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cuted with promptness, on the most favorable

terms. Orders solicited. . ,
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PROFESSIOISrAXfc.

C. P. FIUNDLE, M. D.,
Office, at his Residence, Dowagiac, Michigan.

JUSTUS GAGE,
Jfotary Public Office with James Sullivan, front
. room, second floor, Jones Brick Block.

. DOCTORS ClUtKE & SEELEY,
Phrsicians and Surgeons, are prepared to attend to

the calls of those who mar require their services
' ia cither branch of the profession. Particular at-

tention given to Surgical cases and diseases of
the Eye. Office, second building from the Post

0,Commercialt.ciArkKE
T. P. SEELEY, A.M.M.D.

. GEO. W. ANDREWS,
Justice of the Peace and Collecting Agent Do- -.

waetae Mich. Office at the American House,
on the corner of Front and Division streets.

, - D. II. WAGNER,
Justice of the Peace and Collecting Agent, Dowag-

iac, Mich. Office on Front Street.

JAMES SULLIVAJI,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Dowagiac, Mich. Office on Iront
Street.

JAMES M. SPENCER,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law. and Solicitor in

Chancery, Dowagiac, Mich. Especial attention
given to'collections throughout the Northwest.

' CLIFFORD SIIANA1IAN,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Cassapolis, Cass county, Mich.

HENRY II. COOLIDGE,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Edwardsburgh, Cass Co., Mich.

CHARLES W. CLISBEE,
"Attorney end Counsellor at Low, Solicitor iu

Chancery, and Xotarv Public, Cassopolis, Cass
Co., Mich. Collections made, and the proceeds
promptly remitted.

DR. E. R ALLEN,
Surgeon and Mechanical Deutist. All work war-

ranted to give satisfaction. Office over Brow-nelT- a

Hardware Store, Front Street, Dowagiac,
Mich. .

A. N. ALWARD,
General Dealer in Books, Stationery, Gold Pens,
, School, Miscellaneons and Iaw Books, Blauk

Books, Ac All the leading daily, weekly and
monthly periodical received regularly. Den-- j
nison Block. Dowagiac, Mich.

II. W. RUGG,
Dealer in Gold and Silver Watches, Clocks and

Plated Ware, Front St., Dowagiac, Mich Strict
personal attention paid to repairing Watches,
Clocks and Jewelry. All work warranted.

G. C. JONES & CO.,
Dealers in Dry Goods, Groceries, Boots and Shoes,

Crockerr, Glassware, Hats and Caps. Front
Street, Dowagiac, Mich. -

F. G. LARZELERE,
Dealer in Drr Goods, Groceries, Boots and Shoes,

Crockery, llati and Caps, Glassware, Paints and
Oils, Hardware, Ac, c Front Street, Dowag-

iac, Mich.
" Mammoth Stork.

II. E. ELLIS,
Dealer in Dry Goods, Groceries, Fancy Goods,

Boots and Shoes, and Yankee Notions. Front
Street, Dowagiac, Mich.

D. W. CLE3IMER,
Dealer in Drugs and Medicines, Paints, Oils, Yar-- .

- nishes, Perfumeries, Groceries, Ac Front St,
Dowagiac, Mich.

IRA BROWN ELL,
Dealer in Hardware, Tinware, Stoves, Agricultural

Implements, Ac, Ac Front Street, Dowagiac,
Mich.

31. S. COBB,
Denier in Boots and Shoes, Leather and Findings.

Front Street, Dowagiac. Mich.

A. TOWNSEND,
Dealer in Groceries and Provisions, Hats and

. ' Caps, Boots and Shoes, and Crockery, Front
; Street, Dowagiac, Mich,

MISCELLANEOUS.
JOHN PIPER,

AmbroiTpe Artist. Likenesses taken on short no- -

tice sod warranted not to fade. Children's pic- -'

ture's taken in one second. Operating in
Rooms over F. J. Baum A Co.'s Clothing Store,
Dowagiac, Mich. Also, fine Boots made to
order. "

P. Dt BECKWITH,
Machinist aud Engineer. Foundry and Machine

Shop at the foot of Front street, near the rail-- .
'

road bridge, Dowagiac. Mich.

