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L grester proportion of happinees is rifled
from s by triflen, than by those sweeping mis-
forte. -4 gederally devominated afictions.—
Thess sehiom enst wnbroken shadow over »
gremt proporbon of Life as regards time, and
are nuunlly endured or resisied by the concen-
tmtew enorgien of misd and the susiainiog
power of nymberless happy cireumstances,
tlings. g 1o tl e lot of the most onfortunate, es-
preially il hunble desivers of “hearts void of
otfent- towwnnls God and man.”

Ret it in in the sunay walks of existence,
thy & vy doy prosperity of common life, that
the groatest imount of pore and rational en-
Joyme ol escajes ws; (for there is brotherhood
in wo oo de p, uo strong 1o be broken by the
evils that swim upon the surface.) A smoky
chime -y perlugs, or & broken dish, dissipates
many 4 scend of domestic pleasure—serving
up & bitter devsert 1o “the feast of redson and
the fow of neul” The sunshine of smiles,
flies b iore thy elouds of anger snd disgust—
the bnrmony (f pleasant soands is broken by
the burricane\dast.  Now, since the flue of the
chimecy cannst be bettered by making it the
vent «f angry feelings, —nor the diski restored
by viw clatteriug of an oobiridled tongue—why
throw alter them the repose and happiness of
immer al spinnie T It s like immolating the
living upon thr fuperal pyre of the dead! Ise
day woasually peoliic in petty vexations 7—
Policy hen nguires us, as seekers for happi-
uess, 1 briag (rom the resources of our souls n
propee onate share of furbearsnce and good
humar in orde! 1o brng good from evil, other-
wise » ¢ shall soffer the lows of our own sell-
possession; ani| peobably destroy that of our
cotipas ions, (s i washing day—or from any
otlier cadse'n duy of woussal bostle und toil,—
every thing & “sives and sevens"—Surely
then wo shoulil bring the swashine of a kind
and well evdetpd spit 1o repaic the breaches
and “u ake tht waste places rejoiee."”

it is eaougl that order and harmony have,
for & thne, lost their supreniacy in our external
circums ances, withowt dnviag them from the
mind alse. 1 know it has become a common
saysiy that 1o be a good boue-wife, one womt
be'n B inhed scold. DPut even were il troe,
who that earrits 8 kindly, social beart, would
not ruther abyte some portion of household
potishacd arrw igement, toescape that continual
dropping whidh wears away the gentlenéss of
u *II (]

But | Jeny, that fivtful fauli-finding ever
promote » »ven the external comion and pros-
perity of a famsly | it soom becomes as the
“soundiog bram and the unkling cymbal,” as
o the production of the desired effeet; and 10
enjoyment of mind it is like o death koell, dis-
perving thowe whe may run—exciting those
who can ot G dogged endurance or ill natured
rejoinder. Tt is ofken wrged by way of excuse,
that we capem wader all chreomstances pre-
serve the equilibriom of good humor. | make
no coum r assertions, bot | ask how It is that
the enty. sce of friend, srquaintance and even
strmage:, insimatly checks ihe unpleasant outs
poeeing & o relmsintes smiles T Are they dearer
to a8 the 1 our ewn domestic cirele 7 Is their
good ap 1ion- i thelr good will of wore conse-
quecce b us ! Nay ; then let the spirit of kind-
oess rub i tie domestic cirele : let the mative
and the woter be love even in reprool. | ask
itin the + ey of Heaven, for Ged requires it}
1 wak it & v hosmamity's wake ; and that around
your tom w0 ses, ae the halo of your existence
here, the  oashise of plessanr wemories' and
the music of plessant soands may hover likea
bleseed ¥ piva 1o soothe and encourage the vir-
tugus sy opnbies of the dear ohes, you ey’
leave beh nd.
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A writer in the New-York Express; who
signs himsell JonaTuas Buok, and who hails
from Wethersfield in Conneeticat, is amuking
the public with a series of letters, in which he
describes ety Tie nmong “fashionables™ as it
appears to him. At a party given by his
cousin Juhn Bebee, he become acquainted with
a Miss Miles, and he gives an account of a
morning call on her in ihe following Iniguage.

