, and
I shall infallibly be choked if:I may not
open the window and let it out. I car’t
let -cousin Belinda out of the window. 1
wish I could. I show her a beautiful piece
of fancy work, just finished by a friend.
She barely glances at it. She “does’nt
take any interest in fancy work,” and no
branch of the subject in all its varieties of
tatting, crochet, embroidery or knitting,
makes the least impression on her mind,
She listens, unmoved, to my discourse, and
her only answer to a direct question is,
that “she dou’t know anything about such
matters.” For dress even, she cares noth~
ing, and the fashions do not touch her iy
the least. Politics she ignores, and thinks
her native country quite beneath her no-
tice. She has a considerable property,
whieh is managed by her uncle, but the
state of the currency, the rise and fall of
United States stocks, are to her matters of
profound indifference; and when she dis-
covers that I, by the necessity of the case,
am obliged to know something about busi-
ness affairs, she contrives, without saying a
word, to convey to me the idea that she
thinks me quite unfeminine, She cares
nothing for gardening, but she observes
that I “spend a great deal of time over
it,” as if she thought I might be better
employed.

You are very busy, but you contrive to
show her the lions of the city, exceedingly
mild and inoffensive beasts, but nothing in-
terests or excites one single emotion in her
sou), if, indeed, she has one. I ask her if
she would like to see the Home, the two
Hospitals, the Orphan Asylum. No, she
has never been accustomed to pay atten-
tion to such matters, and she takes no par-
ticular interest in them. I take her to‘the
Falls, which she never saw before. B8he
stands for a few moments and looks at
them as if she thought them frivolous, and
then walks back out of sight of the catar

act, and sits down to wait for me with the
air of & martyr. I join her and propose to
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go home. She calmly assents, remarks that
the spray has dampened her ribbon, and
lets me know, in her mysterious silent fash-
ion, that she considers me responsible, in a
general way, for the Genesee River and the
wetness of its waters.

Music; poetry and painting, are to her
all equally unprofitable. I take her to a
friend’s studio, and she looks at the pic-
tures without a ray of animation. In de-
spair, I call her attention to some point,
which I think worthy of special admira-
tion. She replies with the same smile of
compassion, “that she does not care very
much for pictures.” I can see my friend,
the artist, is immediately impressed with
the spell of Belinda’s superiority, and feels
as if he were rather to blame than other-
wise for being a painter at all.

She don’t care to talk about the affairs
of her neighbors, or anything else. She
is superior to any such thing. Finally, af-
ter three weeks of silent suffering, I lose
patience. She shall sdy something, even
if it be in anger. I find fault with the
choir in her church at home ; I abuse the
organist; I say the alto is cracked, and
that the young lady who sings the solos
makes noises as if she were in a fit, and
that their manner of rendering the anthem
is simply atrocious.

‘What did Belinda do? She said that it
might be so, possibly ; she was no judge of
music, and t6ok no interest in the :(;ﬂloir.

I became desperate. I attacked her min-
ister. Iknew nothing about the good man,
except that I had once heard himpreach a
very dull sermon, -a misfortune toghich all
clergymen are liable; but if I jjnned, I
hope it will be considered that I was the
vietim of circumstances. I said whatever
could be said in dispraise of that sermon.
« Now,” I thought, *the woman will cer-
tainly show some spark, and even if she
straight grows cold again, it will be an
agreeable variety.” Not shel She only
looked more superior than ever, and said

she had “never particularly noticed” the
Bev. Mr. Blank’s preaching,

If she were engaged, I would try find-
ing fault with her fiance, but she isn't en-
gaged, and I think never will be.

It is my opinion that if a man were to
conceive for her the most ardent affection,
go down on his knees, and ask her to mar-
ry him, she would smile superior, and say
calmly, that “she had never given any at-
tention to the subject of marriage, and that
she took no interest in gentlemen.”

I dor’t know what I shall do. She has
made up her mind to remain with us a
month longer. She is worse than the old
Man of the Sea was to Sinbad the Sailor.
She would never have inguired what was
in the calabash of wine, with which Sinbad
contrived to intoxicate his oppressor. Had
he offered the vessel to her she would have
replied, that “she took no interest in the
contents of calabashes.”

Meanwhile, I am obliged to put aside my
usual employments, and devote myself to
the hopeless task of entertaining cousin
Belinda. To save myself from gradual
ossification of the mental faculties, I have
written this sketch, There is no fear that
she will read it, for when offered the last
“ Review,” she put it calmly aside, and ‘ob-
served that she “never occupied her mind
with transient literature, and took no inter-
est in the Hospital”  CarviL DEaxe.

The Use of Suffering.

The leaves of the aromatic plant shed
but a faint odor as thoy wave in the air.
The gold shines scareely at all as it lies
hid in the ore. The rugged crust of the

ebble conceals from .the eye its interior
Eeauty. But let' the aromatic leaf be
crushéd; let the ore be sabmitted to the
furnace ; let the pebble be cut and polish-
ed; and the fragrance, the splendor, the

“fair colors are then brought out—

“This leaf? This stone? It is thy heart;
It must be crushed by pain and smart;
It must be cleansed hy sorfow's art—
Ere it will yield a fragrance sweet,

Ero it will shine a jewel meet
To lay before thy dear Lard's feet.”
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“In Heaven, there Angels do always be-
hold the face of my Father.”
Silence fill'd the court of Heaven, hush'd were
angel harp and tone,

As a little new-born spirit knelt before th' Eternal
throne ;

While his sma]l white hands were lifted, clasp'd
ag if in fervent prayer,

And his voice in low, sweet murmurs rose like
music on the air;

Light from the full fount of glory on his robes of
whiteness glistened, v

And the bright wing'd seraphs round him bowed
their radiant heads and listened.

Lord, from thy world of glory here,
My heart turns fondly to another;
Oh Lord, our God, the Comforter,
Comfort, comfort my sweet mother!
Many sorrows hast thou sent her,
Meekly has she drained the cup;
And the jewels thou hast lent her,
Unrepining yielded up—
Comfort, comfort my sweet mother!

Earth is growing lonely round her,
Friend and lover hast thou taken;

Let her not, though clonds surround her,
Feel herself by Thee forsaken.

Let her think, when faint and weary,
‘We are waiting for her here;

Let each loss which makes earth dreary,
Make the thought of Heaven more dear—

Comfort, comfort my sweet mother!

Saviour, thou, in nature human,
Dwelt on earth a little child;

Pillowed on the heart of woman—
Blessed Mary, undefiled!

Thou, who from thy cross of suffering,
Marked ¢thy mother’s tearful face,

And bequeathed her to thy loved one,
Bidding him to fill thy place—

Comfort, comfort my sweet mother!

Thou, who from the beavens descending,
Tears and woes and suffering won;

Thou, who nature’s laws suspending,
Gave the widow back her son;

Thon, who at the grave of Lazarus,
Wept with those who wept their dead;

Thou, who once in mortal anguish,
Bowed thine own anointed head—

Comfort, comfort my sweet mother!

The dove-like murmur died away upon the radi-
ant afr,

But still the Iittle suppliant knelt, with hands still
clasp'd in prayer;

Still were his softly, pleading eyes turned to the
sapphire Throne,

Till golden harp and angel voice sung out in ming-
ling tone; R

And as the silvery numbers swell'd, by seraph
voices given, .

High, clear and sweet the anthem roll'd through
all the courts of Heaven:

‘“He is the widow's God,” it said, “who spared
not his own son.”

The infant cherub howed his head, “Thy will, oh
Lerd, be done!”

Graveyard Philosophy.

They have a gravedigger at Spring
Grove Cemetery, Cincinnati, who is a fair
match for the gravedigger in Hamlet, if we
are to believe the Cincinnati correspondent
of the Macacheek Press. Here is his ac-
count of him:

One gets some grim views of living as
well as of dead humanity by visiting a
show grave yard such as this. There is a
simple-minded good-hearted. attacke, by
the name of P , not very fond of talk-
ing. He has given me many lessons not
soon to be forgotton.

“It's a little grief and a good deal of
pride that makes ’em do it, sir. I don’t
mean to say it ain’t nateral. It is nateral,
Nater can be found in a cemetery as well
as anywhere. One afflicted family puts
up a monument, and another afflicted fam-
ily wants to outdo it. And they general-
ly does, if it’s dore at onct. If it's put
off a little, they gets more reasonable.”

“Time cures all ills.”

“Well it does. I’se seen a party put in
that vault to stay till a lot could be bought
and a monument put up, and the grief was
deep. You'd 'spose there was no end to
that grief, and no bottom, either. Well,
at the end of three months the Company
has had trouble to get them to take the
party and give it a Christian burial.”

4 There are exceptions to that.”

# In course—any number of ’em. I can
show you graves here ten years old, and
every summer you'll find fresh flowers
strewed on 'em.”

% More flowers than monuments.”

“Can't say that. Real deep feelin’ grief
belongs as much to the rich as the poor,
Leastwise I find it so. But dying is as
nateral as livin’, and in course peoples gets
over it. Therefore it is that monuments
come up with the first burst. Them
graves that has flowers over 'em for more
than a year, isn’t healthy graves.”
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“ What do you mean by that "

“I mean that the mourners afn’t in
their nateral health, or they'd find their
feelings directed to care of the livin'.”

A Beautiful Song.

The following exquisite love song, is the com-
position of Joseph Brennan, » young Irishman,
one of the exiles of 1848, who died of consump-
tion in New Orleans, in 1867, at the age of twenty-
eight:

Come to me, dearest, I'm lonely without thee,
Day time and night time, I'm thinking about thee ;
Night time and day time, in dreams I behold thee,
Unwelcome the waking which ceases to fold thee.
Oome to me, darling, my sorrows to lighten,
Come in thy beauty, to bless and to brighten ;
COome in thy womanhood, meekly and lowly,
Come in thy lovingness, queenly and holy.

Swallows will flit round the desolate ruin,

Telling of spring and its joyous renewing; [ure,

And thoughts of thy love and its manifold treas-

Are circling my heart with a promise of pleasure.
O, 8pring of my spirit, O, May of my bosbm,
Shine out on my soul, till it bourgeon and blossom ;
The waste of my life has a rose root within it,
And thy fondness alone to the sunshine can win it.

Figures that move like a pong through the even,

Features lit up by a reflex of Heaven;

Eyes like the skies of poor Erin, our mother,

‘Where shadow and sunshine are chasing each
other; )

Smiles coming seldom, but child-like and simple,

Planting in each rosy cheek a sweet dimple ;

Oh, thanks to the Saviour, that even thy seeming

Is left to the exile to brighten his dreaming.

You have been glad when you knew I was glad-
~ dened;

Dear, are you sad now to hear I am saddened ?
Our hearts ever answer, in tune and in tili'ne, love,
As octave to octave, and rhyme unto rhyme, love.
1 can not weep but your tears will be flowing,
You cannot smile but my cheeks will beglowing;
I would not die without you at my side, love,
You will not linger when I shall have died, love.

Come to me, dear, ere I die of my sorrow,
Rise on my gloom like the sun of to-morxew;
Strong, swift and fond as the words which I speak,
love, [love;
With a song on your lip and a emile on your cheek,
Oome, for my heart in yonr absence is weary—
Haste, for my spirit is sickened and weary—
COome to the arms which alone should caress thee,
Come to the heart that is throbbing to press thee.

The Hospital Beview,

ROCHESTER, N.Y., FEBRUARY 15, 186"%.

“The Greatest of these is Charity.”

Love is the distingnishing feature of the
religion taught by Jesus and His discipless
While every other precept which could
enoble the heart and character was expli
citly enjoined—Ilove is yet made the su-
preme principle—the root from which all
other gifts and graces must spring and re-
ceive their flavor, or they are worthless in
His sight, whose mission was one of love.
We are struck, in reading the life of Christ
and the writings of the apostles, with the
prominence -given to this prineiple, and
how it tinges all their teachings. It is
made the law of action, and the test of
discipleship. Love to God—love to each
other—love even to our enemies—is the
spirit—the essence of Christianity. And
how lovely are these precepts—lovely even
in the eyes of those who ean admire the holy
ethics of Christ, without being willing to
believe on Him and receive Him into their
hearts. The trace of their divine origin
breathes through them all. What in the
high-wrought sentiments, and finely spun
theories of the world's renowned philoso-
phers, which can compare, in elevation.
and beauty, and sublimity, with these sin-
gle precepts—“ Love ye your enemies”—
“Do good to them that hate you”—and
“Pray for them that despitefully use you
and persecute you,” To this point the
highest human love, unaided, could never
attain, and it is here that the germ of the
divine in us expands with power and beau-
ty. Then, how many and explicit are the
diréetions to Christians, that they “bear
one another's burthens®—that they show
“tenderness to the weak”—that they be
“given to hospitality”—that they *com-
fort the sick smd afflicted”—provide for
the fatherless and the widow”—give ¢ with»
out grudging to the necessities of others”—
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and, in all circumstances, to exercise that
patience—that forbearance—that consider-
ation, which can aloye flow from that love
which “suffereth long and is kind"—which
“seeketh not her own"—which “beareth
all things,” and which “never faileth.”
But we are not left to mere precept. The
life of Christ was the perfect embodiment
of the love He taught—and His incarna-
tion and death, a mystery of love and sac-
tifice at which angels stand mute in won-
der and adoration. The aim of alt Christ’s
real followers is to be like Him—to grow
into His likeness—to imitate His perfeet-
ions, and to follow Him, if need be, even
to the cross. The more we are like Him,
the faller will' our lives and hearts be of
love, and our pathway will be fragrant, as
was His on every side, with deeds of mer-
c¢y. Nor will we shrink to find our way
like His also, full of thorns which pierce
ys—nor from the self-abnegation and sa-
crifice which He may require of us. To
‘the Christian, oh, what power in Jesus’
name! To what denial, to what effort,
will it not nerve him? It is this love—
this blessed Name—which has filled our
dity and onr land with its many and
varied istitutions of benevolence. The
history of the world farnishes us, it is true,
with noble examples of patriotism, and of
individual acts of charity—bat it is Christ-
ianity alone which has organized benevo-
lence, and made it a living power. It is
an established fact, that an institution for
benevolence, or an organized effort for the
relief of the poor or suffering, vever exist-
¢d outside the blessed radiance of Christ-
janity. It is this fact which should give
these institutions and their claims a sacred-
ness in our eyes. They are the legitimate
fruits of Christ’s teachings. And it is this
love with which He fills the heart—and the
desire of His followers to walk in His
paths, which renders every Christian wo-
man, in deed, and in truth, a *Sister of
Charity.” No need for her to wear the
distinguishing garb—or to renounce the

ties which God has ordained and blessed,
and'whose sweet duties He has laid upon
her. But in her station, as daughter, or
sister, or wife, or mother, she may yet re-
gard her life, as she is bound to do, conse-
crated to God and to acts of love. Women,
imbued with this spirit, are at work all
over the land—not only administering re-
lief privately to cases within their immedi-
ate reach, but they are building Hospitals,
Orphan Asylums, Homes for the Friend-
less, aud other kindred institutions. Such
as these have founded our Hospitsl, and
are now laboring for its welfare. Shall we
not all seek to join this sisterhood, if we
have not already done so, and to regard
their work as ours—and all as Christ’s?

A Word about the Paper.
Reader, we have one word we would like
to say to you this month about the paper,
Truth is, we now and then get a little dis-
couraged, and we want to ask if there is
not something you can do to cheer us up,
It is vow almost three years since the
“Review” was established, and we have to
confess that it does not yet meet its ex-
penses. Do you wonder that we want
cheering up? True, the mission of our
paper has not been in vain—we feel that it
has been already richly blessed to our Hos-
pital, in making known its wants and awak-
ing an interest in its behalf—but when we
consider the many and generous expres-
sions of sympathy manifested in our work,
at the Thanksgiving Party, from so many
sources—there seems to us no good reason
why our subscription list might not easily
be double and triple what it is, and we be- .
lieve that it only needs effort to make it so,
Reader, what will you do for us this month
n the first place, allow us to ask—-Have
you renewed your subscription for the
éoming year{ This is of the first import-
ance—and then, if you have, will you not
engage to send us just one new namef If
each of our readers would do this—and we
baelieve there is not one but who could with
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sufficient energy and perseversnog—then
our list would be doubled in a gmonth.
Only think how easily and speedily this
conld be doue, if only you, reader—each
of you—will but send us one new gubscri-
ber this month, Will you$

Returns from the Exhibition of
Paintings.

At last the returns (which have been
somewhat delayed) from the Exhibition of
Paintings have been received, and we are
gratified to be able to report the handsome
sum of $160 as the net proceeds. Many
thanks, we feel, are due not only to the
various kind friends who were willing tem-
porarily to part with their’ treasures, and
place them on exhibition for our benefit,
but also to Mr. William A. Reynolds and
other gentlemen, who entered into the plan
for our aid with so much zest, and who
managed it with so much perseverance
and skill

The exhibition was a rare feast to all
lovers of art and beauty. The visits which
from time to time we were pclfm}tted to
make to that gallery, will not be soon for-
gotten. The very atmosphere of the place
seemed hallowed with the soul-breathing
forms, and the life and beauty which had
made the halo of artists dreams and the
inspiration of genins. How beautiful must
be the soul of the true artist, if these crea-
tions which are, as he will tell us, but the
imperfect embodiment of his ideal, can
have such a power to move us! The ex-
hibition was not only a pecuniary success,
but proved a source of pure delight, for
which we each fecl a desire personally to
return thanks to all who in any way con-
tributed to it. Long will the pleasant re-
collections of it dwell in our hearfs. “A
thing of beauty is a joy forever.”

Founo s Home.—The baby mentioned
in our last number, has found, as we have
reason to believe, a good home, where he
is already tenderly beloved, and where he
will be permanently and kindly cated for,

THIRD ANNUAL REPORT.
Lapizs:

We submit to-day, for your considera-
tion, the Third Annual Report of the
Rochester City Hospital,

We have no new topic to present; but
the same record of temptation and sin, sor-
row and suffering, thongh borne by differ-
ent members of the same great family,
must ever Be the burden of a Hospital re-
port. For every sorrow soothed, for every
comfort administered, and for every pain
alleviated, our gratefiil thanks are due to
Him who disposes the hearts of His more
favored children, thus to provide so ten-
derly for the afflicted.

Mr. and Miss Van Zawot, who com-
menced their labors January 1st, 1866, are
still with us as superintendent and matron.
Their united services have proved very val-
uable in providing for the wants of the
Institution, and attending to the financial
matters, thus relieving the Ladies from
much care and anxiety.

Miss Hmnmn, also, so untiring, and 80
faithful in all ber duties, still remains to
comfort and relieve all who come under
her care.

The Medical Department has been in-
creased during the year—Doctors Warr-
BECK, ELY, LirrLE and LANGeworTHY, hav-
ing kindly consented to aid Doctors Drax
and MoNTGOMERY, in their attendance upon
the sick; while Dr. JoNss remains in the
Hospital at all hours, to attend to any ur-

| gent case.

The services of these gentlemen, gratui-
tously rendered, are highly appreciated,
and the comparatively small proportion of
deaths gives abundant evidence of the suc-
cess of their faithful labors.

Number of Patients admitted during the
year, 262 ; number of births, 15; number
of deaths, 18. There are now remaining,
69; the largest number at any time since
the departure- of the Sold;eu, in the fall
of 1885.
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Total number received since the opening,
February 1st, 1864, 973. Total number of
births, 37. Total number of deaths, 33.

“The Hospital Review,” is still publish-
ed, with a circolation not sufficient to meet
its expenses—but it brings before its read-
ers, monthly, the Hospital, with all its
wants and workings. Itis an acceptable
little paper, and only needs the hearty
efforts of the Ladies, to enable it to pay
for itself in more than dollars and cents.

The gratifying results which attended
the efforts of the Ladies at their “ Thanks-
giving Party,” cannot be passed in silence,
as we review the year. We would again
express our thanks to all who contributed
to render it such a snccess—while to those
who remember at other times this, the
youngest of all our benevolent institutions,
we are truly thankful.

Ladies, the Hospital opens before us
a field for Christian labor, which none can
appreciate, who do not acquaint themselves
with its inmates. Here are the ignorant
to instruct, the erring to guide, the weak
to strengthen, the desponding to encour-
age, while the kind word or look of sym-
pathy falls not in vain wpon any.

Truly this is missionary work—may
we, as Managers, be faithful to the trust
assigned us. While we care for the body,
so soon to perish, let us not forget to point
those, thus brought under our influence,
to Him who _was sent in tender compassion
“to bind up the broken-hearted, to com-
fort all that mourn.” Let us make some
provision for the spiritual benefit of those
whose life bas no bright rays from “the
Sun of Righteousness,”” to cheer them as
they journey to its gnd. “The crown of
life,” is promised to the faithful. Shall we

obtain it?
C. E. Marnews, Cor, Secy.

Rochester, Feb. 2, 1867.

Ripicure.—1It is not our criminal actions
that we require courage to confeds, but
those that are ridiculous and foolish.

Our Calendar.
AN ACROSTIC.
F air weather 18 desirable; but storms are neces-
sary, and both come from God.
Embark in no enterprise which you cannot ask
and expect (God to bless.
Build your character strong: build it solid, build
for time, build for eternity.
Riches in money are well enough, but riches in
mind will outlive them.
U ncompromising integrity has won for more than
one, an enviable reptitation.
A ffection is the fruit of love, and cannot be soon
or easily displaced.
Regard and encourage moral worth, wherever
you may find it.
Y ou may well be suspieious of him who loves not
children. BENE-BERAK.

Gorvespondence.

A friend in Brockport, sends the follow-
ing renewal of the Review :

Please find enclosed, Fifty Cents, to secure
another copy of your interesting paper.
H

A subscriber in Scottsville, writes s

My subscription for 1867, should have been sent
in on the 1st of January, and it would have
been had I not expected before this, a call from
the Agent. As she has not made her appearaace,
T now send it, with a prayer for each of the kind
Ladies who are making such unceasing efforts for
the dear soldiers.

‘Respectfully yours, Mrs. A. C.

The poem enclosed in the following note
from Mrs. B., of Perry Centre, will appear
in our next:

DEAR REVIEW:

Though late, I come with my annual mite for
the Revfew. Your interesting little periodical
often contains some fine poems, written, mayhap,
as pastime, but finding an echo in many hearts.
Should you deem the enclosed worthy of inser-
tion, they are at your disposal. With kindest
wishes for the weal of the Hospital and all its
humane supporters,

I am, Yours, truly, L. F.B.

Among the very pleasant remembrances
of the past month, is the following from
Mr. Ellwanger, which speaks for itself.
Mr. E. will please accept our thanks for
his generous gift:

Rochester, Jan. 29, 1867,
Crry HospITAL:

Please accept of the enclosed $25, for the Qity

Hospitul.

Very respectfully, Gro. ELLWANGER.
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Receipts for the Hospital Review,
From Jan. 15 10 FeB. 15, 1867,

Miss M. M. Goff, Cameron Mills: Mrs. Gil-
man Hill, Mra. 8. Curtiss Hill. Middle-
bury, Conn., 2 years, (1.00) Mrs. J. K.
Livingston, Newark, N.J.; Mrs. J. T.
Talman, Geneva; Mrs, H. Ford, Fair-
port; Mrs. Ambrose Cox, Bcottsville;
Miss Amelia Hill, Little Falls, (3 years).
Mrs. Belden, Lockport; Mrs. L. Couch,
‘West Macedon, (2 years); Mrs. Henry
Phelps—By Mrs. Perkins........... .

Miss D. Cornes, Master Mason Holmes,
Miss F. E. Fletcher, Brockport; Miss A.
A Marks, Lockport—By Miss Holmes,

Mrs. J. K. Chappell—By Mra, Dr. Strong,

Mrs. M. Oriel—By Mr. Van Zandt.......

MNrs. Jesse C. Smith, Brooklyn—By Miss
Griffen.... ..oviiiiiiinninenanns

Mrs. J. C. Nash, Mrs. Dr. J. Requa, Mrs.
M. A. Gibbs, Mrs. C. Waite—By Miss
Mary Waite..o..ocveieninnnninnanen

Mrs. Wm. Brown, Mrs. W. H. Hanford, Jr.
George Hor, Romanta Miller, Mary.Fra-
zier, (donation,) Mr. R. Goodhue, Scotts-

‘Wm. Davis, Mr. Stafford, Geo. C. Maurer,
Mrs. R. Carter, Mrs. Hoadley, (2 copies)
Advertisement—By Mrs. Mathews .... 13 00
Mrs. Alfred Hoyt—By Mrs. J. S. Hall.... 0 50

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FroM Jax. 15th To FeB. 15th, 1867. ’

William O. Sherman, Newark—aA barrel of Vege-.
tables.

Mrs. Mary Oriel—A quantity of old linen.

Mrs. E. M. Smith—Magazines and s roll of old
Cotton.

Mrs. Samuel! Wilder—A

" Clothing.

Mrs. Warren—A Pudding for sick.

Mrs. Murdoff—A loaf of brown Bread and a jar
of canned Peaches.

Children of East Avenue—A Quilt.

Mrs. Banker—4 lbs. dried Peaches.

Mrs. Gould—A bushel of Turnips,

A Manager—2 tumblers Jelly.

$7 50

2 00
0 50
0 50

0 50

3 00

quantity of Infant's

Superintendent's Report for January.

1867. Jan, 1. No. of Patients in Hospital, ..60
Received during the month, 29

Births,..... cetrerenrnaas 1—90
Discharged,oecveivnancns, 21 —
Feb. 1. Remaining 1n Hospital, .... 69

Warried.

At the Rochester City Hos%ir.al, Ded. 5th, 1866,
by Rev. Mr. Chandler, Wax. H. Davis, of West-
winster, London, Englaxd, and ELizaBeTE THOMP-
§ox, of Port Hope, C.W.

=

Died. K

At the Rochester City Hospital, Sunday Morn-
fpg, February 3, 1867, of Pneumonia, MARGARET
Foy, aged 20 years.

Her remains were taken to Canada.

. poor.”
: ing at her door, but she made no complaint,
- and tried to keep him at bay with the only

Childven’s Depuriment.

A Quaker Christmas.
BY SOPHIE MAY.

Mgzs. Prosser, was one of the “ silent
Sometimes the wolf stood howl-

weapon she owned—her little needle. The

" needle had scarcely any effect upon Sir

Wolf; but alas! it. killed Mrs. Prosser.

She might have been glad when God re-
leased her; only there was her poor little
girlleft to shiver all alone in the cold world.
The child had a father, it is true, or the
remnant of one, for he was little more
than a sot. He married a second time, a
woman cruel and worthless, but she ran
away, and finally Mr. Prosser died ; so what
was left for little Miriam then, but the
poor-house? And very glad was she to go
there, for any shelter was better than the,
street.

The matron felt a pang of unwonted
pity as she looked at the little vagrant, so
delicate, so dirty, so pinched by an untime-
ly frost. Her uncombed hair surged from
the top of her head like a waterspout ; but,
it was as bright as the golden fleece, and
care would have made it sitky soft. She
spread out her stiff fingers fan-like before
the cooking stove in the poor house kitch-
en, and seemed to enjoy the heat with her
whole soul.

“ Where are your mittens, child ¢’ said
the matron.

“ Never had any ma'am.”

“Your shawl®”

“ Haven’t anything, ma'am, but the
clothes that's on mej; the rag-man’s got the
rest.” '

“Poor thing! The overseer tells me
you have neither father nor mother.”

“1 had a papa once, but he wasn’t much
of one. He had fits, my pa did. I knew
when he was going to have the fits; I could
smell 'em in the bottle.”

“Where do you stay at night "

“0, I sleep 'round. My mother's gong
up among the. stars. I had two of ’em,
and the next one went off, but she didn't
die; I wish she had I”

It seemed to little Miriam as if the six
frosty springs of her life had suddenly
melted ‘into a glorions summer. She
thought the poor-house was next door to
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heaven ; but here she made a mistake. Tl
matron was kind enough in her scolding
way; but there were two old women among
the paupers who frightened the child almost
out of her senses.

_Oge of these, Mrs. Dresser, always sat
within two inches of the stove-pipe, on ac-
count of chronic rheumatism ; and if Mi-
riam did but open the door, the sufferer
poured forth a torrent of abuse which
seemed actually to make the dishes rattle,
and to shake dust from the bags of herbs
hanging overhead.

T © other one, Miss Felicia Pepper, with
a solitary eye, a red nose, and a pair of
crutches, was a greater terror than even
Mrs. Dresser. It was her task to teach little
Miriam to knit; and, as the child’s fingers
wandered aimlessly about among the stitch-
es, they were pelted—rat, tat, tat—with a
brass thimble. Ocecasionally Miss Pepper
amused herself by lifting little Miriam from
the floor by the hair of her head.

The child swung hither and thither be-
tween the Dresser and the Pepper, like a
discontented little pendulum. The two
wretched old women visited on her innocent
head all the spite they felt against the world
in %eueral; and it is no exaggeration to say,
38 | said before, that they nearly frightened
the child out of her senses. Her constant
thought from morning till night was how
to avoid being beaten black and blue; and
in her unnatural efforts to remember what
was told her, she fell in danger of for-
getting-her own name.

At the age of uine, she was a shadowy
little creatare, who looked as if a s
wind might divide her in twain. When
the matron despatched her to the grocer’s
for soda, cloves and ginger, it was the saf-
est to send her three separate times, lest
her mind should become confused. If told
to go to the butcher’s for beef and lamb,
#ix pounds each, she was quite likely to
bring back a spring chicken. On such oc-
casions, instead of trembling at the wreck
which cruelty was making of poor little
Miriam, the matron only shook the child,
a8 if she bad been a breadth of very dusty
rag-carpeting.

But all the shakings ia the world will
not settle confused ideas. The orphan’s
wits had never been as swift as Atalanta’s
heels, and now they traveled more and
more slowly, and were apt to get lost by the
way. But she was a pretty child, and Mrs,
Fontleroy, the doctor’s wife, who‘ made a

gracious visit at the poor-house, was quite
impressed, and fancied she would like such
a geatle little girl for her children’s nurse,

Miriam clapped ber hands, and thought
she was going next door to Paradise this
time certainly ; but she was mistaken again.
Mrs. Fontleroy was a strong-minded wo-
man; “she had a hardness in her eye, she
had a hardness in her cheek;” and as for
overlooking a child’s faults; that was some-
thing which never entered into her philos-
ophy. She was a conscientious woman,
and meant to be a kind one; but she shut
the orphan out of her sympathies as soon
as she found her an unprofitable servant.

Heart-sick and discouraged, Miriam's
first thought in the early morning, as she
rubbed open her sleepy eyes, was,—

“0, dear, another awful day coming!”

And at pight, tired and foot-sore, she
sobbed out in her sleep,—

“T wish I was dead!”

Mrs. Fontleroy did not like the child’s
low-spirited appearance. Miriam was pa-
tient, like her mother, and did not com-
plain; but the dumb cry of a desolate
little heart—what wail is like it? Mrs.
Fontleroy’s sensibilities might have been
touched if they had not been rolled up and
packed down in cotton-wool.

“ Well, well,” said she, one day after
Miriam had been with her a month or so,
“there’s a limit to the longest patience,
and I've come to the end of mine. I'll not
keep that ungainly child another day.”

“ Ahem!” said Dr. Fontleroy; adding;
very unnecessarily, “have your own way,
my dear!”

“I know of a woman,” continned Mrs.
Fontleroy, * who is just transcendental
enough to keep the half-witted child, and
take an interest in her. It’s Mrs. Bryant;
and may she have patience given her”

“ Ahem!” said the doctor, mentally, be-
hind his newspaper.

Next morning, when Miriam forced open
her swollen eyelids, she greeted herself, as
usual, with a groan. But this time her
heart was like a barometer, which sinks
before the approach of fair weather; some-
thing delightful was coming, though she
did not know it yet.

 Miriam,” said her mistress, frigid
“after you have wiped the breakfast di
es you may go up stairs and put your
things together. I have found another
place for you.”
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“Yes, ma’am,” was the demure reply.
The girl was not so crest-fallon as had been
anticipated.

“ Miriam,” said Mrs. Fontleroy, with se-
verity, “ you know I have labored faithfully
to make something of you; but you've
worn me all out.”

* Yes, ma’'am,” responded the child, sur-
veying her finger-nails, _

“ And Miriam,” added Mrs. Fontleroy,
with a wintry smile, “I do trust you'll try
to behave yourself at Mrs. Bryant's, and
not drive the poor woman crazy! If we
have but a thimbleful of brains, child, it's
our duty to do the best we can with that
thimbleful.”

“1 know it ma’am,” responded the au-
tomaton.

But Miriam’s indifference gaye way
when it came to parting with the children.

“I g'pose 'm a natural fool,” she
thought, “ and never'll come to my senses;
but the babies do love me for all that.”

So, in an agony of grief, she tore her-
self away from the little arms which tried
to hold her, and began the world again at
Mrs. Bryant's.

Mrs. Bryant was a gentle Quaker lady,
who had been purified by trials. Four lit-
tle children had she laid away in the grave:
yard, and now her house was desolate.

“ Lyddy,” said friend Bryant, leading
Miriam up to his wife, “here’s the child
thee bargained for. Will thee take off thy
bonnet, Miriam ¢”

The hearty pressure of the good man’s
hand had cheered the orphan like an open
fire; and when she looked up to meet the

aze of *friend Lyddy,” it was with a
%eart dancing for joy. The face which
bent down to hers * was not fair nor beau-
ful.” The eyes, originally blue, had been
often washed in tears, and were not of 8
“ fast color;” the hair along the temples was
gray; but ah! such a face as it was for
Tove and kindness! The warm human sonl
looking out of those faded eyes tempted
Miriam to hope for the third time that she
had got near Paradise; and for once she
was not mistaken. Her very wretchedness
and simplicity won a place for her by the
Quaker hearthstone.

«Poor little creature " said Mrs. Bryant
to her husband; does thee observe how
she winces when the door opens, or a chair
falls down§ Thee may depend upon it
the dear lamb has been unkindly treated,”

“Her wits are a little scattered, that's &

fact,” replied friend Bryant; “and she
anght to be petted for a while to see if
love will bring them back. I'm glad the
Lord sent her to thee, Lyddy ; she couldn’t
be in better hands.”

It was Monday when Miriam went to
friend Bryant’s, and it happened that
Christmas occured during the same week.
Now the Quakers do not regard it as a
special holiday, but this year it fell on
Thursday, which is their “meeting day;”
and so the whole family—Mr. and Mrs
Bryant, Miriam, and Patience Swan, the
kitchen girl—all went to church together.

It was quite new to Miriam,—the plain
building, the high seats, the solemn silence.
She shivered with cold, for the green wood
in the stove refused to burn. "t seemed
to her that hours passed before any one
spoke ; and then the person who arose was
friend Bryant.

“My friends,” said he, in a low, impree-
sive voice, “ since I've been sitting here, a
text of Scripture has been borne in upon
my mind —¢While I mused the fire
burned.””

“He must have been asleep,” thought
Miriam; “It doesn’t_burn; the stove’s as
cold as ice.” )

“The fire burnt, my friends, the fire of
love! And then T thought, *Can we love
God if we love not also his children?”

“ And, friends, suppose there should
come to my house a little one of the Lord’s,
a little one despised of the world, a child
of tender years and many sorrows. Shall
I turn her away again to walk over thorns
and briars? If the fire burns in my heart,
shall T not keep her, and say, ‘The Lord sent
her; let him deal by me as I deal by her#"”

The good man had finished, and no one
gpoke after him. Miriam’s pale cheeks
glowed. She had understood every word,
and knew that she was the stray little one
whom friend Bryant had decided to keep
as his own child. No more Miss Pepper
and Mrs. Dresser, no more strong-minded
doctor’s wives; nothing now but comfort
and joy for ever and ever!

After all her trials, this certainty of a
happy home was too delightful. She
burst into tears, and was only recalled to
herself by the words of friend Lyddy,

“Come, little daughter; thy father is
waiting.”

The congregation had all shaken hands,
and it was time to go home.

“I have two presents to-day,” sobbed



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hospital Review.

109

the bappy ochild, walking between friend
Bryant and wife—* a father and a mother |
Two presents, and only one Clitistmas!”

There was no attempt at a grand dioner;
but the stuffed chicken and plum pudding
were celebration enough. A happier child
than Miriam never broke a wish-bone. It
was a merry, merry Christmas, and all with-
out Santa Claus, the stocking-saint, with-
out Kris Kringle, or even a Christmas tree.

I would like to go on and tell you how
Miriam’s scattered wiis, returned to her
fourfold, and how she became the comfort
and stay of her adopted parents, with only
oue defect which they could ever see—her
natural curls.

But I have no space here to follow the
orphan’s happy fortunes. We must leave
her eating chicken and enjoying the sweet-
est thing she has thus far known in life—a
Quaker Christmas.

Jack Frost.
A mischievous, but merry wight,
Came from the north one winter night,
And praoks perform’d so very queer,
You'll scarce believe them when you hear.

As o'er the fields he deftly sped,

The grass grew crisp beneath his tread;
The dew-drops, as they met his eye,
Shrunk into globules white and dry ;
And to the air, where'er he went,

His breath a piercing keenness lent.

A waterfall stood in his way,

Busy with noise, and bright with spray;
“Ho! brawler,” said he, “is it right

To work and roar at dead of night?

You must no longer clamor so

‘When all besides a-slumbering go.”

He said, and the obedient linn*

Stood still, and hush'd its clamorous din ;
And what was water, in a trice,

Siiffen’d into a sheet of ice.

A dairy-farm he reached, and strange

It was to mark the instant change;

The milk, the butter and the cream,
Grew solid, like the frozen stream;

And from the milk-maid’s cheek the rose
Fled with its blushes to her nose.

Next to the town he took his way,
Which sleeping in the moonlight lay ;
And though he came and went unseen,
His feats soon told where he had been.

*4 waterfall,

The watchmen, lounging on their beat,
Took to *quick march,” to give them heat;
The streets, begrimed with mud before,
Grew hard and sheen as marble floor;
No pump, or water-pipe, or well,

But felt the mast'ry of his spell:

The very houses he swept through—-
The roofa he powdered with hoar-derw,
And every window pictured o’er

‘With forestry grotesque and hoar.
“Ho! ho!" he said; * I'll let them see
None of them all can paint like me.”

At last he sought, presumptuous elf!
To vent hig mischief on myself;

Bo, feeling certain of his game,

Into my quiet room he came.

But, let me tell you, Jacky Frost
Reckon’d for once without his host ;

I sat me there in warm attire,

With shutters closed, and blazing fire;
And when he rush'd at me in spite,
Intent to freeze mo and frostbite,

I thaw’d his beard, and with a kick
Despatch'd him up the chimney quick.

Calling Nicknames.

One of the worst of the bad habits which
bad boys indulge, is calling their compan-
ions or other people nicknames. This,
when done on purpose, is very wrong and
often very cruel, for they mostly indulge
their wicked wit on those who have some
bodily infirmity which they cannot help.

I wish to caution the boys who read
this against such conduct; for many boys
who do not wish to be unkind or cruel,
may be tempted to do so before they are
aware, just because there is some fuu in it.

“I shall never forget,” says one, “an
incident of my boyhood, by which [ was
taught to be earefal not to wound the feel-
ings of the unfortunate. A number of us
school boys were playing by the road side
one Saturday afternoon, when the stage
coach drove up to a neighboring inn, and
the passengers alighted. = As usual, we ga-
thered around to observe them. Among
the number was an elderly man, who got
out with much difficulty, and when on the
ground he walked with his feet turned gne
way, and his knees another, in a very awk-
ward manner, I thoughtlessly shouted,

% Look at old rattlebones!” The poor
man turned his head with an expression of

ain which I can never forget.

Just then, to my surprise and horror, my
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father came ronnd the corner, and imme-
diately stepping up-to the stranger, shook
his hand warmly, and assisted him to walk
to our house, which was but a little way
off. Icould enjoy no more play that af-
ternoon, and when tea-time came I would
gladly have hid myself, but I knew it
would be in vain, and so tremblingly went
into the sitting room. To my great joy
and relief, the stranger did not seem to
know me again, but remarked pleasantly
to my father as he introduced me,

. “”Such a fine boy was surely worth sav-
ing.

How the words cut me to the heart!
My father had often told me of a friend
who had plunged into the river to save me
from drowning when a child, and who, in
consequence of a cold then taken, had
been made a cripple by rheumatism; and
this was the man I made a laughing stock
of for my companions !

I tell you, boys and girls, I would give
a great deal to have the memory of that
event taken away. If ever you are tempt-
ed as I was, remember that while no good
can come of sport, whereby the feelings of
others are wounded, you may be laying up
for yourselves painful recollections that
will not leave you for a lifetime,

Miscellineons,

To Folks who Quarrel,

* The chest of drawers will stand beau-
tifully under the window,” said Tom La-
very. “Under the window !” repeated his
wifZ—-as pretty a little woman as you'd see
in a day’s walk, with a cruel tongue that
would give nineteen to the dozen any day,:
and not think it a trouble—‘“under the
window !” she said again, with a scornful
ourl of the lip; it shall never go under the
window while I have breath in my body;
it shall stand fornent the window, where it
will be seen and admired. Under the win-

dow indeed] I wonder you don’t say the
chimney!” It shall go under the win-
dow, M{yna' Lavery; it’s too asy goingI

have been with you intirely. You: are
never satisfied, full or fasting, and think all
the world must curtsy to you; it shall go
under the window, and you better not dare
hinder it.” “It never shall,” said Moyna.

« DIl pitch the chest into the street first,”

% And I'll pitch you after it for company,”

-Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00

said Tom. On this Moyna raised a * wir-
risthrne,” that you'd hear from this to
Bantry, and Tom’s Joud voice had more
noise than sense in it; and Tom took the
stick to his wife, and she screamed mur-
der, and at the lucky minute the door
opened—there, sure enough, stood Father
Barry, and, as became a holy .and good
man, he asked them what they were at
and what they were after; and as Moyra
had the nimblest tongue, she said “ her
husband was that Omathawn that he would
have the chest of drawers under the window,
which she would never %ive in to, never!
she’d lay her bones in the green charch-
yard first!” ¢“But where’s the chest of
drawers #’ said Father Barry—and ma;
be the fool’s look didn’t come over bo
their faces! “ The chest of drawers ¥’
said one. “Is it the chest of drawersf”
said the other., ¢ Oh, sorra a chest -of
drawers we have at all—yet !”