II. B. DENMAN,
Banking and Exchange Office, Dowagiac,' Mich.

Buy and sell Exchange, Gold, Bank Notes, snd
Land Warrants. Pav interest on School and

i Swamp Lands,- - and Taxes in all parts of the
. State.

. , . s , .EXCHANGE HOTEL,
By John Letts. Directly opposite the Passenger

Depot, Dowagiac, Mich. t v v '

George Smyth,
T J I X--i O !R, I

Sbpp oyer N, B- - Hollister'sDrny Store,
and MAKING done Jo order, and

CUTTING TQ fitGEORGE SMYTH.
Dowagiac, October U, 1353. oct!4-25- yl

LADIES!
XT0U can always find s good assortment of fhs
L letter snd note Pape, Envelopes, Cards.

CV ALWARD'S BOOK-ST.OR- '

The Light at Home.

The light at home ! how bright it beams
When evening shades around us fall ;

And from the lattice far it gleams
To love, and rest, and comfort alL

When wearied with the toils of day,
And strife, for glory, gold or fame,

How sweet to seek the quiet way,
Where loving lips will lisp our name.

When through the dark snd stormy night
The wayward wanderer homeward hies,

How cheering in the twinkling light,
Which through the forest gloom he spies!

It is the light of home He feels
That loving hearts will great him there, ;

And softly through his bosom steals
The joy and love that banish care.

The light at home ! How still snd sweet

It peeps from yonder cottage door
The weary laborer to greet

. When the rough toils of day are o'er I

Sad is the soul that docs not know
The blessings that its beams impart,

The cheerful hopes snd joys that flow,

And lighten up the heaviest heart.

Broken-Hearte- d.

Softly!
She is lying

With her lips apart ;
'Softly!

She is dying
Of s broken heart!

Whisper 1 .

She is going
To her final rest,

Whisper!
Life is growing

Dim within her breast.

Gently!
She is sleeping-S- he

has breathed her last.
Gently 1

While you are weeping.
She to heaven has past !

For the Cass County Republican.
The Inebriate.

BY FLOREXCE.

" Well, I declare !" said Mr. Granger
one afternoon as he came in to tea, "if
I didn't see that drunken Winthrop to-

day at work in Melville's garden, all
washed and dressed up and as sober as
a deacon. I thought I hadn't met him
lately turning round old Haley's."

" I'm glad then," replied Mrs. Gran-

ger, "if he has taken one nuisance out
of town. I wonder how long he ex-

pects to keep him soher."
" O ! he'll be back here again iu a

day or two, if he isn't I'll call it a mira-

cle. He sigued the temperance pledge
once and it lasted just two weeks."

" Signing the pledge only makes men
drink the harder; it's of no use to med
dle with them ; it's a pity they were
not all transported to Van Deimen's
Land."

" What ! you don't mean every body
that drinks, do you ?"

" Yes I do." .

"But how could we spare Messrs.
Houston & Co.; how could we get up
a party without Esquire Clayton and
Judge Evans !"

" Why, I hope you don't call those
men drunkards !"

"No, I don't call them so; but if
your wish should become a law, they
would all have to be transported."

"Nonsense! you know I mean such
fellows as Winthrop and old Phillips.
Who ever saw Mr. Evans or Mr. Hous-

ton drunk?"
"Nobody of courso; they only get

excited occasionally at public dinners
and late in the evening at home, some-

times."
" Well, that is their own business,

as long as they are gentlemen in com-

pany, we are bound to treat them as
such." "

"Yes, and they always will be gen-

tlemen in company as long as they are
rich, if they do stumble against the
centre table and knock over the lamps
once in a while. For my part I think
such fellows as Winthrop and old Phil-

lips, are much more excusable for
drinking, they are poor and destitute
of every thing which makes life pleas-

ant ; they drink to drown trouble ; I
should do it myself I believe, if I should
ever become poor."

" Mercy on us ! Mr. : Granger, how
foolish you talk ; there is no excuse at
all for menmakingbrutesof themselves;
they ought to be cow-hide- d every time
they do it; that would cure them
sooner than anything else. Sarah, have
you got your Sunday school lesson !"
SCENE SECOND TWELVE TEARS LATER.