MORNING CALL OF MR SLICK.

A COQUETTE'S DRESSING ROOM.

Arly the next morning, 1 got up and put
on my new clothes again, and sot afore the
fire, thinking of eenamodt every thing on
nrth, tll the clock struck nine; then [ jist
slieked down my hair a litle, and polled
foot up Broadwoy again. 1 kinder expeeted
every minute that I should meet with Miss
Miles ns I did yesterddy ; but somchow
there didn't séem 10 be any body a stirring.
There warnta single one of them whisker-
ed chaps in sight, and ull the women-folks
that [ could see, up or down, seemed ta have
on nothing but their every-duy clothes. |
#aw two or three rale homespun, modest
fooking young critters, but they warnt dross-
ed up, and sonie on em were a carrying
band-loxes and sich things afore them.—
Onee | got alfired wrathy, for a nigger wo-
man good ot on the stun side-walk with a
great long brosh in her hand, a sérobbing
the winders of a big house with it; nnd jist
ns I come along, she give the brush a flour-
ish, and sert o hull thunder shower of diny
water all over my new clothes. *You black
nigger you!—you'd bettér look out, and
keep your soap-xuds for them that want
washing,” sez [.  But she hLee-he-ed out s
larfin, nnd begun to brosh away again jist
as if I hadn't said & word 10 her. Think
sez L, it wouldo't be jist the thing for any
body to se¢ me a jawing here with a nigger
wench, so | may as well grin and bear i,
for I don't know of any thing that proves a
feller a lectle soft in the garret, s0 much as
keeping upa qoarrel with a person that is o
much beneath him that there aint nothing 10
be gained, though you do git the upper-hand.
So 1 jistchoked in, and ok out my hand-
kercher, and wiped off' my cost-sleeves, and
went along ; butit warnt no easy matler o
navigite so as not 1o git a second ducking,
for every nigger in York seemed to be out a
washing winders. I come near slipping up,
wwe or three times, the stuns were g0 wet
afore all the houses. I can tell you whay,
this going to muke wiorning calls aint no joke,
especinlly ifa feller hnppens 1o be dressed
up. The niggers will sponge his cont for
him ilthe wmilors forgot o, without charging
hinf for the trouble.

Just afore 1 gotupto the great four story
house where Miss Miles lives, | begun 1o
feel sort of nnxious agin. Think, sez I,
what on arth shnll 1 say to her when 1 do
get there, so | kept a thinking over a nice
litle'speech that | meant1o make, I'd’ read
in story  books about lovers that always
wenl down oo their knees when they talked
soft sodder to such stuck up gals as Miss
Miles; but 10 suve my life, I couldn’t make
up my mouth 1o it; the gal must bo some:
thing 'more than common flegh and blood that
would even bring Jonathan Slick to his mar.
row bones, I'm thinking, so il she calculates
that I'm & going 1o muke such 8 mean coot
of mysell s thut, why, she may go 1o gross
for what | cure.

Besides, sez | 1o myself, how oo arth woold
I kneel dowa in these new [lashioned trow-
wers, il | would ever g0 much; when arter
puitingonethingandanother together, | made
up my mind that kneeliog down to the gals
must have gooe out of fushion here in York
whea the chaps give up wearing them trou-
sers puffedin at the woistbands.  This kind.
er mude my tnind easy on that point ] so |
went on thinking over what I should say 1o
Miss Miles when T got to her houke. Now,
it aiot no ways hard 1o make first rawe
speeches up in a leller’s head, when he's o
going lo see a gal that he's beginning to take
ashive arter ; but some how the ' worst on
it all'is, a chapalways forgets every word on
it whén he comes where thie gal ia.