Packages, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,
&e., 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 Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathews.

Sdvertigenents.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.
Quarter Column,..... $10 00

Three .Months, ..... 2 00 One Third Celumn,.. 12 00
S8ixMonths, ..... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Year,,....... 5 00 One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A Column contains eight Bqnares.

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, LAVENDEKER, and
every other desirable color. Also, a full ‘assort-
ment of

BLACK AND WHITE CHECKED SILKS,

at the lowest prices. April, 1866.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CoRNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

All orders Iofs as above, orat his restdence, on Bly 8t.,

will recelve prompt attentlon,
Qot. 1865,
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AWAY WITH SPECTACLES,

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,

WITHOUT DOCTOR OR MELICINES.

Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 centa,

Dr. E. B. FOOTE.
Jan. 15, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAY WITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES.

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptured.
Bent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 cents.
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Aathor of Medieal Common Sense,

Jan. 15, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Brosdway, N.Y.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

FLORENCE

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. 80.000 8old mthm me
last three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have noequal as a Family or Manufacturing Machine,

Wamnwd never to ve “ (;it?é“ Does its work alike

h day.
1 Its simp]icit{v and greut range of work.

: the lock, knot,
donble ook and double-knot.

8. The reversible feed motion opemted by simply turn-
ing a thumb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
from right to left or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the seam.

4. The perfeet ﬂnilh and substantial manner in which

the machine is mad

5. The rapidity of ita working, and the quality of the

w«zrkldom?‘ adjusting tension
ts se usting ten
The * ‘FLORhNClg " will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pllot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or bmlly uuchlne, it has no equal, We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular.

Belteve not what the agents or friends of other machines
ma; u

All ﬂ{xdl of suuhm Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and all kinds o " Ladies' Garments made to
order on lhort natice, in tlw neatest poulble manner, by

ocom rators,
les nnd best for ssle at this Off
; sﬂk, Nec‘«'le' o, o e < oo,
il

bersl diwount mﬂa to those who buy to sell ugnn.
For particulars addre

Nov. 16,1885, CHAR. spmcnn 'xo?iu"?'.f,ﬁk.

but seo the Florence before purchasing any other.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUGAIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bufalo Sireet,
ROCHESTER, N.X
DEALER IN

Smith's Areade,

Fancy & Toilet Groods,

AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,
For medicinal uses.

Particular attention given to Physicians’ Prescriptions,

Floral Depot for Frost & Co's Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866.

A. 8. MANN & CO.

37 AND 39 STATE STREET, have just receiv-
ed a lot of

SILK WARFP POPLINS,

just the thing for Ladies’ Traveling Dresses,
April, 1866.

R.G. & H. W. MATHEWS,

Manufacturers and Deslers in the

Celebrated Cayuge Plaster,

For fertilizing land ; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS.
‘Water Iime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduct 8t., near Court,
Office & Warehouse, 83 Exchange Street,
Jan. 15, 1867. ROCHESTER, N.Y.

CURRAN & GOLER,

S8UCOESB0RS TO B. KING & 00,

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Court House,
Rochester, N, Y,
April, '66-1y* @. W. GOLER,

SMITH & PERKINS,
WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St

ROCHESTER, N.1\.

Caas, F. SMrre, GmMaN M. Prugms,
[Established {n 1826,
Jan, 1865. #f

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,

DEALERS IN 4
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 60 Buffalo Street,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

RICHARD CURRAN.

. Jaz. 1866, 1y
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NEW STOCK OF BEAUTIFUL

SPRING DRY GOODS.

WE are now opening the LARGEST and FIN-
EST 8TOOK 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 &very one to call and examine our |

goods and prices. A. 8. MANN § CO,,
April, 1866. 37 and 39 State 8t.

LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo S§t.,, Rochester, N. Y.
mch, 1866, 1y

ALFRED B, LANE. OYRUS ¥, PAINE,

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y,
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib.

OOLONGS, ......... 80c., 90c. and $1.00
MIXED TEAS, ..... 80c., 90c. and $1.00
IMPERIAL,......ccuu.n ..$1 and $1.25 "

UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, .., ..$1.95
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20

' GROUND COFFEE,...20c., 30c. and 40c. "

All goods sold by this Company are put up in

pound ‘packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
as to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precisely the same at which the Company sg
them in New York ; and every pound of Ted
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 i

Family Groceries,

of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 80 low as to make it a special objecs for peo-
ple, in City or Country, to deal with us. i
The goods put up by the Great American Tee
Company, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,

April, 1866. 1y 62 Buffalo Street.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

@F" Orders left at J. PALMER'S IoE CrEANM 8A-
100N, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
will be promptly attended to.

March 16, 1866° K. L. 'THOMAS & 00,

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of
Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SBMOKED AND BALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N, Y.

Cash patd for Conntry Produce, Game of all kinds in Us season.

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1867.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

.N0.18 ARCADE Har, -
No. 7 EXCHANGE Pulm, } Rocaesrer, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents foria large number of the most reliable

" Companies in the United States.

Policies isstpd, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid. ’
H. P. BREWBTER, -
Rocheéter, 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. ¥

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

{3 NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL.
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Gﬁipe, 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, Woolan
or Cotton s, of every description, dyed in all
colorg, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All gooda returned in one week,

¢ Gooda roceived and returned by Express,

E. N. BueLL.

Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D. LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,
 Jan. 1865, " Roohester, N.Y.
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ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAIL.

‘1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME.”

Vor. IIL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., MARCH 15, 1867.

No. 8.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by

THE PUBLISHING OOMMITTEE:
l{u. MALTBY STROVG Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,
T. ROC m “ Dr. MATHEWS.
TERMS-—Fifty Oents a Yw, 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. Wm. H. Perkins, P. O. Drawer 63.

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

Wn. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Baffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
How Long?

8o tired it is, this foolish heart of mine—
When will it cease to flutter, throb and bound?
It lies 80 heavy in my aching breast,

And seems so much to feel the need of rest,
Yet still beats on with dull and muffled sound.

Long years agone, when life was young and fair,
1 told my heart, one bright and happy day,

“If love should fail us, and the world grow cold,
And pleasure turn to pain, ere we grow plain and

old,
We'll fold our hands and haply pass away.”

.Alag, love failed us many years ago!
The world has frowned so long, we scarce can tell
How smiles would seem to us—poor friendless
Ppair!
. And none that live can think when we were fair;
But still we walk our weary round—ah, welll

Each night that drops its pall of darkness down,
Bees me with folded hands lie down to rest;
. And hears me say—"at last, my heart, at last|

Ere morning breaks our labors must be past;"
Yot morning hears its throbbing in my breast.

How long, oh, weary heart! how long?

‘When ghall these fluttering pnlses cease their play,

And, sleeping sweetly after all our woe,

Heed mot, though bright birds sing and violets
blow,

And sweet airs breathe through all the summer
day?

So sweet 'twill be to sleep, and never wake
To know the world’s neglect or bitter scorn;
‘We shall not heed e’en when the winter snows
Lie 2old above us, and its rude wind blows;
Enough that to our night there breaks no morn.
Mrgs. James H. WiLLIaMs.
Rochebter, March 7, 1867.

For the Hospital Review.
God, our Teacher.

What a delightful thought, that God is
never weary of teaching us; that the-daily
duties ard cares, the daily joys and sor-
rows, are so many lessons set by our Heav-
euly Father to bring us, step by step, in the
paths of wisdom and peace. Strange that
we are 8o slow to learn, so ready to forget.
The same loving Father, who orders all for
us, never designé that one of His appoint~
ments ghould leave us where it finds us,
By these lessons we are to grow in knowl-
edge, in grace, in meekness for our Heav-
enly home,

“ Every hour that ﬂeets so swiftly,
8 its task to do of bear;
l’mmxnous the crown, and holy,
If thou set each gem with care. A,



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

114

Thy Hospital Roview.

Cheerful People.

“God bless the cheerful person, man,
woman or child, old or young, illiterate or
educated, handsome or homely! Over and
above every other social trait stands cheers
fulness. What the sun is to-day, and what
the stars are to-night, are cheerful persons
in the house and by the way-side, They
go unobtrusively, nunconsciousty about their
silent mission—brightening up every scene
with the happiness beaming from their
faces. We love to sit near them—we love
the glance of their eye, the tone of their
voices; the little children find them out,
oh, so-quickly ! amidst the densest crowd,
and passing by the knotted brow and com-
pressed lip, glide near and lay a confiding
little hand on them and lift clear young
eyes to their loving faces.”

For the Hospital Re!law.
A Song.

THE MOUNTAINEER'S LONGING FOR HOME.

Why tell me of your flowery dales,
Or of your lowland streams?
‘Why sing me songs of -Southern ¢limes,
As soft as maiden dreams ?
They charm me not, for I'm content
Mid yonder rocks to stray;
To hear the songs the tempests sing
‘While sweeping on their way.
Then take me to the mountain,
I am lonely while away,
A voice afar is calling,
I cannot—cannot stay.

I was not born in climes like these,
I cannot bear them now;

They add a poison to my veins,
And wrinkles to my brow—

I would be with the torrents,
That dance in wilder glee;

That burst their rocky fetters;
Like me, they will be free.

Then take, &c.

I would not wear Fame's gaudy Wreath,
Nor Fortune's gilded chain;

They'd bind me here in slavery,
‘While monarch there I reign.

My palace is the mountain peak,
Built by the God above;

My dog, my gun, and mountain maid,
Are enough for me to love,

Then take, &c,

Hornellaville, Feb, 14, 1867, B H D.

“I was a Hungered.”

It was sleeting fast. Evening was fall-
ing. The streets were almost deserted.

Suddenly a voice at my elbow, said, “I
am not fit for work, and have eaten nothing
to-day.”

I looked at the speaker. He was an
able-bodied man, but had lost both arms
by amgutatio’n; he was evidently a dis-
charged soldier. He was pale, too, as if
from recent sickness, or from scanty food.
He had on an old threadbare coat. '

My first impulse was to give him some-
thing. But my coat was buttoned tight;
I could not easily unbutton it and continue
to hold my umbrella and book; and to
crown all, the street car, for which I had
been waiting, at that moment came up.

“I have nothing to-day,” I said, turning
from the man and beckoning to the driver.

I heard a sigh, as I turned, and was on
the point of reconsidering my decision,
but I reflected that if I missed this car I
should have to wait ten minutes in the
road. “Besides,” I said to myself, “ some-
body else will be sure to give him some-
thing.”

But my heart smote me, when, on look-
ing after the man, I saw him go sadly down
the street with bent head. Once I thought
of stopping the car, overtaking the man,
and giving him half a dollar. ~ But while
I hesitated, the car passed the corner, and
he was out of sight. It was too late,

I did not eat my dinner that day with
the usual appetite. I could not get that
wan face out of my mind. At times the
victnals seemed to choke me. What if he
really was starving, and no one would help
him!

All through the evening the man’s look
haunted me. In vain my little daughter,
seeing me abstracted, sang her sweetest
ballads. In vain my wife sought to “ cheer
me up,” as she said. I even dreamed of
the man. If I had known where to find
him, I would have gone the next day, to
satisfy myself that he had received assist-
ance.

But the impression gradually wore off.
There is so much suffering now in great
cities, that almost every onc becomes har-
dened to it. I persuaded myself finally
that the man had been helped by others.
“There  are so many socicties to aid sol-
diers,” T said. It was uncomfortable to
think otherwise,
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. One morning, about four days after the
interview, my wife was reading the paper,
when she suddenly laid it down, and cried,
“ How shockingI"

1 do not' know how it was, but I felt a
sudden chill. I thought instantly of that
man’s waa face. But [ said carelessly, as
I broke my egg,

“ What is it, my dear”

“Oh! such a horrible story. A dis-
charged soldier, his wife and two children,
dying of starvation. At least the wife is
dead, and oue of the children not expect-
ed to live. None have had anything to
eat for four days. They were found in an
old out-house. The husband is said to have
lost both arms at Gettysburg.”

My hand trembled so much that, long
before my wife finished, I had been com-
pelled to lay down my egg unopened. She
was looking at the paper, and did not
see me.

1 had no appetite after that. I rose im-
mediately, and hastened down town, for I
was sure this was the man whose petition
1 had rejected. .

I went straight to see him. I had the
psper in my pocket, and it directed me to
the miserable out-house, where the suffer-
ers had been found.

Quite a crowd had been collected out-
side; but a policeman at the door permit-
ted no one to go in. He knew me, how-.
ever, and on my expressing my wish, allow-
ed me to enter.

A sheet, furnished by some poor neigh-
bour, was spread over a still waxen face in
the corner; a little girl was sobbing beside
it; and a man bowed with grief sat at the
foot. At the sound of my footsteps he
looked up. It was the same wan face I had
repelled at the corner of the street.

Since that day I have never turned away
from old or young who has asked alms.
Better give to a thousand who are un-
worthy, than refuse one that is really in
need.

If a man take a tenth or a fifth part
from his stock, to give to the poor, the re-
mainder will be weightier seed for produc-
ing an increase than if the whole had been
untouched. But this is a delicate affair.
To give chiefly with the expgctation of
the Increase, is traffic, and not charity.

Never carry a sword in your tongue to
wound any one's reputation.

For the Hospital Review.
My Sheaves.

Father, when I shall come to Thee some day
Bringing my sheaves,

Wilt Thou look down on me and say,
“ Nothing but leaves ?”

1 know they are not much, my soul despairs
And silent grieves,

To find among the wheat so many tares
Bourd in my sheaves.

But, when the harvests came in golden bloom,
I always said,

“I will not work to-day, there is not room—
T'll rest instead ;”

8o, from a shady nook I watched the reapers go
Laden with sheaves,

While gleaners followed on, with weary feet,
and lo!

Took even leaves.

80 I had nought. The fields were white and still
‘When evening came,

And I went home across the waste, awe-struck

and chill,

With not a grain.

Thus many a harvest time has come, and gone—
While withered leaves,

Dry flowers, and straw,. and barren stalks, I own,
Make half my shieaves,

If, some day soon, a hurried summons home
I should receive,
O Father—God—how should I dare to come
Bearing such sheaves !
Mgs. B. FRANK ENos.

From the New York Observer.
The Gift of Suffering.

“I love my sufferings, for they come
from God; I love everything that comes
from Him,” says the gifted Hannah More.

‘Who ever planned a life of passive suf-
fering? Self-sacrifice is the ideal of every
exalted soul, but our restless natures choose
to gain it through some doble plan of ex-
tended usefulness. We mingle our ambi-
tion and our aspirations, and in strong be-
seechings and earnest toil we strive to fol-
low those upon whom God has left the im-
press of His divinity, in their shining
deeds and magnanimit§ of soul.

God needs all the suffering ones just as
much as He needs the toiling ones to ac-
complish His work. In loving kindness,
He ofttimes gives us our mission far differ-
ent from our plans, in sacrifices of feeling
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and cherished aspirations and precious
hopes. ,

'o-day on many a couch of suffering lie
weary ones, panting, oh, so eagerly for the
privilege of giving the cup of cold water
to the least of His disciples, Stricken,
bleeding, yet unsubdued, may they listen
to the sweet accents of Him who trod the
wine-press alone ; listen to the voice that
breaks from the cherubic glory upon that
spell of agony, “It is well it is in thine
heart.”

The soul finds its bliss in action, the soul
upon whom has fallen the mantle of lofty
endeavor or a spotless righteousness. To
suffer God’s will requires greater energy of
spirit, greater love than to do His will. To
stand with a full heart and feeble hands
and yearn over a world lying in wickedoess
—to yearn in weakness and in heart-
throbs and in tears—this is the mission of
suffering, as sacred and divine as the de-
lightfal one to cheer and purify and bless.

Said Henry Kirke White, “ I shall soon
die and be forgotten, but the world will be
just the same as though I had never lived !
Baut, oh, how I have loved! how I have
longed! how I have aspired !” This is the
sigh in the depths of many souls; but
their mission ends not with their lives.
The tender blossoms wither, but the per-
fume of their lives makes fragrant the gar-
dens of earth.

Ann Hasseltine Judson, prays, “0 Lord,
here I am; do with me what pleaseth
Thee; make me useful or not, as seemeth

ood in Thy sight; but, oh, let my soul
%ve before Thee.” She had sown in tears.
Instead of toil and the rich harvest of a
redeemed people, she bore the hardships of
her missionary life, and cheered the spirit
of him who trod the burning sands with
his bleeding feet seven long years in vain.
The precious gift of suffering was hers.
Others caught its heavenly fire, and will
shine in the stqrs; others who have turned
mauny to righteousness,

Let us not murmur. We can bave the
spirit that glorifies the saints and martyrs
and patriots and philanthropists, if we will,
Nothing can take from us that quiet, steady

influence, that unseen current, that warms -

and energizes the life of hundreds, if our
spirits are warmed and energized by suffer-
ings meekly borne for His sake, the Man
of Sorrows, who consecrated all guffering,
all sorrow, and made jt divine,

For the Hospital Bovhw.'
My Guiding Star.

I had, but I have not a guiding Star!
And my bark is fiercely driven
By the pitiless storm on the voyage of life,
Like a wish to the wild winds given.
I had, but I have not a guiding star!
Nor pilot, nor compass, nor chart ;
While the high-crested wave, foaming white in
his wrath,
Strikes a chill through my mariner heart.

I had, but I have not a guiding Starl
For the cloud is lowering and dark ;
Its light is withdrawn—not a glimmering ray
Throws itself round my billow-bound bark.
Alone and adrift, and enshrouded in night—
Let the storm and the elements war!
I must cling to my bark, and wait for a light
That could rival my Guiding Star.
January 10th, 1867.

IN REPLY.
Had then thy “ Guiding Star” a birth,
Where all is false and frail?
Unstable all that's born of earth!
As leaf tossed ’on the gale.
The eye that's brightest in the throng,
In solitude oft weeps—
The heart o'er its own bitterness,
Its lonely vigil keeps.

RECLUSE.

The noble tree, the clinging vine,
Death'd by one lightniug shaft;
In one embrace, the sea entomba
The seaman and his craft.
Fade, droop, and wither—dust to dust!
Our loved ones pass away—
“Of the earth, earthy!” moth and rust—
Earth treasures are, decay.

* Alone, adrift1” on life's rough sea?
Of chart or pilot riven ?
Deluded soul! God pity thee,
And lead thee to the haven.
Alone? Abh, no! The Comforter
Hovering, or near, or far,
In silent whisper, ever pleads,
Make me thy * Guiding Star.”
February 4th, 1867, L.

The evening before a battle, an officer
asked Marshal Toiras for permission to go
and see his father, who was at the point of
death. ¢ Go,” said the marshal, who saw
through the pretext; “honor thy father
and mother, that thy days may be long in
the land.”
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Powers—the Sculptor.

Irensus, correspondent of the New York
Observer, in a recent visit to American
scalptors in Florence, says:

Powzns, our glorious old master, Hiram
Powers, is still young, though now in the
sixty-second year of his age. In this land,
where Art isstill worshiped, he does more
than any other man to illustrate and enno-
ble the genius of the New World. And
it gratifies the pride of an American trav-
eler to find that his countryman has the
admiration of great and good men of other
countries, and that his works are among
the chief attractions of the galleries of dis-
tingunished patrons of Art in England as
well as in America.

Mr. Powers has just finished an ideal
head of the Saviour, in which he has em-
bodied a conception of character rarely, if
ever before, attempted in marble. Jesus,
as a man, was bold, brave, heroic, as well
as wise, gentle, loving and good.” There
was firmness of purpose, and resolution un-
der circumstances of great trial, as well as
patient resignation to voluntary suffering.
These ideas are wonderfully pronounced in
the face of this marble Christ. *“MaJgs-
TIC sweelness sits enthroned.” This work
has been executed for William H. Aspin-
wall, Esq., of New York, whose liberality
to the lovers of Art makes his elegant and
costly %nllery almost a public treasure. It
would be well if the generous spirit of Mr.
Aspinwall had more imitators among New
York citizens whose wealth has enabled
them to become possessors of such price-
less works.

The studio of Mr. Powers has become a
vast workshop and gallery. He hastwelve
or fifteen men constantly employed in car-
rying out his desigas, and a throng of vis-
itors, foreigners of every land, are daily
walking among his new creations. He is
now engaged upon “Paradise Lost,” or
Eve after the Fall, aware of the conse-
quences of her sin, pointing to the ser-
pent, but turning her eyes away, as if her
sorrow was not without hope. His model
of a statue of Mr. Everett is as nearly per-
fect as the hand of man can render the
immage of another. Mr. Everett was a warm
personal friend of Mr. Powers, and this
statue is purely a labor of love on the part
of the artist. It has not been ordered by
any one; but it ought to be secured for
the Mercantile Library, or some other in-

stitution in New York, Mr. Powers is
now compoaini three busts, into which he
is infusing his highest conceptions of truth,
beauty and feeli\l;g. They are Faith, Hope
and Charity. hat they will be when
finished it is impossible to say, but, with-
ont doubt, they will enhance the reputa-
tion of the artist, and the country that is

proud of his career.

5 The Alpine Shepherd.

‘When on my ear your loss was knelled.
And tender sympathy up burst,

A little rill from memory swelled,
‘Which once had soothed my bitter thirst.

And I was fain to bear to you

Some portion of the mild relief,
That it might be as healing dew,

To steal some fover from your grief.

After our child’s untroubled breath
Up to the Father took its way,

And on our home the shade of death
Like a long twilight haunting lay ;

And friends came round with us to weep
Her little spirit's swift remove,

This story of the Alpine sheep
Was told to us by one we love:

“They in the valley's sheltering care
Soon crop the meadow’s tender prime,
And when the sod grows brown and bare,
The shepherd strives to make them climb

#To airy shelves of pasture green,
That hang along the mountain side,
‘Where grass and flowers togsther lean,
And down through mist the sunbeams slide

#But naught can tempt the timid things
The steep and rugged path to try,

Though sweet the shepherd calls and sings,
And seared below the pastures lie,

“Till in his arms the lambs he takes,
Along the dizzy verge to go,
* Then, heedless of the rifts and breaks,
They follow on o'er rock and snow.

# And in thore pastures lifted fair,
More dewy soft than woodland mead,

The shepherd dropa his tender care,
And sheep and lambs together feed.”

This parable by nature breathéd,
Blew on me as the south wind free
# @'er frozen brooks that float unsheathed
From icy thraldom to the sea.



118

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hyspital Review.

A blissful vision through the night
‘Would all my happy senses sway
Of the Good Shepherd on the height,

Or climbing up the starry way.

Holding our little lamb asleep,
And like the burden of the sea
Sounded that voice along the deep,
Saying, * Arige and follow me "
Mgs. LoweLL.

The Methods and Results of Christian
Finance.

We find in an English paper a tabular
statement of the yearly charitable collec-
tions in a well-managed parish church,
where the congregation numbered apont
two hundred persons, with not a wealthy
man among them. It shows not only the
yearly amount, but the various coims in
;vhich the contributions were made, as fol-
ows :

1864. 1865.

£ s d. £s d
Sovereigns, 10 0 O 9 0 0
Halfsovereigns, 30 0 0 41 0°0
Crowns, 1 00 410 0
Half-crowns, 81 0 O 3312 6
Florius, 1418 0 17 0 0
Shillings, 9919 0 104 7 0
Sixpences, 8018 6 110 2 0
Fourpences, 16 16 8 25 16 8
Threepences, 37 15 9 6212 0
Pence, 23 18 11 21 4 3
Half-pence, 8 17 1% 6 7 1%
Total, £355 14 113 440 1203

The efficiency of the apostolic system of
finance is clearly illustrated. *“On the
first day of the week, let every one lay by
in store, as God hath prospered him.”
Carried out with a good conscience by all
socicties, the lack of money for religious
purposes would rarely be felt.

Little Things.

“Despise not little sins; they'have ruin-
ed many a soul. Despise not little duties ;
they have been to many a saved man an
excellent discipline of humility. Despise
not little temptations; rightly met they
have often nerved the character for some
fiery trial. And despise not little crosses;
for when taken up and lovingly accepted
at the Lord’s hand, they have made men
meet for a great crown, even the crown of
rightcousness and life, which the Lord hath
promised to them that love Him.”

The Bospital Review.

ROCHESTER, N.Y., MARCH 15, 1867.

“She that Liveth in Pleasure, is
Dead while She Liveth.”

At this season of the Lenten Fast, and
while the influence of its holy and blessed
services are felt upon all religious denomi-
nations—resting like a hallowed spell npon
the entire community—it is well for us each
to tarn away from the gaieties which may
surround us, and from “every weight of
care which does so easily beset us,” and to
seek to hold communion with Him whose
Spirit secms especially at this time pervad-
ing the city, and to look earnestly into the
record of our hearts and lives. What is
the life that we are living? The question .
is not what we are dreaming—what we
may flatter ourstlves are our purposes—but
what is the proven aim, the real work, the
real life that we live day by day? Isita
“living sacrifice, holy and acceptable,” to
Him to whom it is consecrated, or are
we “living in pleasure”—* dead while we
live?’ As we look back over the gay, busy
months so swiftly passed, what is their
record? What have we done for our Mas-
ter? Has our time, our talents, our ener-
gies, been spent in His service—in doing
His bidding—or in serving and pleasing
ourselves? Let us not shrink away from
these questions. As stewards of God, we
must one day render up our account to
Him, and have we been faithful? We
shall be accepted in His sight, not from
the lifeless creed we hold, however ortho-
dox—not the dead faith to which we may
now cling complacently, but a living faith,

-proven and inseparable from good works.

Unworthy and insufficient as are our works
and our best efforts in themselves, yet as
the fruit of the faith and the love which
God has implanted in the heart, we know
that He will not despise them, but more

than this, He demands them of us. He
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regards them as the test of the genuine-
ness of our faith, and declares imperative-
ly that “faith without works is dead”—
and “by their fruits ye shall know them.”
What are our worke? What our fruits?
What our life? The fruits of faith may
not, it is true, be all evident to the world.
There are the daily inner struggles with
gelf, and sin, and temptation—battles fought
and won unseen by any eye but God's—
there is, too, that daily but almost imper-
ceptible growth into His image—the grad-
ual moulding and changing of all our tem-
pers, tastes and affections, into that perfect
Type, that pure and lovely Model. But
this is not all. With our hearts full of
His love, and imbued with an earnest de-
sire to imitate His example, there will be,
likewise, an external growth and develop-
ment. There will be fruits by which our
Christianity will be known to the world,
jost as a tree is known by its fruits. In
the midst of a world of sin and suffering
and death, it will be impossible for us to
be idle or listless. With the cries from
every side for help—with Christ’s image
engraven upon our hearts, and His ctoss
our standard, how can we turn deaf away
or lose ourselves in the maze of pleasure
or our own selfish pursuits? Definite work
stands ready and waiting for all—work in
our own quiet homes—work in the Church
—work in the Sabbath School—work in
the Mission School—work among the sick
—the stranger—the needy and suffering.
Itis no excuse that we may not know of
any cases who need our ministrations—a
past of our work is to search them out.
Then there is work always ready for will-
ing hands in our benevolent institutions.
Two of our young friends went out the
past month through the chilling, uninvit-
ing blasts of this ungenial season, collect-
ing for our “Review,” and the gratifying
result will be seen in our List. If more of
or young ladies, unincumbered with do-
mestic cares, and with so much precious
time hanging idly on their hands, would

Ty

butumtate this example! The city has
nevar been eapvassed for the Review.”
If two of our young friends in any part of
the,city should plan to go over a certain
ward, or even street together—going faith-
fully into every house and soliciting names,
how much in this way could be accom-
plished! Then, if other two in some other
portion should set out on the same errand—
how easily our city could be canvassed—
and should a similar plan be undertaken by
our friends in the country—visiting every
house and neighborhood—how wonderful’
would be the results! But we confess that
we have little faith that it will be done.
There is time for visiting—time for pleas-
ure—time for parties—time for the minut-
est details of dress and the toilet—time
for every selfish, worldly pursuit, but no
time for our benevolent institutions—none
for gathering into the Mission school, where
they might be rescued, precious little souls
going daily down to eternal death—no time
to lift a cnp of cold water fo one even of
the thousands perishing around us—no
time for the least part of that work which
engrossed all His time, and which made
the eptire mission of Him whose footsteps
we profess to follow. Oh, as we look at
the record of our selfish lives, and contrast
it with the zeal—the fervor—the self-devo-
tion of St. Paul and of the early Christ-
ians, have we not reason to fear that our
hopes are a delusion, and that we shall be
counted with those who having “ a name to
live are yet dead,” and with her who “liv-
ing in pleasure is dead while she liveth.”

Revrioious Servicrs AT THE Hosprrar,—
We are gratiﬁed to be able to state that
religious services will henceforth be held
regnhl)ly at the Hospital, on every Sunday,
at four o’clock, P. M. The services will be
conducted by the Rev. Mr. Dillon, Assist-
ant at St. Luke’s.

Those who live to benefit others, are the
happiest of mortals.
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Tidings from our Soldiers at Augusta,
Maine,

During the past month, as some of our
readers are aware, nine of our soldiers were
transferred to an Asylum for Soldiers pro-
vided by Government at Augusta, Maine.
A letter has recently been received at the
Hospital from one of the boys, giving a
very gratifying account of the Asylum, and
of the care and comforts which they have,
received. Every soldier is there taught
some useful employment adapted 1o his
maimed, or crippled, or enfeebled"condi-
tion, by which he may hope in time to
earn his livelihood. Three of these Asy-
lums have been established in the country—
one, here mentioned, at Augusta, Maine—
one in Dayton, Ohio—and one near Mil-
waukee, Wisconsin, They are, we under-
stand, built and supported by the tinclaim-
ed bounty money and pay of the goldiers
of the late war. A more worthy or appro-
priate use of these uncalled for’sums—
amounting in all to about three millions of
dollars—could not be made.

A few soldiers still remain in our Hospi-
tal—one, a blind man, whose family resid-
ing here rendered it desirable for him to
be near them.

X Mrs. Gifford, of Fishers, will please
accept our thanks for a new subseriber this
month, and also for the renewal of her own
subscription,

Hospital Notices.

Application for the admission of Patients to the
Rochester City Hospital, may be made at the
Hospital, West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets, or to any of the atten ing Phy-
sicians, viz: Dr. H. W. Dean, North Fitzhugh
Street; Dr. W, W, Ely, South Fitzhugh Strebt;
Dr. Little, Plymouh Avenue; Dr. Montgomery,
8pring Street; Dr. Langworthy & Dr. Whitbeck.

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,
with the names of the donors, tho date of for-
warding, and Post Office addreas, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs, Dr.
Mathews.

Gorvespondence,

Mrs. F., of Clifton Springs, will please
accept our thanks for the following :

Please find enclosed $5, in pay«for the “Re-
view,” and for the sick ones. I enclose a choice
poem, *The Child of James Melville, &c.,” think-
ing you may like it for your paper. If satisfacto-
Iy to you, I should be pleased to see it in print.
T have only a manuscript copy—it may be famil-
iar to you. Truly yours,

Mrs. W. F.

The poem enclosed in the above, will
appear in our next issue, as we find we
have not room for it in this.

Tribute to Mr. and Miss Van Zandt.
AvVON, March 1st, 1867,

_ Enclosed please find Fifty Cents as payment for
‘ Hospital Review” for this year, as I would not
like to miss its monthly visit.” As a friend of M.
and Miss Van Zandt, T was gratified with the ac.
ceptance they have met with from *the Ladies;”
having, from the commencement of their labors,
felt entire confidence in their

Respectfully yours,

C.R W.

The following letter is from the widow
of one of our soldiers, who died at the
Hospital in July, 1865—an obituary notice
of whose death appeared at the time in the
“Review.” He suffered many hardships
in the army, and worn and feeble he was
brought to our Hospital, where he died of

typhoid fever:
East PEMBROKE, March 12, 1867,

DeAr MRs. M.—Another call for the “Re.
view,"—one copy—and I hope soon to be able
to send for more. I wish to do all that I can for
the Hospital, although it be but a ‘‘drop in the
bucket,” for when I think of the kindness and
friendly care that my dying husband received
there from the hands of Christian friends, it
makes my heart feel that I can never do too
much for such a good cause. Good-bye.

Cash Donations and Receipts,
For FEBRUARY, 1867.
Mrs. William Foster, Clifton Springs, ....$ 3 00
Donation Box, ....... . . 153
From Private Patients, .

Superintendent's Report for February.
1867. Feb. 1. No, of Patients in Hospital, .. 69
Received during the month, 14

Births,........... ceseess 1=8¢
Discharged,. . 16
Deaths, vovv.ne 1—-17

Mar. 1. Remaining in Hospital, ..., 67
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Receipts for the Hospital Review,
Frou FEB. 15 T0 MARCH 15, 1867.

Mrs. Kalfleisch, Mrs. E. Terry, Milwaukee
—By Mr. Van Zandt,....coeivneensn.
Mra. P. Hoag, Lake Road—By Miss E. Hall, 50
Mes. 8. G. Beach, Miss E. A. Taylor, Mrs.
Butler, Perry-Centre; Mrs. ¢. C. Hol-
ton, (2 years); Mrs. Wm. Foster, Clifton
Springs, ($2,00); Mrs, Winans, Avon;
Mrs. Cyrus Bentley, Chicago, ($2,00);
Mra. Chesebrough, Copake, (76 cents);
Miss McKelvey, Groveland, (30 cents);.
Mrs. W. S. Storms, Fairport, (60 cents);
Miss Bartlett, Boston—By Mrs. Perkins,
Mrs. J. Gifford, Fishers; Miss Helen Wil-
der, Brockport—By Mrs. Gifford,......
Mrs. Porter, Niagara Falls—By Mrs. N. T.
Rochester, .. ........ rriereseenes . 50
Mrs. W. W. Carr,; Mrs. L. H. Strang,
Scottsville; Miss O. York—By Mrs.
Mathews, vouviiinnninnerennnnnnans
Mrs. J. H. Brewster, Mrs. William Alling,
Mrs. L. B. Satterlee, Mrs. N. Sage, Mrs. H.
C. Fenn, Mrs. G. H. Roberts, Mrs. Thos.
Graham, Mrs. W. D. Oviatt, Mrs. Henry,
Churchill, Mrs. O. M. Benedict, Mrs. E.
M. Adams, each 2 years; Mrs. E. T. Hun-
tington, Mrs. F. 8. Dewitt, Mrs. M. B.
Breck, Mrs. Thomas Oliver, Mrs. B. M,
Baker—By Miss C. A. Brackett and Miss
E. G. Mathews,........... Cerereniae 1
Mrs. J. J. Booth, Mrs. C. R. Davis—By Miss
Julia Davis, ........... Cereeesanane . 100
Mrs. J. Watson—By Minnie Montgomery, 60
Mrs. Roderick, East Rush—By Mrs. Rode-
rick, Pembroke,........cc0iieeinnnns 50
Mrs. Isaac Pray, Mrs. Frank Culbertson,
Mt. Morris; Mrs. H. E. Warner, Nunda—

915
100

By Mrs. Culbertson, ...oeeecenearanes 160
A. 8. Mann & Co., $15.00; Buell & Brews-

ter, $5.00; S. F. & W. Witherspoon,

$5.00; Monroe County, $13.50; adver-

tisements—-By Mrs. Perkins,......... 38 60
E. & A. Wayte, advertisement—By Mr.

Van Zaodt,. o .eeusnns ceeerieensreas . 600
Curran & Goler, advertisement—By Mrs,

Mathews, cveevrevrocecconionesenns . 600
J. Bchleier, Advertisement—By Mr. Falls, 6 00

List of Donations to the Hospital,
Froym Fes. 15th To MaRCH 15th, 1867,

E. A. Haswell, York—Two cans of Grapes.

Miss Mary B. Allen—A quantity of Dried Apples.

Mrs. Edward W. Williams—8ix tumblers of Jelly.

A Manager—One tumbler of Jelly.

Mrs. Homer Sackett, Avon—One can Peaches.

Mrs. Warren—One dozen Eggs.

Miss M. H. Wells—A Feather Fan.

Mrs. W. W. Carr—A roll of Cotton.

Parried.

In East Pembroke, Feb. 21st, 1867, by the Rev.
Mr. Keeler, SAMUEL RODERIOR, of Rush, and MaR-
Rz E. RODERICE, of the above town.

Childvew's Pepartment.

Willie’s Signal for Jesus.

The following touching incident is relat-
ed by a lady in the East, in a letter to her
brother, who is an esteemed minister in’
Tlinois, and to whose kindness 7%e Little
Corporal is indebted for the use of it. It
is copied word for word from her letter.

“I heard such a beautiful story, the
other day, about a little child, that I must
tell it to you. He was sick in St. Luke’s
Hospital, in New York, and the lady who
told me the story was there.

“QOne day this child, about seven years
old, was brought into the children’s ward ;
he had been picked up in the street, where
he had fallen from some building. His lit-
tle leg was broken in two places, his head
cut dreadfully, and his backbone so broken
that it came through the flesh. He lay
about a week between life and death, a
fearful sufferer; but at the end of that
time he began to mend, so that in a few
days more his physicians concluded he
could recover, but that if he lived they
would have to cut off the splinters from
his backbone.

“ Well, they performed the operation,
and the child lived and grew better. About
a week afterwards, the doctors found there
would have to be another operation.  So
they told the nurse that she must tell little
Willie that the next morning they would
have to do it. The nurse was a mnoble
Christian woman, and she talked to the
little fellow, sitting by his bedside. She
said: ¢ Willie, I have told you what the
doctors think, and T want you to try and
be a little man, and bear it as well as you
can. It is hard for .you, I know, and 1t is
hard for me to see you suffer so much, and
it makes my heart ache day after day to
see all you dear little children suffer so,
but it is God’s will, my child,” she said,
‘and he and his dear Son Jesus will help
you through.’

“This was in the evening, and she left
him till the morning, going from one little
sufferer to another till her time was up.
After she had gone, the little boy pulled
the sheet over his head, and began to cry
as if his heart would break. In the little
bed next to his was a little girl, and as she
saw and heard him cry, she said :

%¢ Willie, what makes you cry so? Don't
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you know that Jesus can help you? This
is his ward, they say, and he loves us all
very much; don’t cry any more, but let’s
pray to Jesus to take your pain away.’

“He then said: ‘I have been praying,
Susie, and I have been asking Christ to
take me, for don't you know they say that
every night Jesus walks through our ward
and takes one or two of us little children
away with him—those that love him and
want to go with him; and I have been tell-
ing him how much I want to go with him,
and that I can’t bear to think of all the
pain I will have to-morrow if he don’t take
me. And I will tell you, Susie, what I am
going to do, for fear I should be asleep
when Jesus comes. I am going to hold
my hand up so, (and he held one hand by
the wrist, just above the bed-clothes,) so
that when Jesus walks through our room
to-night he will see it, and know I want
him to take me, and he will see my hand
and know I am the one that wants so much
to go with him. I have told him I would,
and he will look for me,” and the children
went to sleep. And early in the morning,
when the nurse went to look at all the
children, there she saw little Willie stiff
and cold in death, with his hand just above
the bed-clothes, held up by the other, as
he had told Jesus he would find him.”

Two Ears, Two Eves, Two Hanps.—
You have two ears, and only one mouth.
Learn from this to listen much, and to
speak little.

You have two eyes, and only one mouth.
Learn to observe more than you talk.

You have two hands to work with, and
only one mouth to eat. Learn to work
more than you eat.

Think much, and use hands, ears and eyes;
But little speak, if you be wise

Jesus went ABoUT DOING Goop.—He
was not content with sending his disciples
to do it, or doing it at a distance. No:
He would walk to the spot Himself. He
delighted to do good. He would sacrifice
needful rest or food to doit. He would
go out of his road to do it. He would
spend a whole day in doing it. He would

o it for the worst. All of us might imi-
tate Him more in this. None are too
young to help in comforting the poor and
he siclk,

Mrs. Grammar’s Ball.

Mrs. Grammar, she gave a fine ball
To the nine different parts of our speech !
To the big and the small,
To the short and the tall,
: There were pies, plums, and puddings for each.

And first little Articles came,

In hurry to make themselves known—
Fat A, An, and The;
But none of the three

Could stand for a minute alone.

The Adjectives came to announce

That their dear friends, the Nouns, were at hand,’
Rough, Rougher, and Roughest,
Tough, Tougher, and Toughest,

Fat, Merry, Good-natured and Grand.

The Nouns were indeed on their way— )
Tens of thousands, and more, I should think, -
For each name that we utter,
Bhop, §houlder or Shutter,—
Is a noun; Lady, Lyon and Link.

The Pronouns were following fast

To push the Nouns out of their places—
I, Thou, You and Me,
We, They, He and She,

With their merry, good-humored old faces.

Spme cried out, * Make way for the Verbs!”
"'A great crowd is coming in view—
To bite and to smile,
And to light and to fight,
To be, and to have, and to do.

The Adverbs attend on the Verbs,
' Behind them as footmen they run;
As thus, to fight badly,
Then run away gladly,
SShows how fighting and running were done.

| Prepositions came—In, By and Near,

With Conjunctions a poor little band,
As * either you or me,

| But neither them nor he"—

They held their great friends by the hand.

Then in with a Hip, hip, hurrah!
Rushed in Interjections uproarious,—
#0h, dear! Well-a-day!”
When they saw the display,
“Hal hal” they all shouted out, ‘" Glorious!”

%Remember now they Creator in the
days of thy youth, while the evil days
come not, nor the years draw nigh, when

thou shalt say I have no pleasure in them)’
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God’s Protecting Care.

BY JEAN INGELOW.

Whg is th.is! A little midshipman, in a
geag city, with his pockets full of money.
e is wamng for a coach. It comes up
resehtly, and he gets on the top of it, and
egins to look about him.

. The passengers are delighted with his
simplicity and child-like glee, and they en-
courage him to talk to them about the sea
and ships. The coach stops; the little mid-
shipmau, with his hands in his pockets, sits

rattling his money, and singing. There is,

8 poor woman standing by the door‘of the
village inn; she looks care-worn, and well
she may, for in the spring, her husband
went up to London to seek for work. He

ot work, and she was expecting soon to
Join him there, when, alas! a fellow work-
man wrote her word that he had met with
an accident, and wanted his wife to come
and nurse him. But she has two youn
children, and is destitute; she must wal
up all the way, and she is sick at heart
when she thinks perhaps he may die among
strangers before she can reach him. She
does not think of begging, but seeing the
boy’s eyes attracted to her, she makes him
a curtesey, and he withdraws his hand, and
throws her down a sovereign. She looks
at it with incredulous joy, and then she
looks at him.

