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| ouce heard & man—a gentleman, a Chris-
yan, s scholsr, and & clargym-m—.-ddim an
;j.im.s to & class of young ladies just closing
eir school life. Those who have ever listen-
4 1o such addresses need not be informed of
seir character. The reverend mentors, as if
;,:med by phantoms of Lucy Stone and An-
Lisette Brown, delight to enlarge upon the ap-
mvriste duties of woman—to show that the
f.-m; slory snd dignity of feminine life lie in the
M&.tub or the frying-pan, or at least in the
el chamber where the mm“d is suf-
¢ f from the effects of such a belief. They

yeare us that & woman never appears so lovely
o when washing her children's faces or hand-

s her hushand’s slippers. They solemnly
wuri the innocent damsels of such breakers as
{ie law, the pospel, and the pill-box, and wax

s over visions of men by the cradle and
somen on the woolsack. But the clergyman
o whom | refer was not a fossil remain, He
s an energetic young man. He had apps-
sotly brushed from his eyes the cobwebs that
gwscare the light of heaven to so many, and
gothing seemed more probable than that he
wuld speak sincerely and earpestly and truth-
id he? Well, perhaps be did. He
gnows & great deal more than I. He haa trav-
¢led far aud written much, and is very em-
phatically somebody. These girls were leaving
«hool, sbout to take upon themselves the re-
sonsthility of their characters; and he told
{iem what they might do, and what they might
wt He allowed them to teach or to live at
tome: to embroider and read and draw and
paiat aud sing, and muke oak-leaf pictures and
cone picture-frames, and gather mosses and
grisers and shells, and do good generally and
'1..*_-. Jarly; “ but"—here his voice faltered,
bisores grew “ heavy with unshed tears,” and
besruck an attitude of the most beseeching
pse—" but, young ladies, don't write try,
pukss the impulse to do it is so strong that re-
asAnce wouls be fatal.” After this astonish-
sz outbrenk, he sobsided, evidently impressed
wth the idea that he had delivered a very witt
saring.  Nonsense ! and very poor, stale, an
in'e wonsense, too. When it was first uttered,
there might have been & degree of sprightliness
wit; but it has caught the foul breath from
« many lips, that it has quite lost its original
lsvor, It 18 based, however, on an opinion as
talse and ill-founded as it is widespread—an
cpinion caught up and passed around, without
15 examination into its real nature or its
clsims to our belief—an opinion redolent with
cant,

To show that such ia the fact, let me ask yon,
reverend siv, if this is & rule that obtains in
ans cther profession, pursuit, or enjovment in
lle? Would you have your wife refrain from
sewing the button upon your waistband till the
desire to do it becomes so strong that a resist-
soce would be fatal? Do you not write your
wermons till moved by the instinct of self-pres-
ervation? Men talk as if it were a sin to write
poetry, unless it be of the very highest order.
Vet are all preachers Panla *—all anldiera Bo-
mpartes 7—all actors Garricks ?—all statesmen
Washingtons 7 Shall a woman not dance un-
less she have the heels of an Ellsler, or sing
without the wvoice of a Lind, or paint without
the pencil of an Angelo? Would it even be
bitter 80?7 ls there not many & man whose
pulses thrill to the notes of “ Yankee Doodle,”
who would sit calm and impassive under * Cas-
& Ihva '

A cerinin reviewer of L. E. L. said that her
poems had done positive harm—they had weak-
ened the Knglish language and the
Foglish tuste; that it would really be better
il she had never taken a pen in her hand ; and
then he provounced an anathema on the whole
mee of fewinipe rhymers. Nonsense, again !
lsthe Fnglish language more important than
the Eoglish heart?  Is the marble statue which
theskiliul artist carves with bis chisel of greater
moment than the living soul which he is to
shape, “not for an age, but for all time"—ay,
and for wll eternity? All over the green fiel
of Eugland, and under the blue skies of Amer-
in, hearts have throbbed and eyes bave filled
with tenrs at the simple songs of L. E. L. Of
what use is it, then, for a critic to rise up in
Lis self conceit and say, * This is not poetry ;
this 1a all sentiment ; it ought not to be writ-
#n: it is not Miltonian nor Spenserian nor
Virgilisn nor Dantesque; it is not written ac-

£alls.

cading to the rules of high art.” A fig for
sour bigh art! I tell you, if I love her poetry,
Il will read it. “Oh, but you are only a sim-

peton—igaorant and uncultivated! It may be
. but | am myzelf,am Inot? And one thing
llike, snd another thing 1 do not like. I bave
% passion for sweet potatoes, but eschew pork-
#esk.  You have no relish for eweet potatoes,
but you deify pork. At your own table you
wiy gratify your own taste— pork undique,
ubdiyue sausnges; but when you come to my
pive board, and bid me cast aside my simple
root, Lecause it indicates or produces & vitisted
sppetite, and try to thrust your abominable
lesh down my reluctant throat, why, I say,
“Avaunt, there ! Look you to your sausages,
but don't meddie with my sweet potatoes!”
Vou may tell & motker that her child’s fea-
lures are not Grecian; that his ekin is browned
aud freckled by sun and wind ; that his hair is
conrse und his form ungainly—but will she
<lazp him to her bosom with any the less ten-
derzess, or will she thenceforth cease to whis-
per bis name in her morning and evening
prayer?  The object of poetry is, to %l:m—
and whom? Not the elegant, the cultivated,
the delicately-uurtured, merelys but the poor,
the homely, the ignorant, as well. It s to pol-
i#h the rough, to refine the vulgar, to ennoble
the commonplace, to scatter pearls before those
who find the puth to Heaven among the untrod-

den ways of life. Go to now, fools, and slow | lie, fi

of heart 1o believe! There must be vessels of
bovor and vessels of dishonor. All stars have
uot the same glory ; but one star differeth from
asother star in glory. Homer wrote the Iliad,
a0d Florilla Flowerdale writes a Sonnet o a

Dewdrop; aud though the soul of the one be
the basin of an ocean, snd that of the other a
#ill dipper, they sre both full. There is but
ote Uinese wall, but there are many stone
‘*nces; and they are entirely effectual in keep-
'tg “the cows from the mesdow and the
from the corn.” There are but few St. Paul'a
"atbedrals, but white spires peer heavenward
itom every valley ; and wayworn feet tread
heerily thitherward, and maay gonls are re-
teshed and gladdened. The nighti is the
*weetest of all birds, but we
“ur woodlsnd chorus the notes
:M\{Lhm of the bee.

