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THE LOVED ONES AFAR.
BY F. B. PLIMPTON.

‘When night winds are wailing,
Like spirits in thrall,

And Death walks in Darknem,
Throngh hamlet and hall,

Kind Angels of Mercy,
VW herever they are,

Watch over the sinmbers
Of loved onca afar—

Qur heait’s dearest treasures,
The loved ones afur.

Where’er they may wander,
Q’er land and o’er sea,
Thou Father of Angels,
We trust themn with thee;
Be thon to Earth’s pilgrims
The day beam and star,
The stail of the weary,
To loved ones afar—
Qur heart’s dearest treasures,
The loved ones afar.

While life hath pleasure,
Or hope hath a clier ;
While the heart can jeel kindness,
Or sorrow & tear;
d cannot forget them,
Nor fail in the prayer,
That God will watch over
The loved ones afar—
Qur heart’s dearest treasures,
The loved ones afar.

The winter of lifetimeo
May close round in gloom,
And spring flowers may scattar
Their leaves o'er my tompb;
Yet atill through the darkness,
Like evening’s pale star,
My spirit will hover
Q'er loved ones afur—
Qur heart’s dearest treasures,
The loved ones afar.

From the Krickerbocker.
BTRAY FANCIES OF YOUNG LIFE.
BY PIIL. KROMMOK,
Iwish you conld have seen her—my first love!
I had reached the advanced eze of ten when
my heart surrendered itseIf to Fauny C—, an:d

the young lady was no older. We attendad

the same school, snd she used to cast at me |

sids-long, modest glances of affection, in an-

swer to my somewhat broad stare of admira- |

tion, when we ercountered each other in the
strect, on our way to the temple of learning.
At inst, one evening, we met at a juvenile par-
1y ; we wore buth seized with a chronie blush-
ing, and when in the courss of some kissing

game, I chose ber, and imprinted z kiss upon |
Ire- {

her chieek, she was quite overpowered.
member now the Joyous spring-like thrill
which that chaste, pure kiss of boyish afivc-
tion sent tingling through my blood. We be-
came bound 10 each other from that happy
Ininute.

I dreamt of that girl for thiree nights succes-
sively, and when Saturday came was misera-
ble, very miserable; for I knew I should not
seo heg again till Monday. I wandered in the
ditection of her father's residence on Salur-
daxy afternoon, instead of playing
with my companions. He lived in a court. [
darzd not turn into it, but I passed by the end
several times with the air of a corsair disap-
pointad in love.

[ detected mysell now often before o loolk-

‘hockey’

ng-glass, continually Lrushing mv hair and |

putting on clean collars.
evary day, and in my progress toward refine-
ment, even declined to engage in any outside
gal Fanny and I would mect

at appeinted times and places, and take long :

walls together. Where we wandered in these
excursions, I know nes, but I was certainly
Yery bappy; snd when I retorned licine, “'.;-_q
alwars naxicus to know iff there wasn't a rent
la my 2)

som@ ather little matter which mizht have de-

ducted from the splandor of my personal ap- |

pearance daring the walk.

No living man, not even the President of
the United States, whoever that dignitary
might have beenat the time, leld so high a
place in my imagination as Fanny’s father.
His effect npon me was astounding. Ile cer-
tainly was not possessed of extraordinary tal-
ents, and, I have since discovered, was rather
A common-place character; but he.was Fan.

a8

ny's father, and that was enuiZh forme. A
man who was the parent of such a girl shonid
not be compared with the general run of hn-
manity, by any means. I think I feared him,
for in my mind he possessed most of the traits
which history gives Oliver Cromwell, mingled
with some of the characteristics of Napoleon
Bonaparte. Yet this man, knowing donbiless
of my acquaintance with Fanny, addressed mo
one day in the street, and said, «Well. my boy,
call and see our Fanuy ; I kuow she would like
to see you!’

Here was condescension!—a gentleman of
Lls age and standing inviting me to call and
soo his daughter! 1 Dlushed and muttered
some thanks, which he replied to with a hearty
laugh, and passed on. I entertained an idea
that Mr. C. was enormonsly rich. 1 knew
that, if he chose, he could draw irvm Lis pock-
el a handful of gold eagles at any time. I
wondered why he wasn't Govegnor of the State
or =cmething of that sori, and pondered on
the celebrated Ingratitude of republies. And
this mau wighed me to call upon his daughter!
Fless mie! | pather thonght I would.

I went home, and in an easy, gentlemanly
way, informed my mother—dear mother! I
see hier quiet ymile now—that Mr. C. had just
invited me to call on Fanny, and that I tho't
I should secept and visit her in the course of
agday or two. Ina day or two !—yes, indeed.