“It’s all right,” he says, and the coach
starts again, while, full of gratitude, she
hires a cart to take her across the country
to the railway, that the next night she may
sit by the bedside of her sick husband.
The midshipman knows nothing about
that ; and he never will know.

_ The passengers go on talking,—the little
midshipman has told them who he is, and
where he is going. But there is one
man who has never joined in the conversa-
tion; he is dark-looking and restless; he
sits apart; he has seen the glitter of the
falling coin, and now he watches the boy
more narrowly than before, He is a strong
man, resolute and determined; the boy
with the pockets full of money will be no
match for him. He has told the other pas-
sengers that his father’s house is the parson-
age at Y—, the coach goes within five miles
of it, and he means to get down at the
nearest point, and walk, or rather run over
to his home, through the great wood.

The man decides to get down, too, and |

go through the wood ; he will rob the little
midshipman ; perhaps, if he cries out, or
struggles, he will do worse. The boy, he
thinks, will have no chance against him;
it is quite impossible that he can escape;
the way is Jonely, and the sun will be down.
And now they reach the village where the
boy is to alight. He wishes the other
passengers “Good evening!” and runs
lightly down between the scattered houses.
The man has got down, also, and is fol-
lowing.

The path liés through the village church-
yard; there is evening service, and the
door is wide open, for it is warm. The
little midshipman steals up to the porch,
looks in, and listens. The clergyman is
giving out his text. Thirteen months have
passed since the boy was in the house of
prayer; and a feeling of pleasure and awe
induces him to stand still and listen.

¢ Are not two sparrows,” he hears, “sold
for a farthing? and ore of them shall not
fall to the ground without your Father.
But the very hairs of your head are all
numbered. Fear ye not, therefore, ye are
of more value than many sparrows.”

He hears the opening sentences of the
sermon ; and then ‘l)le remembers hishome,
and comes softly out of the porch, full of
calm and seriotis pleasure. The clergyman
has reminded him’ of his father, and his
heart is now filléd with the echoes of his
voice and of his prayers. He thinks on
what the clergyman said, of the care of
our heavenly Father for us; he remembers
how, when he left home, his father prayed
that he might be preserved through every
danger; he does not remember any partio-
ular danger that he has been exposed to,
excepting in the great storm; but he is
grateful that he has come home in safety,
and he hopes that whenever he shall be in
d4nger, the providence of God will watch
over him and protect him. Aud se he
presses onward to the entrance of the
wood.

The man is there before him. He has
pushed himself into the thicket, and cut a
heavy stick; he suffered the boy to go on
before, and then he comes out, falls into
the path, and followed him. It is too light
at present, for the deed of darkness, and
too near the entrance of the wood; but he
knows that shortly the path will branch off
into two, and the right one for the boy to
take will be dark and lonely.

But what prompts the little midshipman,
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when not fifty yards from the branching
of the path, to break into a sudden run;
It is not fear—he never dreams of danger.
Some wild rush for home makes him dash
off suddenly after his saunter, with a whoop
and a bound. On he goes, as if running
a race; the path bends, and the man Joses
sight of him. “But I shall have him yet,”
}xe thinks; “he cannot keep this pace up
ong.”

'Ighe boy has nearly reached the place
where the path divides, when he puts up a
young, white owl, that can scarcaly fly, and
1t goes whirring along, close to the ground,
before him. He gains upon it; another
moment, and it will be his. Now it gets
the start again; they come to the branch-
ing of the path, and the bird goes down
the wrong oune. The temptation to follow
is too strong to be resisted ; he knows that
somewhere there is a cross-track, by which
he can get into the path he has left; it is
only to run a little faster, and he shall be
at home almost as soon.

On he rushes; the path takes a bend,
and he is hardly out of sight, when his

ursuer comes where the path divides,

he boy has turned to the right; the man
takes the left, and the faster they both run,
the farther they are asunder..

The white owl still leads him on; the
gath gets darker and narrower ; at last he

nds that he has missed it altogether, and
his feet are on the soft ground. He floun-
‘ders about among the trees and stumps,
vexed with himself, and panting after his
race. At last he hits upon another track,
and pushes on as fast as he.can. The
ground begins sensibly to descend—he has
lost his way—but he keeps bearing to the
left; and, though it is now dark, he thinks
that he must reach the main path sooner
or later.

He does not know this part of the wood,
but he runs on. The moon is under a
thick canopy of clouds; and there is not
a star to glitter on the water and make it
visible. The fern is soft under his feet as
he runs and slips down the sloping hill.
At last he strikes his foot against a stoné,
stumbles, and falls. Two minates more,
and he will roll into the black water.

“ Hey-day!” cries the boy, “what’s
this! Oh, how it tears my hands! Oh,
this thorn bush! Oh, my arms! I can’t
get free!” He struggles and pants, With
a good deal of patience, and a great man
scratches, he gets free of the thorn, whie:

has arrested his progress when his feet
were within & yard of the water, manages
to scramble up the bank, and make the
best of his way through the wood.

All this time the dark passenger follows
the main track, and believes that his prey
is before him. At last he hears a crushing
of dead bounghs, and presently, the little
midshipman’s voice, not fifty yards before
him. Yes, it is too true; the boy is in the
crosstrack. He will pass the cottage in
the wood, directly, and after that his pur-
suer will come upon him.,

The boy bounds into the path; but as
he pasges the cottage, he is so thirsty, and
so hot, that he thinks he must ask the in-
habitants if they can sell him a glass of ale.
He enters without ceremony. «Ale!”
says the woodman, who is sitting at his
supper. “No, we have no ale; but per-
haps my wife can give thee a drink of milk,
Come in.” So he comes in and shuts the
door; and while he sits waiting for the
milk, footsteps pass. They are the foot-
steﬂs of his Eursner, who goes on with the
stake in his hand, and is angry and impa-
tient that he has not yet come up with
him.

The woman goes to her little dairy for
the milk, and the boy thinks she is®a long
time. He drinks it, thanks her, and takes
his leave.’

Faster and faster the man runs on, and,
as fast as he can, the boy runs after him.
Fast the boy follows, and fast the man runs
on, with his weapon in his hand. Suddenly
he hears the joyous whoop—not before,
but behind him. He stops and listens
bresthlessly. Yes, it is so. He pushes
himself into the thicket, and raises his
stake to strike when the boy shall pass.
On he comes, running lightly, with his
hands in his pockets. A sound strikes at
the same instant on the ears of both; and
the boy turns back from the very jaws of
death to listen. It is the sound of wheels,
and it draws rapidly near. A man comes
up, driving a little gig:

“ Halloa!” he says, in a loud cheerful
voice. “What, benighted youngster? »

“Oh, is this you, Mr. Davis?” said the
boy; no, I am not benighted; or at an
rate, I know my way out of the woods.”

The man draws further back among the
shrubs. “ Why, bless the boy,” he hears
the farmer say, “to think of our meeting.
in this way! The parson told me he was
in hopes of seeing thee some day this week,
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Tll give thee a lift. This is a lone place to
be in, this time o’ night.”

“Lone!” said the boy, laughing. “I
don’t mind that ; and if you know the way
it’s as safe as the quarter-deck.”

8o he gets into the farmer’s gig, and is
once more out of reach of the pursuer.
But the man knows that the farmer’s home
is a quarter of a mile nearer than the par-
sonage, and in that quarter of a mile there
is still & chance of committing the robbery.
He determines still to make the attempt,
and he cuts across the wood with such rapid
strides, that he reaches the farmer’s gate,
just as the gig drives up to it.

“Well, thank you farmer,” says the
midshipran, as he prepares to get down.

“I wish you good night, gentleman,”
says the man, when he passes.

“ Good night, friend,” the farmer replied.
1 say, boy, it's a dark night enough; but
I have a mind to drive you on to the par-
sonage, and hear the rest of this long tale
of yours about the sea-serpent.” The little
wheels go on again. They pass the man;
and he stands still in the road to listen, till
the sound dies away. Then he flings his
stake into the hedge, and goes back again,
His evil purposes have all been frustrated
~—the boy has baffled him at every turn.

Aud now the little midshipman is at
home; the joyful meeting has taken place;
and when they have all admired his growth,
and decided whom he is like, and seen him
eat his supper, they begin to question him
about all his adventures, more for the pleas-
ure of hearing him talk than from any
curiosity.

“ Adventures ¥ says the boy, seated be-

tween his father and mother on a sofa, .

“why, mother, I did write you an account
of the voyage, and there’s nothing else to
tell. Nothing hapPened to-day—at least
nothing particular.”

“You came by the coach we told you
of?” asks his father.

4 Oh, yes, papa ; and when we got abont
twenty miles, there came up a beggﬁ,
while we changed horses, and I thaew
‘down, as I thought, a shilling, but as it fell,
I saw it was a sovereign. She was very
honest, and showed me what it was, but I
didn’t take it back, for iyou know, mother,
it’s a long time since I gave anything to
anybody.”

# 1 suppose you got down at the oross
roads!” ‘says his elder brother.

“Yes, and went through the wood. I
should have been here sooner if I hadn’t
lost my way there.”

“Lost your way there?” says his mo-
ther, somewhat alarmed. “My dear boy,
you should not have left the path at dusk.”

“ Oh, mother,” says the little midshi
man, with a smile, *you are always think-
ing we're in danger. If you could see me
sometimes sitting at the jib-boom end, or
across the main-topmast cross-trees, you
would have been frightened. But what
danger can there be in a wood ¥’

* Well, my boy,” she answered,” I don’t
want to be over-anxious, and to make my
children uncomfortable by my fears, What
did you stray from the path for?”

“Only to chase a little owl, mother; but
I dido’t catch it after all. I got a roll
down a bauk, and caught my jacket
against a thorn bush, whi'zi was rather un-
lacky. Ah! three large holes, I see, in my
sleeve. And so I scrambled up again, and
got into the path, and asked at the cottage
for some beer. What a time the woman
kept me, to be sure! I thought it would
never come, But very soon after, Mr.
Davis drove up in his gig, and he brought
me to the gate.”

“ And so this account of your adventures
being brought to a close,” his father says,
“ we discover that there is no adventure to
tell.’

% No, paps, nothing happened ; nothing
particular, [ mean.”

Nothing particular! If they could have
known, they would have thought lightly
in comparison of the dangers o% the “jib-
boom end, and the main-top-mast cross-
trees.” But they did not know, any more
than we do, of the dangers that hourly
beset us. Some few dangers we are aware
of, and we do what we can to provide
against them ; but for the greater portion,
“our eyes are held that we cannot see.”
We walk securely under His guidance
without whom ¢ not a sparrow falls to the
ground;” and when we have had escapes
that the angels have admired at, we come
home and say, perhaps, that “nothing has
happened—at least, nothing particular,”

It is not well that our minds should be
much exercised about these hidden dan-
gers, since they are so many, and so great,
that no human art or foresight can prevent,
them. But it is very well that we should
reflect constantly on that loving Providence
which watches every footstep of a track,
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always balancing between time and eterni-
‘ty; and that such reflections should make
us both happy and afraid—afraid of trust-
ing our souls and bodies too much to an
earthly guide, or earthly security—happ
from the knowledge that there is One wit
whom we may trust them wholly, and with
whom the hairs of our heads are all pum-
bered. Without such trust, how can we
Test, or be at peace? but with it, we may
say, with the Psalmist, “I will both lay me
down in peace, and sleep, for thou, Lord,
only makest me dwell in safety.”

Miscellaneous.,

A light city—Cork. The way for beaux—
Gal-way.  Jackasses paradise—DBray-zil.
For farmers—Barn-stable. For sculptors—
Marble-bead. For deer-hunters—Hartford.
A river for the rats—the Rhine. A pleas-
ant trip—Going to Have-Anna. A merci-
ful trip—Going to Save-Anna. A bootless
trip—Going to Lose-Anna. A dangerous
rlme—Bombay. Anp indignant isle—Ire-
and. An un-feline country—Kamschatka,
A place for Fevians—Pat-agonia. The ar-
tist’s State—Pencil-vania. Good place for
pic nics—Sandwich Islands. Warm and
cold—Hot-tentots and Chilians. A race
of sculptors—the Chi{)—a‘way Indians. A
land productive of real pain—Champagne.
Civilized Africans—those living in A-shan-
tee. Very expensive breaches—Breaches
of promise.

A Dourceman’s Teuperance Lecrure.
—*T shall tell you how it vas. I put mine
hand on mine head, and there was von pig
bain. Then I put mine hand on mine pody,
and there was anoder. There vas very
much bains in all mine pody. Then I put
mine hand in mine pocket, and there vas
poting. So I jined mit de temperance.
Now there vas no more bain in mine head.
The bains in mine pody vas all gone away.
I put mine band in mine pocket, and there
vas iwenty dollars, So I shall shtay mit
the temperance.” )

‘Why are railroad companies like laund-
resses? Because they have ironed the
whole country, and sometimes do & little
mangling.

“T'Il be round this way in a minute,’” as
the second hand said to the pendulum,

The Rights of Women.

“ A gentleman’s right arm, the right hand
side of a carriage, and always the right side
of an argument. To these may be added
the rites of hospitality and the rites of
hymen—though, to speak impartially, the
wrongs of hymen’ (as witness our police re-
ports) fall to woman’s share almost as fre-
quently as the rites.”

An Irishman who had left his native
country, and sought an asylum in America
because it was a land of liberty, was attack-.

‘ed on his first arrival, in December, by a

furious mastiff. He stopped to pick up a
stone to defend himself, but the stone was
frozen fast. “By my soul,” says Pat,
“ what a swate country, where the dogs are
all let loose and the stones tied fast.”

The right man in the right place, is a
huasband at home in the evening.

Better bow your head than break your
neck.

No matter how long you have been mar-
ried, never forget to court your wife.

Agents,
The following Ladies have kindly consented 1o
act a8 Agents for the Hospital Review:
Miss MageIE CULBERTSOY, Eust Groveland.
“ L. A. BnnLER,Peiry Ceutre.
“ E. A. C. HavYgs, Rochester.
¢ MARY W. DavIs, -
Mrs. C. F. SPEN.ER, “
“ PaEsE D. Davevrort, Lockport.
Miss MarY BrownN, Perinton.
Miss ADA MILT =R, “
¢ JurLia M'CHESNEY, Spencerport.
¢ LiLLIAN J. RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
Miss Lot J. WRIGHT, Lewiston.

Qdvertisements,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00 Quarter Column,. ... . $10 00

Three Months,.... 200 | One Thirt Column,.. 12 00

81{x Months, ..... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00

One Year,........ 5 00 One Column, 1 Year, 26 00
A Column contains eight Squares.

R.C. & H.W. MATHEWS,

Monufacturers and Dealers in the

Celebrated Cayuga. Plaster,

For fertilizing land ; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS,
‘Water Lime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduct 8t,, near Court.
Office & Warehouse, 83 Exchange Street, .
Jan. 10, 1867, ROOHESTER, N.Y.
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AWAY WITH SPECTACLES.

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,

WITHOUT DOCTOR OR MEDLICINES.
Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 cents.

Dr. IE. B. FOOTE. .

Jan. 13, 1867—1 yr. 130 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAY WITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES.

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptui'ed.
Bent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 cents.
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Author of Medical Common Sem
1180 Broadway, N.Y.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

Jan. 15, 186T—1 yr.

P
B W

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACGHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE™ took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct, mh,‘mn, a8
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sold within the
1ast 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 altke

each day. REASONS.
L Its nimplicltfy and t range of work.
9. 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 quslity of the
e ios weif-adjustin tenst

. Its self-adjusting tension.

The “ FLOR. NU]:?‘” will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Taflor's manufacturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal.’ We make strong ss-
sertions’ which we are prepared to substantiate in every
particular.

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
nm! ug, but see thelf‘lorence before purchasing any other
and judge for yourself.

£ A1l kinds of Stitehing, 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
eompetent operators.

Bllk.,pNeedlen and best Oll, for sale at this Office.

B9~ Rooms over 20 Btate street, Rochester, N, Y.

A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again,
- Hor particulars addr . "

088 .
CHAS SPENCER HALL, Genersl A
Nov. 15, 1865, Rochester, Sy,

A.S. MANN & CO.

ARE now offering their usual complete assort-
ment of Goods adapted to

Spring and Early Summer Trade,
to which, and the low scale of prices now ruling,
they call the attention of their customers. Every
thing in the line of
House-keeping Linens and Cotlons,
Shirtings, Dress Goods, Sttks,
Shawls, Flannels, White Goods,
Laces and Embroideries,
Woolen Cloths and Cassimeres,

and all other Goods in fullest assortment, such as
their stock and extensive business demands. i-
ces will be found low enough to satisfy all at

37 and 39 State Street, ,
March 15, 1867. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.

GEORGE BRECK,
DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Buffalo Siree?,
ROCHESTER, N.Y

Smith’s Arcade,
DEALER IN

Fancy & Toilet Goods,

AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,
For medicinal uses.
Particular attention given to Physicians’ Prescriptions,
Floral Depot for Frost & Uo’a Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866.

CURRAN & COLER,

BUCCESSORS TO B, KING & C0.

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Opposite the Court House.

Rochester, N. Y.
April,'68-pd.to '68.  @. W. GOLRR.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.
ROCHESTER, N.\.
Caas. F. Syira, GrMaN H. Pruring.

BICHARD OURRAN,

[Established in 1828.]

Jan. 1866. tf
8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,

Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in :

DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,

TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &ec.
18 Buffalo §t.,, Rochester, N. Y,

ALFRAD B. LANS, mch, 1868. 1y OYRUS ¥, PAINE.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N, Y.
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per b,
OOLONGS, ......... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
MIXED TEAS, ..... 80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL,..............$1 and $1.25
UNCOLORED JAPAN, best,..... $1.26 7
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 ™
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40c. "
All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guarantee,
as to quality, printed on the wrapper. The prices
are precigsely 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-
‘t.:ion(,l or they can be returned and the money re-
unded.

‘We have a full assortment of

Family Groceries,

of every description, and offer all articles in our

line 8o low as to make it a special object for peo-

ple, in City or Country, to deal with us.

The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.
‘ MOORE & COLE,

April, 1866. 1y 62 Buffalo Street.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street.

85 Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM SA-
100N, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
aill be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1867. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CORNER OF STONE & ELY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.

Allorders left as above, or, at bis residence, on Ely Bt.,
1 6:?11'60 prompt atte ntion.

' MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,

) SMOKED AND SBALT FISH, ETC.

104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of all kinds in its season.

JOHN SCHLEIER,

DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,

LARD, HAMS, &c. &o.
No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1861.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARcADE HALL,
No. 1 EXCHANGE PLACE, }ROGBESTER’ xY.

 CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies in the United States.
Policies.jssued, and all losses promptly adjust-
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept., 1866,

THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

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

On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y

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

(& NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmera 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.

5 Goods received and returned by Express.

E. N. BUELL

Bills collected by Express Co.
Address D, , Cor. Mill & Platt sts,
Jan. 1867, Rochester, N.Y.
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DRVOTED TO YHE

INTERESTS OF THE SICK & SUFFERING,

. AT THE .®

&p,
”4%

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vou IIL

ROCHESTER, N. Y., APRIL 15, 1867.

No. 9.

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,

Is iseued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
“THE PGBLISHING COMMITTEE:

Mrs. MALTBY STRONG, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,
“ N.T. ROCHESTER, “ Dr. MATHEWS.

TERMS—Fifty Couts a Year, Payablo 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. O. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be. semt,to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Ower 21 Baffalo Street, oppesite the Arcade.

For the Hespital Review.
Unut?eted Song.

There's 2 song in my heart that my lips cannot
sing,

There are words that can never be said—
There's a glance of an eye, the clasp of a hand,
That carries me out toward a beautiful land,

Whete the roses are never all dead.
: ’ [tears,
The world may be darkened with frowns and with

My sunshine can never be less;

The light that is born of a joy in the soul,
Will never grow faded, will never grow old,

This side the bright * Land of the Blest.”

Drift over me wiads that are bitter and cold,
O, winter, be wild and gevere;

You cannot mal® chilly this beautiful day,

The Jupe in my hearf must sing its sweet lay,
Its smiles will autnumber its tears.

0, waters that creep to the clasp of the ghore,
And whisper your ripple of song—

8ing not of the lillies that sleep on your breast,

8ing not where the wild-bird is hiding her neat,
Asg ye dimple and quiver along—

And heart that hides down in its fathomless deep,
A song thavs too sweet te be told—
Just list its own singing by night and by day,
"Tis June in its beauty—it cannot decay,
'Tis a summer that lives in the soul.
Mgs. B. FRaNK ENos.

“The Omnipotence of Loving-kindness.”
The following notice of this work, we

.take from “Brotherly Words,"—a little

sheet published for the benefit of St. Luke’s
Hospital :

Being a Narrative of the Results of a Lady’s
Seven Months' Work among the Fallen in
Glasgow, Scotland. CaRTER BRrOTHERS, New

v York, 1866. C
“'We heartily welcome an -American edi-

tien of this little work, and earnestly com-

mend its thoughtfil perusal to all who are
interested in the pressing subjeet of which
it treats.

The words “omnipotence of loving-
kindness,” are an expression of Dr. Chal-
mers, and they are the fitting title of the
volume which illustrates, in a very forcible
and affecting manner, the power of the love
of Christ in constraining to, and devising
the rigrht means for, the rescue of the loust.

Aska literary production, the work has
no mirit, and claims none. Mrs. R——,
the Christian woman whose successful la-
bors it records, had no.thought of any
thing connected with her mission appear-
ing in print, until 2 gentleman deeply in-
terested in the work, in the hope of ob-
talping funds for it, conceived the idea of
publication. ,

He obtained the materials for his book,
by jotting down from time to time, what
fell from Mrs; R——'s lips in their earnest
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conversations, and' fhen sent what he
wrote, piece-medl to the préss, producing
necessarily, a somewkat disjointed barra-
tive. DBesides this, there is an occasional
redundancyof refiections and othet pecu-

liarities on-the pagt of_ the wrjter, which

somewhat impairithe readableness of ‘the
book. Nevertheless it is deeply interest-
ing and especially valuable at the present
time, in view of the recent inanguration of
& “midnight mission” in our city, and in
connection with the difficult questions

which some of those most deeply and’

actively engaged in it are so earnestly pro-
pounding.

Mrs. ’s experience solves very em-
phatically some of those questions. She
was herself the leader of a midnight mis-
sion in the Lyceum Rooms at Glasgow, the
striking results of which tell powerfully for
the excellence of the peculiar system she
pursued. That to appreciate we must read
the story of her labors—how she at once
assumed towards her protegees the respon-
sibility of a parent—placing them in com-
fortable Christian homes, where she was
sure of their receiving kind and courteous
treatment—stimulating them to an honora-
ble independence by suitable employment
—and above all, urging upon them by éa.ray-
ers and exhortations, to seek Jesus Christ
as their only certain deliverance and re-
formation.

Her heart filled with alively sense of the
« great kindness” of the Lord in her own
redemption, Mrs. R—— kuew how to de-
pend, under God, upon “the omnipotence
of loving-kindness” in dealing . with ber
fallen sisters.
that she was brought into contact. with no
“ cold, stand aloof, ¢ holier thap thou’ reli-
gion, but that the most genuine, approach-
able, self-forgetting love, had got her in its
warm embrace.”

The introductory chapter thus speaks of
Mrs. R——'s system: * The girls are pro-
vided with comfortable and respectable
lodgings ; work is found for them, sach as
they can do; and they are made to feel
that their return to society as respectable
members of it, from that period depends
upon themselves. They are subjected to
no curious examination as to the cause of
their fall, their previous habits and history,
and they are exempted from what-those
girls are’ beyond all elso anxious toavoid,
the prying curiosity of visiting commit-
tees, They are not put in wards, and.forced

Each one could not but feel-

f T
into ‘moralty undér Jock and key; the only
restraints laid upon them arc those inspired
by the love and gratilade which they feel
they owe to one who has done so gauch for
them. - These, and the goodly ?fstmctions
which they daily receive, alofig #ith the
family . infléences brodght to besf upon
them in the houses where they are pl#ced,
have been most effectual in attaining the
desired end; and it. will be acknowledged
that girls so treated are more likely, w
removed from any surveillance, to remain
steadfast in their resolutions to lead a new
and purer life, than those who have been
confined where imthorality was impossible,
and where the thought that they are not
free is apt to toke possession af the miand
to the “exclusion almost entirely of other
and higher matters,”

The results of Mrs. R—}s method, so
far as figures may indicate them, are stated
as follows : “ During the twelve months
over which this lady’s exertions have ex-
tended no fewer than 250 girls have been
reclaimed ; of these, so far as is known,
only 20 have relapsed, and of this number,
several have returned in bitter penitence,
and are now doing well. Eightyfive of
them bave been restored to their parents;
upwards of 40 are engaged as domestic
servants in different capacities, and the re-
mainder are engaged in misceltancous em-
ployments, of whom about 60 are still un-
der the care and supervigion of this lady.”

The Lord alone knows what is best for
us in the present life. And if every Christ-
ian would cheerfully eonsider his own ca-
pacity, he would find cause to acknowledge
that his Heavenly Father deals most liber-
ally with him. He who possesses a con-
tented spirit, will always find that there is
enough within his reach to cheer and glad-'
den his path through life. The true secret
of human happiness is known only by
him whom divine grace has taught “to be
content with such things as he has.”

How beantiful the reply of a devoted
servant of God, when his daughter, alarm-
ed because he was speaking %o her of his
death, exclaimed, ¢ surely you do not
think there is danger,” calmly and beauti-
fully he replied, “ Danger, my darling ! Ob,
do not use that word. There can be no
danger to the Christian, whatever ma
happen! Allisright! Alliswelll Go
is love I”
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The Child of James Melville and the
two Doves.

Ope time my soul was pierced, as with a sword,
Contending still with men untaught and. wild ;

‘When He, who to the prophet lent his gourd,
_Gave me the salace of a little child.

A summer gift; my precioys flower was given,
A very summer fragrance was its life;

Its dear eyes soothed me as the breath of Heaven,
‘When home I turned, a weary man of strife.

With unformed laughter, musically sweet,
How soon the wakening babe would meet my
kiss;
With outstretched arms its care-worn father greet.
Oh! in the desert what a spring was this!

A few short months it blossomed near my heart,
A few short months, else tedious all and sad!

But that home-solace nerved me for my part,
And of the babe I was exceeding glad!

Alas! my pretty bud, scarce formed, was dying—
The prophet's gourd, it withered in a night;
And He who gave me all, my heart's pulsa trying,

Took gently home the child of my delight.

Not rudely called, not suddenly it perished,
But gradual faded from our love away ;
As if still, secret dews, its life that cherished,

Were drop by drop withheld, and day by day! -

My gracious Master saved me from r@ipining,
So tenderly he sued me for His.own;"

8o beautiful He made my babe's declining,
Its dying blessed me as its birth had done. .

And daily at my board, at noon and even,
Our fading flower I bade its mother bring,
That we might commune of our rest in Heaven,
Gazing the while on death without its sting—

And of the ransom for that baby paid,
80 very sweet, at times, our converse seemed,
That the sure truth of grief a gladness made,
Our little lamb, by God's own Lamb redeemed.

There were two mjlk-white doves my wife had
cherished,
And I, too, loved evenwhile at times fo stand
Marking how each the other fondly cherished,
And fed them from my baby’s dimpled hand.

80 tame they grew, that to his cradle flying,
Full oft they coged him to his noontide rest;

And to the murmurs of his sléep replying,
Orept Zently in and nestled in his breast.

<

"Twas a fair'sight—the snot-pale infant sleeping;
So fondly guardianed by those creatures mild:
Watch o'er his closed eyes their bright eyes
keeping ;
Wondrous the love betwixt the bird and child!

8till, as he sickened, seemed the birds too dwining,
Forsook their food, and loathed their pretty playy

Aud on the day he died, with sad note pining,
One gentle bird would ‘not be frayed away.

His mother found it, when, she rose, sad-hearted,
At early dawn, with sense of nearing ill;

And when at last the little spirit parted,
The dove died too, as if of its heart-chilll

The other flew to meet my sad home-riding,
As with a human sorrow in its coo;

To my dead child, and its dead mate, then guiding,
Most pitifully plained—and parted too!

'Twas my first hansel and propine to Heaven
And as I laid my darling 'neath the sod,

Precious His comforts—once an infant given,
And offered with two turtle-doves to God!

Mgs. A. S. MONTEITH.

Trust v Gop.—The desponding Christ-
ian sadly mistakes when he allows that.
sense of his unworthiness, which justly:
hinders him from trusting in himself, to
deprive him also of confidence in God.
The strongest: conviction which we may
entertain of our own unworthiness, can
never equal that knowledge of it which is
possessed by God. When, therefore, in
Clirist Jesus He calls upon us to exercise
confidence toward Him, why should we
make our own more limited sense of that
unworthiness, the ground of our distrust §-

e

Two things alone in the universe, the
believer should regard as strictly and una-
voidably evil. These are, #in and separa-
tion from God. The former is the cause
of the latter, yet they are so closely allied
as o be almost identical. Sin against God
is an act of separation; and separation
from God is a state of sin. Pains and suf:
ferings of body, the loss of friends and
property, of health and comfort, are de-
nomiinted evils by the children of the
world. ‘These are -trials, but they are not
evils, and may indeed be blessings, -

‘While other men are recounting their
miserles, the humblé believer is rehearsing
his mercies,” '
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The Farmer who Would Not Sell.

Mr. Coffin, in his Four Fears of Fight-
ing, tells the following incident; which oc-
curred as our troops were moving to Get-
tysburg, Pennsylvania.

When the Fifth Corps passed through
the town of Liberty, a farmer rode into the
village, mounted on his farm-wagon.' His
load was, covered by white table-cloths.

% What have you got to sell, old fellow?
Bread, eh ’ said a soldier, raising a cor-
ner of the cloth, revealing loves of sweet,
soft, plain bread, of the finest wheat, with
several bushels of ginger-cakes.

“ What do you ask for a loaf 97

“T baven't any to sell,”” said the farmer.

“Haven't any to sell? What are ye
here for#” .

The farmer made no reply. .

“ See here, old fellow, won’t ye sell me
a hunk of your ginger. bread ¥ said the
soldier, producing an old wallet.

[y NO !”

“ Well, you are a mean old cuss. It
would be serving you right to tip you out
of your old bread-cart. Here' we are
marching all night and all day, to protect
your property and fight the rebs. We
haven’t had any breakfast, and may not
have any dinner. You are a set of mean

cusses, round here, I reckon,” said the sol-

dier.

A crowd of soldiers had gathered, and
others expressed their indignation. The:
old farmer stood up on his wagon seat,
took off the table-cloths, and replied—

“I didn't bring my bread here to sell.
My wife and daughters sat up all night to

bake it for you, and you are- weleome to:

all I have got, and I wish I had ten'times
as much. Help yourselves, boys.”

“ Hurrah! hurrah| hurrah!” ¢ Bally
for yop!” - “You're a brick!” ¢ Three
cheers. for the 0ld man!” : “ Three more
for thie old woman!” ¢ Three more for
the girls I”

They threw. up their oaps, and fairly
danced with joy.. The bread and cakes
were gone in a twinkling, »

“ See here, my friend, I take back all the
hard words I said about you,” said the
soldier, shaking hands with the farmer,
who sat on his wagon, overcome with
emotion. .. S

If you wouldn’t have affliction make you
a second visit, listen to its teachings at the
first, o

‘Thearer of prayer.”

Quatteling.

If anything in the world will make a
man feel badly, except pinching his fingers
inthe ‘crack of a door, it is unguestionably
a guarrel. No man evér fails to think less
of himself' after ‘it than before. It de-
grades him-in the éyes of ‘others, and, what
is worse, blunts his sensibilities on the one

-| hand, and increases the power of passion-
‘ate irritability on the other. The truth is,

the miore peaceably and quietly we ‘get on,
the better for our nefghbors. In nine ¢ases
out of ten, the better course is, if a man
cheats you, cease to deal with him; if he
is abusive, "quit his company; and if he
slanders you, take care to live so that no-
body will believe him. No matter who he
is, or how he misuses yot, the wisest way
is to let him alone; for there is nothing
better than this cool, calm and quiet way
of dealing with the wrongs we meet with.

“The degree of sorrow that is occasion-
ed by affliction, depends a great deal more
on the state of mind in which it finds the
sufferer, than on the amount of the calam-
ity -itself. The same trial which over-
whelms- one, may be sustained with com-
posure and comfort by another; and that,
too, although both are equally sensitive in
their feelings. This difference depends on
the preparation. which they have respect-
ively made for the event. Prayer before

"affliction, fits the mind for suffering ; pray-

er under gfffiction relieves the mind of its

sorrow. And the event, however calamit-

ous in itself, will be less overwhelming in
proportion as one is better prepared to

‘meet it, and more accustomed to regard it,

in connection with the will of Him who is
at once the God of Providence, and the

Every age has its own beauty. White
hairs are as beautiful at seventy as golden

| locks at twenty. It is only by trying to

'prolong the beauty of oue stage into ano-
ther that the beauty of both is lost.—Kit-
ty Trevylyan.

Who is wise? He that is teachable,
Who is mighty’t He that conquers him-
self,. Who is richi He that is contented.
‘Who is honored ! He that honoreth otherg.

Sublimity in Hixmility—The soul goes

‘ ;highest. when the body kneels lowest.
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A Good Work in Leﬂt. B

Our drooping hopes have been revived— |

and our hearts made glad, the past month,
by the glorious work accomplished for our
Review, by Miss A. K. Falls, of our city,
who, by her own unsolicited efforts, has
brought us the names of seventy-eight new
subscribers. The work was entirely volun-
tary on her part, arising from the wish, as
she modestly expressed it, to “do a little
for her Master, during the holy. Lenten
season.” It oceurred to her, that she might
do something in this way, by obthining
subscribers to the Review—and of the
result it is mnot necessary for us to
speak. Her long walks during the unu-
sually disagreeable and chilly days of
March and April, must have cost her much
self-sacrifice, and have well proved the
strength of her resolution and perseverance
in well-doing.

It is not easy to estimate the good which
a work like that of Miss Falls may accom-
plish. It is by no means simply the names
and subscription-sums of even seventy-eight
—but the interest, who can estimate it,
which in this way will be awakened in our
Hospital, and go on widening and widening
like the circle which spreads from a
drop of water falling into the sea. "We
have 4n instance of this in the letter given
this month from Brockport, where, through
the simple reading of our little paper, one
was moved to send us fivé dollars. Seventy-
eight more will read oar paper this menth,
as we trust; and if they do'not'all send us
five dollars, as we cannot expect they will—
they may send us still another new name—
or at least a kind wish, or lift up a prayer
for us. This effort of Miss Falls has in-
spired us with new life and courage,’ ' We
feel that she deserves our fullest thanks and
praise, but her sweetest reward will be, we

’hnow, frtom Him for w_liose dear sake the
service was rendered.

Visit to the Hospital. ..

Qur walk seemed long and rather déesry on
that chilly afternoon, of which we have had
so many, and the dampness and gloominess
outside, had fallen perceptibly on our spir-
its—but within we found all cheerful and
busy as ever. The rooms, as we entered,
never looked brightér, and the warmth
everywhere was inviting. Strange it some-
times seems to us, with our early concgp-
tion of a Hospital clinging to us, to find
here so much that is attractive. The
apartments never fail to' impiess us with
their beauty—their airiness and pleasant-
ness—bat alas, we cannot forget that here
always are sorrow and suffering. Our first
visit was to the Malé Ward, which is now
fall, every bed being taken. Our attention
was especially drawn towards a pale slen-
der youth, sitting upon his cot, writing a
letter. Upon mqmry, we found he:was
a soldier, recently sent here from Buffalo,
who had received an incurable injury of the
hip—and he was here waiting to be sent on
to the Asylum for soldiers, we mentioned
last month, at Augusta, Maine: -Farther
along, was another soldier, still suffering
from his wounds, but gradually, as’it is
hoped, recovering. ‘‘Other soldiers were
here also we learned, bat nearly all of the
olass of incurables, awaiting to' be sent to
Augusta. In an adjoining apartment, a
group was collected to listen to the evening
paper, which was being read to them by a
patient who was- just recovering from the
almost fatal effects of the explosion of a
kerosene lamp. His wounds- were still a
ghastly sight. "In the same apartment, on
a cot drawn up by the window, a man was
lying, seeming very ilt with a disease of the
lungs. He had a manly and more than or-
dinarily intellectnal face, and with that
worn, weary, emaciated look, which appes]-
ed strongly to our sympathles. We knew
that he had all the care and comfort which

n
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& Hospital could give,and yet we could not
help asking mentally—where was this man’s
mother or wife, or sisters, if he had any ¢
Of his history we Xméw ‘mothing, but it
seemed 80 hard to see one lying so paleand
ill, away from home and loved ones. Qur
next visit was to the Female Ward, where
the old, and young, and middle-aged were
‘gathered promiscuously. Here all looked
comfortable — and even cheery. Spme
young girls were making tating in one cor-
ner—one or two old ladies were knitting—
others chatting together, and others lying
down,; dosing or resting. All aroused up,
however, to the summons for tea, which was
servedat thishour. The little trays brought
to ‘each bed-side of those unable to go
down stairs, and the aroma from so many
wellfilled cups, filling the .atmosphere,
added to the general cheeriness. . But the
lying-in apartment, into which we, next
passed, had very little of cheer about it.
There we found—lying dangeronsly,ill, &
poor woman with fever-flushed icheeks—
whose husband had left her to join the Fe-
nian raid.and of whom shehnd never singe
heard. Her baby, a bright, beantifal boy
of two months, awakened especial admira-
tion. He looked up into our faces and
laughed, and cooed, and talked to us in his

baby.fashion+springing upon his feet more

like, a baby..of six. :months than of two.
‘We do not fall in love with every baby we
see, but we confess we did with'this one.
But alas, while the little thing was lsugh-
ing all unconscions, in our faces, the bitter

tears were streaming. down the poor mo-
ther's cheeks, as she watched it—all uncer- |
| to:bhe reception bf so many of this class in

tain of its fate and of her own.

There was much that was very painful
and revolting, too, in this and the other
lying-in rooms of the Hospital. Here
were those “ unfortunste” ones,as we term
them—-yonng mothers of sixteen or seven-
teen—some of them appealing touchingly,
with their tender youth and beauty, for

some palliation of their sin and. shame~—
others, with that coarse, brazen look, from

which we involuntarily turned shuddering
awdy. One’ yourg girl, whom we remem-
ber to have noticed, as she sat sewing by
a window—we were since greatly shocked
to learn, had died, in less than two days
after our visit—leaving the ehild of her
sorrow and guilt — another helpless waif
to be-cast upon the ¢old charities of the
world. O, what a lesson—what a warning
to the.tempted in this case—cut off so sud-
denly—the sin which bad resulted in her
death, perhaps, y¢t. unrepented of This
most painful. part of our Hospital work—
the cases of these unfortunate girls—af-
fords, perhaps, the highest opportunity for
Christianeffort. With the fearful increase
of this, and of every crime in our land—
how blessed .to be able to rescue and to
save those who: are thus brought within onr
reach. Let the women of Rochester bear
this class tenderly in mind. Let no one
shrink from'. the. task —and, folded in
robes of pride, say to such, *Stand back;
I am holier than thon” Whoe has made
us to. differ?:. Remember who came “to
seek and to save the lost.” If anything is
done to save these young girls at our Hos-
pital from a future career of infamy, it
must be done now.  As they recover, and
@0 back into the world, what ray of hope
~what path, unaided, opens to their
young lives, stained and disgraced as they
must feel forevermore! Can no kind and
encouraging, words be' spoken to them—
no. judicious counsels given, to warn and
direet:them—no wise influences thrown
around them, to choose and to love the
better life? Objections have been raised

oiir Hespital—bat it is. our strong hope, by
so doing,.to be able, by kindness and
Christian love and influenee, to reach their
hearts, and to save them,

“ What is the use of God sending us af
ﬂlctlon upless it takes the bitterness out of
us §”
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More Blessed Work.

“ It pever rains,” it i¢ said, * but
it pours™ —and so, while Miss Falls
has been showering us with new subscri-
bers, three of our young friends have becn
doing something almost, if not quite, as
good, in collecting arrearages and subscrip-
tions for us. A handsome sum has been
brought in by them, in this way, as will be
seen from the paper report, of this, and of
the previous month. We should like to
say a word in praise of these young ladies,
whose example, in so many respects, we
should be glad to see imitated. They are
earnest workers, nat only for our Hospital,
but in every good cause. They live for a
purpose—bdut, alas! of how few can as
much be said. They have already fixed
plans of usefulness, which they carry out
with a steadiness of purpose and persever-
ance, tinged with enthusiaam, which is re-
freshing to behold in these days—swhen
the sole aim and thought of so many wo-
men seems to be—dress and vanity. They
have already accomiplished much, in various
ways-—and should they live on, as we trust
they may, in the course they have com-
menced, to a good old age, what a blessing
will their lives prove to this sad world of
sin and sorrow! What a reeord will be
written in heaven, of the tears they have
wiped away—of the hesits théy bave
soothed and strengthened—of the souls,
perhaps, they have saved, and which will
shine like stars in their fature crowns.
O, what incentives there are to all our
youag Christian friends, to begin thus ear-
ly a life of usefulness! What earthly
pleasure can compare with the luxury, once
tasted, of doing good?

Grer o7 A Camnzr Oreax. —The
Managers desire to express their grateful
acknowledgments to the Ladies of the
Third Ward A{d Socxety, for the donation,
The
#nstrument is a ﬁne ons;iand brings \uth it

the promise of & great deal of sweet and
saorad pleasm'e Its assistance in the reli-
gious services at the Hospital, was very
much needed, and will prove invaluable.—
Many thanks to the donora!

A Word of Parting.

Deepest regret is expressed by all asso-
ciated in the Hospital, at being called this
month to part. with our Secretary, Mrs. M.
Rochester, Her place in the Board of
Managers, it will be difficult to fill—so ear-
nest—so efficient—so ready for every good
word and work, have we ever found her.
‘We recall, especially, her, untiring devotion
to our Soldiers, who. learned to watch for,
and to welcome so eagerly, her daily visits,
wluch always brought with them so much
sunshine—so much cheer. But not alone
in the Hospital will Mrs. B.ocheeter be miss-
ed. Inallourbenevolent Instltutlons—and
especially, perhaps, in her own [Church, she
was known as an .earnest worker—whﬂe
her versatility of talents—her sprightly hu-
mor—and her quick and ready sympathy
made her an universal favorite. Many
blessings will go with ber, to her new
home in Cincinnati, for which she now
bids us adieu.