Aauy & woman with mo pretensions to
%ius walks her daily round, falfills all mél‘y-
duties, seems contented and happy in her home
9! peace sud plenty, who is nevertheless some-
Umes lonely snd dispirited. There sre glim-
mérings of somewhat higher, shadowy remem-
brances of girlish aspirstions and heroic pur-
Poses; a sad and eager questioning—"is fhis
WIT" —10 the heart that vouchsafes no reply.
This feeling can find no vent like poetry or
fusic, If from the keys of her piano or the
“iriugs of her harp her troubled spirit, Saul-like,
shall find rest, it is well; but i have no
#pell 10 evoke the genius of song, 'h'iihonld
¥ou fucbid her to give expression by rhythmic
adence 1o the feeling which, unvoiced, will be
“rushed back into the soil whence it sprang
t; ll:louldar and decsy and cast a mildew and

'Zht ou all the graces, virtues, sud affections,
“hich should adorn sod besutify life. The
little poem may be simple in thought and rug-
ged in outline; it may be st once consigned to

e

of fhe ot | &

the silence of a secret drawer; buttbalﬁh‘
is gratified, the pent-up mind hss fou

i another and a golden link, which the
knoweth not of.
Girls, do not be deceived. Write poetry—

write in rhyme—if it is only

One, two,
Buckle my shos;
ree, four,
(Uipen the door.”
Itis?ﬁanul:‘nnint. It is
a refuge from ennui. It may do good. Any
omo.f;onwhorcfﬂiuﬁumrriting&rfouof
ridicule, is a coward. Don't be a coward. There
is not much to shw::ln at Mﬁ“.fim.“'
pected to have physical courage; but i ve
not moral, pray, what has she? The more a
man tells you not to write, the more do you write.
By this T do not mean to say that you must im-
mediately publish & volume of “Something, and
other » h even that I advise you

Form the habit.

 to do, if you feel disposed and can afferd it. It | OPen

is better than to be talking
flounces. Would-be critics lament
or satirize mercilessly this “rushing into print.
It is mere selfishness on their part. You might
rush elbow deep into a batter pudding, or bury
heart, and soul, and mind, beyond all hope of
disinterment, beneath a confused rubbish of
unmended stockings, or by a letter of recom-
mendation become the fifth wife of some hard-
worked, hard-working, broken-down, and worn-
out missionary, and they would not lift a finger
to prevent. No, girls; no. If your heart is
stirred within you to write, write! If you can
find an editor or publisher who is willing to
print for you, print! Somewhere in the world
8 heart-string may tremble to your feeble and
unsteady touch, with a strange bliss. I do not
suppose a line of poetry was ever written, from
the New Hampshire bard’s

“The benuties of nuture, [ positive daclars
The beauties of nature are very rich and rare,”

to the stately hexameters of Britain'a sturdy old
Republican, which did not bear a m of
joy or consolation to some of God's children—
whose coming was not watched for, perhaps, by
many loving eyes, and gazed at with antirin,
satisfaction. Never be concerned about mAR
ers. You will, at all events, read it yourself,
and, better than all, you will appreciate it. Your
darling Arabella will read, admire, and very
probably cut it out and place it in her scrap-
book. hat is fame, more than this ?

No. 2.

John Jones and Sarah Smith played together
when they werg little children, and took sleigh-
rides together when they had become grest chil-
dren. He bas given her innumerable ribbons,
and flowers, and candies, and she has worked
him a watch-case, a guard-chain, and a pair of
slippers. Of course, they are “ engaged.” So
says the world of Onionville, and so, very likely,
they think themselves. At least, they have, as
yet, formed no higher ideas of happiness than
to gather flowers and work watch-cases for each
other all their liveslong. Presently,John’sfather
removes to the city, and John goes to school,
and subsequently to college, and then to a theo-
logical seminary. All this while he cherishes &
beautiful and fragrant memory, and looks for-
ward with a young man's ardor to the time when
boyish and girlish fancy shall be moulded into
mature and undying love. Inthe mean time his
mind becomes caltivated by reading and study,
his manners polished by mingling with beaaty
and refinement. He visits his early home, and

T e N R P S et

blue broad-striped de laine dress, with a bright
plaid ribbon pinned round her neck, and a sil-
ver watch—is that the fair dream he has borne
in his heart these yeara? To be sure there are
rosy cheeks, and bright eyes, and a buxom lass ;
but—but—alas! poor John. He has shrived
ker in the secret chambers of his soul so long,
but his soul-love grew with his wth and
strengthened with his strength, and Smith
did not. Walking alone by the river-side where
he so often walked with her, “ What shall I do?”
is the question that ever and ever recurs. He is
disappoioted and miserable. Like too many of
us, he finds his idol ia but common clay—very

common, His happiness is turned to cinders,
ashes, and dust. El she to be the “ angel of the
house?"” Is hers the delicate ethereal nature

which is to bear him on the white mf of love
up beyond his lower level? Will she help him
to be true to himself, to his country, to his God?
Aside from himself, can he make her happy?
Will she not see enough of the disparity between
them, to be discontented snd uneasy? Will she
not be entirely out of her sphere, iu the gircle of
his educated and accomplished friends 7 The
thought makes him hot gnd nervous. He be-
comes restless, dissatisfied, and cannot I]:s
o' nights. Finally, after much debatin

many struggles, decides that their futore
paths must diverge, and he tells her so very
gently and teuderly. She has felt the same
thing all along. She knows there is something
in him to which she cannot respond. She feels
that a change has been going on during the

years of their separation, and that they cannot
make each other happy. They friends.
She reverences his superiority. He regpects

her good sense. When he is gone, she goes to
her own room, has a “good cry,” almost wishes
she weue safe in heaven, but finally thinks she
would, on the whole, prefer to wait till her little
brothers are grown up, and ¢u the strength of
this postponement goes to bad and to sleep—ia
paler than uysual for a while, but her voice soon
recovers its tone, her chesk its color, her step
its clasticity, and snon she is as merry s be-
fore.

Well, what of it? Nothing, if you would
only let them alone; nothing whatever. But
you won't—busy, prying, inquisitive, meddle-
some, mischief-making neighbor that you are.
You think John left town rsther suddenly, and

ou fancy Susan is g little low-spirited ; and

ause Natan can find nothing slse for your
idle hands to do, you put this and thas {o.
gether, and saunter over to Mr. Smith’s, deter-
mined to ferret out the whole matter. ¥You
find Mrs. Smith alone. You talk indifferently
ou indifferent topics. Sarah comes in. You
say, smilingly and carelessly, (your look is a
ie, for you are and

e
want ber (o think you are not,) “Well, Sarab,
I suppose that hsn;hﬂpm young mipister ia
gomng to carry you prelty soop, according
to nfl . (On the costrary, the

Appearances.
only reason why you came, was y BC-
eording to all ap, you suppose no

pearances,
such inﬁ.} Barsh blushes, laughs an em-
barrassed little laugh, hem,:x: & moment, and
leaves the room. Her mother nyll, uietly,
“ 'l;hl:.il all givenl up.“‘J “There, ought
sol” mto our lips, but you do not say it.
Youw,-‘pot.arll:: ‘:ng Tho do
80 8 ised in your life; though
not succeed in extracting the t'l:aniisgcuf&?l 0g-
currence, you have, in the simple fact, suffi-
cient capital to do a flourishing business ; so
ou blazon it abroad in Onionville; and Onion-
ville, nothing Joth, takes it up, and at every
ing ci where the Smiths

&an | ominously. Now, kind hearted

be | which darkened

see;"” and the good woman shakes her head

le, I re-

spect your sympathy, but what is the matter ?