"Will you go to the, temperance
lecture wife ?" -

"No, Mr. Granger, I believe not;
I'm tired to death of temperance lec-

tures; they don't 'do any good,' as I
can see." " ; ;

"Well, then, perhaps the girls will
go ; what do you say, Sarah ?" ,

:" Oh, misery, pa, don't ask me to go,
I can't stand such dry stuff as a tem-

perance lecture, no how." ;

" Nor I," said Alice, "I don't like
lectures at all; I never understand
them."

" But the man," said Mr: Granger,
"is an extraordinary speaker, fhey say;
he makes them all weep," ; . , t

" Then I'm sure I don't want to go,"
said Sarah, "I'd rather laugh than
weep ; I don't like to weep."

" Only when Desdemonia dies," said

her father. "So I must go alone."
And he went out.

The spacious hall was crowded with
an intelligent looking audience, lor it
had been rumored that an eloquent
speaker from a Western State was ex-

pected to address them. The lecturer
entered and took his seat in the desk.
A gentleman arose and introduced
Judge Winthrop of Wisconsin.
" He don't look like a Judge," thought

the audience, as the stranger presented
himself before it. There was no stern-

ness no corpulency no air of con-

scious majesty in his looks; his age
might have been fifty, his statue was
of middle size, his countenance was
open and agreeable ; his eye mild, sad
and intellectual. He surveyed the
assembly for a few moments in silence,
while he seemed laboring to subdue
some strong emotion. .

" He has forgotten his lesson," whis-

pered a man who sat at Mr. Granger's
elbow.

The lecturer wiped away a tear and
in low and agitated tones commenced
speaking. Mr. Granger's eyes were
wide open ; he was rubbing them ; he
tried to open them wider ; he listened
eagerly.

After some preliminary remarks, the
speaker said :

"Bear with me my friends, I am go-

ing to till you a story. There was a
cottage once in a wild and lonely valley ;

a family lived there a small but hap-

py family father, mother and child.
They were poor in worldly substance,
but rich in affection, rich in the hope of
Heaven. The father toiled on a sterile

soil; the mother plied her hands with
ceaseless industry. They were houest
and contented and never repined at
the lowness of their, lot. They wanted
but little of the world, for they were
all the world to each other. Daily the
mother would kneel beside her little son
and with prayers and tears besought
for him the benediction of Heaven.
Daily the father labored to instil into
his childish mind lessons of wisdom
and virtue. Ten years they had dwelt
there in that cottage ; blest in their pov-

erty, and watching with pleased and
anxious fondness the unfolding facul-

ties of the living treasure which God
had given them. The boy was mild
tempered, docile and obedient, and re-

paid his parent's fondness with all a
child's affection. One wintry morning
iu December the father left the house
to go to the forest for some wood. He
went alone with an ax on his shoulder,
looking back as he shut the gate be-

hind him, with a smile at his wife and
child.

All day they anticipated the hour of
hij return; the evening meal was
spread ; the fire blazed on the hearth
and they stood together at the window
gazing up the path across the field, un-

til darkness dimmed the prospect. Still
lie did not come, and alarmed at length,
the wife hurried to a neighboring house
and implored some men to go in search
of him. They went, and by the light
of their lanterns tracked him to the
place where he had been chopping.
His ax was there and some bones, and
scattered around were fragments of his
clothes and locks of hair clotted with
blood. A wild beast had devoured
him. The men returned to the cot and
slowly revealed the dreadful truth.

A heart broke that night, and when
a few weeks had passed away, that lit
tle boy was an orphan. At eight years
of age he was thus suddenly severed
from the arms of parental love and left
alone in the world. A neighbor took
him home for a little while, but the
child was sick and melancholy, and

became a burden, and was carried to
the poor house !" s

The speaker paused, and leaning for

ward, covered his face with his hands.
A breathless silence pervaded the as-

sembly. . '. ;!'.'"..!.

