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A NEW “sAw,”
s -0
CURING A BAD HABIT.

Craprer 1.
Tom Whitewoed was tired ; he had done an
unusually hard day’s work in the shop, and it
was with a feeling of i it that he

scolding us women about something, and find-
ing fault with us? Now it is poor Mrs White-
wood. She is an awful sinner, no doubt ; but
T suppose Tom Whitéwood is un angel.”

Thero is the trouble. Tom was ot an angel.
If he had been, probably I never should bave
found the material for my skoteh. He was
buman, and though a very elever fellow, and a
wodel of industry, perscverauce und thrift in

entered his neat cottage, where rest and re-
freshment awaited him.

Tom was the village blacksmith, at Spindle-
ville, and people hiad a very high opinion of his
good qualities of mind and heart, no less than
of his industry and perseverance in business.
He had been married abont two years, and a
bright little girl had for six months swiled
upon his happy howme.

Tom went into the house,
day’s work was dono.  Sundry v
@ lounge on the sofe after supper,
newspaper in his band, and of listeni
dozen pages or o from +* Bleak House,” which
Susan had taken out of the Spindleville Library,

which she had been reading to him at Lis
leisure—in short, a_ picture of comfort and

ease, which ouly s tired man ean
played through” his mind. Iang at
upon the nail—Lom's bump of order was *plus
67—he threw off' his cont, aud proceeded to
give bimself the regular scrubbing which his
sooty calling vequired. Lhis done, be puton
his slippers and sat down by the kitehen fire,
to wait till Susan got the supper upon the table.
The steaming tea-pot, und the hot biscuit look-
ed more than usually inviting, for Tom was
hungry, as well as tired—and his bump of
alimentivenoss was also ¢ plus 6.""

“Thomas won't you bring in an armful of
wood " said Susan.
Tom would, and did ; and when he returned,

y
{'m so tired!" said Susan, as
sho threw hersell into the chair and drew a
desperate long breath. 2

¢80 am I,” veplied Tom, *“and the chair
feels good. These are first-rate biscuit, Susie ;
they taste tip-top.”

Susan was ploased with the compliment.
Wo beliove housckeopers havo o weakness in

| think! 'Tom worked very L

D , bie had his i

1t would have taken seven men and a hoy, to
wait upon Mrs. Whitewood ; that was her in-
firmity. If there was anything to be done,
she always asked somebody to do i she
wanted anything, she never could get it lorself. |
Tom hud mever been permitted to sit twenty
minutes at a time, without being called upon
to exccute some little commission—to get o
iteher of water ; to put a stick of wood on the |
fire; to go into the sitting room to see what |
time it ws to go up stairs and bring the |
baby’s napkin ; and a thousand and one other |
little things, which she might lLave done herself. |
Bat Susan was a very good-learted little we-
mun, and loved Tom ‘with all ler soul. She
would willingly have sacrificed her own com-
fort to that of her husbund’s ; but she did net
d, und his was a |
ially for ono of slender |
ed to ber, that it was |
unreasonable to as! to waitupon her, after |
he had done o hard day’s work ; 1t was a habit |

taborious calling

e8]
build. Tt never

i
she had fallen into, of usking to he waited upon: |
o habit whose consequences never presented |
themselves to her mind. Compared with her
Lusband's, her daily duties were very light.
She was in good health, hearty, and ‘strong ;
and & woman came regularly overy week, to
do the washing and ironing.

At the risk of still furtlor offouding our lady
readers, we must repeat that Tom was a good
follow, ‘and bore his trials with exemplary
patience, 1t is true, he felt u little growling
in his infirm nature, when called upon to esert
bis wearied limbs in doing these little chores. |
Tle could not help fecling a little sour about it,
but he manfully kept down tie storm that was
brewing in his breast.

Supper was ended, and the  things” clear-
ed away. Tom stretched himsclf upon the
sofa in the sitting-room, and began to feel very

being tickled, when their culinary prep
aro praised.

«Lam glad you like them, Thomas."

“ I do, and no mistake,” added Tom, cram-
ming the half of ono intd his capacious maw.
They say o wide mouth indicates a large heart,
and Tom's mouth was very large indecﬁ,

“Won't you got me a piteher of hot water,
Thomas? This tea is too strong for me ; 1 shall
not slecp a wink, if I drink it so strong."”

Tom got upand filled the pitcher B WA E,
as desired, and rescated himself.

. «fThere! I declare I havo forgotten the
oheeee,” contivued sbe, when he was fairly
down.