Why are you making all this ado? Do you
y mean that you would have him

her? Marry her in

F
g

; but,
mistake, he would do her irreparable wrong, if
he should allow her to go on, unknowing and
unsuspecting the di i e wrong,
toﬁ;lﬁl his promise tothl: , when hed ﬂﬂll!l;:
to the spirit—irreparable wrong, to stand up

foﬁed(‘rod and man, and lulm:hngly mise love
till death, knowing that at the moment
the life of love is gone. Alas! yovr{muld con-
sign her to a fate compared to which the pros-
pect of death is but a plessing hope, to the
cheerless, dreary, desolate doom of an unloved
and unlovinf wife. He is not to be blamed.
The fault, if fault there be, is hers, not his.
8he knew that he was devoting himself to
study, and rising above his former rank, and
she might have done the same. The way was
to her, as to him. Baut she preferred to

go to huekings, and quiltings, to take care of

kings,
¥ | the children, and do the dairy work ; all very | wih

well, and quite proper, only she must abide by
the consequences,

But, in fact, what harm is done? Her hap-
piness is not destroyed. This little incident is
but a pebble inst the tide. In a year's
time, the rosy cheeks, the muscular arm, the
lithe figure, and the strong, elastic spirit, will
bless the heart and cheer the home of some
thriving young farmer ; and a President and all
his Cabinet may yet be chosen from the healthy
ruddy faces that will gather every morning round
her wholesome and plentiful table. Spare your
pity. Of this happy home she will be the cen-
tre, and light, and stay. In this, her appropri-
ate position, her faculties will be brought into
full play, her abilities shown to the best advan-
tage. Her many and active duties will develop
vigor of mind and of hody. Keen intellects and
iron nerves, for many generations, will rise up
and call her blessed. Joined to one whom she
could not appreciate, nor by whom be appre-
ciated.—placed in a sphere for which she was
unfitted, and which she could not adorn—her
joyous, bounding, bouyant life would be check-
ed, and the poor country minister's wife, ha-
rassed, careworn, pale, and meek, would go no
pleasure tour so swiftly as her own pathway to
the tomb.

I am aware that this is only the kright side
of the picture. Every woman does not take the
matter so easily. It does not follow, however,
that the gentleman is any more at fault, or that
the lady is any more aggrieved. She may be
only less sensible and humble. Instead of do-
ing with all her might whatsoever her hand
finds to do, the rich and petted Ida, after part-
ing from her equally rich and petted Mortimer,
grows languid and languishing, weeps much,
seems to have lost all interest in affairs of the
world, listens attentively to discourses turning
upon the instability of all earthly friendships,
but turns a deaf ear to music, except of the “ I
Penseroso” key. Doting friends mourn over
the crushed affections and broken heart of the
dear girl.

I know I am naturally cruel. Having no
superfluity of heart myself, I am apt to make
too little allowance for an excess of it in others.
But, with all sincerity and kindness, I do be-
lieve that in nine cases out of ten it is the pride
that is mortified, rather than the heart that is
broken. Ida knows that, to all intents and
purposes, she has been weighed in the balance,
and found wanting. There may be no real

iagien, AP eRSeNeE. 20, ohe PARRS. Fogiy
Bat, however that may be, she knows that she
stands before the world as one who has given
her all, and the gift has been rejected. Barkis
i8 nof willin'.
Now, if scorn and disdain were her style, you
would hear nothing of sighings and mosnings;
but she is not of that cxfliber, 80 she becomes
gentle, pensive, and interesting. I do not blame
her for her sorrow. 1 do, indeed, think it would
be better for ber to consider that the man who,
after six months or a year of acquaintance, is
not profoundly impressed with a sense of her
superiority, cannot be a man whose name she
will be honored in agsuming, and his memory,
therefore, is unworthy a regret. 8till, if she
choose to look at it objectively rather than
subjectively, from the world's point of view
nujnr than her own, very well. I only insist
that she shall not insist upon our taking her
woundod ss]flove for a broken heart—her dis-
appointment in not becomiug the jewelled mis-
tress of a brown-stone palace, an army of negro
servants, and a coach and six, for the agony of
misplaced affections. For look you. Ida's
gnrious parents, in view of her faltering tread
and drooping form, call a family council. The
decree goes foE that she musi travel, and
anon they bear her hither and thither; dip her
in the surf at Newport; nauseate her with the
waters at Saratoga; deafen her with the roar
of Niagara; enervate her with the voluptuous
airs of the South ; tone her up with the breezes
of the Alleghanies. After undergoing these
sundry processes of resuscitation, the whole
business is “done up " in the twinkling of an
aye, by the sudden entrance upon the e of
a rich, handsome, mustachioed cavalier, who is
gmitten by the “ most musical, most melancholy
charms” of the fair sufferer, and not disen-
chanted by the excelleni ngme that papa baars
on Wall street. Mirth and gayety are e-in-
stated, a bridal veil closes the scene, and the
cracked heart is just as good as new,

You aee | have little faith in dying for love.
I have, however, graat faith in moping one’s
self to death out of spite or stubbornness or false
ghame. llf I am wbr:n ,J nmA:orry-—r:;’ gllad;

rhaps I ought to B an am
I‘:juﬂ that state of lg-ind in "hig:lyl I ought to
be, under the circumstances. If I have injured
any one's feelings by my unbelief, I most hum-
bly beg pardon. I dare say I shall die of unre-
quited love myself, some day. It.would be no
more than strict poetic justice. “Doubtless
God might have made a better berry than a
; but doubtless God never did.”
mﬂm ere ﬁth be sach a thing as dying
for bat doubtlegs thére ngver [or seldom)
was. Not that I suppose are
mercenary. Far from it. But people marry
for a thousand things—money not only, but &
home—beauty—genius—because others do—
because it is respectable, convenient, &e.
Berbape soc Whan & poo iy ahe iyt

not. en & fler isying

E: worn-out bogdies of her ;
in th end, arries

in the

hysician who has tended her paren
l;rg:pe:t :if mﬂrd,ﬁoh:: been the witnass
of her assiduity, wate generosity, good
cheerful leuu{lmﬂ real worth, agd &pI; that
she would shed upon his widowed hearth some-
thing of the light of other days, I am far from

——*“Life went a-Maying,
With Youth and Hope and Poesy,”

S s
as

When a is captivated by the fall
s Flﬂgl xonldnrm ,:rﬁ:‘éﬂb’o{s tiny
toe, and on the strength of it marches straight-
way to church, and there promises to love and
cherish, T shall not forbid the banms :

* Honored well are charms to sell,

If priests the seliing do; "

or, if more practical, and with to the
'i'ndtud,hom{hnm”:y?ﬂokiﬂnot

ES

new, but simp)y colored, turned up side down,
wrong side out, with new fringe and trimmings,

and new waist and sleeves, and bethinks him-
self how, under such management, * his narrow
cottage walls would stretch away into stately
balls;” if he can secure the fair artisan, he is
doubtless lucky. I do not object. Their talk
will be of and butter, the baby's teething,
and the price of turnips; bltlel.t{lm marry.
I do say, however—and am I not right ?—this
is not that resistless tide, which, ing to
itself the thousand streams that ripple through
the quiet meadows of life, sweeps suddenly over
the heart, bearing down all the old landmarks
of pride and prejudice; not that raging and
quenchless fire, which consumes the dross of
selfishness, and fuses into a glowing devotion

every power, thought, faculty, and purpose;
not that g'r;n.t, deop: lboo:zing, pnlnmu:
deathless love, which, having once passed into

s soul, can go no more out forever.