Change of Superintendent.

Many will hear with regret this month,
of the resignation of Mr. Van Zandt, from
his position of Superintendent of qur Hos-
pital. His kindness to the sick— his
faithfulness to the many trying duties
of his office~have won for'him merit-
ed esteem. Dr. Jones, who has been for
some time connected with the Hospital,
and whose medical services have proved
very acceptable, has been appointed to fill
the vacancy—deft by Mr. Van Zandt. Ap-
plications for the reception of patients may
be made to Dr, Jones, or to any of the
attending physicians,

The martyrs to vice far exceed the mar-

tyrs to virtue, both in endurange and in
number.
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The Lddies of the Third Ward Aid So-
ciety, desire to express through our col-
umns—their- especial thanks to little Mon-
tie, for $2, comtribited by him towards
the cabinet organ, recently donated by
them to the Hospital—also for $2, for ghe
same purpose, sent to them anonymously,
from Geneva—and for $5, donated by
Coook & Martin, from whomi 'the ingtru:
ment was purchased, and who, in addition
to this sum—gave them the instrument at
the wholesale price.

A Good-bye to Little Montie.

We are very sorfy this month to have to
say good-bye to Little Moutie." B‘e{'ore
this paper reaches our youthful readéfs, he
will be on his way to his new home in Cin-
cinnati. Many heaits, not only among his
play-mates; but hére at the Hospital, will
sadly miss Little Montie, and will follow
him to his Western home with loving
wishes. His earnest zeal for our Hospital,
our soldfers and our little paper, we shall
not soon forget. Many weary eyes in 6ur
wards, have learned to brighten at Montie’s
visits, and the worn stifferer has been glad-
dened with his little gifts and remiembran-
ces. . We shall not, forget Little Montie,
and he must not forget us. 1

“Pack your caies in as small a spacé as
you can, so that joti'can éarty them yotir-
eelf; and not let them amioy others,”

. Hospital Notices. ,

. Application for the admisdion. bf Patients to the
Rochester City Hospital, may be made g} the
Hospital, West Averus, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets, or to any of the attending Phy-
sipians, viz: Dr, H. W. Dean, Notth Fitzbygh
Street; Dr. W. W. Ely, South’ Fitzhngh Street;
Dr. Little, Plymouh.Avenue; Dr. Montgomery,
Spring Street ; Dr.;Langwor!;hy & Dr. Whitbeck.

Packages, including Provisions, Hospital Stores,
Le.; shondld'be addressed to “The Rochestet'City
Hospital, on West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets.” A list of the articles sent,
with the nameg of the donors, the date of- for-
warding, add Post Office address, {s requested to
be sent to the Oorresponding Beeretary, Mis. Dr.
Mathews.

Ths. Bospital Beviow.

Garvespondence.

M J. . will ﬁlea'sé 'qqp't.”our’ special
thanks for the’ enclosed kind remembrance,
and for the gratifyimg interest expressed in

[

thé Eeuiew’ :

BrOCKPORT, March 28.
Mgs, P.—I have'been looking through the last
Hospital Review, and was prompted to send you
something for the sick. Please find enclosed Five
Dollars. ~ © e
+« I.am greatly interested in the Publication, and
was especially plgased with Mrs. Enos' Poem, en-
titled “ My Sheaves,” which appears iwthe March
pumber.  Alsey with the story—*“Willie's $imnal
for Jesus.” - Would that we all had more of Wil-
lie's child-like faith! i
Yoars truly,,

A subsctber in Charlotte kindly writes:
' Ehclosed,  please find Fifty Cents, as payment
for Hoapital Reyiew, for this year. .1 would not

like to miss it. )
i Respectfully yburs, J. T

A word from a well-'vyishel_; in Pittsford :
I enclose one dollar for the Hospsial Review,
which has been sént to me for some time past. I
wish every snccess to yonr goed work.
“Very. truly yours, H. L.

' Died,

At the Rochester City Hospital, Wednerday,
March 20th, IBG7, of. Cancer, Mrs, H. M. Evans,
aged 53 years. , )

At the Rochester City Hospital, Friday, March
29th; 1867, an infant child of Mrs. Margaret De-
mara, agad; 12 days.

M. J. H,

List of Donations to the Hospital,
Frox MaRCH 15th T0 ApRIL 15th, 1867,

Mrs. Warrgn—3 cans of Peaches.

Miss Talman—Geneva, 2 dozen Oranges,

Mrs. Warret—CQurtant Jam, 1 bottle of Cologne.

A Friend—2 tumblers Jelly., . o,

Sundry Donations of Delicacies, from the Misses
Buchan, Mrs, and Misd Kellogg, Mrs. Rochester,
and other Latfies, given by them to the Paticnts.

Mrs. Dr. Bristol--A quantity of old Cotten.

Ladies of Third Ward Aid Socfety—A Cabinet
Organ, .

N. A. Seymour, Mt. Morris—A basket of Oranges.

Superintendent's Report for March.
1867. Mar. 1. No. of Patients in Hospital,..69
Received during the month, 33
Births,i'.. . Loieeenens ve. 1—93
Discharged,......co0000.. 23
Deathslh.'... tresesennases 3—25°

April 1. Remaining in Hospital,c.eas 68
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Receipts for the Hospital Review,
. BFnon MarcH 15 10 .APRIL 15, 1867..
rs. B. Pratt—By Miss Pixley..........$ 0 50
Mrs. E. E. Sjll, Mrs, T, C.,Iv.ei, Mrs. S. _I).$
Porter, Miss Jeanings, Mrs. McConvill,
Mrs. L. H. AMing, Mrs. R, Lester, (2 yrs)
Mrs. Jolm: Mogridge, Mrs. J. Medbery,
Mr§. H. 8. Potter, (2 years), Mrs. J. W.
Swift, Geneva—By Mimnie Montgomery,
Miss Julia A William_s, Fairport; Miss
Root, Chili, (14 years): Miss Howell,
(2 years,) Miss Root, York: Mrs: C. F.
Spencer; (2 years,) Mts. Gorsline; Mrs,
Fry, Gharlotte; Rew . Lockwood, (31)
I‘,aqe & Paine, Advertisement, ($5.00,)
Smith & Perkins, ($5)—By Mrs. Perkins, 15 75
Mrs. Robart Armstrong, Mrs. N. P. Stone,
Julius T. Andrews, Mrs. Israel Smith,
Mrs. J. Douglass Brown; Mrs. 4. Strong,
Miss.. M. Bartlet}, - Mrs. Dr. Sumner,
Mrs .E. P. Bigelow; Mrs. Samuel Sloan.
Mrs. H. S. Brewer, Miss L. Solomon,
Mrs. P. J. Birdsall, Miss M. Riggs, Mrs.
Simou L. Brewster, Mrs. L. G. Corning,
Mrs. E. B. Collins, Mrs. J. E. Campbell,
Mrs. E. W. Clarke, Mrs. G. G- Clarkson,
Mrs. Frank Cost, Mrs, J. Gormly. Mrs.
J. G. Candee, Mrs. H. N. Curtis, Mrs. F.
De Lano, Mrs. J. M. Fisk, Mrs. R. De
Forest. Mrs. Elwel), Mrs. M. Filon, Mrs.
Wm. Eastwood, Mrs. A. F. Greeno,
Mrs. S. Gormly, Miss A. Hatch, Mrs. J.
T. Hough, Mrs. C. J. Howland, Mrs E.
A. Hurlbart, Mrs. E. Hodges, Mrs. R. T.
Jones, Mrs. J. P. Kelly. Mrs. W. P. Latz,
Mrs. E. A. Loder, Mrs. H. Lumpert. Miss
McGivern, Mrs. Sproul, Mrs. F. M. Me-
Farlin, Miss M. A. Moses, Mrs, N. P.
Oshorne, Miss H. Oothout, Mrs. Svme,
Mrs. Chas. H. Pomeroy, Mrs. Fred Rith-
ener, Mrs, E. M. Stewart, Miss A. J. Sun-
derlin, Dr. Tobey, Mrs. J. W. Stebbins,
Mrs. H. B. Tracy, Mrs. R. Turner, Mrs. E.
L. Taylor, Mrs. N. Tamblingson, Mrs.
Jane Taylor, Mrs. C. E. Upton, Mrs.
Quincey Van Voorhis. Mrs. G. G. Tawn-
- send, Mrs. D. A. Watson, Mrs. C. F..
Weaver, M. Weigel. Mrs. 8. E. Moran,
Mrs. A. C. Wilmot, Mrs. Dr. Mandeville,
Miss Zellweger, Mrs. J. W. McKindley,
Mrs. 8. P. Allen, Mrs. Chauncey Dodge,
Tuscarora—By Miss A. K. Falls,...... 36 50
Mrs. R. M. Dalzell, Mrs. A. M. Hastings,
Dr. French, Mrs. Alfrod Wright, Mrs. W.
C. Storrs, S. S. Avery, Miss Sarah Shel-,
ton, (each 2 years); Mrs. James M. Whit-
ney, Mrs. H. B. Hooker, (each 3 years);
Mrs, 0. W. Story, Mrs. E. 8. Gilbert,
Miss H. Backus, Miss Mary Nagle, Mrs.
M. J. Stewart, Mrs. W. H. Brown, Mrs.
William Marson—By Miss Bronson and

6 50

Miss E. G. Mathews, ........ovuute .. 13 50
Mrs. T. A. Newton, R. A. Bunnel. (each °

2 years); Mrs.W.Y. Andrews—By Miss

C. A. Brackett and Miss E. G. Mathews, 32 .50

Mrs. John T. Spencer, Mrs. Charles Spen-
cer, Mrs. Harmon—By Miss Ella Spencer 1 50
Mre. Dr. Hazeltine, Henrietta, (2 years);
Mrs. 8. R. Gardner; Mrs. Bedgwick,
Bpencerport—By Mrs. Mathews, ...... 2 09

| and such.a hedp as it was!

| of! all in the little heap together.

Ohildven's Department,

From the New York Observer.
The Tell-tales.

How strange are dreams sometimes. T'll
tell you what Freddy dreamed. one bight.
Do you boys fill your pockets with all
kinds of things? And when you go to
bed, do you take them all out and examine
the precious store? Or do you leave them
there to be added to next day.

Well, Fred sometimes did one way,
sometimes the other. One night he emp-
tied all his poé¢kets out, all in a little heap,
There were
two knives;; a good one and a bad one—
at least, the good one had a little while
ago been good. Now, the blades were
nicked, and the points off; one blade was

 quite gone, and the handle badly .cracked,

and it was a little shaky, if you wanted to
cut anything hard: but it was better than
the other knife, which had mo blades at all
—only the rusty stumps were left. -Fred
used 1t for a hammer. There was a lead
pencil with the point worn off, top strings,
buttons and scraps of twine, a whip lash,
an old bit of sand paper, some marbles,
stray pennies, a piece of colored glass, bits
of tin and scraps of paper—oh, there were
ever so many things, I cannot think to tell
And
just as Fred began to sort them over, he
happened to think how sleepy he was, and
how much better it would be to wait until
the morning.

No sooner.thought than done; and in
a twinkling, all the treasures were stowed
away beneath HLis pillow. Fred soon fol-
lowed, and lajd his head down on the pil-
low over them, to keep them safe and
sound. In a minute Fred was fast asleep
—and in his dreams he thought he heard a
great rattling, and moving about, and whis-
pering, just underneath his head. .Sure
enough! the knives, and marbles, and
strings, and all the odds and ends were
gossiping, instead of 'sleeping. ‘Such a
hubbub they made, and there was soolding
too.

“ There move out of my way, you ugly
marble, and you bit of twine; if 1 could
only once open my blades, I would soon
cut you all to pieces. And you, old knife,
I oan’t think why Fred carries you in his
pockets; you are not of one :bit of use,
Not one whole blade to your name. There,
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all of you, move away, and give me room;
I can't breathe you crowd me s0.”

“And why should you have so much
more room than the rest of us{” asked
the poor abused knife. If it hadn’t been
for Fred's carelessness, T should have been
{mt as good as you are. He’s a very care-
bss fellow; shis Fred. 'Why, you don’t
know how many knives, and pencils, and
marbles, and cords he loses from his pock-
ets} or if he don’t lose them he breaks
them. You don’t know, because you are
s0 new; you haven't lived with Fred as
long as I have.”

“J wouldn't mind Fred's being careless,
chimed in the whip-lash; I wonidn't mind
that, if he would only be kind and pless-
ant, and not get out of temper. Many and
many a time he has made me strike his
play-mates. When it’s all in fun, I don’t
care ; but when Fred gets angry, and snaps
me hard against some poor fellow’s knees,
or nearly makes me put their eyes out, and
when the little fellows cry, and the bigger
fellows get so angry, I wish that I could
speak out, or turn about and give Fred
some of the strokes he deals so roughly.
But what can I do, poor me! poor me!
I can only go wherever 'he chooses to send
me. I could have cried to-day, when he
made me hit his little sister, ‘just in fan,’
he said, but she eried, poor little thing. I
am to be taken away from Fred the next
time he does so; so his mother says, Oh,
I have a sad life; it worries me to dop-so
many bad things, but it's not my fault. I
am only glad I'm wearing out so fast and
ietting broken, for then I shall do ro more

arm or mischief.” '

4 And Fred don’t obey his father; he's
a bad boy, I thiuk,” said the pencil, * Fif-
ty times his father has told him not to
write upon the walls, and here my point is
all worn off by his scribbling; all over the
house you'll find the marks on the walls
and ‘wood-work. I wish they would take
me away from Fred, I ean’t bear to help
him disobey.”

“I'm* here,” said the sand-paper, “to
scratch off the marks, but they’ll leave &
scar; he can’t make the place smooth and
even, they’ll be always telling of his ndugh-
ty deeds.” B

# Naughty deeds! Yes, we can tell
some too,” eried the marbles, * Fred don't
play fuirly. He don’t cheat much, I'don’t

believe he intends to cheat, but he dén’t:

play fair and squage. If the other ‘boyé

don't see his miss, he lets it pass; and then
he takes advantage'-of ‘the smaller boys.
That’s such a mean ttick! Very often ‘b

ets out of patieni¢e, and when the otber
fellows don’t play to suit him, Master Fred
picks us all up, and puts us in his pockets,
saying, ¢ oh, very well, I won’t play at all’
and off he goes, ' spoiling the other boys’
game, and all their pleasure too.”

“It is just the same when he uses us,”
said the top-strings; *and, worst of all, he
will play unfair, as'they call it, and keep,
really keep, for his own, all the tops he
wins, There was that poor little boy te-
day, with his one solitary top, and no man-
ey to buy another with. e helped Fred
win it, all againat onr will; and the little
fellow looked so grieved ‘and sad when he
had to'give it up, and g6 away without his
top.” ' ’
& Fred's going to make new top-strings
of us,” cried the butfons aund scraps of
twine. “.Oh, knife, just open one of your
sharp blade, and cut us all to bits, then we
need not help Fred in his mean, naughty
ways.” '

% What do you think Fred is going. to
do with us bits of tin? Why, he is goin
to roll us into a blow-pipe, and then—loo
out all people who come near him, you'll
have your eyes put out, your noses bruised,
or you will be tormented in some way or
other.”

“ And.we scraps of paper are to be made
into balls to do all this mischief. Oh, dear!
oh dear! why did we ever get into Fred's
pockets?” _

Then the piege of glass sighed, and took
its turn- of telling tales of Fred. *“Ithink
mine is the saddest tale of all. T was once
in a beautiful church window, and the sun
shone upon me, and I cast such a bri%ht,
joyous light upon the dark walls within,
that I cheered all who saw me, and made
them light-hearted. One day the window
was broken, and I was carried off to a little
sick boy, to try and cheer him with my
pleasant light, and he liked me and kept
me always by him. He looked through
me at the bright sun, aud at the ficlds and
flowers; he read with me, and played with
me, and liked me better than any of his
toys. But Fred saw me, and would have
me; he offered money, or something in ex-
change, and when the sick boy refused to
give me up, Fred threw down a six-pence,
snatched me up, and has kept me ever
since, Oh, this Fred's a naughty boy, a
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real bad boy; I wondes. his father snd
mgf!ﬁer oan love.him so well.” ...

" Haven't you oné godd thing to say for
Fred!” then cried S:e penui%s.v “ %Vdﬂ
we'll tell-you, Pred isn'¢ all bad ; he is some-
times just the best boy in- tawn. . Only.the
other day, when he met that poor little girl
with her can of milk all spilled. on the
ground, and shessitting dawn.beside it cry-
ing, and all her money gone, what did he
do hat take some af us pennies to pay for
filling up the can again-—and then he used
some more of us pennies for fowers for the
lame girl. There, oo, was that hungry
boy who looked o eargerly at the cakes in
the baker’s window. Fred: bought a cake
sud gave it to him; and.uow he is saving
up the rest of us to huy aChristmas pres-
eat for his mother. 8o, Fred's not at all
bad; there’s a kind corner in his heart,
and not such a very little corner either.”

“ That’s true,” said the big knife; “ and
this very mornjng, Fred was in a great
hurry too, but he took me out of his pock-
et, and cut all the leaves so nicely in his
litle sister’s new book ; and another time
he whittled her a boat to comfort her when
she is troubled and crying.—Ofien he cats
flowers-with me for his mother, aud cuts
the leaves of his fither’s magazine. Yes,
Fred’s very good and ‘thoughtful some-
times, What a pity he will not always be
s0. I wonder why he likes to do such
naughty things, and trouble and torment his
friends. Bat, hush ! Fred’s waking up; he
must not hear us talk.”

And Freddie did wake up, and listen
too, to hear the voices of his ‘dream.
They: were all silent now. He put his hand
under the pillow, and there were all his
treasures safe and sonnd, just as he left
them. L '

“Tt is very strange,” thought Freddie,
“very strange! Well, T do believe I'll try
to do these naughty things no more.” I
did not think [ was so bad a fellow. Don’t
be afraid of me any more, you whisperers
there under my pillow. " I'll try and use
you all better. TIll begin this very morn-
ing, when I get up. I really will”

And Fred fell fast asleep again. S

0LO.

Be Kina,

To every living thing be kind;

The merciful shall merey find ;
o While cruel hearts in-evil hoar,
Will surely feel that God has power.

Ready for Duty.

Daffy-Down-Dilly' cAme up fn the cold;
: Througl the brown mold,
Although the March breezes blew keen on her
. faceyro
Aithough the white snow lay on many a place.

Dnﬂ'y-Down\-pi]l;»halgi heard under ground
.. . The sweet rushing sound
Of the streamp, 88 they byrst off their white
winter chains— [rains.
Of the whistling spring winds.angd the pattering
“Now, then,” thought Dafly, deep down in he‘r
heart, , ‘ )
.. “1¢'s time I should start )
So she pushed her soft leaves thrpugh the harg
" frozen ground; ’ i
Quihe up to the surface, and then looked around.

There was snov all about her—grey clouds over-
head, ' '
., The trees all looked dead;
Then how dp you think Daffy-Down-Dilly felt,
‘When the sun would not'shine, and the ice would
not melt. B

Cold - weather |” thought. Daffy, still working
away ; 5
“The earth's hard to-day!"
There's but a half inch of my leaves to be seen, .
And two-thirds of that is mote-yellow than green!

“I can't do much yet—but I'll do what I can,
It's well I began |

For unless I can manage to lift up my head,

The people will think that Spring herself 's dead !

8o, little by little, she brotight her leaves out,
Ali clustered about;
And then her bright flowers began to unfold, .
Till Daffy stood robed in her spring green and
gold.

0, Daffy-Downd-Dilly ! 'so brave and so true
I wish all were like you!
So ready for duty in alt sorts of weather,
And holding forth courage and beauty together,
' ~—Little Amerizan,

A boy from the country was recently
taken into a 'gentleman’s family. One
evening, after having been called. up into
the drawing-room, he came down to the
kitchen lau$hing immoderately. “ What's
the matter,” eried the cook. # Why,” said
hs, * there are twelva on 'em up there who
couldn't snuff the candle, and they had to
wag for [ to do it.” :
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From the Presbyterian.
A Redbreast’s Adventures,

I am going to tell you about the trials
of- a little redbreast family I' once read of.
They were too serious to laugh over at the
time ; but ou the principle that * all is well
that ends well,” it will answer to smile
over them now. All went well enongh
with the nest and the eggs until a little
before the birds were hatched. Then along
came the old gardener, snipping here and
there with his big shears, and what should
he do, but snip away the ivy branches so
close that the little nest was sadly damag-
ed. Out rolled the beautiful blue eggs,
sliding down, as easy as they could, over
the shining leaves; so they were not brok-
en. That was trouble enotigh, though; for
the distracted parents could not pick them
up, with all their little skill; so they
screamed, and flottered, and hovered about
over them, in such a pitiful manner, that
the kind lady of the house went out to
inquire into their trouble. They were
greatly terrified by her appearance, and re-
doubled their outcries. But she gently
¥icked up the eggs, and tucked them snug-
y into the nest, and then walked away.

Down flew the mother-bird, and seeing
all was right, she nestled down upon them,
warming them with her downy breast. In
two days time there were four blind nest-
lings peeping in the nest, and clamoring
with all their might for food. But as they
grew larger and stronger, théy bustled
about so much that two of them fell out
through 3 hole in the floor of their damag-
ed house. This time the robins cried out
in greater distress than before; but it %rav,e
them a little relief to see the good lady
again come into the garden. Her former
kindness had won, in a measure, their con-
fidence. The little birds seemed cold .and
stiff, but she managed to warm them into
life by her hand and a good fire. Then I
guess you would have langhed at her pext
performance.  She tried to mend the nest
with a piece of old flannel cloth, It was
sather a poor piece of work, on the whole,
though it answered for a while.

.But one night & drenching storin nearly
drowned them out, and the poor little
things, which had. lived through. so many
ditlicultics, secmed to be dead 'at:last.
The robins sat by and looked on nety con-
tentedly this time,-as the lady investigated
their affairs. They were couvidced now

that their business wotild "be managed

right. You see what love and gentléness
can effect, even in changing the natural
habits of. a bird. ‘ '

“ We will take ‘the poor- things to-the
fire, and give them a chance,” said mother,
though it seemed :like a very poor chance.
“But as for- that old nest, it is not fit to
be trusted any further. ' Try and find us
an old one, if you can, Mary.”

'A deserted nest was found in the currant
bushes, and in this the happy family were
once more placed, after the warm fire had
thawed them out for the 'second time I
cannot follow their adventures further, for
in a little time they all flew away. But if
they were as successful in escaping future
dangers, or if they made as good friends
in the wild wood, as they did in the gar-
den, I think they must have lived to'a good
old-age. ’

' The Birds.

Elihu Burritt, .the. learned blacksmith,
gives an account of Mr. Fox, of Tregedna,
near Falmouth, England who, by persever-
ing kindness, has won the affection of a
large number of birds—so much so, that
they fly to meet, him, when he calls them,
and hop about him, eating the crumbs, with
which his pockets are well filled. When
digging in his garden, it is o uncommon
sight to see little birds hopping on the han-
dle of the spade or rake used by the gen-
tlemen, thus showing their confidence in
him. Sopmetimes they, enter his bed-room
early in the morning through the window,
and, in their way, call out, “ It is time to
get up.” ¢ ,

Oxn Sunday, when. Mr. Fox goes to his
place of worship, some of the birds are
frequently seen to accompany him along
the road, chirpingand singing all the way|

Mr. Burritt calls Mr. Fox the * Rarey of
the bird-world.”

Mr. Samugl Gurney, M. P., has given us
a very pleasing confirmation of Mr. Bur-
ritt’s testimony. He states: % When visit-
ing Mr. Fox, I was perfectly astonished, on
walking out into th¢ gardep, to see, on his
sounding a whistle, the birds come flutter
ing round him. Oune robin was actually so
tame that it picked a piece of bread out of
Mr. Fox's mouth!™

“ Blessed are the pure in heart, for they
shall see God.”
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“PWigeellamenns, ,

Frum thgnJou;yi'l o('Commero;
A Life's Loss,

BY LOUISE GHANDLER MOULTON. "

Do you rethemter the summer day
You foind me déwn by the ruined mill 7
The skies were blne, and the waters bright,
And shudo-vs glanced on the windy hill,
And the s',ream moaned on.

You sat by mv <'de on the moss- -grown log,

Wher-on' oxu I loved last night had’ stood;
Theurd h's . like an undertone .
White v ¢ lked to me in that q.wlldude.

And the stream mnened on.

You did not e me your heart was mine—
You only said that my face was fair,
That silks and <atins should robe my form,
And jewels shonid flash amid my hair,
And the stream moaned on.

You did not ask me to give you love—
You did not tonch my lips or my brow—
Contented you were with iny plighited troth
And never a kisg to seal the vow,
And the stream moaned on.
’

You went away with your lofty port,
And smiled as you uttered your light goo8-bye,
But the wind stole down from the t‘rowmng hill,
And stood at my side with a gasping sigh, ”
And the stream moaned on.

You remember the pomp of our bridal morn—
The jewels that mocked the bright sunshine—
The rustling silks—the ringing mirth—
The flush of roses—the flow of wine—
While the crowd looked on.
But I saw a sight they did not see—
A guest they, knew not, of was there—
Heart of my heart, he came to mock
My bridal vows with his pale despair,
And my soul moened 6n.

You got that day, what you bargained for—
My bair to braid your jewels in,
My form Yo deck with your silken robes,
My face to show to your haughty kin,
~ But my scul moaned on,

Talk not of love—v-yqu comse {00 late—
You cannot dispel my heart’s eclipse—
Where your image should be a corpse lies shrined,
And no voice comes from the deat‘h-colg lips,
Thoygh my soul moans on.

| Some summer day I shall wamder down

Where the waters flow by the ruined mill—
‘Where the shadows come, and, t.he slmdows &%
There at the footyof the windy hil,
And the stream moans 6.

You will find me there, ‘neath the whlsperling
wave, .
Colder and stillqr than ever before—
The dreams I dreamed, and the hepes I hopeq
‘Will be hushed to silence for evermore—
Though the stream.moan on.

Queen Victoria’s @ift to Mr. Peabody.

The portrait of Queen Victoria, to be
presented“to6 Mr. Peabody, -has just been
finished in ‘Londom. It.is paidted in en-
amel, and is an' oval mlmatut‘e, fourteen
inches’ by ten. The enamel: is on' ‘a stout
gold plate; snd répresents the Queen seat-
ed half len rth, the arms and hands thrown
out admirably from the black dress. Her
Majesty' wears the blue ribbon of the Gar-
ter and the George; she is represented in
a Mary Stnart cap, surmounted ' by a coro-
net, and her biack dress is relieved by a
trimming of ermine:- - It is a good likeness
of the Q,ueeu, and very handsomely framed
in deep marocn -velvet, ornamented with
fine ormolu. Above ‘the- portrait are the
royal arms; at each side, the rose, thistle
and shamrock; and beneath, the inserip-
tiém, i which was given by the Queen her-
self—+ Presented by the Queen to George-

1 Peabody, Esq., the Benefactor of the Poor

of London.”

A writer in:a San Francisco paper, mov-
ed by a vision of journeying by rail-road
from New York to#hat éfty, 3,219 miles, in
five days and vine houes} his leadt extrava---
gant estimate, exclaum. “Then farewell
our iselation; farewell sea-sickhess} fare-
well a seventeen days’ basking in'#he seeth-
ing tropics ; farewell the! Isthmas and its
fevers.and geod-for-nothing, impudent pop-
ulation ;. farewell that jail-like confinement
and monotony on- ship-board—adien old
adquaintanées, bot newer friends—we will
bid you all a most willing farewell when -
the rail-road is completed. Then will be
literally inaughrated: our year of Jubilee.
The subject. 18 :full of poetry, but can the
poetry of words equal the poetry of facts,
as seeu in the rushing up/ through these
snow-clad; grand old mountains of the iron
horse, 'ong literal cloud sompelling Jove

| and poet laureate of science and progress,”
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An Agriculturat editor replies as follows
to a lady who wishes fo know why a gar-
dener is the most extraordinary man in the
world :—

‘We suppose it is because no man has
more business on earth, and "he always
chooses good ground for what he does. He
commands his thyme, is master of the mint,
and he raises his celery every year, Itisa
bad year that will not produce a plum. He
meets more boughs than a member of Con-
gress. He makes raking his business, as
maty fine'gentlemen do, but'he makes. it
an advantage, both in his health and for-
tune which ig seldom the case; and gives
heartsease to whom he pleases, and thongh-
he is plain in his own dsess with his baich-
elor's buttons, yet he encourages cozcombs
and greatly admires prirce’s feathers and
the Pride of Lordon. He with pleasure
beholds his love lies bleeding under a weep-
ing willow. He is a great antiquarian, hav-
ing in bis possession, Adam’s needle, Solo-
mon’s seal, Jacob’s Ladder, the tree of Life, .
the holy thorn, and Venus’ looking-glass.

A few days ago a young school mistress
in: the country was taking down the names
and ages of her scholars, at the commence~
ment of the term. She asked a little white-
headed boy, “Bub, how old are yout”
He said, “my name ain’t Bub, it’s John."
“Well,” said the school mistress, “ what
is the rest of yourname!” ¢ Why, that’s:
all the name I've got—dist John.” ¢ Well,
what is your father's name$” “You
needn’t put Eap'srna'me down, he ain’t
cummen to school any; he’s too big to go
to school.” ¢ Well, how old are you#” :
¢ L.ain’t old at all, 'm young.” o

A lady who was in the habit of spending
a large portion of -her time in the society
of her neighbers,” happened one day to be-
taken suddenly ill, and sent her husband
in great baste for a physician. The hus-
band ran a few rods, but soon returned, ex-
claiming, “ My dear, where shall I find you .
when I get back$™ .

-An old sailor, passing:throtgh a grave~
yard, saw on one of the tombstones, ‘g:till’i
live” Tt was too much for Jack, and,:
shifting his quid, : he ejaculated, :* Well, -
T've heard say that there are'cases in Which: -
a mah may lie; but.if I were dead, I'd
own it|”

What day in the year is an injunction
to go forwdrd? March 4th,
hy is ‘a sailor never a sailor? Becanse
he is always a-board, or a-shore.
‘What kind of = ship has two mates and
no captain? A courtship,

An Irishman was once asked to define:
an Irish bull; to which he replied, *When-
ever you see two cows lying down in a
field, the one that’s standing up is a bull

Agents,
The following Ladies have kindly consented to
act as Agents for the Hospilal Review:
Miss Maaale CuLBERTsOYN, East Groveland.
4 L. A, BurLer,Perry Ceutre.
* E. A, C. Hayzs; Rochester.
* MARY W. Davis, o
Mra. C. F. SPEN.ER, “
* Pageg D. Davexrorr, Lockport.
Miss MArRY BrowN, Perinton.
Miss ADA MinTER, “
“ Juria M'CaESNEY, Spencerport.
# Lmuiax J.-Renygy, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PEEBE WHITHAN, Scotisburg.
Miss LoTTiE J. WRIGHT, Lewiston.

List of our Little Agents.

LinDa Broxsow, Rdchester,

MARY PERKING, * “

FLORIE MONTGOMERY,

FANNY and Erua CoLsurN, Rochester
FANNY PoMEROT, Pittafield, Mass.

S. Hary, Henrietts,

Jexnie Horp, Rochester,

MaRry LANE, ~ *

BeNNY Wriaa?, East Kendall.,
SAMUEL B. Woop, Rochester.

LipsiE RENFREW, “

ELLA VaN Zaxpt, Albany.

MiNNIE MoNTGOMERY, Rochester.
MARY WATSON, “

" Sdvertisements,,

\ RATES OF ADVERTISING.
 8q.,1 ingertion $1 00 Quarter Column,..... $10 00
o Months;:... 200 One Third Gelumn,.. 13 G0
x 8 00 galf Column, 1 Year, 15 00
8 00 ne Oolumn, 1 Yoar, 26 00
A Column contains elght Squares,

R.C. & H. W. MATHEWS,

Manufacturers and Dealers in the

: Celebrated Cayuga Plaster,

For fertilizing land ; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS.
Water Lime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduot 8t near Court.
Office & Warshouse, 83 Exchenge Street, t
Uan, 15, 1867, 1 STERN .Y,
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AWAY WITH SPECTACLES.

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,

‘WITHOUT DOCTOR OR MELICINES.
Bent, post-pald, on.recaipt of 10 cents.
" 'Dr.E B. FOOTE.
Jan, 15, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAY WITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES. -

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptured.
8ent, post-paid, op tepeint of 10 cents. |
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Authqr of Medical
Jan. 15,1867—1yr. . . llsg%m

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.
Embodied in the Now and Populsr
NN

on Sense, .
way, N.Y.

GOLD MEDAL ,SEW"I MACHINE.

THE *“ FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal st the Fair
of the American Institute, New York. Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine ieht!hc vidﬂd. . 8(&,309 Sotld vlvllth the
1ast three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. y
have no eqynnl uilFauz!l or Manufacturing Machine.

Warranted never to have “fits." Does its work alike
each day. REASONB., -
. Its plicity and great range of work.

2. Its making four different stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock nnx doublé-knot. i
8. The reversible feed motion operated by simply turn-

ing a thumb-screw, erabling 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 ﬂ%nuh and substantisl manner in which
the machine is made.

5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
work[donel.rm ting tension.

3 -adjns .

g‘hetﬁ ;‘GLOB Nle“ will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension eor
bresking of tbread. As a Tailor's manu acturing machine,
or family machine, it has no equal, ‘We make strong as-
sertions which we are preparcd to substantiate in every
particular. X

Believe not what the agents or friends of other machines
ma‘{v say, but see the g‘lorence before purchasing any other

udge for yourself.

o %1]1 kigmds of Stitching, Cloak and Dress Making,
done to order, and ull kinds of Ladfes’ Garments made to
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

tent tors.
OB Binc Needlos and best Ofl, for salo ot this Office.
Rooms over 20 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to thosp who buy to sell again,
For particulars address
CHAB SPENCER HALL, Genersl Aﬁ,&

Nov, 15, 1865, Roghester,

A.S. MANN & CO.

ARE now offering their usual complete assort-
ment of Goods adapted to
Spring and Early Summer Trade,
to which, and.tbe low scale of prices nowruling,
they call the attention of their customers. Every
thing in the line of
House-keeping Linens and Cottons,
Shirtings, Dress Goods, Silks,
Shawls, Flannels, White Goods,
Laces and Embroideries,
Woolen Cloths and Cassimeres,

and all other Goods in fullest assortment, such as
their stock and extensive-business demands. Pri-
ces will be found low enough to satisfy all at

. 37 and 39 State Street,
March 15, 1861. ROCHESTER, N.Y.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.
GEORGE BRECK,

DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bupffalo Sireel,
ROCHESTER, N.Y

Smith's Arcade,
DEALER 1N

Fancy & 'Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

For medicinal uses.
Particular atteption given to Physicians’ Prescriptions,
Floral Depot for Frost & Co’s Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866.

CURRAN & COLER, ~
Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Court House. .
: Rochester, N. Y.
April,"86-pd.to '68.  e. W, GOLER.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos. 27, 29 & 81 Exchange St.
ROCHESTER, N.Y.
Caas. F. Surra, GrLmgN H. PriEINS.

[Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1866. tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
) DEALERS IN
Choice: Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y,
Jan. 1866, ' 1y

RICHARD OURRAN,
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y,
“mch, 1866. 1y

ALFRED 8. LANE, OYRUS ¥, PAINE.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib.

OOLONGS, ...... . .80c, 90, and $1.00 7
MIXED TEAS, ...J3.80c., 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL,....cvvvvnnens $1 and $1.25 "

UNCOLORED JAPAN, best, ..... $1.25 "
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1 and $1.20 "
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. dnd 40c. "~

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guaranies, .
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 Ted 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

. L] B
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 1;}) by ‘the Great' American Tea
Company, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,

62 Buffalo Street.”’

April, 1866. ly

UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Privgte’
Families, &c. by week, month or year. !
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Sfreet.

=%~ Orders left at J. PALMER'S ICE CREAM Sa-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
aill be promptlp attended to.

March 15, 1867. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

GEORGE McKAY,

PAINTER & GLAZIER,
- CorvyER oF 8TONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory manner.
All orders left as above,.or at his residence, on Ely 8t,,
1regeive °prompt’&f.t!‘n on,
Ooti 186

MEAT MARKET.

E. W A. WAYTT,
Deslers in all kinds of
Fresh Meats, Poultry,
S8MOKED MEATS;
SMOKED AND SALT FISH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of sil kinds in its seson.

JOHN SCHLEIER,
DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,

‘LARD, HAMS, dc. &c.

No. 142 ‘Main St., Rochester,
Jen. 15, 1861

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

N6. 18 ArRcADE HaLL
No. 7 ExCHANGE PLACE } Rocassrag, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large mumber of ‘the most reliable

: Companies in the United States.

Policies issued, and all Josses promptly ;adjust-
ed and paid. ;, ’
H. P. BREWRIE

RIER, E. N. BueLL.
Rochester, Bept., 1866.

'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

{3~ The reputation of this Dye House since
1828, has induced others t6 counterfeit our signs,
checks and business cards, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public..

. (38 NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
|AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
‘without imjury to the colors; also, Ladies’ and
Gentlemen's (zarments 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 rqasonable terms.

Goods dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in' one week.

[~ Goods récelved and returned by Express.

Bills collected by Express Co.

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

Jan. 1867. Rochester, N.X.
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THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING OOMMITTEE:
Mrs. MALTBY STRONG, | Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,

“ N. T. ROCHESTER, «” Dr. MATHEWS,

TERMS3—Tifty Cents a Year, Payable in Advanos.

Letters or Communications for publication, to be
addressed to “ The Hospital Review,” Box 381.

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

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are
requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaTHEWS, Cor-
wesponding Secrétary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. S. Falls, Book and Job Printer,
Over 21 Buifalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
May.
Back again, May, with your smiles and your tears?
Beautiful green of the spring;
Back again, May, with your dainty green robes?
" Tender and frolicsome thing.
Witching the pulse in the sluggish brown earth,
Setting it wildly aglow,
Waking her up and unfolding her hands,
Out of her mantle of snow.

Télling, in whispers, of roses to be
Born in the bosom of June—

Setting the blossoms aflame on the trees,
Filling the air with perfume—

Calling the.lilies up out of their beds,
Into the light of the day;

Tossing the plumes of the lilacs that bend,
To the dip of the humming-bird's play—

Beguiling the honey:hee out of Ler hive,
To faint in the heart of a flower;

And lig until night, when drunk with the sweets,
8he looges the way to her bower.,

A

LJ
O, tears of the spring-time, O, fragrance of May—
Bright promise of summer to be,
0, where is the blossom that faded one day,
And made the world darker for me.
O, winds that drift over these billows of bloom,
And the feathery willow-sprays wave;
Last May I held folded a dear little flower,
And now I have only a grave.
Mgs. B. FrANK ExNos.

From the Advocate and Guardian,
“Their Angels.”

A little girl sat By the wayside, eatinga
crust of bread, that she had picked up
somewhere. She had perched herself up-
on an empty box near the door of a ware-
house, that she might not annoy the pas-
sers by, as they rushed in careless haste to
their business.

What a curious little specimen she was,
with the scant blue frock scarcely covering
ber ‘tiny figure, and the comical bounet,
made for a mature head, overshadowing
her. Ier legs and arms were brown and
bare, but her face peeped out from under
the great roof, like a window clear and
transparent, with the sunlight upon it. It
was a glimpse qf this bright face, that at-
tracted Mrs. Snow, and brought her to a
stand-still upon the walk, though she was

- in a hurry to get up town for her day's

shopping.

The child had partly finished her crust,
and had thrown back her bonnet for a looi:
at the outer world, when her blue cyes met
the lady’s gaze. She did not hide herself
under her shelter again, as many a shy lit-
tle creature would have done, but she re~

-turned the stranger’s scrutiny, as if for her

also there was a singular fascination. The
child’s self-possession embarrassed the woe
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man, and putting down her veil, Mrs,
Snow walked on for a block, though the
little hand was outstretched as if to detain
her. '

“ She is but an impudent beggar,”
thought the lady; *so early in life these
children-get the bold stamp, it is better
not to encourage them by giving.” Still,
Mrs. Snow’s heart was uneasy—her reason-
ing did not satisfy it. This was Monday
moruing, and on Sunday she had listened
with tearful eyes, to an eloquent sermon
from the words, uttered by that Divine
Lover of children, “Take heed that ye
despise not one of these little ones, for ver-
ily I say unto eyou, that in heaven their
angels do- always behold the face of my
Father which is in heaven.” The text oc-
curred to her as a solemn rebuke, while
she moved away from this poor child with-
out one word of notice or interest.

The little one’s angel seemed to follow
and reproach her, and then flashed upon
her memory with the quickness of the
Holy Spirit’s power to impress, all the ear-
nest appeals of her minister in behalf of
such tender inmocents. “ Can we pass
carelessly by these young immortals whom
God has dignified, by appointing to each
its guardian angel? Can we turn aside
regardless of such as our Blessed Lord Je-
sus took in His gracious arms, put His
hands upon and blessed ?

“ What joy comes to our houses with
the advent of one such little one. How
do all faces put on smiles to welcome the
new-born infant! - And during its tender
years every eye and every heart is watch-
ful of its interests. Loving arms are open-
ed for its embrace; soft bosoms pillow its
little head ; gentlest lullabys sooth its rest-
lessness; and sweet caresses are lavished
upon it all the day. These are the bless-
ings that meet the little children of luxury,
and shall we never go out from our beauti-
ful homes—we whose infants have not felt
a sorrow or a need—down to the wretched

hovels, where little, tender nurslings are-

born to privation and misery; down to the
places where the sun never shines upon the
tiny head, and where there are no smiles
of greeting, because there is yet another
mouth to fill, and no prospect of sufficient
food? Oh! that the sight of our own
cherished little ones, would make us large-
hearted towards the neglected children of
poverty, so that they also might come
sithin the circle of our embrace, and so

be taken together with our own, ‘ip to the
bosom of the great and loving Father of
all$?