I begun to grow awlul uneasy just afore
1 got o the house, and my heart sot to beat-
g 'in'my bossm, like the pestle in un’ old
fashioded samp morter. It se¥mied 10 me as’
if somebody waes s looking arter me,and as il
they knuw that [ was & going n courting in
broad day- light; which was.enoughto make
any decent chap look foolish that had never
thought of making ‘up o “the galls on a
Sunday night arter dark, when (bhese things
seem 1o come nat'ral,  Wal, when I got agin
the bouse, I 1ok 8 squint up 1o the winders,
for-L thought meb.by Miss Miles' way' look-
ing out, but therd Wit nobbdy 1o be ‘seei, |
o0l Went up 10 the wille marbile sepd thal
Hooked as while a8 snow with a great chunk
of marble a curling dowp on each side oo
temw, and there: I stood: wock sull, for  my

4 got up pluck 1o pull the silver knob snd
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the day time, so that if'a feller i in ever ro
much a hurry, be's got 1o stand out doors'ill
a nigger comes to let him in.

By-am:by a black gal suck her head vp
from nnder the steps as if she was a going o
epeak, so [ turned my back to the door snd
stuck both hands in my pockets and began
10 whistle, as independent a5 could be, jist 1o
let her sew that 1 did'nt feel anxious to get
in.—Arter that [ went dows the steps agio,
jist giving a leetle touch of Yonkee Doodle
ne I wolked vpand down the stun walk afore
the house, n'trying to git up cournge. Al
last & gal come to the door with s tio basin
in her hands and begun to scour the silver
knobs, so I jist went right up the stepe agin
like n bouse a-fire, snd sez 1o the gal—

“1s Miles 10 hum 7"

She kinder started at me, as il she was a
going to ask me what | wanted, but I warnt
a going to stund there a talking 1o her, so |
jist pushed ahend and went into the entry
way. There war'nt no body there, but one
of the mahogany doors was wide open, and
I went in. If any thing, the lwo great
rooms was moie harngome than them at
Cousin Bebee's | the loostools and the set
tees und the chairs were all civered with
shiny red velvet figured off like all natur,
bot they stood about over the carpet every
which way ; two' or three little ston tables
stood out in the middle of the room, one on
om was civered with decanters and wine
glasses, and some of the books lay all civer-
ed with gold, a glittering and shining on the
carpet. The grates were all lined with solid
silver, but there warn't a spurk of fire in
either on 'em yel, and the ashes lay all scat-
tered over the stun hearths as thick as could
be. A part of the great silk winder curiains
were hitched up and the rest on em fell clear
down to the floor till the sunshiae that come
a pouring through them looked as light and
red as a handred glusses full of currant
wine. Thioks I, what on arth has become
of all the folks, one would think they badn't
vat breakfast yet, by the looks of things, yet
thatcouldn’t be, for by that time it was eena
most ten o'clock and nny body that has the
least idew of getting a living won't wait arer
six forhis brenkfhst.  Wal, arter wandering
about the rooms a good while, 1 jist went
into the entry way agin—by that time the
gal that 1'd scen at the door had getupon a
ehair and was o haoling down a great round
glass thing which was hung by n sort of
chain up to the roff of the entry. When she
sve me o coming out of the two rooms she
yelled out as if she didn't know that I was
there nfore,

“What do you want bere,” sez she, as im-
perdent as could pe.

“Hold your taroal yop you critter you,"
sez I, “and jist tell me where Miss Miles
is, I've come to make her a morning call.”

The gal seemed a leetle mortified by that,
and sez she, 1o n lettle stuck vp cuffee boy
that come up stairs jis® then, “here's a gen-
tleman that wants to see Miss Miles, is she
up yet."

Wal now thinks, sez 1, if this York aint
the beatumest place tha: ever 1did see—there
aint 8 niggerin it but whaisa poking fun at
you, or throwing water or some tarnal thing
unother. 1 wonder il these leetle coots
think I'm soft enough to believe thet an hon-
eal handsome gal like Miss Miles lies a bed
till ten o'clock. They dont stufl® me up in
that way anyhow if 1 did come from the
country. .

“What name shall [ wke up?" sez the
leetle cuffee a bowing.

“Oh Laint particular," sez 1, “you may
take up'any you like best—but I wish you'd
jisttell me where she is, for [ begin to leel
cenamost luckered out a walking and o
standing round here”

The leetle cuffee looked at the gal, and
thien tliey began to giggle and tee hee like
nny thing.