"A year after he was transferred to
the residence' of a farmer, whom he
was bound to serve until he was of age.
He was never happy and sportive like
other children; the memory of the
past was always with him, and sat
heavy on : hU heart. When others
laughed he only smiled, he was always
sad, shy, sensitive and sorrowful. The
man who had taken him proved to be
a hard master, coarse, ignorant, ," and
brutal. It was a thinly inhabited re-
gion of country where he "dwelt, there
were no meeting-house- s there, and the
name of God was mentioned in that
family only to be profaned. The school
house was a great way off, and he was
never sent to school. His mother had
laughl him to read ; bu.t here was po

books or papers in the house where
he lived and his mind became a wilder-

ness of uncultivated thoughts. He re-

membered his mother's deep affection
for him, and the kind and gentle tones
in which she used to talk. Hd remem-

bered what she had told: him about
God and good people going to Heaven
when they died ; and he thought he
would try to be good so that he could
go and see his mother, when' he, died.
This thought was his only consolation
while three long little dreary years
passed away. i

One day a man came along exhibi-

ting pictures. , He had pictures of sev-

eral great cities . which he showed
through a magnifying glass. The boy
was then eleven years old. He bad
never seen a city or even a village.
He looked with delighted wonder on
the splendid towers, lofty dooms, and
crowded streets. :! He remembered
hearing his mother read once from a
book about a celestial city; and his

imagination had pictured to itself at
the time an immense area covered with

churches, with theif spires glittering in

the sun, and happy people going in and
out. One of these pictures reminded
him of that celestial city. There was
a church on almost every street with a
tall spire pointing up to Heaven. The
boy understood the meaning of that,
and he thought to himself surely that
is a happy place ; every body is good
there, they worship God and are kind
to each other.' He did not know what
all the other large buildings were for,
but he thought surely it must be a
Heavenly place where there was so
many steeples all pointing up so high.
He sighed when the man put back the
picture in his box, and he wondered
which way and how far off that beau-

tiful city might be. As he lay on his
pillow that night he thought about it
and wept, and wished he could go
there to live. How happy he could be
among those good people who Were
going in and out of those churches;
they would talk to him as his mother
used to, and tell him all about where
she had gone and how he must live so
as to go there too. Ever day for a
year he kept thinking about it, while
his master grew continually more harsh
and unkind. At last he resolved to i nn

ava) and seek an asylum in that beau-

tiful city where he was sure he should
find friends and comforters and guides,
and everything that he longed for. So
he stole out one night and started on
foot and alone; it was a dreary road
and there was no light but the stars;
but his heart was full of hope and he
sped swiftly along with that one bright
vision before his eye; those church
spires and the good people thronging
there to worship. His faith never fal-

tered, his courage never forsook him
during all that long journey, begging
his bread day by day, and resting any-
where at night he arrived at last at his
bourne."
Again he speaker paused and covered

his face with his hands. Every , eye
was rivetted on him.

" It was Sunday when the friendless
wanderer arrived at the city of his
dreams. As he passed through the
suburbs he wTas startled and shocked at
the indications of poverty and wretch-
edness which many localities displayed.
Still his faith did not falter, and he
hurried along to the nearest church
where a congregation were just begin-
ning to gather. Faint and tired he sat
down on the steps to rest. His clothes
were coarse and faded, but he never
thought of them ; his heart was beat-

ing with expectation, and he looked
earnestly into every face that , ap-

proached, with the confidence of one
who waits the coming of a friend- - A
glittering carriage was driven up and
stopped close by. where- - the boy was
sitting. A gentlemen and two ladies
descended. ,The poor boy's eyes were
almost dazzled by the splendor of their
dress and equipage, , and he gazed at
them with a wistful look. Get out of
the way, said the man as he pushed by
him, for the boy, in his wonder had
forgotten that he was sitting right op
posite the church door. He rose upon
his feet and stept , aside. A strange
pang snot through his heart a strange
shiver ran through his frame. He stood
there, watching anxiously through, his
tears every face that came up, until the
whole assembly had arrived and passed
in. iney aa iookcu smmug , ana nap
py ; but they didn't look at him. , He
waited for some kindly greeting j he
peered wishfully among them for some
countenance which , should look soft
and pitying like his mother's. t Some of
them glanced at bisr garments ad
smiled disdainfully, and went along ;