Mrs. Snow seemed to hear the minister’s
earnest words, amid the din of the city
streets, and they compelled her to turn and
seek the child again. The little creature
sat still where she had left her, but the
sun in her face was overcast, and there
were tears in her eyes.

“ Will you show me where you live, little
one !” said the lady.

The child brightened again, and hop-
ping down from her perch, took the prof-
fered hand, and led the way down the
street toward the water-side. Her faded
frock. brushed against the lady’s shining
silk, ,and the forlorn great bonnet was a
singular mockery compared with the dain-
ty thing of silk and lace upon the lady’s
head.

It was a strange contrast—the well-dress-
ed, fashionable figure, and the little un-
couth child; and many a contemptuous
sneer curled the lip of the hardened peo-
ple whose notice was attracted. DBut un-
seen by mortal eyes, were the woman's
angel and the child’s, following the two,
and rejoicing at the divine aspect things
were taking in this fallen werld.

On and on, past the merchant stores
that were upheaped with the produets of
many lands, past gusy markets, and through
crowded thoroughfares, the child.Jed her
companion, until presently the street near-
ed theé pier, and there, in a- cellar, she
pointed out her home. They could not
go down the steps, for it was the time of
spring freshets, and this was the hour of
high tide, when the inmates of these drea-
ry, subterranean abodes have to gather up
their scanty furniture and bring it out up-
on the walk, until the ebb shall clear the
flood of water,

There was a good-natured woman keep-
ing watch over the few treasures that were
all her world. This was the child’s moth-
er; so she called her, though she had only
taken the little one in to keep her from
starving, she said, after she who gave her
birth had died, from a low fever, gotten by
the damp of her cellar home. She seem-
ed to love the child, though not her own
flesh and blood, and the little one clung to
her neck and called her “mammy,” pet-
ting her rough features and making a halo
around her head, as she leaned over to kiss
her brow, with her own golden hair falling
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upon it. The woman held, upon her lap
her own puny babe, and it was another re-
groof of Mrs. Snow, to see how this bur-
ened woman had found room for the
motherless, in s0 poor a place, while her
rich house was empty, and no orphan had
been invited to fill it.
. The Spirit was silently, but surely work-
ing in her soul, and as she looked from the
poor woman to the little girl, her mind
was made up. She was a widow, and her
own mistress, and could do as she pleased.
“Will you give the child to me?” she
said, with a sudden impulse.

It took the woman so by surprise, that,
for a moment, she did not answer; and
then, as the memory of the little clinging
ways, before her own baby had come to
bless her, recurred to her mind, she burst
out into a low wail, sobbing as if her heart
would break. Still, she knew it was an
opportunity that was not to be slighted,
and when the bitterndss of the moment
was past, she blessed the lady, and sent
away the child with her tears and kisses
upon the little face.

Years after, when a graceful, beautiful
girl was seen, in constant attendance upon
an invalid lady, to whose every want she
tenderly ministered, and whose every look
she watched with a daughter's fondness,
people would say, - Mrs, Snow, do tell us
where you found this sweet and gentle
creaturé? They say it is a child of your
adoption.” And the lady would answer,
with an expression of deepest gratitude,
“The little creature’s angel led me to her.
I should never have seen her else, and so
should have lost all these years of .comfort
and blessing, which a kind Providence
has, brought to me.” —Fanfan.

¢ Sympathy has its home in every holy
heart, and in every lowly dwelling; and
there is no individual, however straitened
by poverty, or vailed by obscurity, or op-
pressed by trial, or enfeebled .by sickness,
from the altar of whose heart there may
not ascend the sweetest, holiest, most pre-
cious and powerful of all human offerings
—the offering and the incense of a true
and prayerful sympathy.”

«We are not the architects of our own
destiny, but only the day-laborers, under
the Architect; but if we believe in it and
we believe in Him, that is enough.”

For the Hospital Review.
Thine.

Mine, Lord, this tiny hand,
Soft, clinging hand, that seeks my own to-night;,
Pure as_the pink-white petal of some blossom

rare,
Half folded from the kisses of the sweet pure air!
‘What must I do to keep it fresh and fair ?
How shall I hold it, ever pure and white,
Untouched by sin, and spotless in Thy sight?
Mine to protect, to guard and cherish, mine—
Then, Thine, forever Thine.

Mine, Lord, these baby feet;
These dainty feet, all guiltless of the wrong,
The world's dark stains and all its stinging thorns!
How shall I lead them, that they be not torn,
Soiled with the dust, with guilty wandering worn ?
The way is rough, the journey may be long,
And Jam weak, how shall I make them strong 2
Mine to direct, to guide, to comfort, mine——
Then, Thine, forever Thine.

Mine, Lord, the sinless soul
That questions mutely thro’ these clear dark eyes—
Too much, O, Lord! I dare not try to lead
Where I, myself, am lost; how can I feed
A hungry soul with what I, fainting, need?
I see to-night my heart’s impurities;
Beneath its outward calm, its inward vanities,
I am not fit to call the treasure mine—
'Tis Thine, and only Thine.

Mgs. Jas. H. WiLLIAMS.

A Toucmive Erprrapp.—The following
obituary notice appears in the Winsted
Herald. The subject was once a mechanic
in that village, and well to do in the world.
But sickness and misfortune used up his
little property, and he at last came to the
poor house. But through all his misfor-
tunes he maintained a spotless character
and a cheerfnl spirit; and, what cannot be
said of many a more distinguished man,
his obituary is just:

% Exchanged his poverty for cternal rich-
es, and his rags for a crown which fadeth
not away—at Winchester poor-house, Nov.
6, 1864, James C. Smith, aged 67. The
pall bearers were few on this side—not so
many perhaps as they that waited on the
¢ ghining shore’ and went up with the old
man to his ¢ Father’s house.’” '

There is no situation, however humble,
the which to fill to perfection, does not
arguo superiority of character.
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From the New York Observer,
How to be Happy.

Our Lord, in the Sermon on the Mount,
calls those “blessed” or happy, that are
poor in spirit, that mourn, that are meek,
that hunger and thirst after righteousness,
that are merciful, pure in heart, peace-ma-
kers, and persecuted for righteousness sake.
The happiness that is here declared, springs
from dispositions of heart carried out into
action, from a lowly mind practising hu-
mility, from practical resignation, from il-
lustrated meekness, from purity of heart
bearing holy fruits in the life, from Christ-
ian kindness that not only feels for others,
but goes about doing them good, from love
that labors as well as longs to bless, from
the exercise of virtues which are benificent
to mankifd, and which in their exercise
open springs of pure delight in the hearts
where they exist, and are also prophets of
a higher and perpetual happiness in ano-
other life. In seeking to honor God, and
to do good to men, we shall most certainly
obtain happiness if we give definiteness to
our aims. We should wot be content with
a- géneral purpose, but should mark out
some specific modes and plans of piety and
benevolence. The more clear and close
owr view of "what we aim at, is, the more
likely we are to attain it ; while if we have
only general and undefined notions of what
we desire or attempt, our success is unlike-
ly. Form some scheme of piety or philan-
thropy then, let it be never so humble, and
pursue it with earnestness and devotion.
If it be the reformation of one sinner, the
gathering and teaching of a few little chil-
dren, securing the regular and -punctual
attendance upon public worship of a single
family, seeking “out strangers and giving
them friendly greeting and Christian ac-
quaintance, caring for the poor and neglec-
ted, aiding the young to obtain a fair.start
in life, teaching the word and will of God
to a class of children or adults, endeavoring
to secure the sanctification of the Lord's
day, providing for the moral and intellec-
tual improvement of the laboring classes of
society, or any other form of public or pri-
vate endeayor to glorify God and bless
men, throw heart and soul into, it, and the
more earnest and self-denying you are in
its pursuit, the happier and more useful
youwill be. Such devotion to doing good
will prevent dissatisfaction, ennui, empti-
ness of mind,. weariness, and indolence,

and will ensure peace, contentment, happi-
ness, AvausTus.

Magdalen.
Oh World! Be merciful! Her's is the cost,
Not thine, that she has lost, forever lost,
All that & woman loves! Let it suffice
Thy hardest senitence that her soul such price
Of agony is paying, hour by hour,
As yo can never dream{ Oh, for the power
To tell how the sweet and tender eyes
Of litile children stab her! How the cries
Of downy, spring-time robins, in their nest;
And cooing of white doves, by doves caressed;
And ruddy firelights streaming out at night
From sacred homes, where life is pure and bright;
And joyous voices falling through the air,
Of happy women—all to her despair
Are maddening, mocking things, and in her soul
The iron deeper plunge! till o’er her roll
Such surging, tideless seas of bitterness,
Of loss, which nothing’can retrieve or bless,
That death by any fate, and any shape
Of. woe beyond, seem but a glad escape!
And world, hard world, men—and ye women too,
Bethink you how to-day it would fare with you,
If in your midst that voice were lifted up
Which once, of old, when this same cruel eup
Of scorn and shame on & defenceless head
‘Was poured, rang through all Galilee, and said,
“Let him who is among you without one
Such sin as hers has been, cast the first stone!”
Oh, men and women, not one whit than they
Do yé stand purer! “One by one,” away
“0Of your own thoughts convicted,” ye would
steal ;
‘While nearer Jesus, Magdalen would kneel,
Shedding repentant tears on his pure garment's
hem, '
To hear, “Go, sin no more! Neither do I con-
demn "

A well known missionary at an aunniver-
sary said ; “ My dear friends, let us avoid
sectarian bitterness, The inhabitants of
Hiudostan, where I have been laboring for
many years, have a proverb, that ¢though
you bathe a dog’s tail in oil, and bind it
in splints, you cannot get the crook out of
it” Now, a man’s sectarian bias is simply
the crook in the dog’s tail, which cannot be
eradicated; and I hold that every one
should be allowed to wag kss own peculiar-
ity in Peade o

Beer fills many a bottle, and the bottle
fills mahy. a bier, '



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hospital Review.

149

The Empty Cradle.

There is a whole volume of poetry in
the following little sketch, which we &nd

in the last number of Miss Barber's
Weekly :

We met John on the stairs. He was
carrying an old cradle to be stowed away
among what he termed * plunder” in the
lnomber-room. One rocker was gone, and
the wicker-work of the sides broken; it
was an old willowy affair, but we could not
refrain from casting a sad look into its
empty depths,

“Gone,” we said dreamily, “all gone I”
What golden heads were once pillowed
here-—heads on which the carls grew moist
in slumber, and the cheeks and lips flushed
to the hue of rose leaves. When sleep
broke, the silken-fringed lids opened heav-
ily from the slumbrous eyes; smiles flitted
like sunbeams over the face; the white fist
was thrust into the mouth, and when mam-
ma lifted the muslin and peeped in to see
i_f baby was awake, what cooing and crow-
ing was heard! The little feet began to
kick ogt of pure delight, and kicked on
vatil both of the tiny red shoes were land-
ed at the foot of the cradle,. Where are
those heads now? Some that were em-
browned by vigorous manhood are sleeping
on battle fields; some are bleached with
time and cares; and the feet have grown
sore and weary on the rough paths of life.

Perhaps some little one, once tenderly
rocked here, is sleeping in the coffin. Over
it ﬁrow heart's-ease, and the vigorous box,
and white candy taft, and the starry jas-
mine. The blue bird flutters its bright
wings through the willow boughs, and the
cool summer wind whispers to the greeu.
leaves and grass-blades on the grave. What
of? Perhaps of its immortality, Sleep
on, little dreamless one! ¢ Of such is the
kingdom of heaven.”

Give LiserarLy.—It is a beautiful way
of taking the air. You breathe more freely
after every such exercise of giving. Don’t
do it by spadms, but as a regular thing.
Your prayers are better. You can’t send,
an arrow that will pierce the skies if your
right hand is employed in grasping your'

urse. “ Give without grudging.” = Alas!
ﬁow little of such giving is there in the
world ! ,

It is I.
“Itis It let no repining

In your mournful souls have birth;
Know ye not‘My kind designing

1s to wean you from the earth ?
Not one tear unseen is falling,
None in vain on Me are calling;
For I chasten whom I love,
Sorrows but My mercy prove.

It is I1 O, soul! with gladness
Bear thy burdens bravely on—
Life’s short hours waste not in sadness,
Squander not so rich a boon;
In My vineyard I have placed thee,
There to labor and to wait
Patiently to bear thy fate.

Itis I! and I will never

Send thee grief thou canst not bear;
Thou art mine, and I will ever

Q'er thee. watch with tender care:
And at lasg, through my good spirit,
Thou the kingdom shall inherit,
Where the Father dwells above
With the children of His love.”

A Medical Prescription.

A hopefal, genial, unselfish Christian
lady, ever the light of home in her own
dear circle, and yet more or less an invalid,
was advised to ask counsel of an eminent
physician. After giving the case of the
stranger careful attention, he sought very
kindly to drive from her mind the harass-
ing thoughts that had been awakened.

“ Now, my good lady,” said he, “shall
I advise you just what to do? Well, take
half a dozen homeless children, and train
them for the better. world; go among the
destitute and’ suffering, and relieve them,
or seek any place where you can do or get
most good ; throw medicines to the winds,
use & morning bath if you choose, take
plenty of exercise in the open air, and you
may maintain a comfortable state of health
for many years.”

TemPorAL Brrssines.—Wish for them
cautiouely—ask for them submissively—
want them contentedly—obtain them hon-
estly—accept them humblf——manage them
prudently—employ them lawfully—impart
them liberally—esteem them moderately—
increase them virtuously—use them sub-
serviently — forego them easily — resign
them willingly.
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American Women.

The following growl of an American
bachelor contains a kernal of truth in its
rough shell:—* < What do you say,now,
to our ladiesf’ said to me a bluff Yankee,
as we sat one night under the verands,
here in the hotel at Saratoga. ¢ Charm-
ing,’ of course I answered ¢pale, delicate,
bewitching ; dashing, too, and radiant’

‘Hoo! cried he, putting up his hands;

‘they can’t walk, they can’t ride. Look
at these chits here, dawdling by the foun-
tain. What are they doing now? what
have they done all day? Fed and dressed.
They have changed their clothes three
times, and had their hair washed, combed
and curled three times. That is their life.
Have they been out for a walk, for a ride !
Have they read a book ? Have they sewn
aseam? Not a bit of it. How do your
ladies spend their time? They put on good
boots, they tuck up their skirts, and hark
away through the country lanes. I was in
Hampshire once ; my host was a duke; his
wife was out before breakfast, with clogs
on her feet and roses on her cheeks; she
rode to the hunt, she walked to the copse;
a ditch would not frighten her,” a hedge
would not turn her back. Why, our wom-
en, poor; pale .’ ¢Come,’ I'said, ‘they
are very lovély” ¢Ugh! said the saucy
fellow, ‘they have no bone, no fibre, no
juice ; they have only nerves; but what
can you expect! They eat pearlash for
bread ; they drink ice-water for wine ; they
wear tight stays, thin shoes, and barrel
skirts. Such things are nor fit to live, and,
thank God, in a bundred years not one of
their descendants will be left alive.””
—Dizon’s New America.

Consolation.
“There is no grief, even on this sinful earth,
‘Without its consolation; none which faith
And patient love may not convert to bliss
Or make at least a path to it; and if
Such be our sorrows,—for our joys
Our sweet refreshments, richly interspersed
At intervals through all the narrow road
‘Which leads to life eternal—for all these
‘What thanks shall we repay ?"

4 Art thou consumed with soul-afflicting crosses ?

Disturbed with grief? annoyed with worldly |

losses?
Hold up thy head; the taper lifted high,
‘Will hush the wind when lower tapers die.”

‘beginning of the rebellion.”

The Hospitsl Review,

ROCHESTER, N. Y., MAY 15, 1867.

Visit to the Hospital.

The first one who met us as we entered
the Male Ward, was & colored man. He
had a spelling book in his hand, from which
he is learning to read—and on a fiy-leaf
we found the following brief record of his
history, which we give to ourreaders as we
copied it, verbatim :  Marshall Johnson—
Born the 1st day of March, 1826, at Cul-
pepper Court House, Virginia. At the age
of seventeen, he was taken to Alabama and
sold for $1700, and continued a slave to the
Our atten-
tion was next drawn ta a large, savage-
looking mistard paste, which was being
spread for a patient very ill with inflamma-
tion of the bowels. He was a stranger, we
learned, who had been brought here on his
way from Albany to Buffalo. The pale,
slender-looking soldier youth, who interest-
ed us last month, we found still here, not
having yet been sent, as he expected, to
Augusta, and looking, we thought, even
paler and thinner than on our last visit.
Farther along, we found a patient suffering
intensely with a foot which had been

“crushed by a railroad accident. He too

had, it seems, been a soldier—had been &
prisoner at Libby and afterwards at Ander-
sonville; and having escaped alive the hor
rors of Southern prisons and the many
perils of the army, no wonder that he felt
alittle impatient over a foot sved from the
war, to be crushed ingloriously by a rail-
way accident. But the most touching case
we found in this Ward, was that of a mute
here to be treated for some disease of the
throat. He had never been taught the al-
phabet for the deaf and dumb, and so every
means of communication with those around
him was closed, By signs, it is true, he
could make known his simple wants and,
sufferings—but the finer wants of the heart
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and soul, never to be able to utter—never
to have heard a loved one’s voice or name
—never to know sympathy—never to have
the mysteries of life explained, never to be
tanght of Jesus and of His blessed mis-
sion—how, inexpressibly sorrowful! His
face was a very expressive one, and he
watched our faces with looks of mingled
inquiry and appeal, most touching to wit-
ness. On & cot, A man was lying with his
head bound up, who had just had a severe
opera!:ion performed upon his eyes. Here
in this ward too, we saw a lad of sixteen,
wlio has been here for twelve months, hav-
ing had "both feet crushed in a fall from a
street car. In the adjoining apartment,
we found the burned man lying just where
we left him a month ago, and looking very
much the same, but really better. Here,
t00, we saw again, the patient then so ill
with disease of the lungs, but dressed now
and sitting up, very much improved. The
change in his appearance was marked and
pleasant. In a small Toom leading from
this, we found two more patients—one a
Southern soldier, who had served in the
Confederate army during the entire war,
without having received an injury, but who
was now here another victim of a railroad
accident, in which a foot had been sadly
mangled. Our little friend who accompan-
jed us, was much interested in seeing a
“live rebel,” but she found him looking
very much like other people—with nothing
especially ferocious about him, as we could
discover, but made up of flesh and blood,
and with 4 human heart like the rest of us.
A lady of our party said to him playfully—
“Well, here you are. A little while ago
you were fighting us at the North with all
your might, and now you are here being
taken care of by us.” *That's s0,” he re-
plied with a smile, and then added with
strong Southern accent, “but I reckon if
you had been born and raised at the South
as I was, you weuld have felt as I did.”
There was much truth in this, and it was
gratifying to see, as in this instanee, that

however intense the hatred of ‘the North
may be for the rebellion—that it does not
extend to individuals of the South—even
to those of the Confederate army—but to
the rebellion itself. In another corner of
the same room, was one of our own brave
soldiers, the one we mentioned last month
as recovering from his wounds, but he had
since over exerted himself and was not so
well.

As we went into the Female Ward, a
little girl of six years came running to
meet us, who, we learned, had a broken
arm which she had been brought here to
have cared for. But it was doing well, and
she seemed happy and forgetful of all pain.
The woman whom we found so very ill on
our last visit, was recovering and sitting up,
but looking very shadowy and pale. Her
baby, the baby which called out our spe-
cial admiration at that time, had been
adopted while the mother was so extremely
ill. She grieves for it very much, but it
was impossible for her to take care of it, as
she still would be for a long time to come.
Good homes have been found for several of
our Hospital babies the past month ; among
them, the child of that unfortunate young
woman whose sudden death we mentioned
in our last visit. The case of a young
mother, only seventeen, whom we saw, isa
sad one. She expresses great regret for
her past life, and in a recent conversation
with one of the Managers, she said,—“ O, I
have been so wicked! I ran away from
my father’s house; T was willful and dis-
obedient, and now here I am.” She refused
to give the address of her parents, and is
not willing to have them written to, but
says, “ When I recover, I am going home
to my mother and will never leave her
again.” She listened with interest while
Jesus was pointed out to her as the Friend
who came to seek and to save, not the
righteous, but sinners like her.

“If for any wish thou dar’st not pray,
Then pray to God to take that wish away.”
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A= Miss Falls brings us another list
this month, which makes 115 names that
she has brought us in all. "Who will emu-
late her good example? Everybody who
reads our Review could not probably if they
would, procure us 115 names, but every-
body could send us one. Is this not so?

—

Gorvespondence.

Mrs. F. will please accept our sympathy
in this, her hour of sorrow, and our thanks
for her successful efforts in behalf of our
Review :

Livox1a, April 16, 1861.
DEAR LADIES OF THE “ REVIEW” :

1 beg pardon for not sending you my subscrip-
tion for my paper before this, but gickness and
death in my family, has been the cause. Yes,
dear friends, our Heavenly Father has seen best
to lay His afflicting hand upon me, and has taken
one of His little precious lambs to His heavenly
home. That dear one was my own darling Uttle
babe ; but God, in His infinite wisdom, has seen
best to take it, and I hope and pray, that I may
say, “ Father, Thy will be done.” In my loneli-
ness, I asked, what can I do in my Master's ser-
vice, 8o that I should not be allowed to murmur at
His dealings with us? It was then I thought of
you and my unpaid subscription; and partly to
atone for my past neglect, I thought I would make
a little effort, and the result is, I send you two dol-
lars for four copies of your excellent little paper.
It is a treasure in any family, especially where
there are children. Wishing yon abundant suc-
cess in your laudable undertaking,

I remain your friend, Mes. 8. B. F.

Died,

At the Rochester City Hospital, on Thursday,
April 18th, 1867, of Convulsions, Mary McElroy,
aged 16 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, on Saturday,
April 17th, an infant of Mrs. J. Kelly, aged 3
weeks.

At the Rochester City Hospital, on Monday,
April 29th, an infant of Sarah Armatt, aged 2
days.

Superintendent’s Report for March.

1867. April 1. No. Patients in Hospital,.. 68
Received during the month, 36
Birthg,.eeviiernennnege.. 2108
Discharged,.....
Deaths) covereeerienenses

May 1. Remaining in Hospital,... e

List of Donations to the Hospital,
Froum APRIL 15th To May 15th, 1867.

Mrs. Dr. Hazeltine, Henrietta—1 crock of Pickles,
2 quarts of Raspberry Vinegar, 2 cans of Rasp-
berries.

Mrs. Wm. H. Ward—Package of Clothing.

Industrial School—4 Shirts.

Mrs. Rochester—Loaf of Bread.

Mrs. Bristol—Roll of Cotton.

Mrs. Williams—DPackage of Lint.

Mrs. McPherson—Can of Peaches and a Pie.

Mrs. Parsons—6 Cabbages.

Mrs. D: W. Marsh—A package of Clothing.

Mrs. M. Rochester—3 Shirts, 1 pair Slippers.

Miss Hibbard—Table Spread.

Miss Kellogg—Infant’s Clothes.

Cash Donations for March and April.

Little Monte ..... P L - 1}
Mrs. Cyrus Bentley, Chicago, ..v...vv.... 3 00
Mrs. M. J. Holmes, Brockport, .c......... 5 00
Donation Box, for March..... e PN 0 93
A Friend—By Miss A. K. Falls.......... 0 50

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM APRIL 15 To May 15, 1867,

'W. Southgate, Ontario Mills—By Mrs. Per-
King, ... ciiiiiiiiiiianan Weannaean $ 0 50
Mrs. B. McGuire, Miss M. Stowell, Mrs. D.
Lacy, Mrs. N. D. Torrance, Avon—By
Miss Emily Winans .....cvvevsnenn.
Mrs. B. Barnard, Mrs. 8. E. Smith, Mrs. N.
H. Fowler, Mrs. 8. B: Fowler, Livonia—
‘By Mrs. Fowler. .. coovvieiaeneennnss
Mrs. O. B. Jones, Mrs. Phelan, Mr. J.
Sprague, (2 copies)—By Mrs. Dr. Strong,
Mrs. E. H. Gay, Miss Leffingwell, Mrs, S.
‘W. Richardson, Miss E. M. Hunn, Mrs.
F. B. Hutchinson, Miss Libbie Hitcheock,
Mrs. Jacob Michaels, Mrs. I. Bunker,
Mrs. R. Ashley, Mrs. A. Saxe, Mrs. J. A,
Lull, Mrs. A, J. Diamond, Mrs. Robert
Johnson, Mrs. D. Lowrey, Mrs. J. Coop-
er, Mrs. A. 8, Janes, Mrs, Wieter, Mrs, H.
V. Chitten, Mrs. J. M. Barnes, Mrs. E.
G. Billings, Mrs. R. Woodruff, Mrs. A. R.
Eastman, Mrs. H. McLean, Miss L. Brad-
field, Mrs. E. D. Brown, Mrs. Binnard,
Miss 8. A. Adams, Mrs. George Arnold,
Mrs. Mylrea, Mrs. Epstien, Mrs.J. H.
Wilson, Mrs. A. Orvis, Mrs. H N. Peck,
Mrs. Chas. H. Briggs, New Hartford ;
Mrs. M. B. Fassett, Mrs. Wm. N. Emer-
son—By. Miss A. K. Falis........ rene
Robert Cameron—By Dr. Jones.........

2 00

2 00
2 00

18 00
0 60

Hospital Notice.

Application for the admission of Patients to the
Roghester City Hospital, may be made at the
Hospital, West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Streets, or to any of the attending Phy-
sicians, viz: Dr. H. W. Dean, North Fitzhugh
Street; Dr. W. W. Ely, South Fitzhugh Street;
Dr. Little, Plymouh Avenue; Dr. Montgomery,
@ pring Street; Dr. Langworthy & Dr. Whitheak.
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Ohildven's Depmiment,

From “The Nursery” for May.
Spring is Here.
Children, this is May;
Come forth all to play!
Hear the young birds sing!
Hear them hail the Spring!

Sparrow, robin, linnet, thrush—
How their merry notes outgush !
By their songs they seem to say,
‘ Thanks, oh thanks, for life to-day!”

Children dear, shall we not be

Grateful as the birds we see ?

Come, oh come, from far and near!

Come, and sing, “Spring, Spring is here!”

Come, and pluck the daisies;
Come, and sing their praises.
Pluck the violets blue—
Ah! pluck not a few.

God giveth all: oh, learn it in your childhood !
Worship Him at your tasks with fond endeavor;
‘Worship Him at your sports; worship Him ever;.

Worship Him in the wildwood;

Worship Him amid the flowers;

‘Worship Him at all hours.

Thank him for duty,.

And thank Him for all beauty—
For the music of the birds,.

For the grass, and for the herds.
Pluck the buttercups, and raise
Yoqur voices in His praise.

A long time ago; a little boy twelve
years old, on his way to Vermont, stopped
at a country tavern, and paid for his lodg-
ing and breakfast by sawing wood instead
of asking it as a gift. Fifty years later
the same boy passed the same little inn as
George Peabody, the banker, whose name
is the synonym of magnificent charities— -
the honored of two hemispheres.

“ What would I give,” said Charles..
Lamb, “to call my mother back to earth.
for one day, to ask her pardon on my.
bended knees for all those actg by which I
gave her geutle spirit-pain.”

Remember this, my young friend, when-,,

*ever you are inclined to disobey your mo-
ther, or to do anything which you know..
will grieve her. When she is dead, such
meisconduct will awaken bitter recoliections,

and you cannot ease your troubled soul by
asking her pardon. She who bore you,
who fervently loved you, and whose faith-
ful heart you made to ache, will have gone,
never to retyrn. The cruel deed will be
irreparable ! '

A Story for the Wet Holiday.

The children had tried every way of
spending a wet holiday pleasantly. After
a few sorrowful looks at the dull grey
clouds and dripping trees, they had wisely
concluded that as out-door sports were not
to be hoped for, they might as well try to
be happy at home. So with the aid of toys
and books the morning had passed merrily
enough. Dinner was now over, and a puz-
zling question arose among the little peo-
ple as they sat around the fire, “ what shall
we do this evening?” All the usnal eyen-
ing games had been played during the day-
time. Who could invent a new amuse-
ment ? .

¢ Ask father for a story,” suggested lif-
tle Walter, “a real true story, about some-
thing hé saw in his travels last summer.”
This happy idea met with loud applause,
shown by much stamping and clapping of
hands on the part of William and Freddy
Norton, and a quiet approval by May and:
Jessie, who chimed in with a. chorus of,
“QOh yes! that is the very thing.” So a
deputation proceeded to the study where
father was just folding up a letter he had
written, and petitioned him.to come to the
drawing-room and tell a story. The suit:.
being graciously granted, he was led to an
easy chair; while stools and little chairs:
were gathered closely round, that no word
of the real true story might be lost.

“Now, Freddy, before I begin, bring
your new map of France, look towards the
south-west, and try if you can find Ber-
gerac, 8 small town in the department of
Dordogne. Ah, there it is on the right
bank of the river; but we must travel a
little farther. Let us drive on for three
miles among the meadows, corn-fields and
vineyards, skirted by beeches and firs, and -
we shall reach the place I wish to take you
all to see, the village of LaForce. It .ison
the top of a hill; but look at those great
buildings,. so mueh larger than ovrdinary;
village houses. There are tive of them.
scattered® over a distance of two miles,
They are all. schools, sohools for orphan
boys and girls; schoels for blind and in<
curable children ; for idiota and epileptica,
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Try if you can remember the names of
these five schools, La Famille Evangelique,
Bethesda, Ebenezer, Siloe and Bethel.
“Twenty years ago not even one of
those school-houses was built, Just then
Mr. Bost was chosen by the Protestants of
LaForce. They were few in number and
oor in purse, but their minister was rich
in faith and love. He had long felt the
deepest pity for orphan and outcast girls,
and now resolved to try to help them.
‘Wishing to provide a home where some
of them could be taught about their heav-
enly Father and the Saviour who came to
seek and save the lost, Mr. Bost traveled
through France and England and told his
story. God opened the hearts of hearers,
and the happy minister returned to La-
Force with money enough to build one or-
phan house. He commenced his school
with three pupils—they were soon fifty.
Some of the people who sent girls to the

La Familie Evangelique, as this school was |

called, payed for them; but many others
were far too poor to do so, and as it cost a
great deal to feed and clothe so large a
family, Mr. Bost was obliged to take sev-
eral journeys to collect the necessary funds;
but he pleaded the cause of the orphans
first in prayer to God, and afterwards with
his people, and never pleaded in vain.

It soon occurred to Mr. Bost that poor
orphan boys needed training as tmuch as
poor girls, aud the good pastor began to
build another school-house. The way in
which he got a teacher for his boys was
very remarkable. One cold winter even-
ing, passinfg along a road near his own
house, he found a wretched beggar lying
on the grass by the wayside, exhausted
from fatigue and hunger. The starved
creature clasped a little wax image of the
Virgin Mary to his breast: with this he
had begged from door to door. Mr. Bost
helped bim up, took him home, and gave
him supper and bed. The next morning
poor Bartier, that was the man’s name,
was quite unable to walk. Cold and dam
had brought on disease. The pastor al-
lowed him to stay at the parsonage until
he was cured, eighteen months afterwards.
These were happy days for poor Bartier;
he learned to read and write, he learned to
love and obey the living Saviour, and soon
threw away the wax image. His health
being now restored, he was sent to a
school where teachers are trained; and
two years and & half later, when examin-

ed with sixty-five others, Bartier stood at
the top of the list, and was appointed
teacher of Mr. Bost’s newly-built school;
and, after thirteen years of labor, he was
still the much beloved master of the Pro-
testant boys of LaForce,

“The children in both the boys’ and
girls’ schools are kept busily employed, di-
viding their time between lessons and such
useful occupations as may fit them for be-
ing servants and artisans. The girls cook
their meals, clean the house, make the
clothes, and go out two by two to buy
things for the family. Even the boys
learn to knit and make mats, that they
may not be idle when compelled to stay at
horhe in wet weather; but the principal
work is in the ficlds and gardens. Baut, be-
sides teaching the hands to work and the
mind to think, Mr. Bost and his assistants
endeavor to train the hearts of children to
love, to love every one, but Him the best
who first loved them; and in many cases
the Holy Spirit has blessed their labors,
and the pupils of these schools have gone
forth as Christian men and women fo bless
the world.

¢ But I must not forget to tell you about
the poor idiots for whom Mr. Bost has
built a home. About twelve years ago, a
miserable looking little idiot child stood
one morning at Mr. Bost’'s door. He
could not put her in the school among the
other children, but could not bear to send
her away. His pity had a hard struggle

- with his prudence, but it won the victory

the little girl was taken to live in the pas-
tor's own house, though the doctors told
him he had better try to train a moukey
or adog. For some months all Mr. Bost's
tender care had no effect, the idiot child
seemed unable to learn anything, even to
pronounce one word; but one evening
during the singing of a hymn at family
worship, she made an attempt to join in
the tune, and from that moment her kind
teacher had found the key of her locked-
up mind. Under the softening effects of
musie, the poor girl learned little by little,
to speak, and after two years’ dpatient. train-
ing, she was not much behind other child-
ren of her age, in the knowledge of com-
mon things. She learned to speak, sew,
and knit well. Music and love had led
her out of the dark state of an idiot, into
the light of reason.

“There are now two fine asylums at La-
Force into which Mr. Bost receives such
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children. They are called Bethesda and
Siloe. Great gentleness and wonderfal pa-
tience are needed by the teachers of these
poor little creatures; but often before the
dull mind is able to learn the difference
between two and three, the weary heart of
the child seems to understand the simple
words, ‘God loveth thee,” and little ones

who are ignorant of everything else, have |

been heara crying, ‘O my Go
on me, take pity on me; I have great need
of it Mr. Bost remembers that sickness
and sorrow came into our world with sin,
and therefore he tries to lead all the child-
ren to Jesus, the great Physician, who can
at the same time forgive ‘their sins and
heal their diseases.

“Now, dear boys and girls, I have told

take pity

ou’ my true story; I'want yon to learn |\

m it something of the mighty power of
patient love. hat can yon do to help,

the little ones at LaForcef Can you not |

pray for them and their teachers? Might
you not now and then spare them some
money from your well-filled boxes?” Lit-
tle Walter had already slipped a bright
sixpence into his father’s hand. That was
his practical commentary on the third
charity.

Pretty Is that Pretty Does,

The spider wears a plain brown drees,
And she is a steady spinner;
To see her, quiet as any mouse,
Going about her silver house,
You would never, never, never guess
The way she gets her dinner!

8he looks as if no thought of ill
In ail her life had stirrrd her,
But while she moves with careful tread,
And while she spins her silken thread,
She is planning, planning, planning still
The way to do some murder!

My child, who reads this simple lay
With eyes down-dropt and tender,
Remember the old proverb says
That pretty is, which pretty does,
‘And that worth does not go nor stay
¥or povert'y nor splendor.

"Tis not the house and not the dress
That makes the saint or sinner.
To see the spider sit and spin,
Shut with her web of silver in,
You would never, never, never guess
The way she gets her dinner.

’ " work,

i

Business First, and Pleasure After,

“Pat the young horse in plough,” said
the farmer ; and very much pleased he was
to be in a team with Dobbin and the grey
mare. It was a long field, and 1gmly'he
walked across it, his nose upon Dobbin’s
haunches, having hard work to keep it at
8o slow a pace. ;

“Where are we going now !” he said,
. when he got to the top. “This is very
| pleasant.”

“ Back again,” said Dobbin.

“ What for?” said the young horse,
rather surprised ; but Dobbin had gone to

: sleep, for he could plough as well asleep,
as awake.

. “What are we going back for?” he
asked, tumin% round to the old grey mare.

“ Keep on,” said the grey mare, “or we

' shall never getto the bottom, and you'll

. have the whip at your heels.”

“Very odd indeed,” said the young

' horse, who thought he had had enough of

" it, and was not sorry he was eoming to the

" bottom of the field. Great was his aston-
ishment, when Dobbin, just opening his
eyes, again turned, and proceeded at the
same pace up the field again.

“How long is this going on?” asked
the young horse. "

Dobbin just glanced across the field as
his eyes closed, and fell asleep again, as he
began to calculate how long it would take
to plough it.

“ How long will this go on?” he asked,
tarniug to the grey mare.

“Keep up, I tell you,” she said, “or
you'll have me on your heels.”

When the top came, and another turn,
and the bot;ltom, and snother turn, the

r young horse was in despair; he grew
Ps‘i,teydizz;‘, and was glad, like Dobbif{r to
ut his eyes, that he might get rid of the
sight of the same grounds so continually,-

“Well,” he said, when the gears were
taken off,  if this is your ploughing, I hope
I shall have no more-of it.” But his hopées
were vain; for' many ‘days he ploughed,
till he got, not reconeiled to it, but tired of

complaining of the weary, monotonous

In the hard ‘winter, when comfortably
. housed in the warm stable, he eried out to
:Dobbin as*he was eating some delicious
oats, “I say, Dobbin, this is better than

loughing : do you remember that field4
fhope I shall never have anything to do
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with that business again. What in the
world could be the use of walking up a
field just for the sake of walking down
again? It’s enough to make one laugh to
think of it.”

“How do you like your oats?” said
Dobbin.

“Delicious!” said the young horse.

“Then, please to remember, if there
were no ploughing, there would be no
oats.

Like the Flowers.
May I like the violet be,
Growing up in modesty ;

May I truly happy be,
In showing forth humility.

May I like the lily grow,

Pure and spotless, white as snow;
May I ever thankful be

For the mercies granted me.

May I like the daisy, show
Content and patience where I go;
Always striving to possess

Some new mgrk of holiness:

Like the Rose of Sharon grow,

Do God’s holy will below,

Gain His smile; then welcome peace
Shall fill my soul, and never cease.

From the Presbyteriss.
The Fly’s Friends.
A fly that had just got itself out of a

dish of preserves, and had still much of
the syrup clinging to it, was surprised to

find how affectionate all the other flies had

grown. Indeed, they earessed it so much
that it began to think them rather tronble-
some. At last, however, they one by one
dropped off, and left it to itself, which it ab
first did not know the cause of; but, upon
examining itself, it found that the flies had
eaten up all the preserves that had been
sticking to it.

. % Ahal” said the fly. “8So it wasn't me
after all, but the preserves, that they liked
so much; as soon as that's all gone, they
leave me.”

They are not your true friends who but
stay by you as long as they think there is
some chance of making something off you,
orof living at your expense; but they are
your true friends who love you for your-
self, and nothing else, whether you berich
or poor. % Praxoxn.”

Ths Hospital Review.

Mizcellaneons, |

American Wonders.

The greatest cataract in the world is the
Falls of Niagara, where the water from the
great upper lakes forms a river of three-
quarters of a mile in width; and then, be-
ing suddenly contracted, plunges over the
rocks in two columns, to the depth of 170.
feet each.

The greatest cave in the world is the
Mammoth Cave in Kentucky, where any
one can make a voyage on the waters of a
subterranean river, and catch fish withont
eyes,

The greatest river in the world is the
Mississippi, 4100 miles in length.

_ The largest valley in the world is the
Valley of the Mississippi. It contains

-500,000 square miles, and is one of the

most fertile and profitable regions of the -
obe.

The largest lake in the world is Lake
Superior, which is traly an inland sea, be-
ing 430 miles long and 1000 feet deep.

The greatest natural bridge in the world
is the Natural Bridge over Cedar Creek in
Virginia. It extends across a chasm 80
feet in width and 250 feet in depth, at.the
bottom of which the creel flows.

The greatest mass of solid iron ‘in the
world is the Iron mountain of Missouri. It
is 850 feet high and two miles in circuit..

The largest number of whale-ships in the
world is sent out by Nantucket and New-,
Bedford. '

The greatest grain port in the world is
Chicago. .

The, largest single volume ever publish-
ed.is Webster's Unabridged Dictionary, an
American work—the best of the language
—containing as much matter as six family
Bibles.

The largest aqueduct in the world is the

{Croton Aqueduct in New York. Its length

is forty miles and  a-half, and it cost twelve
and a-half millions of dollars.

The largest. deposits of anthracite coal
in the world are in Pennsylvania, the mines

-of which supply the market with millions

of tons annually, and appear to be inex-
haustible.

All these, it may be observed, are Am-
erican “institutions.” In contemplation
of them, who will not acknowledge that
ours is a “great country.
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First Love.

Turning over papers—
Dead-leaf drift of years—

In the midst a letter
Stained with tears,

Face of any dead one
Scarce had moved me s0;

There my First Love lying,
Buried long ago.

Darling love of boyhood,
‘What glad hours we knew—

Tears so sweet in shedding,
Vows that were so true!

Dear face, round and dimpled,
Voice of chirping bird,

Hardly then, for heart throb,
Any word I heard.

But to know she loved me,
Know her kind and fair,
Was in joy to revel, :

‘Was to walk on air,

Happy, happy 16ve-time,
Over-budded spring,
Never came the summer
With its blossoming.
—Shilling Magazine.

GeNUINE Evoquence.—There are no
people in the world with whom eloquence
15 8o universal as with the Irish. When
Leigh Ritchie was traveling in Ireland, he
passed a man who was a painful spectacle
of pallor, squalor, and raggedness. His
heart smote him, and he turned back.

“If you are in want,” said Ritchie, “why
don’t you beg.”

“Surely, it’s begging 1 am, yer honor.”

“You didn't say a word.”

“Of course not, yer honor, but seehow
the skin is spakin’ through the trowsers!
and the bones cryin’ out through me skin!
Look at me sunken cheeks, and the famine
that’s starin’ in me eyes! Man alive, isn’t
it beggin’ I'am with a thousand tonguest”

Tae Arorocy Worse THAN THE Mis-
TARE.—A Jawyer addressed the court as
“gentlemen” iustead of “your honors.”
After he had concluded, a brother of the
bar reminded him of his error. He imme-
diately rose to apologize, thus :—* May it
please the court—in the heat of the de-
bate, I called your. honors, %entlemgn. e
made a mistpkeyand beg pardon,” ~

Toads Undressing Themselves.

Mcr. John G. Diamond, of Lord’s Valley,
Pa,, gives the following story :

“Some four or five years ago, I was sore-
ly troubled with insects in my garden. A
| friend recommended the introduction of
toads. Accordingly, I secured about &
dozen, and among ‘the toad family I had
one that was nearly twice as large as any
of the others. But now comes a feat more
astonishing than anything that I have ever
| seen or read in animated nature. One re-
- markable hot day, the large toad, together
with a very diminutive one, went through
the operation of divesting themselves of
their toggery; but either by mistake or
design, they. stripped themselves; changed
and swallowed each other’s garments.