“Look @ hers you leetle copper colored
image you," sez 1 to the nigger, “jist you
step up this minitif you dont want to get an
alfired thrashing 1"

The poor little viirmint looked scared ouy
ofa year's growth, and sez he, as humble as
could be, “Who shall | ssy wants to see
Miss Miles?"

“Never you mind that," sez I, “go ‘nhead;
ard' 1 guedd she wol't be long a finding out.”

With that the nigger went vp staira and
I arter him full chisel ; be lookéd round ns if
he wanled to-say something jist as he stop-
ped by & ‘door'in the Upper entry way, but 1
jist tofd him 10 go ahiead and old his yop.
for Twarn't n guipg to wait any longer, Bo
he rapped at the door.apd somebody said
“come in* My heart riz in miyithroay, for I
kuew whose voice it was, and 1 ‘beguh 1o
feel 'lis if 1 had pitched hed foremost into a
sez he, ‘ma'am

sa n that swould

get out of the ‘wiy, wid sez’ 1, *Miss M

did'at ‘raly pity ‘the pobr
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what oo arth made her aet so 1 could'nt ut
first tell, for | felt Kinter streaked as if 1'd
(done something that was'nt exacily right,
though T could'nt think what, and was as
much as 0 minit afore | looked right in her
fuce. But jest an I lified up my bead, and
drew my fool, atter making ote of my first
€ut bows, she stood jist nfore me By the
living hokey, for [ never was so struck op
inmy born days ! You know what 've told
you nbout Miss Miles.abou her plump round
form, bher red lips, and her rosy cheeks.—
Well, I'll be darned if there was one of them
Heft—1 shoold'nt have known her no more
than nothing if it had'nt been for ber eyes
nnd the way she spoke.  Her neck and for-
ed that always looked 30 white and harn-
some, when | see her at Cousin Mary's and
in Broadway, was ns yellew us o saffron
bag ; there wnint the lesst mite of red in her
face, and ber hair was all frizzley, and done
upin aleetle bunch, about as big ns a hen's
egg behind.  She had on g great Joose awk-
ard:-looking gown, that made her seem twice
as chuncked ns she used 10, snd that looked
more like a man's shin cut long and mufled
round than amy thing else. It warnt any
too close neither, and both of her levtle shoes
were down 10 the heel. There 1 stood a
looking it her with all the eyes in my
head—my foot was drawed up tight,and my
arms were a hanging streight down, jeat
they swung back arter I'd made my bo
I kinder seemed to feel that my mouth was
open a leetle, and thut | was staring at her
harder than was manners for me. But if
you'd a given methe best farm in all Weath-
ersfield, I couldn't have helped it, [ was so
struck up in a heap at seeing her in such a
fix. Igoess it was as moch as two minits
afore either on vs said a word ; nnd at las,
Miss Miles urned tothe nigger as suvage us
a meat-nxe, “and,” scz she, “Troly, why
did'nt you show Mr Slick into the drawing
room 1"

“Oh, don't seem to mind iv," sez I, n walk-
ing into the room, and a setting down on a
chair with my hat between my knoees, *1'd
jest as lives set up here us any where”

She looked os if she'd burst right out a
crying, but at last she sot down and tried to
wet as if she was glad 10 see me. She be
gun to make excuses about her dress and
the room, and she wasn't very well thmt
morning, and that she'd jist took a new book,
nnd sot down, jist as she was, 10 1ead it

“Ob," sez 1, “don’l muke no excuses; it
nint the fust time that I've ketched a gl in
the suds.  Marm used (0 sny that she never
looked worse than common that somebody
wasn't sartic to drop in."