P.S. A distinguished literary friend objects
to the first few paragraphs concerning clerical
lectu aud advises that they be omitted.
Now, I would do so, with all my heart; but,
first, whatever I may in future think, these are
my present views, and rather than bate one jot
or tittle, I would march to the stake, and not a
nerve should tremble. Secondly. I am nothing
‘whatever, nobody in the least, and never was ;
my opinions e of the same quality, only
ith gréater intensity—so that no sane person
ever thinks of paying the slightest regard to
them. Thirdly. I only said it in fun; so don't
ery.

P. 8. jr., N: B. There is not a word of truth
in the greater part of the above postscript.

;i'or the Mationnl Fra.
TO—YOU, IF YOU UNDERSTAND THEM.

BY GAIL HAMILTON.

Roses budding and blushing,
When “the ekies are ashen and sober,”
June’s young fingers wreathing
The brows of the swart Oclober ;
Dewy light of the morning
Gilding the evening hours;
Age bright with the smiles of life's dawuing,
S0 wlisper 1o me your flowers.

Childhood’s mysterious slunibers,
Wonderful, deeamy, deep,
Before the gaunt fingers of cure,
Have plucked at the robes of sleep;
Faint notes of a distant lyre,
Struck by un unseen hand;
Vaguely-remembered journeyings,
Iuto a far-of land,
Over the sunset hilis,
Ovuor the ocean billow—
Buch are their whispers 1o me,
The rosebuds you sirewed on my pillow.

I aceept the omen, and pray
That their warm and delicate hua
May be but u beautiful symbol
Of the future that wsileth for you;
That their fragrance encirele your life,
My love, till the angels huve crowned you;
And we trace oul your path 1o the henvens,
By the roses you scattered sround you,

For the National Era.

THE YOUNG MAN
WHO WENT TO TOWN TO LIVE.

A STORY, BY ALICE CAREY,

He thinks of the choking that came up to
his throat, and of the resclve he made as he
drove away. He has a confused recollection of
the red and yellow leaves raining down upon
bim as he came through the woods by the creek,
sud of meeting some gaily-dressed people ri-
AT Pasmed mikidr hha Ve 16T bt
road ; and he feels now, as he did then, that it
was his old hat they laughed at. He remem-
bers nothing more, till he found himself stop-
ping before Ethan Boffman’s low white-washed
meat market, dwelling, and stable—his horses
drinking from the green trough. Memory
grows revived now, for it was here that all his
half-formed resolves were pushed to the poin
of execution. The heart-burning of the morn-
ing had cooled away, and left his heart harder
than it had ever been till then. Very plainly
he sees how cool and clean David Wardell ap-
peared, as he sat under the awning at his door,
reading the morning paper; and he feels how
kind his smile seemed, as he sauntered across
the sireet for a nearer view of his best horse.
He can recall every word he said, as he opened
the mouth of the horse, examined his eyes, and
lifted one foot and another—concluding by the
inquiry whether he would trade for first-rate
family groceries—twisting the horae's tail about
his hand as he did so, and offering himself a
cigar. He remembers how pleasant it then
seemed to him to really cien a horse, or any-
thing elee that he could do with as he pleased.
He sees Ethan Boffman, looking well-dressed
and”comfortable, 8s he comes forth from his
meat-stall—his spectacles in his hand, and a
blue-covered pamphlet partly in and partly out
of one vest pocket; sees him set a new well-
fitting boot on the green trough, as he inquires
wheither neighbor Heighway has any good fat
calves to sell—calves six or eight weeks old,
that have from the first had all the milk of the.
mother cow. He remembers, too, the tingle
and thrill that stirred his young manhood, as
Mr. Boffman inquired whether he knew an hon-
est young countryman who wanted to come to
town and make his fortune—chance words—
gelfish and common—hut, to Charley, holding
a charm and a prophecy, brightening as Mr.
Boffman went on to say he wanted soch a
youth ; would pay him liberally, and meantime
give him an oﬁpodnmty of learning to transact
business for himself. He wanted a hand he

could trust to buy for him—a judge of healthy
countfy meat, either on foot or in the quarter—

-

months, How eonld
he neve ‘ will again.
. This | every was broken by the noisy break-
ing up of the card-table. The wooden leg is
thumpit ¢ toward him; the frail old man is
swearin ¢ toward him; and the handsome young
e e e B s hnguiag Mmeel
3 an ;
sfter h: “L'&' d.:&i,m t::t ﬂ:l:. uh%.ulder, tell-
ing » with an t ide of the
Riffraff. Stables ig fallen, and I’A.dl;“Jm (the
gray mare) is his—then, henceforth,

he stay away so long!

a lie, and the old man
‘he appeals to the wooden-
i say if he has not played and
n farly. The arbiter is againat but
hiefly against the old man; upon which, War-
dell gvmu enraged, and runs all
f profanity with an awful familiarity—
& chair to pieces in mad gesticulation,
she end Innilu the old man out of doors,
A\l his late partner that there is a hole
wall, through which he may poke his

ileg, to the tune of particular short
meter,

Twc guests having been thus disposed of|, he
turns ghe broken chair over the grate, and
range; along the hearth a black bottle; two

reen flass tumblers; an earthen dish, contain-
g hi Jf & dozen dried herrings ; some mouldy
cheesi , and gingerbread —which he invites
Charl 5 to “pite into " —getting the exam-
ple by -lifting one of the herrings on the point
of his -pen-knife.

Thi youth, however, seemed not inclined for
such | feast, and turned away his head, as the
smok ‘of broiling fish and toasting cheese as-
cende | together.

*“W hat the h—I1l makes you so lively to-night,
parso i, and what's a resson you don’t take to
the pybvender? Can't you illuminate my dark
appré jension, or hain't you got your mouth-
piece with you?" ;

Wi hout lifiing his head, Charley says he
does 10t feel well; and perhaps, to say some-
thing he inquires by what chance Mr. Forbs
lost k8 fingers.

®Ey the chance of getting into a row, and
the cCaance of being walloped, as he deserved
to be *and of having 'em bit off by some pretty
tolen ble strong teeth—teeth that had m 8
good fdeal of practice in that sort of job work
afore ”  And Mr. Wardell complacently sliced
E.:ﬁ rbread and herring, as he disclosed this

If your ear had been very near to Charley's
hidd . face, you might have heard him say, in
unds :-hreatL. “Q0Oh Lord."”

W grdell did not hear it, nor did he see that
Chai ley began to loathe the life into which he
‘had 4allen, and would gladly climb up out of
it, il any kind friend would stoop down and
shov him the way; he did not see this, but he
saw (hat Charley was tired, and about to go
hom i; and if he had been a little more hard-
enec, a little moro wicked, he would have let
him go: but conscience was not quite dead in
him aid he felt uncomfortable at the prospect
of b ing alone.