but nobody invited him in; the minis-

ter passed by, and they all went in apd

the door was shut, and he was left
standing on the steps alonei You who
have friends and "homes and hopes
which were never blighted, may try in
vain to imagine the disappointment
and agony of that boy's feelings. All
along his journey he had strengthened
his weary limbs with the anticipation
and kindness and sympathy he would
receive in that beautiful city so full of
steeples. "lie remembered what his
mother had told him about religion;
but the cold, proud looks then on every
face chilled his heart and paralyzed his
limbs. He sat down again on the steps
and wept. The" .notes of the organ
met his ear ; he listened to the sounds ;

was, that meant for praise !" Young
and ignorant as he was he had instinc-

tively read the souls of that congrega-
tion ; ho knew that that worship was
a mockery; the "second was hateful
and he would have fled away, but he
knew not where to go. He wandered
off a little way and at length dropped
weary and exhausted and insensible
upon the pavement. ' He awoke in a
strange place. You can all guess where
he awoke. . It was where the thief, and
the drunkard and the street brawler
often awake. There were 'stem faces
and haish voices around him, and when
he had told them his story they turned
him into the street again, homeless and
fainting with hunger. I will not weary
you with a detail of his history for the
next six years. From a street be?rar
he became the hireling of shop keepers
and all kinds of mercenary dealers. It
was a fearful schooling for his youthful
mind ; but fortune had denied him
any other- - He had almost forgotten
how to read, and ho felt that fate had
shut him out forever from the temple
of knowledge. Gradually his mind
yielded to the necessity of his lot, and
with a kind of dull despair he went the
round of his accustomed toils. Till
his eighteenth year he had adopted but
few vices. Although he moved in

nearly the lowest sphere of humanity,
and was daily witnessing scenes of a
vitiating character, yet he escaped the
contagion, for he was an isolated being,
having no sympathy with anything
above or below him. The memory of
his mother's teachings had not quite
faded from his mind ; the memory of
her love still came back to him in
dreams and kept alive a longing for the
good, the pure and the true. . How he
needed a kind hand then to assist him,
a brother's hand to guide, a brother's
voice to speak words of encouragement.
But no such hand was given, no such
voice addressed him. The wise, the
pious and the high avoided him; the
low, the vile, and the degraded said,
come and go with us.' A long time

he had stood alone, oppressed with a
sense of degradation, longing to rise;
longing for sympathy and counsel ; but
evil counsel only, answered to his long
ing. One day he yielded to the influ
ence of an associate and tasted a glass
of liquor. He had always loathed the
fumes and shrunk from the idea of
drunkenness as from the lowest infamy.
But he had no sooner drank, than he
seemed in a new world. The sudden
exhiloration of his spirits was delight-
ful. It seemed to be just what his

soul needed to chase away its "gloom

and remove his sense of degradation.
It was the first moment of happiness
he had, known for years; he drank
again and grew happier still, and won-

dered he had been a fool so long.
There was a. balm for all life's ills
What if it did shorten his days ? What
was life to him who had never known
a joy! What was reputation to him
who never had a friend?.. What cared
he for the opinion of his. enemy, the
world ! He hated the world and every-

thing in it. He abandoned himself to
the intoxicating cup, and at the age of
nineteen he was a confirmed drunkard.
Then his employers (who had once
sneered at .his abstemiousness) turned
him off, and then the street," and, grog-

shops, and the watch-hous- e were his
homes. --Five or six years more passed
over him, of , which his memory retains
but a faint record ; a loathsome ,

de-

graded outcast he roamed through these
streets, abhorred and i

shunned by.you
all, the pharisee, the- - extortionist, the
genteel tipler, and fashionable philan-

thropist all looked at him, with horror,
and 6tood aloof'and thanked God they
were not so. .fHe felt . their scorn and
returned it.. fourt fold, r Some of you
who are here to-nig- have , seen 7 him
wandering along this very street, rag
ged, filthy, reeling to the next sink of
sin, .with features distorted and utter-
ing only, the horred dialect of the' rum
hole. Some of you laughed, and said
' there goet drunken : Tom.' . ; Some of
you shuddered and; said 'poor devil
an som of you scowled and said foJc

him tip - but none of you remembered
that YOU HAD MADE HIM WHAT RE WAS!