“Will you excuse me one minit, Mr
Blick,” s¢z she, n minit arter 1'd said this,
and a looking down on her awk'ard dress,
as il she could't help but feel streaked yit,

‘Sartainly,' sez 1, *don't make no stranger
of me.!  With that, she opened a door and
went into a room close by, 1 jist got a peak
into it as she went through the door, and an
alfired handsome room it wus. There was
n great mahogany bedstead a smnding in
the middle, with a high goose leather bed on
it, kivered ull over with a while quilt and
great square pillows all ruffled off, and
the window curtains were part white and
purt sort of indigo blue. [ eould'nt ger a
chance 10 see what else there was she shat
the door so quick, ‘By gracious,' sez I 10
mysell nrter she went out, ‘who on arth
would ever have thought that Miss Miles
was soold. When I saw her yesterday I'd
# look my bible oath that she warnt more
than eighteen, but now I'll be choaked if she
dont look ns old as the hills. If ever she
sees thirty agin she'll bave ter trn like a
eraband walk backwards five or six yeurs."
What puzzled me most was how increation
she made out1o louk 80 young—but it warnt
o great while afure T mnde it out ns clear us
one of Deacon Sykes' exhorations.  Arter
she'd gone out 1 jist got up and took a sort
of survey of the room; every thing was
tother eend vp, helier skeler in it; there
wing no eend tothe fizery and the harnsome
furniture, but it dont muke much odds how
extravagant one iz & laying  ont money if
Hhings aint kept neat and snug o their pla
ces. The more things cost, (he more it
secms 1o hart o feller's feelings 1o see them
flung about tapey turvy ns they were in that
room. L ruther think she did'nt have ber
compuny up there very often—but a gal
thint's got a good bringing up will be jist as
patticular abdut the place she keeps for
heesell, and which company never sees, as il
it was likely 10 be sevn every duny of her
life. 1 begon to bealtived glad that b did'o
usk berto bhave me yesterday, for if she'd
beerl 0¥ young as she seemid to be nnd as
barnsome as un angel, [ would'nf a had her

artor seeing that linle room of hern. A

pocket handkereher, worked and sprigged,
abd tuflled off with lace, was a lying 'on the
setinel bt it was nll gri
diry, and looked ua if it
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kivered over with bunches of posive as nat”
ral as life; but there was o grear grease spot
close by the fite, where somebody had upset
n lowp, and all round the edges and in the
corners it looked as if it had'nt been swept
[or everso-long. A chest ol drawets—golid
shiny mahogany, with a great looking glass
swung between two pieces of mahogany on
the top,—stood on one side of the room, nnd
there, a hanging over the edge on 'em, 88 true
As I live, were the long handsome cttls (hat
I'd seen on Miss Miles when she wus 1o
cousip Mary's panty | Wal, thinks sez L if
this dont ake the rag off the bush! What
do you thiok [enwnext? A glass tambler
about half full of water, with three nice linle
teeth, a lying in the bottomon it ! I could'mt
heélp but give a litle whistle when | saw
them. Think sez 1, s jistns like as not
thet Miss Miles sont pucker up her mouth
and smile, quite g6 much this morning as
she did yesterday any how, There were two
leetle china cups with the kivers down by
them ; one was filled with white stuff kinder
like flour, only ruther more guiity, and tothes
was full of something that looked like rose
leaves ground down to powder—a leeile
chunk of cotton wool was stuck into it, but
what on arth it was for, 1 could'nt make out.
There weretwo arthree silk coshions, chuck
full of pins, or the drawers, and there wis

:*rm evnd 1o the leetle glass boitlex all sprig-

ged off with gold, a lying round on the man-
tle shelf, as well as on the tables nnd the
chest o drawers, o one corner af the room
there stood a great looking-glass, a swing-
ing between two litle posts cut out of mahog-
any, and right over it two silk fiocks were
wmbled up together. I begun o finger
them & leetle, for some how 1 felt curious 10
know how the tarnal cunning critter contriv.
ed 1o make herself look so plump and round.
It did'nt want moch eypheting o find her
out. The tops of her frocks, both on 'em,
were all stoffed full of something =oft thut
made them stand ont as nut'rul as life. 1
bad'nt but jist time to drop the frock snd set
down again,—looking as innoceat s if but-
ter would'ntmelt in my mouth—when Miss
Miles come buck again, She'd put on anoth-
er frock all ruffled off, nnd somebow or other,
had fixed vp her bair o as 10 look ruther
more ship shape; but she had'nt bad time to
put herselfall togetter, though her face did
look a leetle whiter than it did when 1 Girst
went in - There warnt a bit of a hump on
her buck, and she wos ont'ral sl the way
round! I felt ruther oneasy, for, think sez
L, its just as like as not she'll expect me to
tlk over a loetle soli sodder with her, as 1
did yesterday ; but V1l b& durned if it don't
make me sick to think on it. [ hitehed
about on my chuir, and I looked at every
thing in the room but her, then 1 toak up my
hkat and begun to balance it on my two fin-
gers,and at last sez I, “wal, Miss Miles, 1
spose | may as well be o jogging.'