“Wy Son'l., Charley,” he said, sarnestly, and
pull ng him back to his seat as he rose; “don't
leay s s fellow & prey to his own melancholy re-
flec ions. Stay till grace, after meat, and I'll
go, 0o."”

““Jon't, David; don't talk s0,” said Charley,
‘moying toward the door, and with such entreaty
in | s tone a8 went down to the moral nature,
yet slive, under all the rubbish of that young
ma; 's character.

“0 stop, Charley,” repeated he in; I'm
1 fi p& miserable sinner, the Lord knows; but
son efhilg that wodld not Burn up; but 1 &6t
kn¢ #."

( harley says nothing; he don't know what
to 1ay, but stands at the door with his hands in
his:pockeis, and the young man goes on: “1
dot't know, but 1 feel that I am seasoning
fass, that's a fact. I'll swear, I mean to do
bet er.”

Vharley comes a little nearer the fire,

‘I ort to s gone after Chat; I wonder how
shi got home; but Peter Pious, or whatever
ths preacher's name is, was glad of the chance
to go with her. I know that, and that's why I
dit not go; and then them blasted old loafers
key me here. Well, I'm done with "em both ;
I't; glad of that;" and pushing the herrings
ar | cheese aside with his foot, he motioned
Cl arley to sit down. He hesitated, saying it
w) 8 late.

Wardell continued, ingenuously, “ It was too
bed. T'll go right home and kiss Chatty, for
sk2 is waiting for me. I tell you, Charley, she
if the best girl in the world, passing over the
™ nsense she's got into her head about the
cl~arch.”

Charley smiled now, and sat down, saying,
“Who is Chatty? your sister!" for he never
h sard of her before.

“Why, yes; havn't you seen my sister,
(arity Wardell? I'd  been clean gone long
a {0, but for her; she is the last uncut cord be-
t jeen me and the d—1.”

Charley thinks of hia sister, and says he shall
g home Saturday; and then he adds, interro-
g atively, “ your folks don't live about l'lere? o

L Wt;;l, alldﬂm folks I've got live just over
t1e hill yonder—quite near, yet completel

raut out l{om this valley of dr {m:u, I 1:n:|pe.z
.nd he adds, as if ashamed of the serious tone
| @ has been using, “1 was an orphan at an
" arly age; Chat's all the folks I've got. Bless
py soul, it seems like yesterday when we were
ihildren together, and now I'm twenty-five;
Jhat is not so old by & good many years—I
lon't know how mln;." He went on, as if
“peaking to himself; “This world is a curions
nstitution, but a pretty fair little one-horse
eam, afier all. T mean to lock up, afier this,
precibely &t tén o'clock. If it hadn't a been
or them loafers—blame their hides!—I'd a
gone after Chat. She'll forgive me, though,
pless her soul.”

* He looked up, as if surprised to see Charley,
and said, “ You have had good examples ; you
bave been raised right, I know. How happens

any countryman would be. j
Es remombers Bow jis cheek fushed, partly |
at the felt degradation, and partly with antici- !
pride of independence, as he modestly
offered himself. Ay, he is the boy who heard”
Mr. Boffman say, as he hitched along the
trough and shook hands with him, “I considder
myss!f very fortunate, young man.” He is the
same bo 'mblw_hm hnndpfth:;hzoﬁ'mm l.ll:an
placed the blue covered pamphlet, asking him
to repest the wish to his father that he would *
read it very carefully—the pencilled passages
eapecially. He remembers seeing a frail old
eentleman, who drove his light shining buggy
within & quarter of au inch of his wheels, and
whose white neckeloth fluttereq Lokhind him ag
the ground slid beneath the feet of his high”
headed, short-tailed bay. He remembers, too,
of seeing the old knife-grinder sitting on &
stone beside the canal ""',dﬁﬁ‘ and trjinﬁ the
edge of his pocketknife with & hair. By sk
this he knows very well that he is Charle]

ther, “There are worse things in wor
than bard work; you had bl:tfu wai‘l.tl: v'hlt
my son, and think of it.” There is no need hy
should recall these, nor his father's look &f
gloomy displeasure as he heard the new plar,
or the angry with which he took the idve
axe, and went straight to the woods. B
His eyes are ing dim as he thinksof t 2
rainy morning when he said, or tried to a
“(Good bye,” while his mother told him to t §
and do right, and remember the little good sl &
him, if any; and his sister sail,

“Come Charley, often, and bring all yo ir
shirta to me—I koow just the way you li e
them.” He says “0O Lord” again, and thin’is
be will walk the next Saturday, s id
stay till Monday—carrying & new dress to | is

£

honesy of course, and that he supposed almost |*

it that {our lines have fallen in this neck of
woods 7"

Charley says he don't know; he used to thinl-
he bhad & bagd time; he used to think he did
not have clothes good enough, nor so much
money as he ought to have. He don't say he
had a hard time, as he had, poor boy, but he
.says hia folks are as good, honest folks as can
be found anywhere.

“ Well, things are as they is, and they can’t
be any iser, Suppose we break ur, to meet to-
morrow evening at early candie-light—no in-
tervening providence. Seems to me I never
saw this old town so still and so dark. I wish
it was morning.” And David Wardell put up
the shutters, blew out the lard-lamp, and locked
the door behind himself and his young friend.

The lights were mostly gone now, except at
the Lion and the Bull's ﬁe&d, or here and there
in some cellar where the dice were still rattling ;
and through the soow, still coming down iu
fiakes, t.ha"rinﬂ- icked their way around slops,
and throngh m weeds, and from stone to
stone—David WAIJQH giving what he called his
experience as they went.

A feeling kindred to remorse had been awa-
kened that nightin his bosom, and the darkness
m;l:: to .l:nd ;n;- itdo:: into hll_hantr;
as went along. Perhaps he was
find some excuse vhuheknewtom
life, when he said, “ If oar fdhhdgwmm‘e
a little more liberty when I was young, I don't
:olicn I'da lo?'}e 80 much now; but .-I?:dswt

mre to say my life was my own—specially Sun-
days. I was not allowed to pick a flower nor a
berry, to say - ing of swi .::'r thu:
peach tree, right father's eyes, wi
no onlbutgn; lndﬁdﬂ,ﬁrﬂlodaﬂho"
the same old book and the silence of the house,
I was sure of a day's imprisonment within the
garret, and a fast—ending vit.ho;hat my father
called s wholesome azrlbndan the corrective
rod. I used to ve at such times that I'd
break out of his hands when I was old enough,
sod sure enough I have. I never meant to go
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now; but the world owes me a good deal for all
it made me suffer when I was a boy, and I take
it now by main force. Gementaliea! T would
not live one of them Sundays over now for s
good deal—no dinner, and no supper, and no
nothing, but long faces, and groans, and “hush-
ea!” at me and Charity, if we even so much ss
smiled. Oh, the sermons of those days used to
be three hours long, every inch of it ; and then
the hymns had five million verses a-piece in
them ; and after all, if any brother had any.
thing to say, a privilege was offered, and after,

it had been my privilege to exhort, I would have
urged the efficacy of a little brief common sense ;
but my part was to sit on & hard bench without
any back, and if I lopped down or shut my eyes,
I was brought up with a jerk, and o frigilaned
that I often forgot the text—an offence I was
sure to be whi'g‘ped for. The first lie I ever told
was to say to

ing, because I knew if I said I did not, my fa-
ther would whip me; but you can't beat goodness
into nobody.”