+ Never mind it, Susie ; I don’t want any.”

“But [ do; won't you bring it out of th

ntry I’ .

Tom brought the cheese, thoush candor com-
18 us to say, that his tired limbs growled a
ittle.  Ile didn’t; Tom was too good-natured
to growl just then. Onee more he scated him-
lelli: for the farther enjoyment of his meal.

Susan rohearsed the gossip of the day. Mrs,

Sam Swelter had ealled ; old Mr. Boozy had

another fit of apoplexy ; Tim Jones was really

courting Nancy Sykes ; and she had scen the

.doctor stop at Mr. Poter Pendloton’s houso,

aund was quite sure they had four children now,

instead of three, as before.
« Hark " said Susan, suddenly dropping her

knife and fork. 7
“ What's the matter, Susie P’

« Didn’t you hear tho baby 1"

« I guess not.”

“Do, Thomas, juli ll:; into the bed-room
and 9 if she hasn’t waked up.”’

« She will lot Jou know itin the natural way,

does,” replied Tom, a little vexed
“Iam gu heard her.”
1f you did, she wants you, and not mo.”

« Juis step in and soo if sho is awake, won't|
yoa, Thomas!"* |

Tom wanted to say he would not got up again |
for anything till ho had finishod his supper ; |
but his better natare saved him this time from
he lett the table, to comply
o's request. The baby was all
right, slecping like o trooper after a forced
march, and he 30 reported.

“1 wae sure I heard her,”" said Susan.
“ Another cup of tea, Thomas!"”

T assed his cup ; but now the milk had
been all used out of the pitchor, and Tom could
not drink bis tea without milk.

I‘(.{l. there any more in the house!” he

asked.

“ Plenty down cellar ; you will find it in the
din pail, on the cellar bottom.”

Thet was o broad hint, b ut Tom’s better
mature triumphed again, and ho brought the
milk. His supper was finished without furiher
dnterruption.

Cuarrse 11
« What are you driving at now, Mr. Optic "

X can alwost funey I hear from the youting lips
of some wilo or maiden. * You aro always

com fortable
A ¢ Come, Susie, where is Bleak House " said

“Itis up saivs

“ Why don ¢ you leave it down here 1"

“ 1 am afraid it will get inju You run
ap and get it, won't you! It won’t take you
but & minute.””

It was trae, it didn’t take hin but u minute ;
but then he was 80 nicely fixed on tho sofi, and |
his aching bones had legun to feel s0 good ! |
But Tow was a phi ut the time of
which I write, simself com fort-
ably upon the sofa again, wnd hegan to wonder |
what Lady Dedlock would say und do in the |
fortheowing chapter. |

Susan lquznn to read, and things went on;
quietly for the fall space of lalfan hour, at the
end of which time, the reader, like the pendul-
um of the old clock, which had hung for fifty |
years in o farmer’s kitchen without giving its
ownar iy esuso of complaint, ** suddenly stop-

a

The lamp burned rather dimly. Sundr:
nullifying inerustations had gatl
wick,” which Susie supersiitiously declared
were *“letters’ for her, ut any rate they made
| their light darkness, and if they were letters at
all, they were ** dead letters,” so that it be-|
came noecessary to remove them

1 wish you would bring me the lamp scis-
sors, Thomas. [ can’t see worth u cent.”

Ugh! to get up again! But Lady Dedlock
was about to say something swart, and he was
anxious to know what it was.

All right again !

“ Now, let us know what Lady Dedlock has
to say,” said Tom, stretehing himself once

continued tho reading for five minutes
and then stopped again,

My throat is all dried up. T wish you
would get “mo somo water. There is somo in
the pail in the baek room."

Tom got the water, and Susan went on ag
L.,., tap !
ymebody ix at the door, Thomas,"

“Tako the light, Susie, and sce who it i

“You go, Thomas." .

Tom did go 1 was only & man who wanted
to know where Mr. Peter Pondloton lived.

Onee more as seitled, hut the fire got
down, and Sasan wanted him to fix it, though
the wood lay by the fire-placo.

1 guess I'won't hear any moro to-night,
Susic. L will go to bed uow,” said ho, yawn-
ing.

“ Thero are only two pages more to the end
of the chapter.”

“1 am too fatigued,” and Tom rotired in
disgust.

vin,

Cuavren T01

Three years after.
Tom sat in the store smoking u long nine.
For uearly o year ho had spont his evenings

créd upon thie |

there, smoking
““after bedtime.