The little fellow, I shall always think, was
the cause of the mischicf, for there was
such a comieal leer in his eye, and then he
gave such a knowing wink. A toad has
two stomachs or a crop, like a monkey.
Their object in swallowing their clothes is
for- the purpose of bleaching them. In
about an hour afterwards, they vomited
them up. The small one was the first to
get through, and you may believe me, gen-
tlemen, he was the first to get dressed, as
he had bat little difficulty in robing him-
self in such a big suit. However, there
was never & worse misfit palmed off in
Chatham street. As soon as his big com-
panion discovered the mistake, he. set up a
woful lamentation, and began to heave and
swell with a just indignation, and. with a
countenance resembling Jemmy Twitcher,
after picking - the drunken auctioneer’s
pocket, and then exchanging coats, he
looked after his little comrade with an ex-
pression that seemed to say, “bring back
the gentleman’s coat.”

But the young scape-grace kept at a
yard’s distance, and seemed to take a
roguish delight in tormenting his chum.
| Ou the other hand, the old fellow fumed
. and danced with .rage- until ‘he was fairly
- exhausted, Finally, he concluded to make
- a virtue of necessity by putting on thedit-
i tle chap’s clothes; in fact he had but the
. one alternative, to put them on or go naked.
. He commenced with the pants, and many
" were the abortive attempts and failures he
. had in trying to get them on; for the natu-
\ ral length would not reach but a little
| abovethe knee.: ButI:suppose he thought
i'that there mustibe:rasinething: dene, .far
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he had now discovered that there were
spectators about, and that he was indecent-
ly exposing his person. Conseguently, he
recommenced with redoubled ardor. He
tugged and pulled until the lower extremi-
ties collapsed, and the toes came through
with an audible report. After his toes
were through, with a great deal of diffi-
culty he drew up his pauts about the hips,
leaving his legs and nearly all of his thighs
as bare as a Scotch Highlander in his prim-
itive state. He then began to overhaul the
coat or upper garment. I thought it
would be like fitting Daniel Lambert or the
Belgian Giant, with a coat the size of Tom
Thumb’s,

The old fellow too, was not long in ma-
king up his mind that it was one of the
moral impossibilities, and from that time
he made no further efforts, but simply to
move himself off under a grape vine with
as dejected a countenance as Jonah sitting
under the eastern wall of Nineveh, Ina
few days he was missing. Whether he
died anatural death, committed suicide, or
emigrated, I cannot say. But.the scamp
that swindled him out of his best and only
suit, I saw a twelve month after. He had
grown considerable, but was easily recog-
nized by his clothes fitting him * too mooch,
too mooch intirely,’ as they say in Chat-
ham styeet.”

Narurar PHENOMENA AXD THEIR CAUS-
8 Accorpine T0 THE CHINESE. — The
earthquake is ascribed to the convulsive
struggles of a huge tortoise, to shift the
earth! from off his back. The eclipse is
said to be caused by a voracious dog, in
his attempts to swallow the orb of day.
And though some know better, and are
aware that it has to do with fixed laws, and
occurs at regular periads, yet excitement
prevails whenever the phenomena occurs:
gongs are beaten, and crackers are fired
from every house, to frighten away the
hungry beast.—Pictures of the Chinese.
By the Rev. R. H. Cobbold, M. A.

What is that which occurs once in a
minute, twice in & ‘moment, and not once
in a hundred years§ The letter M.

It has been asked, when rain falls, does
it ever get up again? Of course it does,
in dew time.

What kind of plant does & “duck of a
man” resemble? Mandrake.

An impatient Welchman called to his
wife-—¢ Come, come, isn’t breakfast ready ?
T’ve had nothing since yesterday, and to-
morrow will be the third day!” This is
equal to the stirring housewife, who rous-
ed her maid at four o’clock, with ¢“Come,
Bridget, get up! Here 'tis Monday morn-
ing, to-morrow is Tuesday, the next day’s
‘Wednesday—halfthe week gone and no-
thing done yet!”

Agents,
The following Ladies have kindly consented to
act as Agents for the Hospilal Review:

Miss MaGeie CuLBERTSOY, East Groveland.
“ L. A. BuiLEr,Perry Centre.
¢ E. A. C. HavEs, Rochester.
* MARrY W. Davis, “
Mrs. C. F. SPENUER, “
* PpEBE D. Davexporr, Lockport.
Miss MarY BrowN, Perinton.
Miss ADA MILT.ER, “
¢ Juria M'CHESNEY, Spencerport.
* LiLuiaN J). RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PHEBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
Miss Lottt J. WrieHT, Lewiston.

List of our Little Agents.

Linpa Broxsox, Rochester,
MARY PERKINS, “

FLORIE MONTGOMERY,

FaNNy and Enna CoLBURN, Rochester
FaNNY POMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
S. Hari, Henrietta,

JeNNiE Hurp, Rochester,

MARY LANE, “

BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SauuEL B, Woob, Rochester.
LIBBIE RENFREW, N

ELLa VAN Zanpr, Albany.
MinNiE MONTGOMERY, Rochester.
MARY WaATSON, “

Qilvertizements,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00 Quarter (‘olumn,..... $10 00
Three Mont.hs, . 200 One Third Colump,.. 12 00
SixMonths,. .. 800 Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One Year,.... 0 One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

A’Column contalns eight Bquares,

R.G. & H.W. MATHEWS,

Manufacturers and Dealers in the

Celebrated Cayuga Plaster,

For fertiliaing land; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS.
Water Lime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduot St., near Court.
Offioe & Warehouse, 83 Exchange Street,
Jan. 15, 1867, ROCHESTER,N .Y,
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AWAY WITH SPECTACLES.

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,

‘WITEOUT DOCTOR OR MEDICINES.
Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 centa.

Pr. E B, FOOTE.
Jan, 15, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAVWITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES.

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptured.
Sent, post-pald, on receipt of 10 cents,
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Aunthor of Medical Common Bense,
1180 Broadway, N.Y.

PERFE}E‘TION REACHED AT LAST.

Bodied in the New and Popuiar

Jan. 16, 18671 yr.

QOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE * FLORENCE™ took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80,000 Sold within the

Last three years, giving universal on to all. They
have no ’:ml uf!‘axgﬂ or Manufacturing Machine,

Warranted never to hiave “fits.™ Does its work alike
each ihy. el " B.E?SONS.O‘ X

1. Its sim an ran, WOr’

2. Its mukpln zur d(gsre‘nt stitches, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock double-knot.

ibl motion op d by simply turn-

8. The
ing 5 thamb-screw, enabling the operator to run the work
Trom tght to lsft or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the seam.
4. The perfemnish and substantial manner in which
the machine is e,
5. The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the
-w%rkl (mel.f ;l tenefon
. Its sel usting tenefon.
The “ FLORENCE" will sew from the fineat Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
eaking of thread. Ass Tailor’s mmugzturlng machine,
or fsmily machine, it has no equal. We make strong as-
sertions which we are prepared to substantiate in every

Belie‘::'not what the agents or friends of other machines
ms m but see the Florence before pnrghuing any other

rourself,
&‘ :ll‘o;ﬁ’nh of Btitching, Cloak and Dress Makin,
done to order, and all kinds of Ladies’ Garments made
order on short notice, in the neatest possible manner, by

com nt tors,
§eodl d best Oil, for._sale at this Office.
%clwko‘mt nve:.g.s State acrléet, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again,
For “:.:r;.l:mm HALL, Geperal
CH
Socherter, 5.,

Kov. 15, 1865,

A.S. MANN & CO.

RE now offering their usual complete assort-
ment of Goods adapted to

Spring and Early Summer Trade,
to which, and the low scale of prices now ruling,
they call the attention of their customers. Every
thing in the line of

House-keeping Linens and Cotions,
Shirtings, Dress Groods, Silks,
Shawls, Flannels, White Goods,
Laces and Embrovderves,

Woolen Cloths and Cassimeres,

and all other Goods in fullest assortment, such as
their stock and extensive business demands. Pri-
ces will be found low enough to satisfy alt at

37 and 29 State Street,
March 15, 1867. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.

GEORGE BRECK,
DRUGBIST AND APOTHECARY,

671 Bufale Sireel, .
ROCHESTER, N.¥
DEALER XX

Fancy & Toilet Goods,

AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,
For medicinal uses.
Particylar given to Physicians' Py p
Floral Depot for Frost & Co’s Greenhouses.
June 15, 1868,

CURRAN & COLER,

BSUCCESSORS TO B. KING & 0O.

Druggists & Apothecaries,
No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Court House,
Rochester, N. Y.
Apri},’88-pd.to '68.  @. w. GoLER.

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

" Nos. 27, 29 & 31 Exchange St.
ROCHESTER, N.Y.

CHas. F. Smira, GLMaN H. PERRINS.

(Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1866. tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,|
Nos, 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N. Y. -
Jen. 1866, Iy

Smith's Arcade,

RICOARD CURRAN,
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y,

ALFRED 8. LANE. mch, 1866. 1y CYEUS ¥. PAINE.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N. Y.
The following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.26 per Ib.
OOLONGS eeeeees80c, 90c. #nd $1.00
MIXED T 80c., 90c. and $1.00 - -
IMPERIAL, vesve.81 and sl 25 L
UNCOLORED JAPAN, best,£... n
ENGLISH BREAK.FAS’!‘ .81 and $1 0 »
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40¢, "
All poeds sold by thxs (%mpany are pat upin
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 éyery pound of Tea or
Coffee sold, is warra.nted to give entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned and the money re-
funded.

‘We have a full assortment of

Family Grocerles,

of every description, and offer all articles in our |

line so'low: as to make-it a¢ idl 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. iy 62 Buffalo Street.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

CE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &o. by week, month or year.
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenue, Foot of
Jefferson Street,

@3~ Orders left at J. PALMER'S IoE CREAM 84
LOON, Fitzhugh Street,- opposite the Court House,
aill be promptly attended to.

March 15, 186%..  E. L. THOMAS & 80,

GEORGE MoKAY, .
PAINTER & GLAZIER

CoRNER-OF STONE & ELY STREETS.
Walls Whitened or Tihted,
AND:PAINTING DONE, ,

In the most reljable and satiefactory manmer.
‘All oni-dera left as al
receive
oe ls“prompmte

v

veI or. nt hia realdenoe, on Ely 8t., -

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A, WAYTT,
Deslers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOKED AND SALT FfBH, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produce. Game of all kinds lwits season.

JOHN SCHLEIER,

DEALER IN

FRESH AND SALT MEATS,
LARD, HAMS, &c. &c.
No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1861.

' LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ArcapE-HarL, Gt
No. 7 ExCHANGE PLACE, }ROCHESTER Ny

CASH CAPITAL REPRESEN TED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER

Agents for a large number of the most rehable
Companies én the United States.
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjuste
ed and paid.
H. P. BREWSTER,
Rochester, Sept.‘ 1866.

THE OLD & RES?ONSIBLE
D. LEARY'’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y

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

&~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL.
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright. colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without mgury to the colors; also, Ladies' and
Gentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Oolored with-
ouk nppmgoand pressed nicely. Silks, Woolen
or Cotton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colorg, and finished with neatnessand dispatch, on
vé\éy reasonable terms.

oads dyed black every Thursday.

All goods returned in one week.

IS Goods received and returned by Express.

. Bills collected by Express Co.

Address D, LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts.,
_Jen, 1867, Rochester, N.Y,

E. N. BUELL.
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INTERESTS OF THE SICK & SUFFERING,
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¢,

AT THE [

ROCHESTER CITY HOSPITAL.

‘1 WAS SICK AND YE VISITED ME."

Vou. IIL

————

ROCHESTER, N. Y., JUNE 15, 1867.

No. 11.

— ———

THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of evéry Month, by
THE PUBLISEING OOMMITTEE:

Mrs. MALTBY STRONG, Mrs. WM. H. PERKINS,
“ N. T. ROCHESTER, “ Dr/MATHEWS.

TERMS—TFifty Oents & Year, Payable in Advancs,

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. Q. Drawer 53.

Letters of inquiry, and all business letters, are’

requested to be sent to Mrs. Dr. MaeTHEWS, Cor-
responding Secretary, 28 Spring Street.

Wm. 8. Falls, Book and Job Printer.
Over 21 Buffalo Street, opposite the Arcade.

For the Hospital Review.
Proorastination.

Ah! little brown bird, in your'dainty nest,

You did not heed my warning weeks ago,
Ere leaves had wakened from their winter rest

And not a daisy graced the garden row;
I.bade you wait 'till buds began to start,
"Pill warm airs stirred the sleeping maple's heart,
And the brave crocus thrust the earth apart,

To push its green spears out above the snow.

You perched just thers upon a barren spray,

With head turned sideway for a glance at me,
And poured your heart out'in a careless lay

That called your wee mute from some neighbor-

ing tree. [heed,

I saw with vague forebodings that you would not
And vexed with what I called your foolish speed,
I said, “ sing on, the time is short indeed,

Otie swallow makés no suramer you shall see,”
But day by day ydu fluttered in and out,

And trilled your love-songsin such merry mood,
I-half forgot to nurse my cherished doubt-

Of future tims, the present seemed so good.

The nest wae builded; and no bitter blast

Had tossed the wee thing from its harbor frail ;

The leaves crept out and shelterpd it at last,
And now you hover over your callow brood.

Ah me! when life was in its early spring,
Love, like a bird, came fluttering to my breast,
And hovering there with poised and quivering
wing
Asked leave to enter, build, and brood and rest:
But fearing adverse winds and beating storms,
I said, “too soon, I'll wait 'till summer comes;”
And Love was chilled, and flew to warmer homes,
And so, alas! I have no sheltered nest,

Lie safely there, wee brown-winged mother-bird!
I see, too late, your instinct told you true;
Sing, happy father, 'till the air is stirred
With sweeter music than the May-time knew !

- Had I been wise a8 you, my nest to-day

Might boast, mayhap, a group as fair and gay,
But spring has flown, and summer speeds away,
While Love returns, ah, nevermore to me.
Mgs. Jas. H. WiLLIaMg.

Irritability of Illness.

Those who are blessed, with- health can
never know until they are called upon to
suffer, what heroic strength of spirit lies
hidden under the mask of silent, uncom-
plaining suffering; how strong. the tempta-
tions are to be unreasonable, pettish or re-
pining ; how difficult it is to be grateful,
and still more to be amiable, when the ir-
ritated frame loathes the sunshine of a
smile, and-dreads the tear and the cloud,
where all is pain-and weariness and bitter-
ness! Let the healthy lay these things
ever-to their heart, and when they serupu-
lously perform their duty—while they rev-
erence the fortitude and patience of the
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gentle and resigned, let them have pity up-
on many a poor and querulous sufferer ;
upon their side, let the sick not forget that
the reverence and love thus excited are as
the elixir of life to their often wearied and
overtaxed attendants; quickening them to
exertioy By the sweetest of influence, in-
stead of exhausting them with the struggle
to perform an ungrateful duty. ‘

‘“There’s Light Beyond.”

“How is the Lord dealing with you?”
inquired a stranger softly; silently- watch-,
ing for some time the light and shadow
flitting over the face of the sick woman,
whose dwelling she had that day for the
first time’entered.

The pale emaciated form that lay extend-
ed on the bed, might easily have been mis-
taken for a corpse, had it not been for the
occasional spasmodic contraction of the
features, that told of the sufferings within;
whether wholly bodily, or mental, was not
then evident.

A glad uplifting of the closed eyes, fol-
lowed by a smile of unutterable peace, re-
sponded to the voice of sympathy.

“Do you suffer much?” continued the
visitor. ’

“More than they know,” answered the
invalid, glancing at the half opened door
of an inner chamber, where sat her hus-
band at his work, his sister, and a little
child by his side—* More than any one can
tell, but God and myself.”

“ How long have you lain here?”

“Soon it will be three years.”

“ And in this continuous pain and weak-
ness?”

The same smile—the same rapid glance
upward, that seemed to pierce beyond the
murky sky, visible through the upper pane
of the window. The sick woman passed
her hand slowly over her brow, and in a
voice of thankfulness, replied,—

“ Pain |—yes |—but there are no thorns
here, you see, no bruises,” and, stretching
forth her arms, until they formed a line
across her pillow, she continued, “No
nails,” and she spread forth her open palms,
“No spear here!” and she clasped her
hands over her fast-beating heart ; for « He
was wounded for my transgressions, He
was bruised for my iniquities, the chastise-
ment of my peace was upon Him, and
with His stripes I am healed.”

« When did you know this{”

“ With my head years ago; with my
heart, only since I lay here; yet these
were the words with which the Holy Spirit
strove with me in girlhood, and I compre-
hended but little what it meant; it was
nothing to me then, it is everything to me
now.”

The visitor was a stranger no longer, for
the words and smile told of one faith, one
Father, and one fatherland ; and afterwards
when she watched the affectionate care of
the young husband, and listened to the
prattle of the fair four years’ child she mar-
veled if these ties, so soon to be severed,
had any part in casting the shadow which,
from time to time, seemed to gather on the
fast closing pilgrimage of the sufferer.

“Your husband—and your little child!
Can you look forward resignedly to part
with them !” inquired her friend, thinking
that now she had a clue to the cause of the
depression.

“Oh, yes!” was the cheerful answer.
“ A fortnight past I was able to give them
to Jesus, and now He has all of me.”

The Good Shepherd had allured her into
the wilderness, and she was learning there
to trust the God of the valleys, as well as
t(,l)le God of the hills, as the ever faithful

ne.

Still there was one cloud, and one alone,
that disturbed at intervals the otherwise
unbroken peace of Letty 8—'s quiet con-
fidence. It was the unsubdued terror of
the last enemy, lest in the valley of death
the brightness of the face of her Saviour
should be veiled, and a dread of the final
physical struggle; fearing also the anguish
of that moment, and that she should then

. dishonor Him she loved.

The cup was mixed with weariness and
pain, but *with strong consolation ;” it
was the loving cup !—it was worth drain-
ing—it was drained at last! The death-
angel came, but Letty still shrank from the
shadow.

“I want you to pray for me,” she said
one morning, when more than usually
t.e‘tinpted, turning to one watching by her
side, *

“ Prai that the dark valley may be
light; that I may see Jesus, and not go
down in a cloud. I want you to pray now,
and every step of your way home.”

They did so.

The dying woman listened, and in a
voice of peculiar feeling whispered, as if
some sweet assurance dawned, “ God hears
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—your prayers, God answers!” "and the
cloud was raised for a moment. Another
fearful physical pain shook her frame, and
ng:in the enemy came in like a flood, when,
after a pause, as if to meet him, by dis-

ying the banner of our faith, she told
orth, in broken words, her shield, her ref-
uge, and her everlasting peace. “He was
wounded for my transgressions, He was
bruised for my iniquities, the chastisement
of my peace was upon Him, and with His
stripes I am healed;” aund then, as she
ca‘l;ght. the eyes bent on her face, she added,
“We shall soon meet again—you know.
‘It won’t be for long,'—

Her failing breath could not conclude
the couplet—and as a voice beside her re-
peated it for her,—

“And tht'a’n how trinmphant the conqueror’s

“Yes,” she added; “but you will pray
every step of the way home, about the
clond?”

And the friend promised ; and they part-
ed, to meet no more, until they mingle
songs of praise in the dawn of that day
where shadows can never more darken the
brightness of the King in His beauty.

Yet that afternoon clouds darkened on
the soul of Letty S—— as never before,
"just as we saw the heavy canopy of vapos
gather round the setting sun, before its last
golden beams are shed over the earth. Sa-

tan knew he was soon to be bruised be- |

neath her feet, and that his trinmph was
only in harassing the feeble one upon the
threshold of that rest he could never trou-
ble.

She was looking onward to the cloud,
and adding a shadow to her path, when the
grace given for the present moment is the

romise, and for the future there is a light
yond that never failed.

“ At eventide it shall be light!”

Midnight came, and the earth-mist which.

had shrouded the fair land of promise from
the eye of faith saddenly dissolved, and
the brightness of. that dying face, and the

broken song of praise bore testimony that:

the shadows were at her feet, and that joy

unutterable and full of gloty was breaking |

upon her soul. . ]
There is no shadow but the sun is near;
there is no cloud but there is light beyond ;

and the faith which presses forwaid shall |

feel the shadow worth chasing, if it has ob-
scured one sight of the Beloved, on whom
the soul is leaning while coming up from

the wildemess. Oh ye, over whom the
clouds are gathering, who have sat beneath
the shadow! be not dismayed if they rise
before you. Press on—There is light be-
yond.—From an English Tract.

Vertue.
Sweet day, so cool, so calm, 8o bright,
The bridal of the earth and skie;
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night,
For thou must die.

Sweet rose, whose heart, angrie and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye,
Thy root is ever in its grave,
And thou must die.

Sweet apring, full of sweet days and roses,
A box where sweets compacted lie,
My musick shows ye have your closes,
And all must die.

Onely a8 sweet and vertuous soul,
Like seasoned timber, never gives;
But though the whole world turn to coal,
Then chiefly lives.
GRORGE HERBERT.

Lesson from a Painting.

Ireneus, of the New York Observer, in
a letter from the Pitti Palace, says:

The ceiling of the saloon where we be-
gin to study the pictures, in order, has a
moral that one may well learn, even from
heathen mythology: it is a lesson the
young are slow to take; but they never
come to much of anything in this world
till they do learn it; and for the want of
it, thousands go to the bad. The painting
is by Pietro da Cartona, and represents Mi-
nerva taking a young man from Venus and
conducting him to Hercules. There is no
need of pausing here to preach a Christian
sermon from this pagan text. There are
several texts in the Proverbs of Solomon
teaching the same idea. Minerva is the
goddess of wisdom; Venus of sensual
love; and Hercules the god of strength,
energy, power. Wisdom takes a young
man away from sensual indulgence, and. in-
spires him with force to do and conquer in
tge battle of life, And it is just this that
makes the difference in the success of men.
Few are born fools. All have wisdom to
know the . right, but many yield to indo-
lence, or viop~—thsat is, they follow inclina-
tion, instead of the voice of wisdom, and
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g0 fall victims. to love, the love of ease, of
pleasure, of idleness, or of sin; and waste
the vital forces in mere sensual indunlgence.
They make a failure, totally; they lay the
blame on circumstances, and, perhaps, won-
der that others, not half so well endowed
as they, bear off all the prizes in the games,
If they had goune to Hercules; if they had
forsaken Venus; had they put on-the ar-
mor, and fought manfully the good fight,
with energy, faith, perseverance and truth,
they would have won.

“The Poor ye have always with you.”

Near us they pass, with ever downcast eyes,
Upon their sombre ways;

Theirs all the shadows, ours the sunny skies,
And all the happy days.

Near us they pass. We, doubtless, throw a glance -

Of pity at their lot,
Then turn away and on our paths advance,
And they are all forgot.

Near us they pass, and as we, busy, go,
We feel a moment's smart,

And we look in and see the secret woe,
The needy, barren heart :

And pitying thoughts may come as thns we view,
Perchance our tears may flow,

But to console them we must know them too,
And little do we know!

Know of the sorrows which their lot betide,
Their joyless fireside hours,

Although their sombre way liea side by side
With our own path of flowers,

We call them brothers oft upon our knees,
Before the Father’s throne,

O false and cruel word! His pure eye sees
How cold our hearts have grown.

1 fear that God is weary, brethren mine,
Of this our worship vain,

And that no image of His love divine,
Our gelflsh hearts retain.

‘Oh! not for us to speak of gospel balms,
Of God's compassion high,

When we have for them but the facile alms
‘We throw as we pass by:

‘When never, pressed in ours, their hand has
stirred
‘With throbs we too coyld feel,
Apd we have measured out the icy word,
‘Which knows not how to heal :

If never did we of ourselves impart—
‘What we have felt and known,

And if they know not that their wounded heart
Is sigter of our own. ’

Not such, O Jesus! Thy consoling word,
Not sueh thy pitying eye,

Not such the heavenly tidings which they heard
‘When Thou wert passing by.

Thou did’st not look upon them far apart,
But followed where they stepped,
They saw Thee suffer, folt the brother’s heart,
And at Thy dear feet wept.

Poor, outcast, blinded, guilty sons of woe,
They dared Thy face to see.

Ah! who that untold pity will bestow,
They ever found in Thee ?

Ah! who these lonely, wounded hearts shall reach,
And give the good they crave?

nAd who, O Jesus, our cold lips shall teach
The blest word which shall save?

‘Who light within our souls that sacred fire,
‘Which burns by night and day,

| That love which nothing can repress or tire,

Of Thine own love a ray ?

When shall we know Thee, Thou sole helping
Friend,
Love tender, strong and true?
When shall we love enough to comprehend,
Enough to suffer toe ?

When shall we love enough, ye sons of night,

‘Who in your darkness fall,
To fold you in that pity infinite,
One Father feels for all ?
~~Hours at Home.

“As we know not from what and how
many unseen dan%ers the intervening Pro-
vidence of God has delivered us in our
progress through life, so we cannot under-
stand from how many sins and crimes, the
trials we have experienced may have kept
us back.”

% Whatever we beg of God, let us also
work forit, if it be a matter of duty or
consequent to industry ; for God loves to
bless (}abor and to reward it, but not to
support idleness.”

Your honor does not stand in compelling
men to observe your will, so much as in
inspiring a right will in them, and enabling
tham to obev that.
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Early Marriage.

I am a father, and feel an interest in
my children. I am a citizen, and feel so-
licitous for the virtue and happiness for
other men's children. Years of experience
and observation, enable me to speak with
assurance upon the subject indicated above,
The time was when young men sought
their companions at an earlier date than
now, though perhaps with less anxiety
about the means of living in style. The
dictates of affection and of sound philoso-
phy were heeded more than the mere con-
ventionalities of society ; the result of
which was the happiness and success of the
married pair. I believe that God intended
early marriage a8 a stimulus to mutual love,
industry and economy, as well as a safe-
guard for individual and social virtue.
Mnultitudes of the yeung men of the pres-
ent time lose both moral purity and cour-
age, in a vain, single-handed struggle to
become wéalthy, be%ore they take to them-
selves a companion for life. Life’s battle
should not be fought, nor its achievements
enjoyed, alone. *Two are better than one.”
Adam was but a youth in years, when God
said, “It is not good that man should be
alone,” and gave him a *help-meet for
him.” Let affection go out and rest upon
a worthy object, when in the full strength
of vigorous youth, and a man becomes bet-
ter qualified for every effort to secure the
comforts and enjoyments of a united des-
tiny. Besides, what fortunes are expended
in preparing for supporting a wife! Better
expend those fortunes in helping the wife
to look after and care for the interests of
these young men as husbands. Poverty is
not necessarily a crime ; nor is wealth nec-
essary to conjugal happiness. One virtu-
ous, industrious, married young man, is
worth a dozen who are never going to mar-
ry until they have their thousands. For
ten to one that both reputation and prop-
erty will slip through their fingers, and
themselves sleep in a premature grave,
What has made many a man a hero in life’s
great fight, has been his duty of affection
and providence toward wife and children.
Industry, intelligence, moral worth, and a
warm reciprocation of affection, whether
rich or poor, gonstitute the chief guarantee
that married life will be a rich blessing.
Let me say to young men: If you are out
for yourself, and there is one in the sun-
shine of whose pure affection you can trust,

who is true and willing to struggle with
you, be not ashamed nor afraid to make
your interests one, and look to a kind
Providence to second your efforts for suc-
cess in your calling. K

The Angels’ Mission.,

‘“ Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth
to minister to them who shall be heirs of salva-
tion "

““Hark, how the angels,+as they fly,
Sing thro' the region of the sky,
Bearing an infanf in their arms,
Securely freed from sin's alarms.

“ Welcome, dear babe, to Jesus' breast,
Forever there in joy to rest;

‘Welcome to Jesus’ court above,

To sing the great Redeemer’s love.

““We left the heavens and flew to earth,
To watch thee at thy mortal birth;
Obedient to-thy Saviour's will,

We stand to love and guard thee still.

“ We, thy protecting angels, came

To see thee blessed in Jesus' name,
When the baptismal geal was given

To mark thee, child, an heir of heaven.

* When the resistless call of death

Bade theé resign thy infant breath ;
‘When parents wept and thou dids’t smile,
‘We were thy guardians all the while.”

“Now, with the lightning’s speed we bear
The child committed to our care,

‘With anthems, such as angels sing,

We fly to bear thee to our King.

“ Thus sweetly borne, he flies to rest,
We know 'tis well—nay, more—'tis best,
When we our pilgrim's path have trod,
Q may we find him with our God.”

Trust.
To Him who hears. I whisper all ;
And softlier than the dews of heaven
The tears of Christ's compassion fall:
I know I am forgiven |

Wrapt in the peace thal follows prayer
I hold my hands in perfect trust,
Forgetful of the cross I bear
Through noonday heat and dust.

No more life's mysteries vex my thought;
No cruel doubts disturb my breast;
My heavy-laden spirit sought
And found the promised rest.
Miss KiMBALL.,
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Good Feelings.

‘We know a blunt old fellow who some-
times hits the nail on the head more aptly
than philosophers. He once heard a man
much praised for “ good feelings.” Every
body joined and said the man was possess-
ed of excellent feelings.

“ What has he done{’ asked the old

enius.

¢ He is possessed of the most benevolent
feelings,” was the reply.

“ What has he done?” cried the old fel-
low again.

By this time the company thought it
necessary to show some ':)?his favorite do-
ings. They began to cast about in their
minds; but the old man still shonted,
“ What has he done#” They owned they
could not name any thing in particular.

“Yes,” answered the cynic, *you say
that he is a man that has good feelings.
Now, gentlemen, let me tell you that there
are people in this world who get a good
name simply on account of their feelings.
You can’t tell one generous action they
ever performed in their lives, but\they can
look and talk most benevolently. I kmow
a man in this town that you all would call
a surly, rough, and upamiable man, and
yet he has done more acts of kindnesss in
this county than all of you put together.
You may judge people’s actions by their
feelings, but I judge people’s feelings by
their actions.”

The Secret.

“T noticed,” said Franklin, ¢ a mechanic
among a number of others, at work on a
house erecting but a little way from my
office, who always appeared to be in a mer-
ry humor, who had a kind word and ckeer-
fal smile for every one he met. Let the
day be ever so cold, gloomy or sunless, a
happy smile danced like a sunbeam on his
cheerful countenance.” Meeting him one
morning, I asked him to tell me the secret
of his constant happy flow of spirits.”

1 “No secret, Doctor,” he replied. “I
have got one of the best of wives, and when
I go to work, she always has a kind word of
encouragement for me; and when I go
home she meets me with a smile and a kiss;
and then tea is sure to be ready, and she has
done so many little things through the
day to please me, that I cannot find it in
my heart to speak an unkind word taq any
body.” What influence, then, has woman

over the heart of man, to soften it and
make it the foundation of cheerful and
pure emotions! Bpeak gently then ; greet-

.ing after the toils of the day are over, costs

nothing, and goes far towards making
home happy and peacefal.

A Heroine.

At Pilan, in Prussia, now lives a woman
who has for some years consecrated her life
to the noble and dangerous task of rescu-
ing persons from drowning. Whenever a
tempest comes on, day or night, Catharine

- Kleinfeldt, who is the widow of a sailor, is

ready with a boat, in which she puts out to
sea, and frequently goes farther than any

. other, in order to give help to those who

may be shipwrecked. More than three
hundred individuals have been saved by
her efforts, and, accustomed for twenty
years to make voyages with her husband,
she possesses a 'skill and hardihood that
renders those efforts unusnally successful.
‘Whenever she is seen, the greatest respect
is paid to her, and the sailors regard her
as their guardian angel; the very children
of the fishermen go upon their knees to
her, and kiss the skirts of her dress. The
Prussian and other governments have de-
creed her medals, and the Principality of
Pilau, has made her an honorary: citizen for
life. She is about sixty years of age, with
an athletic figure and great strength (a
Grace Darling enlarged into gigantic pro-
portions); she has a mascaline countenance,
which, however, is softened by the benevo-
lent expression that it constantly wears.

All’'s Well.\

The day is ended. Ere I sink to sleep
My weary spirit secks repose in Thine ;
Father! forgive my trespasses, and keep
This little life of mine.

‘With laving kindness curtain Thou my bed,
And cool in rest my burning pilgrim feet ;
Thy pardon be the pillow for my head—
8o shall my sleep be sweet.

At peace with all the world, dear Lord, and Thee,
No fears my soul’s unwavering faith can shake;

All's well! whichever side the grave for me

The morning light m:{ break.

v 188 KIMBALL.

“To follow foolish precedent, and wink
‘With both our eyes, is easier than to think.”
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@he Hospitsl Review,

ROCHESTER, N. Y., JUNE 15, 1861.

Visit to the Hospital.

The grass had been newly cut on the
wide lawn in front of the Hospital—the air
was heavy ladén with the breath of roses,
and around us everywhere was the bloom,
the sweetness of June. Full of beauty—
foll of gladness, seems the world at this
loveliest season, and yet underneath it all
is the wail of human sorrow. We were
forcibly reminded of this on our recent
monthly visit to the Hospital. How those
weary, suffering faces seemed to mock the
June roses and the sunshine. But the
warm and balmy air had come with “heal-
ing ou its wings” to many in our Hospital.,
We found the Wards much thioner than a
month ago—several patients had left, and
others, convalescing, were out of doors.
Presuming that our readers will want to
hear from those we mentioned last month,
we will begin with Marshall Johnson, the
colored man, whom we missed as we en-
tered the ward, and learned that he had
recovered, and gone to a place of service in
the country, and whither, as we trust, he has
carried with him his spelling-book and
Testament. The pale young soldier, whom
we have repeatedly mentioned, was also
gone—not to Angusta as he expected, but
had become so much better that he had
engaged in business in town. This intelli-
gence 'was more than we could have hoped
for, as he deemed so frail and feeble on onr
last visit. The mute, we found still here,
and that his case was not so comfortless as
we supposed last month. He understands
the sign-language, and we held quite a con-
versation with him through our Confeder-
ate soldier. In reply to our various ques-
tions, we learned that he had been taken
to church regularly by his mother, since he
was three years of age, and that he had been
taught by her of Jesus,.whom he Joves.

Shut away from communication with the
world as he is, it was a great relief to learn
this of him—without which, all the best
gifts of life would pall, and with which he
could afford to be deprived of all else.
There are only two in the Hospital with
whom he can converse. He is very anxious
to learn to read, and the Southern soldier
kindly offers to teach him if books for the
purpose can be procured. The Southern
soldier is the one alluded to last month,
who was brought here with a foot which
had been crushed by a railroad accident.
His foot is doing remarkably well, and he
interests us much by the kindness he mani-
fests towards this poor mute, and by his
courteous and pleasant manners. J.C., a
patient who has been very ill for six months,
we found sitting up—looking brighter and
more hopeful than we have ever seen him,
and epjoying a visit from his danghter and
grand-children. We wentto pay a visit to
the burned man, whose cot had been
drawn up to the window in the corner, but
confined and helpless still, as he must be
for long weeks to come. He seems, how-
ever, very patient—very cheerful always—
and we can but hope that his severé suffer-
ings may prove richest blessings in disguise.
He has learned to love Jesus and to pray,
since he has becn with us, and gives joyful
evidence of that faith—by which he can
triumph over sin and pain, and death—
and “come out conqueror and more than
conqueror.” The little girl with the broken
arm, did not come to meet us this time, as
we entered the Female Ward. We thought
of her however, and learned that she had
become quite well and had gone home,
‘We stopped to have a little conversation
by the couch of a young woman, whose
white, colorless face and lips, and weary ex-
pression, interested us. She has been here
a sufferer for six months—but is now, as it
is hoped, begiuning to improve, Sheisa
member of the Methodist Church, and fipds

omfort in her Saviour during these long
months of trial. We were quite struck with
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the beaming, sunshiny face of an old lady
who came forward to greet us, and learned
that her name was Mary B., who is here to
be treated for varicose veins. She, too, has
the consolation and support of the Christ-
ian, in all the various trials and infirmities
of old age. Mrs. B. is a patient who has
been here for a year, suffering from debili-
ty, followiné a severe cdurse of typhoid
fever. The sick woman whose baby was
adopted last month, we found still here,
and looking even more shadowy than on
her last visit. She had recently had a visit
from her baby, of which she told us with
a bright face—he had found, she said; such
a nice home, and was so well, so fat, so
happy—and all this had sweetened to her

the bitter trial of partiog with'him. In the |

same apartment with her, we were sorry to
find our Fanny, who has been a faithful
assistant in the Hospital for two years,
prostrated with paralysis. She was weep-
ing bitterly, and seemed quite disconraged,
but became soothed and quieted while the
Manager, who accompanied us, talked to
her of the Saviour, whom Fanny has learn-
ed to love since she has been with us—and
whom she may now, on her bed of suffer-
ing, be able 4o glorify by her submission
and patience. She came to us—one of
those unfortunate girls of whom we have
been called to receive so many, and her
case is one to fill us with greatest encour-
agement in our efforts for this class. Her
reformation has been complete. Nellie and
Jessie, two interesting children, well known
to the Managers, we found among the sick,
administeritg snch comfort as they cootd—
and greeted everywhere with welcome.
Little Jessie has been catled the #Angel of
the Hospital” They have no home but
with us.

‘We bade adieu to the various sufferers |

in whose cases we always find much to in-
terest us; with regret that we can see themy,
and know them so little, Could we kno
better the individual histories and struggle
of each, we might be able to help them in

some way to bear their life burdens. The
work of administering relief is a very bless-
ed ;me, and wide open to us all. Let us
each ask ourselves—are we doing all we
canf

A Pressing Want.

We commend the following to the spe-
cial notice of our friends, the sim.ple state-
ment of which will, we are sure, prove
safficient :

My DEax Mzs. Eprrress:

In talking with the Matron at our Hos-
pital, a few days since, I found that there
was one % wamt"” which has not, I think,
been mentioned in your paper, but which
is often very pressing—it is dresses and out-
side garments. Under-clothing and night-
dresses are naturally enough remembered
by the friends of the sick, but sometimes
the erphan and the friendless are brought
to the Hospital, destitute of garments
suitgble to send them out of the Imstitn-
tion when recovered. One case occurs to
me now: an orphan girl of eighteen, had
been sick of a fever when brought in. Miss
H. said, “ what we are to do for a dress for
the poor child to leave us in, I dort know,
for she had only the one she bad on, and
that was worn out.” The nurse said,  she
is by far the most destitute, forsaken, friend-
fess person, we have ever had here: there
seems to be no one to care for her or in.
terest themselves about her.” Now, dear
Editress, remembering your bappy faculty
of presenting “ wants” and reminding your
readers of the garments so often’ accumula-
ting in trunks, closets and garrets, where
moth and dust will corrupt, I thought I
would suggest to you to bring this # want”
before your readers,

Very truly yotws, A Visiror.

‘ Barth is an island partad roung with fears—
The ‘way $o Heaves is through a sea of tears;
It'is a stormy passage, where is foynd

The wreck of many & ship, but no man drowned.”
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We have been much gratified at the re-
ceipt of the following:

My Dear Mgs. ARNER ¢

I think it will please you to know, that
far away in California, your paper is wel-
comed. In a letter received some time
since, mention is made of the Review, and
the pleasure with which it is received ; and
one little girl committed to memory a piece
from it to recite in her school. A,

From the New York Observer.
The Blessedness of Giving.

This form of the blessedness of doing
good is not confined to the rich; it is of-
ered to all; for the question whether those
of smaller means can reach it is effectually
answered and put at rest by the principle
of proportion, which enters into the very
essence of liberality. “ As God hath pros-
pered.” “As every man hath received.”
4 For if there be first a willing mind, it is
accepted according to that a man hath,
and not according to that he hath not.”
(2. Cor. 8.) The ratio of ten dollars to a
hundred is just as great as the ratio of one
thousand dollars to ten thousand dollars,
or of twenty thousand to two hundred
thousand. Hence the poor man who gives
ten dollars a year may in reality practise a
princely liberality as much as one of larger
means who gives a thousand, or ano-
ther of still larger means, who gives two
hundred thousand dollars. The “ poor
widow” who put in her two mites exceed-
Jing them all, for it was “all her living.”
(Mark 12.) d upon it, our gracious
God, who tells us that he *loves a cheer-
ful giver,” and has a right to rejoice in the
effect of his own grace, as it melts the ice
of human selfishness and wakes the heart
to something of his own divine benevo-

lence, marks each case and makes the esti- ]

mate without a mistake. Yet it is true
that large contributions are, in some res-
pects, more impressive to us, for they can

command greater visible results than small- |

er sums.

And how sublime and touching, hiow full
of winning power to claim not only onr
admiration but our imitation, are the
marked examples of liberality. Let it rise;
let it glow, till it kindle within us shame
for our apathy, and a longing to be mdre

like Jesus, the prinee and pattern of self-
sacrificing benevolent givera. Take what
instance you please; only open your heart
and reflect. ere are many, few as they
are, compared with the bulk of the world,
or even, alas, of the Church. There are
men and women who, not ignoring the ties
of kindred, aid many a good cause by be-
quests, Better still, there are those who
resolve to have the satisfaction of adminis-
tering their own estate, and are giving and
living to see their gifts applied effective,
fraught with fruits of joy to thousands and
to themselves, They give to spread the
gospel through the earth by living preach-
ers and the printing press. They give for
the education and enlightenment of man-
kind, by books and public libraries and
literary institations, and other means.
They give for the promotion of temperance,
righteousness, order and the right kind of
progress. In short, they give to benefit
the bodies and souls of their fellow-men a$
home and abroad, on the land and on the
sea, and wherever found.

‘Who shall describe their calm and le-

itimate joy? It is not apt to be merely

at of a selfish ambition and ostentation.
How often even those who have never pro-
fessed the renewing grace of God, exhibit
the modesty, the humility, which inclines
them to say with the assured Christian,
“But who am I that I should offer
so willingly after this sort? For all things
come of Thee, and of Thine own have I

iven Thee. For we are strangers and so-
journers before Thee, as all our fathers
were: our days on the earth are as a
shadow.” (1 Chron. 29.) In accordance
with the prayer, “God bless you,” which
‘breaks forth from the lips of those recip-
ients of their kindness and of so many be-
sides, it does seem as if the grace which
has moved them to blessed charity, is a
pledge that more grace shall be granted,
till they bow and adore at the feet of that
Saviour whose gift of himself to redeem
sinners is the most melting expression of
love.