They had climbed the hill, and come up on
to luvel.gmund, where the roadside was bor-
dered with grass—Charley walking in silence,
and wondering whether it would not be easier
work to do right than to find justifications for
wrong.

*“This is the way,” said Wardell ; “that is
our house where you see the light.” And they
turned aside from the main road into a lane,
winding round a hill side, and against s patch
of woods that com letely shut the neighboring
town from view. 'Flu'ongh the snow, and dark-
ness, and the orchard trees, nothing but the
light was to be seen ; but it was love that kept
it burning, and how cheerful and comfortable
its effect was, Wardell's spirits rose at once,
and, as he went on relating what he called one
of the pleasant reminiscences of his boyhood,
the echoes of his laughter laughed in the hills.

“Do you remember the plaid cloaks they
used to wear 7" he began. “ Well, I had one
of them, and I had to wear it long after it was
outgrown and out of fashion. The last time I
wore the thing, it was to meeting. It was a
cold day, but I said I would not wear the cloak;
I would be warm enough. My father saw that
I was ashamed to wear it; and, holding me
by main force, he strapped and buckled and
hooked it on to me w:tﬁeail ita brass acorns
and silver hooks, and I know not what all; and
when I met force with resistance, he brought
a rope with which a calf had been tied in the
stable, saying, if I behaved like a calf, I must
be treated like one ; and so he tied me fast in
the wagon, and I went to meeting so—in no
very pious mood, you may imagine. It was
but a week or two after that, that I hid in the
barn till our folka were gone to church, and
came out aud Elayed with the neighbor's boys.
I never wore the cloak again, though poor lit-
tle Chatty wore it a great many years after that;
dear Chat, she was not like me, and she goes
to church as often of her own inclination as
she did by compulsion ; but here we are; this
is our house—a nice place, isn't it 7"

Charley said yes, though he could see noth-
ing but & light shining through a small win-
dow, curtained with white.

“1 say our hounse," continued Wardell, ¢ hut
you see it's Chatty’'s, The fact is, I've spent
all my patrimony for the wild oats I've sowed.
She bought this place, for the sake of being
near me, and it's her money I'm doing business
with. Come in, won't you?"

He lified the gate latch as he spoke, and at
the sound the door opened sofily, & muffiad
night-dress fluttered in the wind, and & voice,
80 sweet and so loving, said, “Oh, I am so
glad!” Charley saw there was a wood fire
burning, a warmly carpeted floor, and pictures
and books against the wall,
with "a cheertil * good 'mpnr;-
and whistled homeward.

There was no wood fire and no candle burn-
ing for him, but he had a brave nature; he
was always just going to get at some good seme
way, but he had never seen the way quite
clearly, and he did not yet, poor Charley.

You might have heard the cheerful whistling,
as the steep stairs creaked under his feet, as
the little door in the dark gable opened, and
for & minute or two, more lowly and slowly,
after it closed.

Wardell was as good as his word, and put
his arm around Chatty, and kissed her cheek,
as her little slippered feet. pattered along the
snow-path, to meet him.

“] am so glad!” she said again, and that
was all ; no allusion to her long, weary watch,
no reproving look, even, or mention of the
better way in which she had been passing her
time ; yet not the less the brother knew it, and
felt it—felt it, not so pungently as he should,
yet he felt it ; sand when there was no accusa-
tion, he n to excuse himseli, by saying

“tiruea’ kway)

an exhortation of an hour’s length followed. It

preacher I liked to go to meet-

Reply of the Times to the Moniteur.
From the I.onde;-'l-‘_l-mn. Oe1 27, 1558,

time, the Moniteur has been directed to esll to
order the unmanunerly organs of the English
press. The Moniteur ia the organ of the French
Government.
merely the private utterance of individuals;
it therefore becomes them to confront their
mon_itor with dignity and respect, neither for-
Eettmg the interests that might be compromised

y rough and unmannerly plainness, nor the
directness and sincerity which are the honor
end the distinction of freemen.

_The Moniteur tells us that “for some time
different organs of the English press have en-
deavored to spread calumnies respecting the
French Government, which are the more odious
as they are concealed underan anonymous mask,
and can only be answered by contempt. We
ars aware of the respect which is paid to the
hbf;rt‘y of the press in Eoagland, and in thus
pointing out its deviations we confine ourselves
to an aneal to the common sense and good
faith of the English people, to warn them
against the dangers of a system which, by
destroying the confidence between the two Goy-
ernments, would tend to disunite two nations
whose alliance is the best guarantee of the
peace of the world.”

This paragraph is framed in terms of studied
ambiguity, and has taken the public both in
London and Paris completely by surprise. The
offending journals, the nature of the offence,
the portion of the French Government attack-
ed, are all left to the consciences of the anony-
mous persons who write them, and of the
anonymous public who by reading encourage
them. We are neither in the secreta of the
Moniteur nor of our cotempararies, and there-

what part of the French Government believes
itsell aspersed. But thix we can say with con-
fidence, speaking for ourselves, for whom alone
we have a right to speak, that without pretend.
ing any sympathy with the manner in which
the present Government of France was estab-
lished, or with the principles on which it is
based, we recognise in his Majesty the Emperor
of the French a faithfal and honorable ally,
whose good faith towards and effective co.
orm:ation with this country is embalmed in the
glorious reminiscences of a successful war, We

within his dominions. We acecept his autocra-
authenticated by her own suffrnges, and there-
fore as a fact which it becomes every Fnglish
writer to treat with reserve, with moderation,
| and even with respect.

Again, we sincerely profess for the French
nation at large, the constituents of their Im-
perial master, the same feeling which we enter-
tain towards their representative, snd it is to
their union with England that we look for all
that politicians can achieve towards the futnre
progress and enlightenment of Europe. But
[1f we are asked to extend the same respectful
consideration which we gladly give to the
Emperor of the French and the people he
represents to all who may from time to time
surround him, we distinctly refuse to carry our
| complaisance to that pitch; and we tell {lie
Moniteur and the men who inspire it that they
must be prepured with far better answers to
the charges which have appeared—not in our
own columns, but thoee of our contem poraries—
| than the simple allegation “ that such charges

THE FREEDOM OF THE PRESS IN ENGLAND, |

Once more, after a considerable interval of

The English newspapers are |

fore know not who are the guilty writers, and |

believe that the Emperor of the French is the |
| best and sincerest friend of the English alliance |

cy over France as the result of her own choice, |

dangers tha British Government is at least ex
I empt, und we shall require better proofs thao
| we as yet possess of the benefits of repression,
before we consent to try the experiment.

MISCELLANEOUS.

Tune Kaxsas Yaskee's Ferny Ticger.—We
ars permitteti to copy the following anecdote
from a private letter just received by a gentle-
man of this city, from a brother now in Kan-
sas. The Yankee referred to is the right kind
of a man to deal with the “ Border Ruflians”
in Kansas.