“Don'tbe in a hurry,” sez she, a tryiog 1o
smile, but without opening her lips a bit,
“I hope you wont make strangers of us.”

I let my hat drop, and picked it up again.

*What book was that, that you've been a
rending," sez 1, detarmined to suy some-
thing. 1

“Ob, that's the Countess of Blessington's
new work" sez she ; it's a charming book.
Da you like her writings, Mr. Slick 1"

“Wal, 1 doo’t know," sez I: “I never
read any of her books, but it kinder strikes
me that she aint no great shakes hersell
anyhow."

#0h, you shouldn't be sensoriouvs,. Mr.
Slick,"” sex she. “You know Mr. Willis
visited her, ond was delighted.”

“Wal now" sez I, “its my opinion that
Mr. N. P. Willis could’nt be over bard to
please, if a woman only had a title 10 her
name, but 1 wonder how on arth 'he con.
trived to get 80 thick with the quality oyer
there in England, T rother think I shull go
over there and try my luck one ofihese days
in bis way, they seem 10 be so wken up
with us Yankees, but arter gl if o feller has
to.go over to Eagland te let them lordsand
editors pofl” him, afore any body will 1ake
notiee on him; he'd better tuke to some other
bismess. “There nint a manin all this coun-
try thut ever wrole more genbine things
than that chap“did when he was a Ie:jﬁv
shaver in Yule College, and yet nobndls:
would bielieve n word on't till he went off 1o
Eunglind. Now its my rale apinion that he
never wrote suything atter he went off balf
w0 _much o his credit a8 he did alore, and
whed' he came here o York lrom about Qur
pans, jist oy I've come now, il he did'nt.de-
sarve 1o botreated well then, why he -dont't
now, that's santin. - Bov 1 used 1o know. him
down east, and its my opinion that he'st’
firer rate hull hearted fellow, wnd w vule geh-
wine Poet to beot! But I swanny, Miss
‘Miles, I must be a going, you haint no idea
'how much T'vegotto dof” "

wos obe,

, Wipwai ?&‘”‘*A"';f?:wﬁm o mare sy oxemiesof e

call ngain, we shall ulways be glad to see
you." .
“Sortinly,” se2 1; so I made another Tow
bow and cut atick dotwn stairs into the open
sitvet,  But il Mise Miles ever ketches me
on lier premises agnin she'll ketch a weasel
asiecp, 1 guces.  That Covnt may marry
her—whbai there is left on her—and go to
gross, for what [ eare,
Frow your loving Son,
JONATHAN SLICK.