What for! Tom used t bave such cosey
times at home evenings—why don’t he stay
there now, instead of loafing about the stores,
and associating with all the rowdies and vag-
abonds in Spindleville ! "

We are sorry to say it; but Tom’s house is
w0 longor o pleasant place to him. ~Ho nover
could sit down there half un hour, without his
wife asking him to do eomething which moro
properly belonged to hier, und which she could
do just as well us he.

‘Ihat very evening he had sat down before
the fire in his comfortable sitting room, to
ke out some bills against some of his custo-
mers. Ile had got the items of Mr. Pendleton’s
account on the paper, and was running up the
column of figures. » :

«Tom, T wish you would get a pitcher of
water; I am almost choked.” interrupted
Susan, who sat the other side of the table
making alittle apron for the second baby.

¢ Forty-one, forty-seven, fifty-one," said Tom
nuing to add the figares. ¥
¢ The pitcher is on the tablein the kitchen.”
« Sixty-three, seventy-one, eighty——""

Ringo it out before you pat it in the pail.””
carry eight.”

ou, will you "’
isht, eleven, sixteen— R

o L um almost choked,”” said Susan, reaching
over and taking bold of his arm. * Get me
o water, will you "’ g
Get it -yourself—cight, eleven, sixteen

¢ That is polite, I must say.”

* Twen

and telling stories till long
»

©

+ Ri
“ Zoro,
“ Come To

son

oSS you are,
ty-one, thirty-seven—
You get the water or not !

“No, F'won't !

«1t did not use to be so,” snivelled Susan.
«When I asked you to do anything for me
(e

“ Like a
teen—
«T never thought you could treat mo s0."”

« Twenty-one, twenty-eight—-—"

“ You are an altereil man: you are off now
almost every evening,” whined the poor wife—
we pity her, while we point out her fault.
o!™ exclaimed Tom, closing his ac-
count-book ina pet, and putting it back into
the secrotary. * 1 should as soon think of
doing anything in Tophet, as here "

Seizing his hat, he rashed out of the hguuo,
and made his way to the store, where we found
him at the opening of this chapter.

He had not been gone wmore than half an
Lour, before Unele Tim, her mother’s brother,
a solid, substantial old farmer, who took a
groat interest in Susan’s welfare, mado her o
call.
The poor wifo's tears were scaveely dry, and
her eyes wero swollen with weeping'—She
belioved herself the most eruelly abused woman
in Spindleville—a martyr to the harshness and
cruusty of her hushand.

# Where's Tom!"”

“o is ot at home. You know ho never
stays in the houso evenings mow," repliod
Susan, struggling to repress a fresh flood of
tears
« What's the matter, Susie? You look so

’,"" continued the old man
dly fom win't so good
fellow as we used to think he was.” 5

Sasan only shook her head, and uncle Tim
sat in silonco for o fow moments. Suddenly
the poor wife, no longer able to hide her grief,
burst into tears and sobbed like a child.

“ What's the matter, Susie?””

¢ Tom was very cross to me to-night.”

« How did it happen !’ asked the old man,
who had heen a t:ll:me observer of his nicce’s
domestie relations, and who already under-
stood the matter very well. "

“ Why. you soe, ho was making out bills, and
I usked” bim to bring we a pitcher of water.
Then he scolded terribly,”

“1 have been afraid of this since the first
woek you wero married,” added uncle Tim.

«1um sure | do evorything 1 ean to ploase
t hie grows worse and worso.”
ou won't thank we, Susie, for
dy your fault.”

N

darn fool, 1 did it—cight, eleven,

nigh threo yoars ago, p
some time in the house here one night.
had come in from work dreadful tired, that
day, and throwed himeelf on the sofa to rest
hid bones. 1 remember, too, you made him
git up four times within an hour to get things
for you, that you it just us well got your-
sl
' Was there any larm in that 1"

“eSartuin. When he wasall tired out,you ought
not to bothered him. lava been goin’
on in this way, ou ask to do things, and
that makes him (ret, and then you frot. Meu-
{olky ought to bring in the wood und water, and
do the heavy work whout bouse; but when you
2 u nigger servant of 'em, they won’s stand

it

Sasan roviowed the past. and sho could trace

a great tanny of their little quarrels to the

source which uncle Tim had pointed out as the
fountain of their discord.

“1 s'pose {nn'vn read Poor Richard’s al.
manac,and all the * old saws’ it contains; but
I'm goin’ to give you u new ¢ saw "—NEvER asg
ANOTUER T0 DO FOR YOU WHAT YOU CAN JUST A§
WELL DO YOURSELY."’