You know the test to which the Missourians
subject all travellers who make their appear-
ance at any of their ferries, and ask to be crossed
into Kansas. Some days since, a slab-zided
Yunkee arrived at one of the Northern Missouri
landings, with a long train of plunder of vari-
ous gorts. By way of testing him, the ferryman
asked him what stock he had.

[ “ Waal,” says the Yankee, “I've got two
horses, a yoke of oxen, and two Lesws. "

| “That's enough,” replied the ferryman; “you

| ean't cross here.” ; 3

j .- Why not?" inquired the Yunkee,

The ferryman told him that his instructions
were not to cross anyhody that couldu’t peo
nounce the word cow.
| “But I said keow,” persisted the Yankee

“ Well, you can’t cross here,” rathe
replied Charon.

* Bat I've got tickets eutitling me to cross
urged the Yankee,

The ferryman replied, that he did not kuow
of anybody who had a right to sell him tickets

“But I've got them, any way.”

The ferryman demanded a sight of the tick

eti; whereupon, Mr. Yankee stepped back a
little, hauled out a revolver in each hand, cry

ing, “Them’s the tickets, and I'm bound to cross
this ferry, keow or no kesw !”— Marengo Jou
| nal. .
| _ Wiar o Posrauaster Spovnp Nor Be.
| When Judge McLean was Postmaster Ganeral.
he was grossly abused by a disappointed appli
cant for reappointment as postmaster in one of
{ the small towns. He at length demaanded to
| be informed in writing why he was not reap

| pointed. He was so infs

X ] + and it 18 saad
the following is & copy of 1

12 letter with which
| he was favored by the Postmaster General
Post OFpicy Drvarrvesy
June 6, jH272
Sir: The allegations against von are numer
ous and strong, and are chietly thes
That you cannot write or resd well snough -
| are not & safe accountant ; have hoen ruilty of
| the grossest negligence in not deliverine letiors
': w_hen called for—a negligence alwavs inconve
| nient, and often attended with il]jti-l'.'; deliver
| letters frequently to persons for whom they
were not intended, and suffer them to be tuken
away ; fail to send letters and packages by the
wail in proper time, gometimes sending olf {he
| mail without putting into it anv letters or pack
| ets that had been lodged at your ollice ; reverse
| the destination of letters, and send them back

| to the plucw% whence 'lhv_\' came ; have not sense
| enough to discover the error, after the let

ters
| bave been repestedly returned ; make frequent
{snd gross mistakes in the bills forwsrded to
other offices; open packages addressed to other
post offices, when & mail is called for by a
neighboring postmasler, hauding out any one,
[right or wrong; dischey the rerulations re
| specting dead pewspapers; sppropriate half a
dozen of them to your own use for two or three
| years, and resort to the miserable speculation

Qaijs anonymons, and that they are culy worthy | u_i' selling them for wrapping paper; Gl up &
iOl contempt.” ) circulating library with periodical works ob
| The charges which may have appeared in | lained in this way; are nucouth in vour be-
| the English press are not on that account to be | haviour ; odious to the population; heap error
| BNOUYmMDUN, 10 e BAFULIEU RS IS § Dur e | b TP T, g : o el
fact of their appearing in & respectable journal | tried by the vicinage, and found wanting - and
is & sufficient reason for answering their state- | 10 sum up, they charge you with want of prir
ments by same hetter and more convincing | ciple and capacity.
vesponse than an assumption of supercilious | Respectft.iy, your obedient,
contempt, l Jouy MoLaax,
The Moniteur speaks of danger to the alli- | - .
?nzg.t Wl;a_ll! we ‘:["xli speak :ut of the d]:u:geru ?”T”]'\_ Ii:[’: ’l:','l‘:_":’h ]""ILT; ”'I"""i‘ o r\h :| e
o that alliaunce. ere iy danger io t fo N D foghr T okl i 8-hois
ance, but that danger Pm? not fro:';at]l:]a between the liighth and Seventh wards, and
just and honest strictures of the English press leading on the Fighth ward boys with cheering
on public men, whose characters are public | 3h0uts, was a goodlooking Irish woman, whi
property, but from the conduct of some who, manifested a spirit of daring and bravery which

raised suddenly to high office, seem inclined to
enter on a career at once fatal to France and
false to Fingland. Those ars the worst enemies
of the French and English alliance who can
see in Government no higher aim than their
own interest, and so become careless of the
welfare of the nation and the trust confided to
them, Such men, for instauee, view in the

would have done credit to one of Napoleon's

Old Guard. She had no fire-arms, except what
one might call the swivel, which she helped to
carry ; but she certainly did most effective ser-

vice in repelling the invaders with brickbats
and such other missiles as she could pick up.

negotiations for & iveaty of peace an excellent
cvf‘la.aru:nny tor reviling and crushing the press
o

that & couple of loafers, whom be hated, and

excuses before  and directly David continued,
forcing some gaiety, “ And you know, Chatty,
I did not suppose you were alone. I don't
think your preacher very polite; but he came
home with you, didn’t he?”

“ He game to the door with me,"” ghe replied,
speaking seriously.

“To the door!” repeated David, “why,
when do you expect to make your courtship, at
that rate ?”

“Never!” replied Charity: “we Lave no
courtship to make,” !

“ Honor bright, now,” interrupted David.
“Don't Parson Longface, or whatever else his
name i8, like you perpendicularly well 2"

In talking with Charley, or with his sister,
David Wardell for the most part used natural
and sensible language, but now and then he
made or twisted a word from its legitimate
meaning, though to avoid profanity seemed as
essy 68 10 use it when surrounded by his bad
companions,

“ Don't, David,” said Charity, very softly, in
allusion to the word-twisting and word-making
of her brother,

“*Don't, David ;” that's what Charley's al-
:r;yu saying :;o m:. Idc?n" 80 m_uch} 08 s:y,

y gings," when he and ] are by our lone, but
that Ea aays, ‘don't.’ " .

Charity's blue eyes opened wide, and there
shone in them an earnest glow, as she asked
who Charley was, and said she was glad he had
80 good a friend.

“0, you must know him,” said David, “ he
is one of the best fellows in the world ;" and
he added, a8 the crowning praise of all, “he
plays & first-rate .ftme of euchre |

Charity looked half sorrowful again, and
David hestened to say, “ But you did not tell
me, Chat, when I am to have a preacher for a
brother ; just tell me, and I'll begin a prepara-
l.or‘y course of training—yes, sir-e-e, I will.”

“We must not wait,” said Charity, for this |
thing nor for that. I have little faith in the |
religion that comes from any external force—
it sﬁoqld be s divine impulee of the heart, act-
ing outwardly. The true fire of religion, of
love, which is the same thing, will consume
evil into itself, if by uﬁvit{ we keep it well
aglow, till all is brilght and shining. My dear

er, we must let the good that is in us
work in its own way, and not ourselves work
to emother and kill it, and so make our hearts

with its dead weight.”
* % Well, that's just what I believe in doing ;
hut nobody calls it religion to do good,” said
David. “If I had been taught that that was
all, I believe that I should have been a better
mu.ﬂ
“To do good from the right motive, and for
the right end,” said Charity, “is all the religion
I know. It seems an easy thing to do unto
others as we would have them do uato us, and
yet it is so hard that we have all come short.”
|ro s& caxrisuEp.]