Listen to the voice which speaks within
you; begin to-day, if never before, to imi-
tate their example, and know by experience,
their blessedness, YOMING.

“The poorest man in the world, is he
that has nothing but riches. The richest
man in the world, is he that has the mest
practical religion.”
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Died.

At the Rochester City Hospital, June 2d, 1867,
an infant of Mr. and Mrs. Havard.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Tuesday, June

11th, 1867, of inflammation of the bowels, HAR-
VEY HARRIS, aged 41 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Wednesday,
June 19th, 1867, of scarletina, SYDNEY POLSTON,
aged 8 years.

At the Rochester City Hospital, Friday, June
21st, 1867, of scarletina, GrorRGE McCULLEY, aged
8 years,

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FroM May 15th To JUNE 15th, 18617,

Mrs. G. H. Perkins—A crock of Pickles.

Mrs. H. L. Fish—8ix bowls of Jelly.

Mrs. Ives, Batavia—A roll of old Cotton.

Mrs. Alling—A roll of old Cotton.

Mr. Frost—300 Evergreens.

Mr. William 8. Little—6 Elms and 4 Scotch Pines.

Dr. Little—20 Grape Vines.

Dr. H. W. Dean—1 Thermometer and 7 Gilt Let-
ters for designating the different Wards.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM May 15710 JUNE 15, 1867.

Miss 8. A. Enders, Dansville—By Mrs. N.
T. Rochester, . vovuueeeraencsnnnsnns $ 650

Miss S. Newell, Mrs. C. Dutton. H. A.
Blauw, Mrs. Albert Judson—By Miss
Fallg,. ..ot iviinnranes senennnnnnss

Mrs. G. H. Smith, Geneva—By Florle

Montgomery, ..................... 50
Mrs. A. J. Alexander. Auburn, 2 years

Mrs s. E. Smith, Geneva, 3 years; A

Friend, Cleveland; Geo. Breck, Adver-

tisement—By Mrs. Perking,.......... 8 50
Mre. Geo. R. Ward, Brockport; Mrs. A. F.

Root, Sweden-—By Mr. A. Gillett, ..... 1 00
Mrs. Van Kleek, Lakeville ; Mrs. C. A. Kel-

logg—By Mrs. Woodward, ........... 1.00
‘W. H. Benjamin, Esq.—By Miss E. G. Ma-

thews,. . oiiiiieiiiniiinenniaanns 50
Mrs. J ob ‘Whipple, Brockporta—By Mrs. H.

Lyon, coceviiner tevvuniiinnnianans 50

Mrs. Jacob Logan—3By Miss Sarah Barhydt 50

Mrs. Joseph Brown, Scottsville—By Mrs.
Shadbolt, ......ovvveiiiiiiiiiiiine 50

Mrs. E. Warren, for Warner Van Antwerp,
Mattawan, Michigan ; Miss C. P. Brooks,

Brooksgrove—By Miss Hlbbard,...... 100
George McKay, Advertisement—By Mrs.

Dr. Mathews, ceeeenenseiarvsonnnneen 5 00
Mrs. 8. Gray, Groveland; Mrs. H. Hender-

shot—By Miss Culbertgon, vuvuvnn... 100

Superintendent’s Report for May
1867. May 1. No. Patients in Hospital,. .
Received during the month, 25—-101
38

Discharged,.....ovueveen
Deaths, covuvrerens veves 1— 89
June 1. Remaining in Hospital,.. . 62
Cash Recelpts for May.
Private Patients, ...... vereens.$112 00

Childven's @bpmmmfa

The Daisy’s Mistake.

A sunbeam and zephyr were playing about
Oune spring, ere a blossom had peeped from the
stem,
‘When they heard, underground, a faint, fairy-like
shout!
"Twas the voice of a field daigy calling to them.

O, tell me, my friend, has the winter gone by !
Is it time to come up; is the crocus there yet ?
I know you are sporting above, and I sigh
To be with you and kiss you—'tis long since
we met,

“I've been ready this great while,—all dressed
for the show;

I've a gem on my bosom that's pure as a star;

And the frill of my robe is as white as the snow,

And I mean to' be brighter than crocuses are.”

Now the zephyr and sunheam were wild with de-
light,
It seemed a whole age since they’d played with
a flower;
So they told a great fib to the poor little sprite
That was languishipg down in her underground
bower.

“ Come out! little darling! as quick as you can!
The Crocus, the Cowslip and Buttercup too,
Have been up here this fortnight, we're having
grand times,
And all of them hourly asking for youl

“ The Cowslip is crowned with a topaz tiara ;
The Crocus is flaunting in golden attire;

But you, little pet, are a thousand times fairer;
To see you but once, is to love and admire !

“The skies smile benignantly all the day long ;
The bee drinks your health in the purest of dew;
The lark has been waiting to sing you a song,
‘Which he practiced in cloudland on purpose for
you.

# Come, come! you are either too bashful or lazy!
Lady Spring made this season an early entree;
And she wondered what could have become of
her Daisy;
We'll call you coquetish if still you delay 1"

Then a still small voice, in the heart of the flower,
It was Instinct, whispered her,  Do,not gol
You had better be quiet and wait your hour;
It isn't too late even yet for snow!”
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But the little field blossom was foolish and vain,
And she 8aid to herself, “ What a belle I shall
be l"
So she sprang tb the light as she broke from her
chain,
And gaily she cried, “I am free! I am free!”
A shy little thing is the Daisy, you know,
And she was half frightened to death when she
found
Not a blossom had even begun to blow!
How ghe wished herself back again under the
ground.

The tear in her timid and sorrowful eye
Might well put the zephyr and beam to the

blush; .
But the saucy light laughed, and said, “ Pray,
don’t cry1”
And the gay zephyr sang to her, * Hush, sweet,
hush.”

They kissed her and petted her fondly at first;
But a storm arose, and the false light fled;

And the zephyr changed into angry breeze,
That scolded her till she. was almost dead |

The gem on her bosom was stained and dark,
The snow of her robe had lost its light,

And tears of sorrow had dimmed the spark
Of youth and beauty that made her bright!

And so she lay with her fair head low,

And mournfully sighed in her dying hour,
“Ah| had I courageously answered No!

I had now been safe in my native bower1”

A Thrice Blessed Boy.

A crippled beggar was striving to pick
up some old clothes that had been thrown

from a window, when & crowd of rude bois'

gathered about him, mimickiog his aw

‘ward movements, and hooting at his help-
lessness and rags. Presently a noble little.
fellow came up, and pushing through the
crowd, helped the poor crippled man to
pick up his gifts, and place them in a bun-
dle. Then, slipping a piece of silver into
his hands, he was running away, when a
voice far above him said, ¢ Little boy with
a straw hat, look up.” A lady, leaning
from an upper window, said earnestly,
#God bless you, my little fellow ; God will
bless you for that.” As he walked along,
he thought how glad he had made his own

heart by doing good. He thought of the

oor beggar's grateful look; of the lady’s
Emile, a%% ber approval ; and last, and bet-

ter than all, he could almost hear his hea-

venly Father say, “ Blessed are the merci-

ful, for they shall obtain mercy.” Little

reader, when you have an opportunity of

doing good, and feel tempted to neglect it,

;:lmezm er the “little boy with the straw
¢

The Fairest Rose.

Alice and Minnie were two little girls
who had each a small garden of their own
in their father’s large one. They were very
different in their character: for Alice was
reserved and quiet, and took a great deal
of pains with everything, while Minnie
was restless and lively ; she loved a romp,
and thought sitting still, one of the tnﬁs
of life. Their gardens were almost as un-
like as the little girls were; they were on
opposite sides o%l the walk which went
round the house into the kitchen garden,
80 that Alice’s was a square piece bordered
by the walk on one side and on th2 other
by the house wall, against which there was
a large apricot tree, her special treasure;
while Minnie’s was a long piece on the
other side of the walk, and had an apple
tree in it; suck an apple tree! No blos-
soms were ever more lovely and no fruit
more rosy and nice than those from her
own tree, Then they were laid out quite
differently.  Alice’s had flower-beds and
paths between, and she took much trouble
to make them look neat and nice. Minnie
was always having some fresh fancy with
her’s; sometimes it was a kitchen' garden,
sometimes a flower garden, but on the
whole, I believe she preferred mustard and
cress to any other crop, because it came up
before she was tired of waiting.

There was only one thing alike in both
gardens, and that was a beautiful moss-rose
tree. Even these were not quite the same,
for one was pink and the other white.
Every season the children had tended these
rose trees with great delight, but this year
they were more than usually anxious they
should blossom well, for the 20th of June
was their mamma’s birthday, and they
wanted each to have a rose to give her on
that day, Much time was spent in water-
ing, and watching, and picking off the in-
sects which attacked the trees. Many were
the talks as to which rose was likely to
prove the best, Minnie, who owned the
pink one, was sure it would be the largest,
and Alice thon%ht the white more unggom-
mon, and therefore would be the more vak
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ued gift of the two. How leng they watch-
ed before the first little streak of the rolled
up petals appeared through their mossy
covering! Even then no rose ever seemed
¢o unfold so slowly as these did. But days

will pass on, however lengthy they seem, |

and roses do blossom at last ; and the things
we have watched and waited for are given
us in their proper time. On the evening
of the 19th of June, the children ran
to take a last look before they went to bed;
the appearance was decidedly satisfactory,
and nothing could have been lovelier than
the two roses which lay on their msmma's
plate the next morning when she took her
seat at the breakfast table. They were
quite in the right condition; just in that
happy, promising state, when we hardly
know whether to call them rose-buds or
real grown-up roses; when there seems
something more to come, and yet we see
into the beauty that is to be; the pink one
80 bright in its rich soft color; the white,

oh! so pearly white, it seemed a wonder |

how it ever could have grown in a world
like this.

Mamma looked at the roses, and then at
her children, with eyes of grateful love;
but she had no time to say anything, Min-
ni€¢ was 80 anxious to know which she liked
best. “Is not the pink one beautiful, dear
mamma !” she exclaimed. “Do not you
think it is the finest? I don’t want Alice
to be disappointed, but still I do want you
to like mine best.”

“Y admire them both, dear Minnie, and
as the ‘expression of my children's love,
they would be fair to me, even if they had
10 beanty of their own. But you know,
Minnie, comparisons are not polite, so in-
stead of answering your question, I will tell
you a little German story I was reading the
other day. 8o make haste and eat your
breakfast, and then we will go to the ar-
bor fogether.” Their bread and milk were
soon disposed of, and the little girls seated
themselves in the arbor at their mothers
side. Papa followed, for he said “he did
not see why he should not hear the story,
t0o0.”

#Tt is hardly a story, either,” said their
mamma, bat rather a parable or alle-

“Oh! that's right,” cried Alice, “I like
sllegories; a story with a meaning is al-
ways 80 nice. Please, mamma, begin.”

And mamma began, accordingly, “The
Fairest Rose.”

“There was once a queen, in whose
den grew the most beautiful flowers of sll
seasons and all climates, but more beauti-
fal than all the rest, were the roses. The
queen loved the rose above all, so she gath-
ered together the different kinds, from the
fair, but simple wild rose of the hedges, to
the most perfect rose of Provence; l:i:e'y
grew gpon the castle walls, twined round the

illars and the window frames, and hung
over the balconies. It was one fairy lan
of roses. But, alas! these fair forms counld
not keep away sickness and sorrow; the
queen lay upon a bed of pain, and the doc-
tors said she must die. ‘No!’ said the
wisest among them, ‘there is hépe still;
only bring her the fairest rose in the world,
the rose which is the expression of the
highest and purest love; let her eyes rest
but & moment on it, and she shall not die.”

“ And young and old came from far and
near with roses, the fairest which ever
grew outside Paradise, but they were not
the right ‘ones. They were lovely to look
upon, but they were not the expression of
the highest and purest love. They sent
messengers to every land, and answers
came, but still the wise man shook his head
sorrowfully. ¢No, no; you have not yet
even found the spot.where only it can grow,’
he said.

«¢J know,” cried a happy mother, as she
led her rosy little ones to the bed-side of
the dying queen. ‘I know where the fuir-
est rose is to be found ; it glows upon the
cheeks of my sweet children as they wake
from sleep, and smile back my love from
their sparkling eyes.’

“¢Lovely is this rose,’ replied the wise
man, ¢ bat there is one yet lovelier.

“¢Yes! much lovelier, said another
woman, coming forward. ‘I have seen a
purer blossom than this, but it was white
and clear as the petals of the tea-scented
rose. I saw it once on the cheek of the
queen herself, when, laying aside her crown,
she watched beside her sick baby’s cradle
through the long weary night, and prayed
as only a mother can pray for the life of
her child.

“¢Holy and pure, indeed, was this pale
rose,” returned the physician, ¢ but it is not
the one Iseek.

“¢*No! said a good old bishop, ‘I can
tell you a better place in which to find
the opject of your search. I saw a youth-

ful maiden approach the table of the Lord :
she looked up to the Saviour as if her
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whole soul was full of love to him, and the
calor came and went upon her fair cheek ;
surely that was the expression of the holi-
st and pyrest love ¢’ )

“¢She is blessed, answered the wise
man, ‘but not one of you has yet named
the fairest rose in-all the world.’

“And the queen’s little son sjepped in-
to the room ; tears stood in his farge dark
eyes, and in his hand was an open book,
bound in velvet and covered all over with
silver stars.

¢ Mother,” said the little one, ‘listen,

ch, listen, to what I have been reading;’

and he seated himself by the bed-side, and
aut of the book, he read of One who gave
himself to death upon the cross, that man-
kind might be saved from death. *Great-
er love hath no man than this,’ were the
words that were written there.

“And in an instant the color rushed back
to the pale cheek of the queen; her dim
eyes grew bright and clear again, and from
the leaves of that holy book she seemed to
see as in a picture a rose up-springing ; and
it was, indeed, the expression of the holi-
est and purest love.

“¢Yes! I see it now,” she said; ‘none
shall ever die who look upen this rose, the
fairest in earth or heaven.’ ”

“Thank you, dear mamma,” said papa,
when she had finished ; “I pronounce it
very pretty ; but do yon understand it, m
ch?dfen i’y Y vy

“T thivk I do,” said Alice thounghtfully,
“but I should like you to tell me a little
about it, as if I did not, please, papa.”

] think we are to learn, Alice, that the.
gifts of earth and the things God has given
us in this world will never help ns when
we come to die. They may be fair and
very pleasant, but we want something more
than these. We have all sinned ; our souls
are sick, and they must die, unless a reme-
dy can be found. But there is a remedy;
even one look at the Rose of Sharon. Itis
Jesus Christ’s own word. ‘I am the Rose
of Sharon;’ and the sin-sick soul that be-
lieves in him shall never die. Now, before
1 go, try and think each of you, of a text
suiable to this sabject.”

Alice thoughta minute, and then she
said : “Look unto me, and be ye saved, all
ends of the earth.,”—Isaiah xLv, 22,

And Minnie said, “ Whosoever liveth
and believeth on Me shall never die.'—
Jahn 1. 26.—Child’s Companion,

‘Who Taught Them?
‘Who taught the bird to build her nest
Of wool, and hay, and moss?
‘Who taught her how to weave it best,
And lay the twigs across?

Who taught the busy bee to fly
Among the sweetest flowers;

And lay her store of honey by,
To eat in winter hours?

‘Who taught the little ant the way
The narrow hole to bore ;

And, through the pleasant summer’s day,
To gather up her store ?

'Twas God who taught them all the way,
And gave their little skill, ’
And teaches children if they pray,
To do His holy will.
—Jane Taylor.

Only a Flower to Give.

“ Mother, ”. asked little Phebe Cary,
“have you nothing I can carry to poor Aunt
Molly

Phebe’s mother was poor, and her chest
was very scant that morning.

% Can't you think of anything{” Phebe
thought.

“I1 have only a flower,” said the little
girl.  “I will take her a sweet-pea.”

Phebe had a sweet-pea, which she had
planted under her window, and as it grew
and flowered, both mother and daughter
loved and enjoyed it. Phebe picked one,
and ran down the lane to poor Aunt Mol-
ly’s cottage. This was a poor, sick old
woman, who for a whole year had lain on
her bed, suffering great pain.

In the afternoon, a lady called to see
Aunt Molly. She saw the sweet-peain a
cracked tumbler, on a small stand by the
poor woman’s bed.

“That pretty posﬁ a little girl brought
me this morning, who said it was all she
had to bring,” said Aunt Molly, looking up
with a grateful smile. “I am sure it is

. worth a great deal to know I'm thought of ;

- and as I'look at it, it brings up the image
of green fields and the posies I used %o
pick when I was young ; yes, and it makes
me think ‘what a wonderful God we have.
If this little flower is not beneath His king-
dom and His care, He won't forget a poor.
creature Jike me.”

Tears came into the lady’s eyes. And

- what did she think? She thought, “If
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you have only a flower to give, give that.”
1t is worth a great deal to the poor, the
aged, and the sick, to know that they are
thought of.

Miscellaneous,

Pathographic Dispatches.

i Office of the Month—at one end of the
ine.

Office of the Stomach—at the other end
of it.

DISPATCH.

Inquiry—Mouth to the Stomach.
you ready for breakfast?”

Stomach— Yes, what are you going to
send ¢”

Mouth—*“You will see. Prepare 1”

The table-bell rings, Body hurries, drops
into a chair, Mouth opens, and down goes
as quickly as possible, a cup of coffee, at
a temperature of 145 degrees Fahrenheit.
It burns the whole ssophageal track as it
passes it, and the Stomach contracts, and
shrivels, and cringes, and finally screeches,
and the

Mouth says, “ Hallo ! whatis the matter "

Stomach— Matter? Enough, I should
thiok. Do you know that I cannot endure
slush, at 140 to 150 degrees of heat?”

Mouth—* Oh, never mind! Here comes
some beef steak, with hot fried potatoes,
hot rolls ahd poor butter, some salad with
vinegar, some buckwheat cakes and molass-
es.—These will heal it.”

Stomach—*“Stop! What earthly use is
there in sending these down here all at one
time? They make a hodge podge.”

Mouth—¢« Here comes more coffee.”

Stomach—* Hold on! wait! Give me
some water!”

Mouth—* Water! when you can get
coffee? You must be crazy; water has o
nourishment in it. One wants water onl
when he is dry.” '

Stomach—*I am thirsty! Give me
some water ! ” ‘

Mouth—* Cannot do it-—they haven't
any water up here. If they have, it is hot,
and I doubt if they have any of that.
Persons do not like water; and you, oh
Stomach, are eccentric, so stop complain-
ing and get ready to take some food—take
the good the gods provide you’ and be con-
tent, Are you ready? I'am jn-a hurry.
Up here, time is money.’ I have to fur-
nish you with material out of which

"‘Are

strength is to be gotten for the body’s use
to-day, and I have ten minutes allowed me
for this purpose. Now the after part is
your look out, not mine. Take notice !
Are you ready? HHere comes apple-pie,
fried chicken, tripe, tomato catsup, boiled
ham, minute pudding, corn bread and cu-
cumbers, pepper, salt, gravy, mince pie,
another cup of coffee, so look out }”
Stomach—* Look out! Oh, murder!—
What am I todo? Do! I must grind
away at it, like a horse in a bark mill, till
I am worn out. Uuder such a condition
of things as this, I shall break down in the
fourth part of the time, which I might
work, and then the Mouth, and for that
matter, the heart too, will be still, and I
shall be at peace.”  [“Laws of Life.”

List of our Little Agents.

Linpa BronsoN, Rochester,
MARY PERKINS, B

FLORIE MONTGOMERY, *

FaNNY and ELna CoLBURN, Rochester
FaNNY PoMEROY, Pittsfield, Mass.
8. HavL, Henrietta,

JENNIE HURD, Rochester,

MARY LaANE, “

BENNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SamuEL B. Woob, Rochester.
LiBBIE RENFREW, “

EiLa VAN Zanpt, Albany.
MINNIE MONTGOMERY, Rochester.
MarY WaTsoN, o

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,
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.

Qdvertisements.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Pr. 8q,, 1 insertion $1 00 Quarterd olumn,..... $10 00
‘Thrée Months,.... 2 00 One Third Column,.. 12 00
SixMonths, ...... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 15 00
One \Yeary...os... 0 00 One Column, 1 Year, 26

A Column contusins eight Bquares,

R.G. & H. W. MATHEWS,

Manufacturers and Dealers in the

Celebrated Cayuga Plaster,

For fertilizing land; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS.
Whater Lime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduot 8t., near Court,
Office & Warehouse, 83 Exchange Street,
Jan. 185 1861. ROCHESTERN .Y,
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AWAY WITH SPECTAOLES.

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,

‘WITHOUT DOCTOR OR MELICINES.
8ent, post-paid, on recelpt of 10 conts.

Dr.E B,

. FOOTE.
Jan. 16, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAY WITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES.

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptured.
Sent, post-pald, on receipt of 10 cents.
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Author of Medical Common Sen|
Jan. 18, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y.

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

FLORENGE

@OLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE “ FLORENCE " took the Gold Medal at the Fair
of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 20th, 1865, as
the best machine in the world. 80.000 Sold within the
1sst three years, giving universal satisfaction to all. They
have noequal asa Family or Manufacturing Machine,

‘Warranted never to have “fita™ Does its work slike
each day. - 4 RE:.SONS.of k.

1, Its sim and great ra worl

2. Its mk‘;nﬁ four ditferent ll:?t::hen, viz: the lock, knot,
double-lock and double-knot.

8. The reversible faed motion operated by simply turn-
ing & thumb-screw, anabling the operator to run the work
from right to left. or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
taining to the end of the sesm.

4. perfect '%nuh and substantial manner fn which

machine is made.
tha The rapidity of its working, and the quality of the

'utlm’l.l ting tensfon.

-adjus

%‘hete‘ ;‘eLOlaIN » will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest Pilot Cloth, without change of tension or
breaking of thread. As a Tallor’s man ng machine,
or family machine, it has no equsl. We make strong as-

sertions which we are prepared to substantiste in every

Betl:l?:v‘er ‘not what the agents or friends of other machines

msdv Bay, b{m see tlwl{lorenca before purchasing any other
jor yoursell.
&% j‘nA le klngs of Btitching, Oloak and Dress Msking,
done to order, and sll kinds of Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short mty;lea, in the neatest possible msnner, by
eratora. .
‘G wsl;{'l:vNeedlea and best Ofl, for ssle at this Office,
Rooms over 20 Btate street, Rochestor, N, Y.

A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell

For perticolars address ] o
OHAS SPENCER WALL, General M"r

Wav. 15. 1865,

A.S. MANN & CO.

ARE now offering their usual complete assort-
ment of Goods adapted to

Spring and Early Summer Trade,
to which, and the low scale ofy prices now ruling,
they call the attention of their customers. Every
thing in the line of
House-keeping Linens and Cottons,
. Shirtings, Dress Goods, Silks,
‘Shawls, Flannels, White Goods,
Laces and Embroideries,
Woolen Cloths and Cassimeres,

and all other Goods in fullest assortment, such as
their stock and extensive business demands. Pri-
ced will be found low enough to satisfy all at

37 and 39 State Street,
March 15, 1867. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

BRECK'S PHARMACY,

GEORGE BRECK,
DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARY,.

67 Buffalo Sitreet,
ROCHESTER, N.Y
DEALER IN

Smith's Arcade,

' F'ancy & Toilet Goods,

AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,
For medicinal uses.
Particular attention given to Physicians’ Prescriptions,
Floral Depot for Frogt & Co’s Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866, !

CURRAN & COLER,

BUCOESSORS TO B, KING & 00.

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,

Opposite the Court House.
Rochester, N, Y,
April,'66-pd.to '68. @, W. GOLER,

RIOHAED OURRAN, |

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Nos, 27, 20 & 81 Exchange St
ROCHESTER, N.\.

Cnas. F. Suita. GmMaN H. PrUgINS.
: [Established in 1826.]
Jan. 1866. ) tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisiong,
) OF ALL KINDS,
Nos, 87 & 60 Buffalo Street, .

ROCHESTER, N. Y.
Jan, 1868, ly
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LANE & PAINE,

Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c,
18 Buffalo §t., Rochester, N, Y,

ALFRED 8. LANE, mch, 1866, 1y CYRUB F. PAINE.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Have established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,
At 63 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y.
The following are the Prices :

YOUNG HYSON,.. $1 $1.10 and $1.25 perlb
OOLONGS, .....
MIXED TEAS,
IMPERIAL,. . $
UNCOLORLD JAPAN best, $1.
ENGLISH BREAKPAST,. .¢1 and $1.20 ”
GROUND COFFEE,. 20c., 30c. and 40c. "

ATl goods sold by thi.e Compsmy are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and %mrwntee,
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
Coffee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
tion, or they can be returned and the money re-
funded.

‘We have a full agsortment of

Family Groceries,
of every description, and offer all articles in our
line 80 low a8 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,
62 Buffalo Street.

UNION ICE COMPANY,

CE. supplied on reasonable terms, to Private
Families, &c. by week, month or year.
Ice Depot, Mount Hope Avenus; Foot of
Jefferson Street.

§35 Orders left at J. PALMER'S 10k CREAM SaA-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
aill be promptly attended to.

March 15, 1861, B. L. THOMAS & CO.

GEORGE McKAY,
PAINTER & GLAZIER

COBNER QF SnoNm & ELY STREETS
Walls itened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the most reliable and satisfactory omaxer.

All orders left as above, or at his residence, on Ely Bt.,
will recelve prompt attentien,

Oct, 1865

April, 1866, 1y

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A. WAYTFT,
Dealers in all kinds of

Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED MEATS,
SMOEED AND SALT FISH, ETO.

104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash paid for Country Produca Game of all kinds in its sesson.

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jan. 15, 1867.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 ARCADE Hawr,
No. 7 EXCHANGE PLAGE, }Rooms'mz, N. Y.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER

Agents for a large number of the most relmble
Companies in the United States.
Policies issued, and all losses promptly adjust-

ed and paid.
H. P. BREWRTER, E. N. BuLL.

Rochester, Sept., 1868, _
THE OLD & RESPONSIBLE
D. LEARY'S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill §t,, corner of Platt,
Brown's Race, Rochester, N. Y

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

& NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT.

Crape, Broche, Cashmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored Silks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies’, and
Uentlemen's Garments Scoured or Colored with-
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Wooler
or Ootton Goods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and flnished with neatness and diapltch, on
very reasonable terms.

dyed black every Thursday.
All goods returned in one week.
% Goods recasived and returned by Express.

collected b; 88 Co.
ARY, Cor. Mill & Platt sts,

Address D,
Jan. 1867 Rochester, N.Y,
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THE HOSPITAL REVIEW,
Is issued on the Fifteenth of every Month, by
THE PUBLISHING COMMITTEE:
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For the Hospital Review.
Summer.

O1 brightly bloom, ye flowers,
‘Whisper, ye rustling leaves,
‘While round our sunny bowers
Her apell fair Summer weaves.
O1 sing, ye happy birds,
And hum, ye busy bees,
Aud gently low, ye herds
Beneath the spreading trees.

And we will call to mind
The summers of the’ past,
Years long since left behind,
Too fair and bright to last.
Then Hope and Joy were young,
And Love Wwas ever near,
And sweetest songs were sung,
Our thrilling hearts to cheer.

Buf now, the world growa dim,
And eprly dreams bave fled ;
God draws us up to Him
By Sorrpw's sable thread.

Yet Summer still hath power
Our sad thoughts to beguile,
And bird, and bee, and flower,
Can tempt e'en Grief to smile.
KATE CAMERON.

From Dassent’s “ Tales of the Norse.”
Well Done and Ill Paid.

Once on a time there was a man who had
to drive his sledge to the wood for fuel.
So a bear met him.

“Out with your horse,” said the Bear,
“or I'll strike all your sheep dead by sum-
mer.”

“Oh! heaven help me then,” said tle
man; “there’s not a stick of firewood 'in.
.the house ; you must let me drive home g
load of fuel, else we shall be frozen to death.
Iu Ering the horse to you to-morrow morn-
ing.

gYes! on these terms he might drive the
wood home, that was a barggin ; but Bruin
said “If he didn’t come back he should
lose all his sheep by summer.”

So the man he got the wood on the,
sledge and rattled homewards, but he
wasn't over pleased at the bargain you may.
fancy. So just then a Fox meot him.

“ Why, what's the matter?’ said the
Fox; “why are you so down in the mouth §”,

“Oh, if you want to know,” said the
man, * I met a bear up yonder in the wood,
and I had to give my word to him to bring
Dobbin back to-morrow, at this very hour;
for if hie didn’t get him, he said he would:
tear all my sheep to death by summeg.”

¢ Stuff, nothing worse than that,” said
the Fox; “if yon will give me your fattest,
wother, T'll soon set you free; see if I
don’tv”
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Yes! the man gave his word, and swore
he would keep it too. '

“Well, when yow come with Dobbin
to-morrow for the Bear,” said the Fox, « I'll
make a clatter up in that heap of stones
yonder, and so say ’tis Peter the Marksman,
who is the best shot in the world; and
after that you must help yourself.”

Next day off set the man, and when he
met the Bear, something began to make a
clatter up in the heap of stones.

« Hist, what's that ¢ said the Bear.

% Oh! that’s Peter the Marksman, to be
sure,” said the man; “he’s the best shot
in the world. I know him by his voice.”

" “Have you seen any bears about here,
Eric?” shouted out a voice in the wood.

“Say no!” said the Bear.

¢ No, I havn't seen any,” said Eric.

“What's that then, that stands alongside
your sledge #” bawled out the voice in the
wood.

“Say it's an old fir stump,” said the

Bear.
4 Ob, it's only an old fir stump,” said the_

man.

¢ Such fir stunmps we take in our country
and roll them on our sledge,” bawled out
the voice; “if you can’t do it yourself, I'l
come and help you.”

“Bay you can help yourself, and roll me
up on the sledge,” said the Bear.

“No, thank ye, I can help myself well
enough,” said the man, and rolied the Bear
on to the sledge. ‘

¢ Such fir stumps we always bind fast on
our sledges in our part of the world,”
bawled out the voice; “shall I come and
help you "

“Say you can help yourself and bind me
fast,” said the Bear. ‘

“No, thanks, I can help myself well
enough,” said the man, who set to bind-
in in fast with all the ropes he had, so
that at last the Bear could not stir.

“Such fir stamps we always drive our
axes into, in our part of the world,” bawl-
ed out the voice; “for then we guide them
better going down the steep hill.”

% Pretend to drive your ax into me, do
now,” said the Bear.

Then the man took up his ax, and at one
blow split open the Bear’s skull, so that
Bruin lay dead in a trice, and so the man
and the %‘ox were the greatest friends and
on the best terms. But when they came
near the farm, the Fox said : )

%I've no mind to go right home with

ou, for I can’t say I like your tykes; so

Il just wait here, and you can bring the
-wether to me, but mind and pick out one
nice and fat.” )

Yes! the man would be sare to do that,
and thanked the Fox much for his help.
So when he had put up Dobbin, he went
across to the sheep stall.

% Whither away, now !” asked the old
dame.

“Oh!” said the man, “I am only going
to the sheep stall to fetch a. fat wether for
the cunning Fox who set our Dobbin free.
I gave him my word I would.”

“ Wether, indeed,” said the old dame;
“never a one shall that thief of a Fox get.
Haven't we got Dobbin safe, and the Bear
into the bargain; and as for the Fox, I'll
be bound he’s stolen more of our geese
than the wether is worth; and even if he
hasn’t stolen them he will. No, no; take
a brace of your swiftest hounds in a sack,
and slip them loose after him; and then,
perhaps, we shall be rid of this robbing
Reynard.”

“ Well, the man thonght that good ad-
vice; so he took two fleet red hounds, put
them ipto a sack, and set off with them.

*“Have you brought the wether#” asked
the Fox.

_“Yes, come and take it,” said the man
as he untied the sack and let slip the
hounds. .

« HUF,” said the Fox, and gave a great
spring ; “truae it is what the old saw says,
*Well done, is often’ill-paidy’ and now,
too, I see' fhe truth of another saying,
¢ The worst foes, are those of ome’s own
house.” That was what the Fox said as he
;an]oﬂ', and saw the red fox hounds at his

eels,

The older a man grows the fonder he
‘becomes of the dim distances of childhood
and of light-hearted pleasure which he has
left so far behind him. The words youth
and beauty stir in his mind the old asso-
ciations of the past, and call up within
him springs of indistinct fondness.

In heaven all God’s servants will be
abundantly satisfied with his dealings and
dispensations with them ; and shall see how
all are conducted like so many winds, to
bring them to their haven; and how, even
the roughest blasts helped to bring-them

» homeward,—Rev,-J Mason,
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Richter's Prayer in Sickness,

The following is a tranelation from the German
of Ricliter's * Prager in Sickness,” the original of
which was written in the year 1713 :

God! whom 1 as Love have known,
Thou haet sickness laid on me,
And these pains are sent of thee,
Under which I bura and moan ;
Let them burn away the sim
That too oft hath checked the love
Wherewith thou my heart wouldst move
When Thy spirit works within 1

In my weakness be thou strong,
Be thou sweet where I am sad,
Let me still in thee be giad,
Though my pains be keen and long,
All that plagues my body now,
All that wasteth me away,
Pressing on me aight and day,
Love hath seat, for Love art thoul

Suffering is the work now sent;
Nothing can I do but lie
Suffering as the hours go by ;

All my powers to this are bent,

Suffering is my gain: I bow
To my heavenly Father’s will,
And receive it hushed and still ;

Suffering is my worship now.

God! I take it from thy band

As a sigu of love; I know

Thou wouldst perfect me through woe,
Till I pure Before thee stand.
All refreshment, all the food

Given me for the body’s need,

Comes from thee, who lovest indeed ;
Comes frem thee, for thou art good.

Let my soul beneath her load
Faint not, threugh the o’erwearied flesh;
Let her hourly drink afresh
Love and peace from thee, my Ged;
Let the body’s pain aud smart
Hinder not her flight to thee,
Nor the calm thou giv'st to me;
Keep thou up the sinking heart!

Grant me never to complain,
Make me to thy will resigned
With a quiet, humble mind,

Cheerful on my bed of pain.

In the flesh who suffers thus,
Shall 'be purified from sin,
And the soul renewed within ;

Therefore pain is seat to us.

KAl

I commend to thee my life,
Auad my body to the cross;
Never let me think it loss
That I thus am freed from strife;
Wholly thine, my faith is sure,
Whether life or death be mine;
I am safe if I am thine,
For 'tis Love that makes me pure.

The Right Sort of Religion.

A writer in the Congregationalist, who
evidently believes, with the apostle James,
that faith without works is dead, thus de-
scribes the kind of religion which the times
require :

“We want a religion that goes into the
family, and keeps the husband from being
spiteful when the dinner is late, and keeps
the dinner from being late—keeps the wife
from fretting when the husband tracks the
newly-washed floor with his muddy boots,
and makes the husband mindful of the
scraper and the door-mat—Xkeeps the moth
er patient when the baby is cross, and keej s
the baby pleasant—amuses the children zs
well as instructs them—wins as well as
governs—projects the honey-moon into the
barvest moon, and makes the happy hours
like the Eastern fig-tree, bearing in its bo-
som at once the beauty of the tender blos-
som and the glory of the ripened fruit.
We want a religion that bears heavily not
only on the ¢exceeding sinfulness of sin,’
but on the exceeding rascality of lying and
stealing—a religion that banishes small
measures from the counters, small baskets
from the stalls, pebbles from the cotton
bags, clay from paper, chicory from coffee,
otter from butter, beet juice from vinegar,
alum from bread, strychnine from wine,
water from milk-cans, and buttons from the
contribution box.

“The religion that is to save the world
will not put all the big strawberries at the
top, and all the bad opes at the bottom.
It will not offer more baskets of foreign
wines than the vineyards ever produced
bottles, and more barrels of Genesee flour
than all the wheat fields of New York grow,
and all her mills grind. It will not make
one half of a pair of shoes of good leath-
er, and the other of poor leather, so that
the firat shall redound to the maker’s tred-

L it, and the second to his cash.

“The religion that is ta sanctify the

world paysits debts. It does not consider

that forty cents returned for one hundred
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cents given, is according to gospel, though
it may be accordingto law. It looks upon
a man who has failed in trade, and who
continues to live in luxury, as a thief, It
looks upon a man who promises to pay
fifty dollars on demand, with interest, and
who neglects to pay it.on demand, with or
without interest, as a liar.”

Ring the Bell Softly.
Some one has gone from this strange world of ours,
No more to gather its thorns with its flowers,
No more to linger where sunbeams must fade,
Where on all beauty Death's fingers are laid;
Weary with mringling Life’s bitter and sweet,
Weary with parting, and never to meet;
Some one has gone to the bright golden shore,
Ring the bell softly, there’s crape on the door.

Some one is resting from sorrow and sin,

Happy where Earth’s conflicts enter not in,

Joyous as birds, when the morning is bright,

When the sweet sunbeams have brought us their
light ;

Weary with sowing and never to reap,

Weary with labor and welcoming sleep;

Some one's departed to Heaven's bright shore,

Ring the bell softly, there’s crape on the door.

Angels were agxiously longing to meet

One who walka with them in Heaven’s bright
street;

Loved ones have whispered that some one is blest,

Free from Earth's trials, and takmg sweet rest;

Yes! there {s one more in angelic bliss,

One less to cherish, and one les# to kiss,

One more departed to Heaven’s bright shore,

Ring the bell softly, there’s crape on the dodr,

Tue Davs or THE WEER.—The follow-
ing is & pretty version of a Devonshire su-
perstition, which from its language, appears
to be connected with the North :—

Monday’s Bairn is fair of face;
Tuesday’s Bairn is fu” of grace;
Wednesday’s Bairn’s the child of woe;
Thursday’s Bairn has far to go;.
Friday’s Bairn is loving and giving ;.

Saturday’s Bairn works hard for his living ; -

But the Bairn that is born on the Sabbath
.. day,
Is lucky, and bonny, and wisp, and gay.

A little boy, secing a man prostrate be-
fore the doot of a groggery, opened the
door and said fo the proprietor, ¢ See here,
sir, your sign has fallen down,”

“The very Reason Why.”

A few years since a gentleman of large
means, and larger Christian heart, moved
into an inland city to take charge of exten-
sive manufactories.

He was soon waited upon by some breth-
ren of the same denomination as himself,
and politely invited to unite himself with
their Church, assuring him of the most
cordial welcome from pastor and people.

“But is there not anotker Church in the
city¥” asked he. “Ithink I have heard
there was.”

“Q yes,” answered one of the number;
“but it is a poor, feeble band, just strug-
gling for existence.”

“Then, brethren,” said the true servant
of Christ, “that is the very reason why X
wish to join them. They need my labor
and my aid. I may be of real service to
them, while you are strong, and can well
do without my assistance.

“But your family, my dear sir, I fear
they will not find congenial society—will
not feel at home. I assure you they are
almost entirely a laboring class of people,
with but little refinement or culture among
them.” ’

“That again, is the very veason why I
prefer going there. I wish my family to
be accustomed to seek the good of others
before the gratification of their own tastes.
I should love to have themi follow the ex-
ample of their Lord, who ¢ pleased not
himself, and in that way I am sure they
will find their own happiness best secured.”

The good man has had the joy of seeing,
not only that feeble band become prosper-
ous and strong, and that largely through
his prayers and efforts, but also of assist-
ing in planting yet another vigorous branch
of the same vine in another part of the
city.

Nothing teaches patience like & gar-
den. We may go round and watch the
open bud_ from %ay to day; but it takes
its own time and you cannot urge it on
faster than it will.  All the best results
of a_garden, like these of life, arc slowly,
regularly progressive.

There is a whole sermon in the saying of
the Persian: “In all quarrels leave open
the door of reconciliation,” We should

never forget it,
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The Two Villages.

BY ROSE TERRY.

Over the river on the hill,
Lieth a village white and still ;
- All around it the forest trees
Shiver and whisper in the breeze s
Over it sailing shadows go,
Of soaring hawk and screaming crow,
And the mountain grasses, low and sweet,
Grow in the middle of the street.

Over the river under the hill,

Another village lieth still ;

There I see in the cloudy night
Twinkling stars of household light,
Fires that gleam from the smithy’s door,
Mists that eurl on the river's shore;
And in the road no grasses grow,

For the wheels that hasten to aad fro.

In that village on the hill,

Never is sound of smithy of mill ;

The houses are thateched with grass and flowers,
Never a clock to tell the hours; '
The marble deors.are always shut;

You may not enter at hall or hut;

All the village ke asleep;

Never a grain to sow or reap;

Never in ‘dreams to moan or sigh,

Silent and idle, and low they lie.

In that village under the hill, .
When the night is starry and still,

Many a weary soul in prayer

Looks to the other village there,

And weeping and sighing longs te ge,
Tp to that home, from this below;

Longs to sleep by the forest wild,
‘Whither have vanished wife and child,
And heareth, praying, this answer fall—
“ Patience, that village shall hold yeall "

‘When an infidel was on his death-bed,
his confidenee in his infidelity shaken, and
some of his friends urged him to hold on
to the last, his reply was, “I have no ob-
jections to holding on, but will you tell me
what T am to hold on by ¥ A, there is
the fatal want! Infidelity gives nothing to
hold on by,

Do Riear.—If you would convince ‘a
man that he does wrong, do right.. But
do not care to convince him, Men will be-
Yieve what they see. Let them see. ' -

“Not Worth a Straw.”