Uncle
self to th:
her reflecti e
new  saw "' o principle of every-day life.

It was faithfully applicd, and was oil upon
the troubled waters of the sea of matrimony,
Tom soon dircovered the difference, and aftor
a while the watter was talked over between
them. .

Again home was pleasant to him, even more
pleasant than it bad ever been before. Peace
was entirely restored, and Tom is seldom dis-
turbed—Never for unnecessary demands.—So
much for the New Saw

WHO ARE Tl SANTALS?

It is perhiaps necessury to saya word segarding
the nature of our new enemics in India. * Who
arethe Santals? s is a question which unul recent-

ly, few even in lndia could answer. The name
li  those who have paid any at-
| tention 1o the condition of the igines of lndia,
and much Light has been thrown on the habits of
the people by recent missionary researches. Thus
u very elaborate deseription of & brauch of the
tribe—a branch which 1s not yet, we hape, im-

plizated in the ineurrection—will be fourd in a
w iy publisiied in London, «utitled, “ludia
is a Field of I ws, by Macleod Wy-

1t is sullicient for our present purpose
to say that the Santala, though possessing many
of the characteristies of the real hill wnibes, whose
v, as they exist thronghout
hills of Assam to those eof
Conean, is so rem lo, are sl in many res-
disunet from their highland veighbours.
7Pl tribe in question, oceupy rather the lower
slopes of the hills themsclves, and exiending as
they do from Bhangulpore to Orissa, they form a
| sort of connecting link between the various hill
I which vecupy the ligher regions of that
| section of the country.  Thus although any direct
communication between the present insurgents
and the hill men of Orissa would be out of the
question, yei by means of the Santals, who are
| common 1o both disiricts, such communication be-
| comes easy. Aud to this circomstance it
| the rapid spread of disafle
butable.  For the rest, the Santals are little better
| than eavages; they are for the most part destitute
| of fire arms, but they in a measure make up for
| this disadvantage by their skill in the use of the
| bow, which they do not hesitate to render more

| deadly by the crucl device of poisoncd arrows.
Their religion is a simple and barbarous idelitary,
the wi 1p of s and stones without any of

those mystical refinements by which the_idolitary
| of the Hindoos is overlaid. “Theirmythology com-
| pared with that of the Hindoos, is alinost a plank,
|and thoy have no notions of caste. Their food
| consists of almost anything that can be eaten, from
toads and lars up to tigersand b d cattle,
[ for the flesh of kine is not furbidden to them.  Ag
to their vices, it is e from their recent pro-
ceedings that they combinecowardice with crueliy,
|10 a remarkable degree, for they war with women
and children as well as men, and unlike the Nortiy
Amcrican Indian, who prizes taost a warrior’s
scalp, the bead of a woman is 10 tal the
most aceeptable trophy that he can take a
from the village of his enemy. But with all
itis that the S It disting ui
for a lovo of wuth, which exists nowhere else
among the natives of India. Their numbers
wiid 1o amount to 100,000 fighting men, a
they are juined by the other t1ibes

Vindhyau hill nen capabie of bes i
us would bocome formidable indced.

way
his,

Arms against

A FOUR-FOOTED CRIMEAN FERO,

‘The Trieste Journal contains the following:
—Great sensation was created i the camp of the
allies by the courageous conduct of a large dog,
belonging to Colonel Metmain, of the 73rd Regi-
went of French infantry. O the 16th of August,
duriag the baule of the Tehernya, the animal
broke his ohain and dashed into the fray, fighting
in the ranks of the soldiers.  He saved the life of
of a serjeant and a private of the regiment, and
wade three Russian prisoners. A bail grazed hig
four-paw, but the smarting wound only  ecrved to
wake him more infuriated, He singled outa
Russian officor, and attacked him with ferocity,
threw him down, and dragged him as « prisouer
10 the French lines. A surgeon dressed his
wound, and the faur-footed herois going an well.
He will probably ba decorated with a medal as a
reward for his bravery.

Canrringes vor THE Ciryea.—The Montreal
Chronicle of 121l inst., states t*at the commis-
sariat udvertises for a vessel 1o convey six thou-
and barrels of cattridges from Quebee to K
Jud. The laigo consumption of ammunition in
the present war not only exhaosts all that the
thills ean make, but will cause the larger part of
the contents of the provincial magazinesto be
called out of their elymbers iato aciual service,