Prerty Sevire.—The venerable Dr. Noyes,
of Hartford, Connecticut, once said, when com-
menting on the verse of St. Paul, “ It pleased
God by the foolishness of preaching to save
thein that believe,” Paul does not say, by fool-

sister, i he is quite sure he has mox 3y
enough —and he has not been home for {70

80 far away from the straight path that I con
not step back when I chose, and don't mean to

ish preaching: for if it had been by that, the

8 small but freeState ; and, as we are driven |
to it by the Monifewr, we mnst confess that we

hoped never to see again, had kept him waiting | saw with shame and disgust how easily our own
for two hours, when all the time he wished to | plenipotentiaries were beguiled by the suare
be at home. Charity looked down s liitle | spread for them befbre their very eyes. Again,
sadly, but said nothing. She had heard such |

we are not ignorant—we do not profess to Le |
ignorant—of the colossal fortunes that have
been realized within the last fow years, by men
who till thon were plunged in the depths of in-
digence, We have ohserved with dismay the
rise to the surface of the financial pool of vast |
bubbles; we have witnessed the most reckless
and gigantic private speculation comhbined with
the direction of public afairs ; and we have |
seen with deep vegret that, instead of doing
everyihing in their power to check the rising
spirit of gambling, some high in office and favor
in France bave lent the whole influence of
their position and their exnmple to stimulate
and exaggerate the evil. We have also observed
with pain that the Government of France has |
conducted its operatious in many respects osten-
tatiously in defiance of the ascertained and
recognised principles of political economy, and
thus provoked a collapse, which, come when it
may, eannot fail to be injurious to the Govern-
ment, calamitous to France, and deeply pre.
judicial to this country. We detest the restric-
tions on personal liberty in France. We abhor
her whole system of pasaports and its attendant
annoyances. It is idle to tell us that the free
diseussion of these things is inconsistent with
the alliance between France and England. It
is because we are allies—allies to an extent
which no merely political act can make us—
allies in commerce as well as in arms, because
France cannot suffer without inflicting corres-
ponding sufferings on England—that we now
claim to exercise the right to discuss measures
and men in which we as well as she are deeply
interested.

The Moniteur and its injudicious prompters
have drawn these observations on their own
heads. We are so used in England to the free
expression of opinion, that we cannot consent |
to be deprived of the privilege of discussing the |
public affairs of the world, to suit the convenience |
of any one whatever; and we sincerely regret |
to find the Menisewr instructed to represent
that a diminution of the respect paid to the
liberty of the press in England ia the price that
must be paid for the continuance of the French |
alliance. As regards our national policy, we |
are ready to do all that can be required from
the most faithful and generous ally, but it is
otherwiss with the internal Government and
organization of England. That is sacred and
inviohﬁo, and we heliove there is no sacrifice
that this country would not submit to, rather
than suffer them to be assimilated to the Con-
l.in;:ulimd.lrd.

e Monifeur “warns the English ple
against the of a system " {&.,.I:.‘; of
the press) “which, by destroying the confidence
between the two Governments, would tend to
disunite the two nations.” We answer, that we
are warned already. We know what the free-
dom of the costs us—we kuow what it is
worth to us. It costs us some abatement of
sympathy and cordiality from absolute and
repressive Governments. It is worth to us all
that we are, all that we have been, all that we
shall be. Nor do we lack warnings on the
other side. We goe that the moment a Gov-
ernment interferes with the liberty of the press,
it not merely deprives itself of best guide
to the feelings of its people, but also fixes itself’
with a new and dangerous respousibility for

world would have been saved long ago.

She was fired at three times by one man, and
yet escaped uninjured. After the Seventh
ward Know Nothings had been dispersed and
driven back, she deliberately rolled wp her
sleeves, stooped down at the corser of Milliken
and Aisquith streets, with her eye upon the
enemy, and washed her hands. The Lighth
ward boys gathersd nround her, and gove her
| three chegrs, while ore of them, a son of Erin,
| beeame so demonstrative, that he threw his
| arms around her neck and kissed her. A nother

incident of this fight obzerved by the
was that of a mun running upon Mr. §

stepa in Aisquith street, for protection,
while there three p:-i‘-.t.'i:‘ were aimed at him, a
| woman placed herself hefore him and saved hia
life.— Baltimore Republican, Nor, 10.

Acriox oF Svaar ox e TeerH, — The
Charleston (8. C.) Medical Journal states that
M. Larez, in the course of his iny estigations on
the tPPlll, arrived at the following conclusions

“lst. Refined sugar, either from cane or
beet, is injurious to healthy tecth, vither by im

mediate contact with these organs, or by the
gea developed, owing to its stoppage in the
stomach.

“2d. If a tooth is mucerated in led

A salur

solution of sugar, it is 8o much altered in the
chemical composition, that it becomes gela
tinous, and its enamel opaque, spongy, easily
broken,

“3d. This modification ia -I!it', not to fres
acid, but to a tendency of sugar to combine

with the caleareous basis of the tooth.”

The foregoing couclusions are correct, and
candiea and condiments should be avoided.
They should be kept free from children espe-
cially. It is well known that maple sugar ren
ders teeth tender and sensitive.

Gavrayt Bovs.—About two weeks apo, two
sons of Mr. J. S, Whilhoite, of Mouterey, in
Owen county, Kentucky, one ton years old and
the other eight, rode their futher's horse to the
Kentucky river to water, The horse plunged
in, and attempted 10 swim neross the river, with
both the boys upon his back. When near the
middle of the stream, they tried to turn the
horse back toward the other shore. This made
him capsize, and both the boys slipped off into
the water, and the horse lell them. As they
slipped off, the elder said to the younger, “Hold
on to me, and I'll swim out with you." He

did hold on, and the other acteally swam ashore
with him upon hkis back, dragzing st the sams
sme through the water & tin bucket, which the

{suuger had strung by the bail upon his wrm.,
hen was & more remarknble feat ever accom.
plished by a boy of ten yeurs ?

Queer Naurs.—We heard of a family in De-
troit, whose sons were named One Stickuey,
TwoStickney, Three Stickney; and whose daugh-
ters were named First Stickney, Second Stick-
wey, and s0 on. 'The three elder children of
another family were named Joseph Aud, and
Another ; and it was supposed, that should they
bave any more, they might have named them
Also, Moreover, Nevertheless, and Notwith-
standing. Another family actoally named their
child Finis, supposing it was their last: but
they happened afierward to have a daughter
and two sons, whom they called Addends, Ap-
pendix, and Supplement. Another parent set
out to perpetuate the twelve apostles, and named
the fifth child Acts. A man in Peunaylvania
called his second son James Also, mud third,
William Likewise. .

Goon Avvice.—

everything it permits to appesr. From these

If your ips would Keep from «lips
Five things observe with onre
OF whom you speak, o swham you speak

Aud how and when s where