_Perhaps a straw is not as worthless as
you think, Let us see. Straws are the
stems of wheat, rye, oats, and barley. In
order to wave to and fro in the wind, and
yet bear up the heads of grain, they must
be both light and strong. ~Let us sece how
lightness 1s secured. They are made hol-

| low, you see, like quills; and yet not hol-

low through the whole length, for every
now and then we find a knob or joint,
which helps to brace up the sides and make
them strong. The straw outside is hard,
and looks shiny, as if it had been polished.
It is polished, and that keeps the weather
and the insects from damaging it, besides
adding to its strength. Pz%ishl but where
does it get polishf God gave these plants
the power of drawing up through their
roots this gummy sort of varnish from the
earth, It js flint, There is nothing like
it on the stem of the sweet pea or the cur-
rant bush, because they do not need it.
But does it not show God’s wisdoin and
knowledge in giving this power to one
plant where .it is needed, and withholding
it from others where it is not? So you
see that a straw even can show the won-
derful power of our Creator God, and
speak his praise,

A Car INompExT.—A western paper re-
lates the following story: “ A gentleman
was trying togstill a crying child by carry-
ing it to and fro in the car, which by its
screams finally irritated a mén in one of
the berths to. such a degree that he could
stand it no looger, and cried out profanely,
¢What is the matter with that young
onel’ And soon again, *Where is ‘the
mother of that child, that she is not here
to pacify it?” At this the poor gentleman
in charge of the child stepped up to the

| berth and said, ¢Sir, the mother of that

child is in her coffin in the baggage car!
The gruff grumbler immediately arose and
compelled the afflicted father to retire to
his berth, and from that time until morning,
took the little orphan under his own care.”

Do Goor Dreps.—One pound of gold
may be drawn into a wire tgat woujd ex
tend round the globe, so one good deed
may be felt through all time, and cast its
influence into eternity.” Though donc in
the first flush of youth, it may gild the
last hours of a long life, and form the
brightest spot in it. ~ =~ )
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ROCHESTER, N. Y., JULY, 1867.

Close of the Year.

‘With this month closes the third year of
our paper’s existence. A bright little life
—a bright little history—fall of hope—full
of encouragement, it has had thus far, and
with only pleasant memories at this time to
recall. Shall it be thus with the new year
drawing so close upon us? This question
can be best answered by our friends—by
our readers. Are you willing—are you
ready to work for our little paper as yon
have done? Does your lov;e, your zeal in
our cause, know no change, no waning{
Tell us, kind friends, and proveit this month,
by word and work. It is full time for our
agents, our readers, to be wp and doing,.
Our terms, be it remembered, are fifty
eents per year, payable in advamce; so
send us your money and renew your sub-
scriptions at once. Send us too, the name
of a new subscriber to begin the year,
There must be some one at least of all your
list of friends, relatives and acquaintances,
whom you can solicit and prevail upon to
take the Review for one year. Do not pns
off the good work you mean to do for ns—
do it now. Life is short, and the grave is
very near. “ Whatsoever thy hand findeth
to do, do it with thy might” We bave
had special encouragement the past yearin
our work. The long list of Miss Falls and
her faithful and indefatigable efforts to in-
crease our circulation, and that of our other
agents and friends, have filled us with
hearty cheer. To her, and to all who have
aided us, we would at this time return onr
warmest thanks, Shall we doubt, kind
friends, the continuance of your interest in
us—and your efforts for us¢ No, we will
not,

They declaim most against the world,
who have most sinned against it.

Visit to the Hospital.

Still the beautiful summer smiles upon:
our Hospital with its breath of beauty
and of balm. Even the palest, saddest
faces there, seem to gladden at her touch
and to feel her charm. The doors and
windows were all thrown open to let in the
cool, blossom-laden air, and the whole
building never looked pleasanter—order,
neatness, comfort, reigning everywhere, and
the summer gifts of lowers brightening:all
the rooms!

'We found several’ additionsto the Male
Ward since our last visit; among these,
“Jittle Joe” attracted our special attention-
He was sitting, bolst'end up, on his couch,
and gave us a welcome so smiling and cor-
dial, that our hearts went out to him at
once. Little Joe is here with a broken leg
—the result (and here let our little readers
take warning,) of jumping from a window
to escape a whipping, which he now ad-
mits he well deserved, and which he had
much better have taken, than to be lying
here all these weeks with a broken leg.
He is a dear [ittle fellow—so patient, so-
sunshiny, and a great favorite. His leg has-
knit together and s doing nicely.

Here, moving himself slowly along in
his chair, we met Mr. W, a worthy man,
who has been here at different times, whose
limbs were paralyzed by a fall. His only
way of getting aromnd, is by the help of
his chair.

The mute bad guite recovered, we learn-
ed, and had gone to work at Charlotte.
‘We could discover no visible improvement
in the burned man, but be was patient and
cheerful as ever. In the room with him
we noticed a Scotch boy, and a soldier with
ague—both new comers. The rebel soldier
bas nearly recovered—bis limb has done
well, but still he has the sad prospect in-
evitably before him, of being a cripple for
life.

In the Female Ward' we paid first, a
brief visit, to R.. K., gradually failing with
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consumption. Anna M——, the young
woman we mentioned last month, a mem-
ber of the Methodist Church, and whom
we then hoped wa¢ improving, we were
very sorry to find not so well. 8he seems
hopeless and depreseed, and yet wears an
expression of patient suffering upon her
white face, touching to see. One day the
mystery of all Life’s sorrows and disappoint-
ments will be explained to her, as to all who
love Jesus, and trust Him in the dark, as
well as in the light. Mrs, H. is another
consumptive patient. Her story is a sad
one. Shetoo, like 8o many others, has had
a.bitter cup to drink, bat not unmixed with
blessing. We were glad to find that she
also has a sweet hope in Jesus, to which
she can cling, sud which will never fail
her. She has one [ittle boy who comes
sometimes to see her. E. B. is a very
worthy girl, now here to be treated for
scrofula in her eyes. Jane W., the sick
woman we have 80 often mentioned,
who was obliged to part with her baby,
is still here, and seems much improved.
Poor Fanny we found lying where we left
her a month ago—no batter, and still sor-
rowful and discouraged. In the same
apartment with her, was Bridget T., anoth-
er paralytic patient. Mary B., the nice sun-
shiny old lady, spoken of in our last yisit,
we found knitting and comfortable.

4 Blind Jerry” is justnow here in one of
the private rooms, awaiting an operation
upon one of his eyes. “Blind Jerry” is well
known to many of our readers for his won-
derful musical talent and proficiency.

To our Little Agents.

‘We have not heard from our little agents
8o promptly since the soldiers left us, We
wish they would visit the Hospital a ittle
oftener, and we are sure they would find
something still to interest them. Comeand
sec us, and bring with you some flowers
and some of these delicious summer fruits
for our invalids. We do not want you to

lose your interest in us or in our paper.
We used to think we had such a brave band
of workers in the children. Shall it not
prove so still? Begin this month and sec
how much you can do for our paper—how
many old subscriptions yon can colleet,
and how many new ones you can get.
Will you? Now is the time to work. We
want to begin the new year with oh, such a
long splendid list of new names. Won't
you help us all you can?

Responses to the Appeal for Clothing.

The benefit of our paper to the Hospital
is not to be estimated simply by the sub-
scription price, but by the interest it
awakens in us, and the ready response it is
sure to bring to our appeals. We have an
instance of this this month, in the supply
of clothing sent us, prompted by the ar-
ticle published last month, stating our
needs of this kind. A piece of print, suf-
ficient for two or three dresses, was sent us
by one friend, and we had other'kind re.
membrances. To work for the Review is
to work most effectually for the Hospital.
The wants made known thropgh its col-
umns, have but to meet the eye of the
benevolent to be snpplied.

A Good Suggestion.

Dzar Eprrress,—I heard a foew days
since that a subscriber to your acceptable
little paper, had discontinued it “ because
be had no time to read it.” Now we all
know that this is a very busy season with
our country friends, and many of them no
doubt find little time during the summer
days for reading, and night finds them
wearied with theirlabors. ButIwould sug-
gest to any that ave thus eircumstanced,
that the long winter evenings are. .coming
and the paper will keep; or a better use
still would be to see if there is not some
neighbor whom sickness has laid aside from
active life, who would be glad to have a
visit every month from the Review, and
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Jlearn something of others whom God has
afflicted in a similar way—or if no such
person is to be found, I am-sure there must
be some child who would gladly accept the
paper and read it too: and you would be
encouraged in your work of trying to make
the Review a welcome visitor to all.
A Frienp ro 1ee Hospirar.

From the New York Observer.
Systematic Liberality,

THE SCRIPTURAL ARITHMETIC.

The summary Bible principle is—1It is
‘both our duty and privilege to give with
systematic liberality.

But what is liberality § It is giving free-

1y and largely compared with our ability.
It is giving much, if that is possible with
all effort and self-denial and economy ; and
always much in proportion to the means
possessed.
"~ The idea of proportion, therefore, enters
‘into the very definition and essence of
Jiberality. The man who gives a dollar
may be a churl accursed, if it be but the
skimmings of his daily profits; while a
“dime given by his neighbor may be the of-
fering of a noble, self-sacrificing soul, be-
Jdoved and honored of Christ. ¢ As every
man hath received the gift, even so minis-
ter,” (1st Psalm 8.) * As God hath pros-
pered him,” (1st Cor.18.) 'We are familiar
with the wondrous principle of Proportion
as it stands and moves in its majesty in the
field of Mathematics. We are to apply it
here. And mark, it is, in more senses than
‘one, “direct,” not “inverse” and perverse.
The formula is—* if in that instance a very
small income is, by an unselfish mind, made
to contribute so much, then my larger in-
come must yield proportionally more.”

Let us remember another thing. When
we thus speak of giving, we mean a habit.
It is not a single act of parting with wealth
with which to close the life; or which is
to mark life’s middle or some other point—
release being purchased from all further
-claims from that hour onward. Nor can
the individual acts of liberality be years or
aonths apart. It is to be habitual, and of
course frequent, and the Apostle names the
plan of once every week, besides the ap-
peals to Christian benevolence which are
-occasiona), “Upon the first day of the
week let every one of you lay by him in

store, a3 God hath prospered him.” Re-
ferring to this passage, Dr. Paley says, «1
understand St. Paul to recommend the
very thing wanting with most men, the
being charitable upon a plan.”

May the spirit of Christ teach ms the
duty, the privilege and the wisest plan.

‘Wryomine.

‘Dief,

At the Rochester City Hospital, June 26, 1867,
of scarlet fever, Jane McCauley, aged 3 years.

At the Rochester City. Hospital, June 26, 1861,
of scarlet fever, John B. Russell, aged 3 years.

List of Donations to the Hospital,
FroM JUNE 15th To JULY 15th, 1867.

Miss E. A. C. Hayes—Cherries and Bouquets, half
barrel of Soap—by Mrs. Hayes.

Miss Libbie Witherspoon—Delicacies for the sick.

Mrs. Kellogg—Delicacies for the sick.

The Misses Buchan—Clothing and delicacies for
the sick. -

Mrs. Hiram Smith—Bread and Onions,

Mrs. Darling—Peas and Biscuit.

Receipts for the Hospital Review,
FroM JUNE 15 T0 JULY 15, 1867.

Mrs. F. A. Dewey, (3 years,) George L.
Mitchell, Wm. Delevan, Mrs. N. A. Stone,
By Miss E. A. C. Hayes, coooovuurnnns 33 00
Mrs. D. Dana, San Francisco, Cal.—By Mrs.
N.T. Rochester, cosveceeacecenaonns .
Mrs. C. M. Shadbolt—By Mrs. Dr. Strong,
Mrs. 8. Colman—By Miss Hibbard,.....
Rev. Mr. Saukey—By Miss McLean,..

0
0 50
0 50

0 50

Superintendent’s Report for May.

1867. June 1. No. Patients in Hospital,.. 62
Received during the month, 35— 97
Discharged,..c.oavevee.. 28

Deaths, ceeeennveananins 6— 34
July 1. Remaining in Hospital,... 63
Agents,

The following Iadies have kindly conseuted to
act as Agents for {ho Hospilal Review :

Miss MAGGIE CULBERTSON, East Groveland.
¢ L. A. BuiLer,Perry Ceutre.
¢ E. A, C. HavEs, Rochester.
* Mary W. Davis, "
Mrs. C. F. SPENuER, &
¢ PHEBE D. DAVENPORT, Lockport.
Miss MarRY BROWN, Perinton.
" Miss ADA MIITER, Ll
¢ Junia M'CHESNEY, Spencerport.
“ LiLLIAN J. RENNEY, Phelps, Ont. Co.
Miss PREBE WHITMAN, Scottsburg.
Migs Lormie J. WricuT. Lewiston.
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Childvew's Departnent,

The Chicken’s Mistake,

BY PH®EBE CARY.

A little downy chicken one day,
Asked leave to go on the water,

Where she saw a duck with her brood at play,
Swimming and splashing about her.

Indeed, she began to peep and cry,
When her mother wouldu't let her;

“If the ducks can swim there, why can't I?
Are they any bigger or better ?”

Then the old hen answered, * Listen to me,
And hush your foolish talking ;

Just look at your feet, and you will see
They were only made for walking.”

But chicky wistfully eyed the brook,
And didn’t half believe her,

For she seemed to say, by a knowing look,
“ Such stories couldn't deceive her.”

»And as her mother was scratching the ground,
She muttered lower and lower,

“T know I can go there and not be drowned,
And so I think T'll show her.”

Then she made a plunge, where the stream was
deep,
And saw too late her blunder;
For she hadn’t hardly time to peep
Till her foolish head went under.

And now I hope her fate will show
The child, my story reading,

That those who are older sometimes know
What you will do well in heeding;

That each content in his place should dwell,
And envy not his brother;

And any part that is acted well,
Is just as good as another.

For we all have our proper sphere below,
And this is a truth worth knowing ;

You will come to grief if you try to go
Where you never were made for going!

« T wonder where those clouds are go-
ing ¥ sighed Flora, pensively, as she point-
ed with her thin, delicate finger to the
heavy funeral masses that floated lazily in
the sky. I think they are going to thun-
der;” said her little brother.

The Little Gardeners, or, “ Be not Weary
in Well-doing.”

“Papa, won't you take us now to see
our gardens? Please do,” said little Alice
Melville, as she stood one bright spring
morning with her two sisters at the door
of her father’s study.

“Please, please do, papa,” echoed Bes-
sie and Fannie, and their father, unable to
resist the combined entreaties, Jaid aside
his book, and before long they had all pass-
ed over the green lawn which lay in front
of the rectory and reached a little piece of
rocky ground, where their father bade them
stop. The little field was divided into
three portions, upon each of which lay a
set of gardening tools, a box of seeds, and
a little book.

“Here arc to be the gardens I have so
long promised you,” said Mr. Melville.

Disappointment was written on the faces
of Alice and Bessie, while tears stood in
the eyes of little Fannie as she exclaimed :

“Oh! papa I did not thing you meant
this kind of a garden.”

4] knew my little children would be
sorry at first,” said Mr. Melville, “that I
had not given them gardens filled with
bright flowers ; but listen to me and I will
tell you how to work, so that this little
piece of rocky ground will be dearer than
any flower garden I could have given you.
These stones, of course, must be cleared
away, the ground raked, the seeds sown
and watered with care, and every weed be
uprooted. You cannot do it all at once,
nor alone; but this book I have written,
will tell you how to work, and I shall al-
ways be pleased to help you. My little
children must not be weary, nor think, be-
cause they do not see any fruits of their la-
bor for some time, that they never will reap
what was sown. You cannot call upon me
too often, and I will show you now how
to commience.”

“Thank you, papa,” said Alice, “but
really I do not need any assistance. I
know how to plant seeds, and would rather
fnake my garden all myself.”

« Just as you please, my danghter,” said
Mr. Melville; and the children noticed
there was sadness in his tone,

4 Won't you help me, papa{” said Bes-
sie.

% And me?’ said Fannie.
can do it alone.”

4 Certainly,” answered Mr. Melville; “X

¢ We never
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shall dearly love to assist you;” and he
helped them remove the stones and prepare
the ground for seed, so that before the sun
set, a little space in each garden was sown
and watered.

For several days Fannie and Bessie wat-
ered their gardeps carefully, though as yet
not even a blade was seen ; but at last Bes-
sie became weary, and one morning ex-
claimed:

“I do not intend to water my garden
any longer. It is of no use. I do not be-
lieve the seeds will ever spring up, and I
won't try any more.”

“Oh! Bessie,” said Fannie; “did not
papa tell us not to be weary of working,
and that the seeds would surely come up
by-and-by.”

“Well, maybe they will,” replied Bessie,
“but I am tired, and do not intend troub-
ling myself to water and rake my garden
any longer.”

Days passed by, and though Alice found
that she could not work all alone, she was
yet too proud to ask aid. Fannie, how-
ever, still toiled on, and though often a
weed would be left growing and a stone be
found in the bed, still she did not give up,
but went to her father and asked him to
help her, and read the book he had given
her every day, At last, one morning she
discovered a tiny green leaf peeping from
the ground, and when many days had gone
by, a little bed of mignonette shed its
sweet perfume over her garden.

When Alice and Bessie saw this, they
determined to follow her example—so go-
ing to their father they begged him to for-
give and help them as they did Fannie. It
was very hard work for Alice and Bessie,
so many weeds had sprung up among the
stones; but they persevered, and before
long, little green leaves were seen shooting
up 1n their gardens, so that when the sum-
mer time came, bright flowers grew where
before were nothing save stones and
weeds,

One bright summer morning, Mr. Mel-
ville heard a knock at his study deor, and
upon opening it he found Faunie standing
there, her cheeks glowing with excitement
as she exclaimed :

“Oh! papa, you uever did see such
naughty girls as Alice and Bessie. They
are quarrelling dreadfully.”

Entering t%e pext room, Mr. Melville
saw Alice trying to snmatch a book from
Bessie's hand, When the children saw

their father, they commenced making ex-
cuses,

“It is my book,” said Alice, “and she
has no right to take it.”

_ “She 18 just as cross as she can be,”
said Bessie; I only meaut to look it for a
minute.” .

_ %Oh, my children,” said Mr. Melville,
“in what a sad condition your gardens
are.”

“Qur gardens, papal!” exclaimed all
three. “What has happened to them ¢’

“I do not mean your flower gardens,
but those of your hearts,” answered their
father. “Nothing in this world would
give me more pleasure, than to have you
work as diligently in those gardens God
has given you as you have done in those I
gave you in the spring.”

The children sat thoughtful and silent for
some time, and then Fanuie said gently :

“I think I understand you, dear papa.
Qur evil passions—are they not the stones
which we must try to take out of our
hearts "

% And the book is the Bible?” said Bes-
81€.

“ And the seeds—are they not our at-
tempts to be good "’ added Alice.

“You are right, my children,” said Mr.
Melville. “If you would only go to God
for assistance as you come to me—only
read His book as you do the little one I
wrote—only work as diligently to root up
your evil passions as you do to uproot the
weeds, before long, in the gardens of your
hearts, good actions would spring up from
the seeds of good intentions, and your
hearts would be gardens in which God
would love to dwell.”

“ We will try, papa.”

“T am sorry,” said Alice and Bessie.

* And so am 1,” said Fannie, « for I did
wrong to tell.”

“ Forgive us, papa,” said the children
“and we will work in the gardens of our
hearts,”

Then remember, my darling ones,” said
Mr. Melville, *“that God has said, Let us
not be weary in well-doing, for in due sea-
son we shall reap, if we faint not.” Believe
Him as you have believed me; go to Him
when tempted to despair, and the egardens
of your heart will bloom with imperishable
flowers.”

Will you not work in your heart's gar-
den, little reader {

K M.
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The Lost Nestlings.
‘“Have you seen my darling nestlings 2"
A mother robin cried:
“1I cannot, cannot find them,
Though I've sought them far and wide. _

1 left them well this morning
When I went to seek their food;
But I found, upon returning,
I'd a nest without a broed.

‘Oh, have you nought to tell me
That will ease my aehing breast,
About my tender offspring
That I left witlién the nest ?

“I've called them in the bushes,
And the rolling stream beside,
Yet they came not to my Biddinag;
I'm afraid they ail have died.”

“1 can tell you all about them,”
Said a little wanton boy,

For 'twas I that did the mischief
Your nestlings to destroy.

“ But I did not think their mother
Her little ones would miss,

Or ever come to hail me
With a wailing sownd like this.

“1 did met know your bosom
‘Was formed $o suffer woe,

And to mourn your murdered children;
Or I had not grieved you so.

“I'm sorry that I've taken
The lives I can't restore,

And this regret shall teach me
To do the thing no more.

“T ever shall remember

The plaintive sounds I've heard,
Nor kill another nestling

To pain a mother bird.”

‘Worth Better than Show.

A young Oriental prince was visiting at
the castle of a duke in one of the finest
counties in England. He looked from his
window into a beautiful garden, and inhal-
ed the fragrance which was wafted toward
him by the gentle breath of June.

« What exquisite perfume!” he cried
%Bring me, I pray you, the flower that so
delights my sense. See you yon stately
stalk, bearing on its shaft those gorgeous
lilies, whose snowy petals are veined with
blood-red lines and with violet shade ; that
is undoubtedly the plant I seek.”

They brought him the curious lily of
Africa,

“Its odor is nauseating,” he said; “but
bring me that flower of a hue so much
deeper and richer than even the beautiful
roses of my own fair land. See how it
glows like flame! Surely, a rich odor
should distil from that regal plant.”

It was the dahlia, and its scent was even
less agreeable than that of the lily.

“Can it be, then, the large white blos-
soms clustered on yonder bush, or the blue-
cups on the neighboring shrub ?” he asked.

No, the snowball and campanula proved
slike scentless, Various plants yielded
their odorless buds or broad-spreading pe-
tals for his inspectiom. But he found not
‘what he sought.

“ Surely it must be that golden ball,” he
said, ¥ for so showy a bloom should at least
charm the nostril as well as the eye.”

“Faugh !” It was a marigold.

At lgngth they placed in his hands a
wee brown blossom.

¢ So unpretending a thing as this cannot
surely be that for which I seek,” exclaim-
ed the prince, with a vexed air—* this ap-
pears to be nothing better than a weed.”

He cautiously lifted it to his face.

“Is it possible?” he cried. *Is it real-
ly this unobtrusive brown weed which
gives so precious an odor? Why, it hangs
over the whole garden, and comes fanning
in at my window like the breath of health
and purity. What is the name of this lit-
tle darling #”

¢ Precisely that, your highness,” answer-
ed his attendant—*this flower is called
‘ mignonette, the little darling.””

“ Wonderful ! wonderful ! repeated the
astonished prince, placing it in Ins bosom.

“Thus your highness perceives,” re-
marked his tator, gravely, “that the hum-
ble and unpretending often exhale the most
precious virtues,”—ZLittle Pilgrim.

From the Presbyterian.
The Fly’s Friends.

A fly that had just got itself out of &
dish of preserves, and had still much pf
the syrup clinging to it, was surprised to
find how affectionate all the other flies had
grown. Indeed, they caressed it so much
that it began to think them rather trouble-
some. At last, however, they one by one
dropped off, and left it to itself, which it
at Erat did not know the cause of; but,
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upon examining itself, it found that the
flies had eaten up all the preserves that had
been sticking to it.

“Abal” said the fly. “So it wasn't
me after all, but the preserves that they
liked so much; as soon as that's all gone,
they leave me.”

They are not your true friends, who
stay by you as long as they think there ie
some chance of mgking something off you,
or of living at your expense; but they are
your true friends who love you for yourself,
and nothing else, whether you be rich or
poor. “ Pigeon.”

The Boy who.Killed a Wolf,

Have you ever been left in charge of
your younger brothers and sisters while
nurse was busy, or while your molher was
gone out! If so, you have felt quite re-
solved no harm should happen to them
while under your care. But noweserious
harm was likely to come near them ; a fall,
or perhaps that far worse thing, a quarrel,
might happen. T will tell you, however,
‘of a boy who fought manfully with a wolf,
rather that it should eat up his sisters,‘of
whom he was taking care. .

Jean, for that was his name, lived with
his mother in a poor cottage at the foot of
the Jura Mountains in France. His father
was away gghting in the army of the first
Emperor Nepoleon. Before he went he
left in Jean’s charge, his mother and two
young sisters, and, though he was only
twelve years old, right well did he fulfil
the trust committed to him. Did his moth-
er want water from the spring? Jean was
off in a minute to get it for her. Did she
want the goats milked? Jean never need-
ed to be told twice, but, snow or sunshine,
would bound over the rocks, though ‘he
had neither shoes nor stockings, and up the
mountain paths till he found the goats, It
was harder work to get back again with
the milk on his head, but he was so care-
ful he very seldom spilled any.

The mountain air had made him hardy
in body, and perhaps the sight of the wild
beauty around him had helped to strength-
en his mind, for he was thoughtfal and in-
quiring beyond his years. hen evening
came, and there was nothing more to be
done for his mother, he did not go to steep
beside the wood fire, but would set off and
walk three milos to the nearest village,
where the minister kindly tanght him tead-

ing, writing and arithmetic. Ah, T wish
we were all as anxious to improve ourselves
as Jean the mountain boy. ‘What scholars
we should be, how wise we shonld grow,
if, only we made as much of our gregt ad-
vantages as he did of his small ones.

" One day Jean's mother was obliged to
go out for all the afternoon, but she was
quite easy in leaving the two young girls
in Jean’s charge. “Was he not,” she
thought, ¢ the kindest of brothers, as well
as the most attentive of sons?” He was
always happy in being useful, 89 she was
sure he would not go off to his own book
or play, but spend tie time trying to amuse
his sisters. At last it was necessary for
him to go and get the fagots wherewith to
grepare his mother's supper. He wonld

ave left the girls at home, but they plead-
ed so earnestly to go with him that he con-
sented, and they all set. off very happily to-
gether.

It was a lovely afternoon in the early
spring ; the snow was still upon the moun-
tains,  but its wintry reign was over, and
the bright patches of green were every-
where peeping through to refresh the sight.
In little sunny nooks, too, smiled the first
sweet spritig flowers, the bird’s-eye prim-
rose, the dark-blue gentian, and others,
which the mountain children hailed with
the same shouts of joy as you would do
the violets of our English hedge-rows.
The streams had burst their icy chains,
and the birds were making the sweetest
‘musie.

It was two miles to the forest, and when
they got there, Jean began chopping wood,
while his sisters went on gatﬁering nose-
gays, or {)laying hide-and-seek behind the
trees, All at once a frightful scream from
both together made Jean look around in
alarm, and what he saw was a monstrous
wolf in the very act of springingat his sis-
ters!| There was no time for thought;
to throw himself in front of them was the
work of one moment, and to aim a blow at
the wolf with his chopper was the act of
another. Had it been done by a stronger
arm, it would have severed its head from
its, body, so well directed was it; but, as
it was, it only enraged the savage beast,
and made it fly at the boy likea%ury. ATt
was a hard conflict; for wolves are ve:
strong, aud this one was a large one, an
was maddened by hunger and by pain;
while Jean, though ﬂgiﬁn for his own
and his sistery’ %i‘ves, hadg but a boy's



Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County - Historic Serials Collection

The Hospital Review,

189

strength after all. But God, who delivered-
David from the lion and the bear was pres-
ent to help and succor., The wolf was
streaming with blood; Jean bkad many
wounds, but he hardly felt them; yet it
seemed as if the fierce beast was getting
the hetter of him, and suddenly loosing his
foot he fell to the ground. ~You would
have thought it was 5; over with him ; but
he collected his strength and gave a des-
perate plunge with his chopper as the wolf
sprang upon him. It staggered, fell back,
and with one terrible howl rolled over and
died. Jean and his little sisters were safe.
Faint and wonaded a8 he was, he sprang
up, and taking one of his sisters on his
back hurried back to the cottage. What
a tale it was to tell the mother, and how
thankful she felt for her boy’s bravery, es-
pecially when the neighbors who went into
the wood said it was the largest wolf ever
seen in those parts,

The story soon spread, and at last reach-
ed the Emperor’s ears. He sent for Jean’s
father to talk about this brave son of his,
aud the result was that Jean was placed at
the military school at the Emperor’s ex-
pense. And the poor mountain boy who
waited on his mother and killed a wolf in
the defence of his infant sisters, ended his
days as a general in Napoleon’s army.
But thou, h%le was great and honored, he
retained through life the same simplicity,
uprightness, and kindliness of character
which had distinguished him in his youth.

God has promised a blessing to those
who honor their father and mother, and
God’s promises always come true. The
boys who honor their mother, as Jean did,
I think are among those who are most
likely to succeed in life. We do not wish
them to be generals, but, in some way suit-
ed to their character and circumstances,
even in this world they shall have their re-
ward.— Child's Companion.

Child, you have two ears and only one
mouth. Learn frem this to listen muc}l,
and to speak little. ’

You have two eyes and only one month.
Learn to observe more than you 15:31?.l ¥

You have two bands to work with, and
only one mouth to eat, Leam to work
more than you eat,

Think much, and use hands, cars eyes; .,

§ultnliule sp'eak. If you be w:ise.mm i

Wincellnneons,

Easy Lessons in Geography.

The following amusing article is from
the Cincinnati T'imes :

THE EARTH.

The earth is an old subject—we don't
know how old. Wise men have endeavor-
ed to ascertain its age in various ways, and
have succeeded very well, only differing in
their calculations a few thousand centuries,
or so.

We have several reasons for writing upon-
the earth, the principal one being the im-
perfect facilities afforded for getting upon
any other planet to write. Nothing pre-
vents our writing upon the sun or the,
moon, except the difficulty in getting there.

The earth is the third planet in order.
from the sun, and the largest within the
belt of the planetoids. e have wonder-
€d sometimes, why the earth did not have,
a belt all to herself, being the Champion of
the Universe?

The ancients looked upon the earth asa
flat disc, swimming upon the water like a
piece of toast in a basin of milk. Once
upon a time a Jot of adventurous young:
ancients started out o find the jumping off,
place, and continuing on a straight line,
they were astonished to find themselves on
the very spot whence they started. They
informed their parents of the circumstance,
and they, after about a centary of painful
and laborious thought upon the subject,
came to the conclusion that the earth must
be round, “becanse if it ain’t,” triumph-.
antly asked a jolly old aneient, “ how could
the boys ha’ got around it There was
no getting around that, and the earth has-
been of a spherical form ever since,

" It is estimated that about two-thirds of
the surface of the globe is covered with
water.  Although millions of living crea-
tures slake their thirst daily, the quantity:
of water has not been materially diminisk-.
ed for centuries past, at least not since the’
introduction of whiskey shops, which prove
a great saving of water, and are therefore
" an jmmense bepefit to navigation.

The greatest distance from the earth to
_the sun is 96,000,000 miles, and the least
1 distance something over 94,000,000 miles,.
- A saving of 2,000,000 of miles could be,
fected if a railroad should ever connect,.

the two planets, by taking thy lasst, dis-,
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tance. This would shorten the time con- | hood’s fancies of luck and images of fairy

sumed in running and reduce the expenses
very materially. Any railroad man will
tell you that.

The mean distance from the earth to the
sun is 95,000,000 mites, which is no mean
distance either, when you try to walk it.

The earth moves around the sun from
west to east, consuming 365 days and 6
hours in every revolution, traveling nights
and Sundays. Joshua, it will be Temem-
bered by some of our oldest citizens, once
commanded the sun to a stand still, and she
is standing, still. It ain’t every fool of a
planet that can get around the sun. The
earth does it, however. She would get
around most anything.

The earth turns upon its axis, making
one revolution every twenty-four hours, ex-
cept in Mexico—there they have a revolu-
tion two or three times a day. The earth
and her axis were thick as peas together at
oue time, but one day the earth got down
on her axis and tarned on it.

It is the revolution of the earth that
make night and day to everybody but
printers and editors who work on morning
papers—it is all day with them.

After digging a certain depth into the
bowels of the earth the temperature be-
comes warm, and it grows warmer as you
warm toyour work, so that at the depth
of thirty miles, (as we are informed by a
gentleman who dug that distance one July
morning), everything is like molten iron at
a white heat. There is good reason for
believing that people who cheat the printer
acd who try to get into shows without
paying for it, are sent thirty miles into the
bowels of the earth when they die.

The earth is not such a dismal place to
live upon as many try to make out. So far
as our knowledge extends—and we prob-
ably know as much about it as anybody—
it is far preferable to any of her sister
planets as a permanent residence. At least
we are satisfied with it, and intend to re-
main here so long as we are “ on earth.”

A Four Lear CLover.—The sanguinary
spectacle of war is not altogether devoid
of redeeming features. At Koniggrate,
while the fight was raging at its fiercest, a
soldier’s eye was arrested by the sight of a

lant of clover having four leaves. No
!G)erman can suffer a four leaf clover to re-
main unplucked. There is a mysterious
charm about it, bound up with his child-

magic. To the young soldier it certainly
was a messenger of good omen. As he
bent to pluck it, a cannon ball whizzed over
his heag. But for the little plant it would
have gone through his body. The precious
little memento was gratefully sent to his
bienaimee at Konigsberg, who will forever
look upon it as the preserver of the bride-
groom’s life.

Hospital Notices.

Application for the admission of Patients to the
Rochester City Hospital, may be made at the
Hospital, West Avenue, between Prospect and
Reynolds Btreets, or to any of the attending Phy-
gicians, viz: Dr. H. W. Dean, North Fitzhugh
Street; Dr. W. W. Ely, South Fitzhugh Street;
Dr. Little, Plymouh Avenue; Dr. Montgomery,
Spring Street; Dr. Langworthy & Dr. Whitbeck.

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,
with the names of the donors, the date of for-
warding, and Post Office address, is requested to
be sent to the Corresponding Secretary, Mrs. Dr.
Mathews.

List of our Little Agents.
LiNDA BroNSoN, Rochester,
MARY PERKINS, “
FLORIE MONTGOMERY, *
FanxnyY and ELia CousurN, Rochester;
FaNNY POMEROY, Pittefleld, Mass,
8. HavLL, Henrietta,
JENNIE HUrD, Rochester,
MARY LANE, “
BeNNY WRIGHT, East Kendall.
SaxueL B. Woop, Rochester.
LiBBIE RENTREW, “
EuLa VAN Zaxpr, Albany.
MmvNie MoNTaoMERY, Rochester.
MARY WATSON, i

o o ——— ]
v Dilvertisements,

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Pr. 8q.,1 insertion $1 00 or (‘olumn,. ....

Three Months,.... $ 00 ne Third Column,., 12 00

8ix Months,....... 8 00 Half Column, 1 Year, 16 00
One Column, 1 Year, 26 00

One Year,........ 5 00
A Column contains eight S8quarea,

R.G. & H. W. MATHEWS,

Manufacturers and Dealers in the

Celebrated Cayuga Plaster,

For fertilizing land ; also,

WATER LIME, ROSENDALE CEMENT,

AND PLASTER PARIS.
Water Lime & Plaster Mill, Aqueduct 8t., near Court,
Ofes & Warshouse, 83 Exchangs Street,
Jan, 18, 2667, ROCHESTERN .Y,
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AWAY WITH SPECTACLES

OLD EYES MADE NEW EASILY,
WITHOUT DOCTOR OR MELICINES,
Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 cents.

Dr. E. B, FOOTE,
Jan. 15, 1867—1 yr, 1130 Broadway, N.Y.

AWAY WITH UNCOMFORTABLE TRUSSES.

Comfort & Cure for the Ruptured.
Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 10 cents,
Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE,

Author of Medical Common Sen
Jan. 15, 1867—1 yr. 1180 Broadway, N.Y,

PERFECTION REACHED AT LAST.

Embodied in the New and Popular

,\J[;.. (' =8 \ '
FLORENGE

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINE.

THE % FLORENCE" took the Gold Medal at the i‘nu'

of the American Institute, New York, Oct. 1

the best machine in the world. 80,000 8old within the

last three years, giving universal satisfaction to sll. They

luve noequal as a Family or Manufactnrlng Machine. °
srranted never to ve ﬂ]'q‘é:' Does its work alike

1. Ito sim llclt and e of W
2 Its m:kl: dmt tches, vix the lock, knot,
double-lock an donble-knot.
8. The reverslble feed motion operated by simply torn-
g a thi g the to run the work
from right to left. or left to right, and perfectly self-sus-
mlnln to the end of the seam.
finish and substantial manner in which
the mhlne h made.
6. The npidity of its working, and the quality of the

6. lu ul \uﬂn tension.

The “ FLORENCE™ will sew from the finest Lawn to
the heaviest P!lot Cloth, without chnng: of tension or
breaking of thresd. As a Tailor's manufacturing machine,
or ﬁmﬂy machine, it has no equal. We make strong ns-
.ertlonl which we are prepared to substantiate in every

Be“eve “not what the sgents or friends of other machines
but see the Florence before purchusing any other

' l kind- of Stiteching, Closk and Dress Making,
done to ordef, and all kinds of Ladies’ Garments made to
order on short no ea.in the neatest possible manner, by

“géuk, Noodlos and best O, for ssle at this Office.
ms over 20 State street, Rochester, N. Y.
A liberal discount made to those who buy to sell again,
F s address.
CHAS SPENCER HALL, Genersl
Bochester,

Nov. 15,1865,

A.S. MANN & CO.

. ARE now offering their usual complete assort-

ment of Goods adapted to
Spring and Early Summer Trade,

bﬂ which, and the low scale of prices now ruling,
ey cail the attention of their customers. Every
thing in the line of
House-keqp@n Linens and Cottons,
Shirtings, Dress Goods, Silks,
Shawls, Flannels, White Goods
Laces and Embrovderm
Woolen Cloths and Cassimeres,
and all other Goods in fullest assortment, such a8

their stock and extensive business demands. Pri-
ces will be found low enough to satisfy ail at

37 and 39 State Street,
March 15, 18617. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

BRECK'S PHARMACY.

GEORGE BRECK,
DRUGBIST AND APOTHECARY,

67 Bufalo Sireet,

ROCHESTER, N.Y
DEALEE IN

Fancy & Toilet Goods,
AND PURE WINES & LIQUORS,

For medicinal uses.
Particular attention given to Physicians' Prescriptions,
Floral Depot for Frost & Co's Greenhouses.
June 15, 1866.

CURRAN & GOLER,

8UCCESS0RS TO B. KING & CO.

Druggists & Apothecaries,

No. 96 BUFFALO STREET,
Opposite the Court House,

Smith's Arcade,

Rochester, N. Y,
April,'68-pd.to '63.  G. W. GOLER,

SMITH & PERKINS,

WHOLESALE GROCERS,

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

Caas. F. SMiTH. GiLMaN H. PERKINS.
[Established in 1826.}
Jan, 1866. tf

8. F. & W. WITHERSPOON,
DEALERS IN
Choice Groceries and Provisions,
OF ALL KINDS,
Nos. 87 & 69 Buffalo Street,

ROCHESTER, N, Y.
Jan. 1866. 1y

EICHARD CURRAN.
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LANE & PAINE,

- Dealers in
DRUGS, MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
TOILET ARTICLES, PERFUMERY, &c.
18 Buffalo St.,, Rochester, N. Y,
mch, 1568, 1y

ALFLED 6. LANK. CYRCUS P, PAINE.

THE GREAT AMERICAN

TEA COMPANY

OF NEW YORK,
Harve established an Agency for the sale of their

Teas and Coffees,

At 62 Buffalo St., Rochester, N, Y,
. The-following are the Prices:
YOUNG HYSON,...$1, $1.10 and $1.25 per Ib.
8

OOLONGS, .........80c, 90c. and $1.00
MIXED TEAS, .....80c, 90c. and $1.00 "
IMPERIAL,..odeeeesee.s.$1 and $1.25 7

UNCOLORED JAPAN, best,.....$1.25 ”
ENGLISH BREAKFAST,..$1and$1.20 "'
GROUND COFFEE,...20c, 30c. and 40c. [

All goods sold by this Company are put up in
pound packages, with style, price, and guaraniee,
28 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
Coftee sold, is warranted to give entire satisfac-
:‘ion, or they can be returned and the money re-
unded.

We have a full assortment of

3 3
Family Groceries,
of every description, and offer all articles in our
line so low e it'a special objeot for peo-

ple, in City or Country, to deal with us.
The goods put up by the Great American Tea
Gompany, are for sale by no other house.
MOORE & COLE,

April, 1866. 1y 62 Buffalo Street.

UNION ICE COMPANY.

ICE supplied on reasonable terms, to Private

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

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

8 Orders left at J. PALMER'S Ior CREAM Sa-
LooN, Fitzhugh Street, opposite the Court House,
#ill be prompily attended to.

March 15, 1867. E. L. THOMAS & CO.

GEORGE McEAY, .
PAINTER & GLAZIER,

CorNER OF STONE &:JLY STREETS,
Walls Whitened or Tinted,
AND PAINTING DONE,

In the mos reliabje and satisfictory manttr.
All ordors left g8 sbove, or at his residence, on Ely 8t.,

will recetve pmptuwu.ﬁﬂ. :
\?c!. 1665 ' .

MEAT MARKET.

E. & A, WAYTT,
Dealers in all kinds of
Fresh Meats, Poultry,
SMOKED -MEATS,
S8MOKED AND SALT néﬁ, ETC.
104 Buffalo Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cash pald for Country Produce, Game of all kinds In fis sonson.

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

No. 142 Main St., Rochester.
Jen, 15, 1867.

LIFE, FIRE, AND MARINE

INSURANCE OFFICE,

No. 18 Arcape HALL,
No. 7 ExcHANGE PLACE, }Rocansmn, N.¥.

CASH CAPITAL REPRESENTED, $10,000,000.

BUELL & BREWSTER,

Agents for a large number of the most reliable
Companies m the United States.
Policies issued, and all lpsses promptly adjust-
ed and paid. - b
H. P. BREWSTER, E. N. BUELL.
Rochedfer, Sept., 1866. :

.
Y

THE OLD & RESPONSIB
D. LEARY’S

Steam Fancy Dyeing
AND SCOURING ESTABLISHMENT,

Two hundred yards North of the New York
Central R. R. Depot,
On Mill St., corner of Platt,
Brown’s Race, Rochester, N. Y
The reputation of this Dye House sinee
1828, has induced others to counterfeit our signs,
checks and busineas cardg, and even the cut of our
building, to mislead the public.
¢~ NO CONNECTION WITH ANY SIMIL-
AR ESTABLISHMENT. )
Crape,?Broch‘e, Coakhmere and Plaid Shawls and
all bright colored 8ilks and Merinos, scoured
without injury to the colors; also, Ladies' and
Uentlemen’s Garments Scoured or Colored 'with«
out ripping, and pressed nicely. Silks, Wooler.
or Cotton 5oods, of every description, dyed in all
colors, and finished with neatness and dispatch, on
very reasonable terms.
Goods dyed black every Thuraday.
All goods returned in one week.
¥~ Goods received and returned by Express.
. Bills collected by Express. Co.
Address D, LEARY, Cor. Mill & Platt ew.,
Jon. 1867, -~ 7P Rechestey N.Y. |,

W
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