You thought him a vile outcast from all
hope of Heaven ; you thought God's
image wholly efFaced from his soul;
aye, and you thought it a virtue to
trample-hi- down to the lowest depths
of perditioni You' forgot that that
seared and loathsome form still held a
human heart; you knew not how much
that heart had bled before it sinned;
you knew not how that poor wretch
had longed for a helping hand to lift
him from that abyss of woe; youhated
and despised him, and he hated and
despised yon. He. saw you pass him
by; he read your glance of scorn,
and he knew that you had plunged
him in that pit of degradation. He
heard your Sabbath bells and saw
your gay throngs parade in livery to
their mock worship; he laughed at
your golden gods, and dreamed the
dream of the athiest.. You destroyed
his faith in humanity ; you taught him

that relisnon was a larce and man a
knave, and nature the work of chance
or an evil deity. This was the creed
your actions taught him, and he took
the, first lesson in infidelity on the plat
form of that meeting house yonder.
The prime of his manhood was the
midnight of his life. He arose one
morning from his bed in the gutter and
looked around him. He was outside
of the city. IJe had no recollection of
how he came there, or how he had
spent the preceding day. It was a
bright summer morning, and the air
was full of fragrance and melody. But
there was no fragrance or melody for
him. He saw no God, in nature ; no
brotherhood in humanity; no joy or
beauty in any thing. His existence
was a curse, and he loathed it and ' re
solved to end his misery by suicide,
Reckless of his steps he rambled along
until on looking he saw a man and child
walking among the shrubbery which
shaded a farm house. The child's gay
laugh and the luxurious and happy ap
pearance of the place seemed to mock
at his wretchedness. He paused, and
gazing at them through the fence, gave
vent to his agony by. curses and impli-
cations. The man looked at him, first
with an expression of surprise, then of
sadness, then of pity, and to the utter
astonishment of the poor wretch (who
was now sober enough to read his
looks) he opened the gate and invited
him in. Half doubting his senses the
inebriate entered the enclosure and sat
down on a bench where a cluster of
trees shaded him from the sun. The
man offered him some fruit and seating
himself on the same bench began to
talk. It was a strange kind of talk,
such as the outcast had never heard
before. He didn't speak to drunJcen

Tomf he spoke to . the little orphan
boy who fourteen years before had
sought a refuge in that city; he did
not speak to the rags, and mud, and
bruises, which defaced the scarred form
before him ; but he spoke to the crushed
and blighted humanity which still
writhed and groaned within that form,

Kindly and feelingly he questioned him
of his past history, and from the con
fused answers he seemed to trace back
the dark path of his experience, com
passionating every fault and sympa
thizing in every sorrow. - He spoke to
him of his mother, and touched a chord
in his heart which no other word could
touch ; gently and tenderly he wound
his way into that seared heart and
woke up again its buried memories.
The poor devil' wept and groaned in
anguish of spirit. O, how he loathed
himself, how he longed to fly away
from himself and return again to the
innocence of childhood. How eagerly
he listened as - the man talked on ; all
the past came back, his mother's spirit
seemed hoveriug round him ; he felt a
new and blessed influence drawing him;
joy mingled with his anguish, and a
light seemed to gleam into his bewild
ered intellect. The voice that addressed
him spoke in the. languago and the
tones of a brother. He began to feel

human; he began to believe in a God,

and a load of guilt and misery seemed
rolling off from his soul. He wondered
that the stranger did not shrink,, dis-

gusted from the presence of such a
debased creature, but he did not ; he
took him kindly by the hand . and led
him to the house; he gave water to
wash him, and clothes to put on, and
food to eat He ' told him that there
was hope for him; that God had not
cast him off; that he might ,yet live to
bless the day of his birth ; he promised
to help him, and he kept his promise.
Six months that outcast dwelt there
beneath that roof, and you were all
wondering what had become of drun
ken Tom.'. There in that house he was
learning to. readj learning tohopj