T ———

Happy condition of the New England
Farmer—The condi!{m of a coh:;ﬁng
situated ns ore the grent mass of Agricul-
turalists in New England, is more desirable
than that ol sny other closs of men within
my knowledge. I it does not auach men
and women to this life—ifl it does not make
them =0 happy ne 1o increase the love of life
beyond the sge ol sorrow, toil and pain—it
is a condition which the “wall, the wise and
revereud head” may envy, Living within
their own meaus, on the froits of their own
labor—enjoying abundance of the best pro-
ducts of 1he groond pod the fatling of the
flocks ; und appetite sharpened and sweet-
enied | the muscular powers strengthened ;
the mind made vigorous and active by labor ;
their dependence solely on the poodness of
God; their prodence having looked forward
even o the destraction of a crop with a pro-
vidence 1o supﬁ)!y its place: with abundant
leisute for wil heslihy recreation und all
needful rest; with o worldly cares and
vexations encronching on the reflection
which aids the beiter judgment ; in the midst
of those social and domestic relations which
throw a charm ubout life—which give 10
moral susasion its greutest force, nnd which
rear the tender thought to the ripe vigor of
its highest usefulness,—how can we conceive
any state of imperfect, erring, dependent man,
more truly enviable than that of the indus-
trious, luboting, prolific farmer of New Eng-
lund, who lives according to the best lights
of theit own experience? The mere
fails nine times in ten before u fortane i
gnined—the speculator ninety-nive times in
a hundred; the mechanic and the lawyer
geinonly when their work is going on, the
wanges of the priest, like those of the common
laborer, stop when he no longer works; the
physician udds to his income no oltener than
he visits the sick ; the salary man, if he saves
at all, saves only a specific sumi—the fir:
mefr, more sure of suceess than either, in
nine cases outl of ten, cerain of ullimate
prosperity, lnys his head wpon his pillow
with the refletion that while be eleeps his
crops are increasing lo muturity and his
flocks and herds growing in size and
strengih.— Goo. Hill's Address at Keene.

Many persons have died of sccidental
wounds, surrounded by kind (riends overs
whelmed in sorrow for the untimely death,
because they never once thought, vmil it
was 100 late, that the end of the gngﬂ press-
ed upon the spot where the blood is seen is-
suing, wonld step itin o moment. And yor
this would seens to be the most natoral tho't
that could enter one’s mind.  But it does not
enter the mind.  Few ever thiok of it in the
perturbation of the wmoment.  And it is im-

rtunt that every one should have it fixed in

is mind beforehand, and tench it to Lis ehil-
dren, that the greal point in @ wound is, lo
STOP TILE ELEEDING IN AN INSTANT, if it
be profuse. Lile depends on instant action.
If nothing can be done till the surgeou is
called, the person is dead.  Any one can
stop the blood ay well as he Lt the first
one who sees the bleeding wound, thrust in
his finger without deluy of un instant, and
press with firness on the bleeding point
ond it stops.  If it is a deep wound, he can
feel the jet of blood, snd know where (o put
his finger. And when the blood is stspped, -
the persou is sule, at least for the time; but
the linger must be held fast, til] the surgeon
comes to tie the vessel, - This will reguire
some decigion, "tis true; bat who wonld not
do it 1o save the life of u fellow being ?
Exchange.,

. We understand that there is & suit pending
agdinat Wm. H. Kerr, lute postmaster in this
city, s a defaulier to the government to a
large amount, The cose enme up incident-
nlly on Fiidny, wheo the papers were read
in court, ‘Theamoont ofthe lite loco foeo
postmaster's defaleation appears from thy pa-
persand the nccount of the government on
lile, to be $60,000. 1 is well known that

Aduwing, and who puid up his sccounts like
an honest inan, was ull'llﬂ?ﬂ.ll Ly Gen, Jock-
son, W mukeropm for Copt Kerr.

New Orleans Teue American. .-

From the Newark D, A;;rlis:r.

A controversy between Robert Dile Owen
and Gen, R, M. Evans, is going on in Indi- |

flourishing there, and he now promises io res.
venl important secrets inn book, giving &
picture, by way of lrontispiece, of one of the

concern, vig:  Fanny Wright with a” num-
ber of young fmen wod women in a_parlar,
“all [hrohiqg'lhi‘mﬁlvu on the carpet, .'ll']-qw
wmbling aboul promiscuovsly like a ﬁ." |
af children in their romps, or, not ue .'f‘_;
ahe wall with wliner of pups’ gamboling a-
round her, with oceasionslly an old dog wolt
iffling wroupd ™ - 7

" Higsays be will piove all his represenia.

liﬁll- " 'I:;'_ﬂui.h'l VI 1 il vt £ :.—-Iu- x
y - ; rulan e

The lleJontunly in deseribing the

deqib-.of_(*u:?mm . by snicide; w&.

mays, Wi
" L

end ol the,dre

$010 Jommel ok stednuaie

Mr. Dupuy, who was in office under Mr. -

ane. - Gien, Owens and Fanoy Wright were - ‘

familiar evening pastimes in thet beaptiful