learning to pray. You never saw him
staggering through the streets again;
hehad commenced a new existence;
he had found a brother, a brother that
would not disown him even in the wise.
That brother's arm lifted him up and
bade him lean on him until he could
stand alone. O ! how joyfully he leaned
on that arm ; how he loved his bene-
factor; how he loved his Maker, whose
image he saw reflected in that noble
face. - He went forth from there a
changed and happy man. lie went
far away from the scenes of his wretch-
edness. By day he toiled, by night ha
studied '

resolved to redeem the lost
years of his life. A good angel went
with him ;it never forsook him ; it was
faith in humanity.. Now that he could
believe in man, he believed also in God,
and looked up with confidence to a
Heavenly Father. Firmly his feet trod
the path which opened before him ;
gradually he rose from, poverty and
obscurity to wealth and posts of honor;
and he stands before you a
blest and happy man, trusted and hon-
ored by his fellow men. Twelve years
ago it was he disappeared from among
you, and was . forgotten ; you thought
probably that he had fallen into some
pit and perished ; you were glad you
were rid of the nuisance; you never
expected to see him come back here
and stana up to address you. But he
has come he is here to plead the cause
of the lowly, to plead the cause of the
guilty, to conjure you in God's name
to crush not the fallen ! He is here to-tel- l

you that the God whom you wor-
ship delights not in elegant churches
or gorgeous temples, while the children
of poverty wander homeless and un-car- ed

for. He has come to tell voa
that one emotion of kindness toward
afelloio beingt one tear of true ywpo--

thyfor the suffering weighs more nr
Heavex's scales than all the ChurcK
going, all the prayers and fastmgt
which have insulted the Creator sine
the days of Moses.''1

Effect of Tobacco ox the Mouth.
Both smoking and chewing produco

marked alterations in the most expres-
sive features of the face. The lips are
closed by a circular muscle, which com-
pletely surrounds them and forms their
pulpy fullness. Now, every muscle of
the body is developed in precise ratio
with its use. as most voun? men know

they endeavor to develope and in
crease meir rauscie m ine gymnasium.
In spitting and holding the cigar in the
mouth, this rauscie is in constant use ;
hence the coarse appearance and irreg-
ular development of the lips, when
compared to the rest of the features,
in chewers and smokers. The eye loses
its natural fire, and becom'es dull and
lurid ; it is unspeculative and unappre-ciativ- e;

it answers not before the world ;
its owner gazes vacantly, and often re-
pels conversation by his stupidity.

E2fA good anecdote is told of
Professor Agasiz in a new volume in
press at Boston. The professor had
declined to deliver alecture before some
lyceura or public society, on account of
the inroads which previous lectures
given by him had made upon his studies
and habits of thought The gentleman
who had been deputed to iuvite him
continued to press the invitation, as-

suring him that the society were ready
to pay him liberally for his services.
"That is no inducement to me," re--

plied Agasiz, " I cannot afford to waste,
my time in making money."

C" Girls should not write poetical,
love letters. It is dangerous. Such a
one was written to a Kentucky beauy
not long since, which so affected him
that he stole a horse to go and see the
writer, and got into jail to pay for get
ting in love with a poetess.

The most effectual manner of
making a Free State man of either a--

Northern or a Southern politician, is to!
send lmn as Governor to Kansas. It
has not yet failed.

. .

There are some raeu w4i,. whew
they arc perplexed in argument, ' get ,
out just as poor debtors sometimes get
out of jail they swear out. 1

An Irishman was challenged
to. fight a duel but declined on the pie,
that he did not wish to leave his old
mother au orphan. .'. : . 5 r

Naomi, daughter of EiiochJ
was five hundred and eighty years old,
when she.. was . married. Courage.
ladies I .

CrT" A witness was asked if the dei
fendant " stood on the defensive ?" uNofc
he stood on a bench, and fit like the
devil." ...

2?" Whv is an omnibus straD like
a conscience ? Because it is an inward
check to the outicard man. .

EJ$f" The foundation of political
happiness, is confidence in the integri-
ty of man. -- . .

tsT Small faults, indulged, are lit
tle thieves that let in greater.

Cif" Reason governs the wise man.
and cudgels the fool,