I polished my shocs |

each otheor |

iparel, or white-wash on my jicket, or |
[ ;lril}' in the texture or it of his apparel. insnjt-

Deceitful boy that I was! I knew I should
call directly after scheol with Fanoy, that af-

ternoon. It wasa great thonght. I should ac-
company that dear girl home, walk up the
sieps to the door, and instead of then bidding
ber farewell, would enter that abode of happi-
ness. And when my mother told me that [
appeared to be very fond of Miss Fanny, didn’t
I ignore the fact on the spot, and endeavor to
Taugh it off cavalierly, and signally fail in the
attempt? And then the pains1 took about my
dress that noon ; it really seemed that the do-
mestics did get up my linen very carelessly
now. I mentioned it to my mother as she was
pioning on my collar, but she dida’t agree
with me.

I started for school that afternoom with a
beating heart, but full of hope, and alceady
enjoying my happiness in anticipation. But
eveu us I gazed upon the old bLrick school-
house, my heart sank within me, and I feared
I scarcely knew what, Alus! Fanny was not
at school! She had been taken suddenly ill
| that moming, and the physician had ordered
berto keep within doors. Thus was my cup
of happiness dashed to the earth. Long and
weary days passed, and still her seat was emp-
| ty. I mustered up conrage, and boldly rang
&t bier father’s door, and inquired after ber. 1
am sure I mast have looked shecpishly about
it, for the servant langhed at me. I think I
could have seen that man frampled by wild el-
| ephants, or shot out of & cannon, or put to a
| paintul death in any other Oriental manner,
| without the slightest pity for him. This mis-
1 erable domestic informed me that Miss Fanny
|

| was growing better. I was happy in my heart,
but eould not, as I had intended, send my re-

{ spects throngh this man; so I turned upon my

| ieel and lets, wondering in what part of the

| house Fanny was Iying.

| At last I saw bier again. T pressed her soft,

i little hand. and gazed tenderly upon her pale

{ I called to

| weil and hearty aguin, I saw her cftener, and

We

together; we sat cozily at home and

face. s=2e her, and as she became

we were on the most infimate terms.

wilked

|

|

_i tea at her mother’s table.
| A funily-party of us attended the theatre,
|

| she shoulll be so careless of her looks.

|
|

s
|
i
|

|
|

for my father, when young, possessed locks of

the sume sunny shade.

I attended anether party, and among the
gnests were Fanny and the black-eyed boy,
who, by-the-bye, was rather attentive to a
young lady in a yellow frock, whom I consid-
ered handsome, but Fanny couldn't bear her.

Why did Fanny appear so very plain that
evening? Why couldn’t her mother have
brushed that wisp out of her hair? Why was
that pretty apron so one-sided ? It was strange
But
the yellow frock! How very beauntiful she
was, to be sure! I spoke to her:
sweelly, and blushed.
her hair, and her apron was adjusted to a
charm. Why should I devote myself so en-
tirely to Fanny? Was it not apparcet that
many of the prettiest girls in the room werc
madly in love with me? Couldn’t I choose tor
mysell, and flirt with any one of them? And
was it required that I should be tho bouwd-slave
of a girl, of whose affection I was assured in
any event? Cerlainly not. If Fanny wished
to retain my love, she should take better care
of her hair, nand, above all, not consider it al-
ways as understood that I enticely belonged to
There was no engagement or understand-
ing between us yet. By George! I was free,
I hoped, and could of conrse pay my decoirs
to uny yvoung lady I funcied.

Then what a killing flirtation I commenced
with the yellow frock!

her,

How coyly yet how
gratefully she received my advances, and how
exultingly I gazed at Fanny ! :

Poor girl!--zhe
sat with duwn-cast looks, and

hardly scemed

to enjoy the games and sports of the evening. |

ne

I began to feel a grand and King

Iy pity for her,
and wade vp wy mind to go over to her, and

throw onut a word of encouragement, alter 1

{ had assured myself of success with the vellow

rock. When the supper-hour arrived, I re-
marked to Fanny, that I had
engaged to wait npon yellow frock to the ta-
tile, but should be pleased to give her my dis-

She looked up at

in aqniet way,

engaged arm. me with a

| trembling lip; said she wouid not trouble me;
played back-gammon ; and at intervals, [ took

and at my carnest request, my mother dis- |

| patched me to invite Fanny to go with us.—
| Her mother consented, and we were very, vers
happy while witnessing the representation of
i the drama of the <Fourty Thieves.”
clapped lier hands for joy when J

Fuauny

li Baba was
safely out of the ecavern, with kis store of trea-
sure, and shuddered and crept close to me

when Morgiana poisoned the robbers in the
Jara, 1 for purposes of
study for many days after that. My muaster
chilled me, and what was worse, detained me
after school-hours. This stroke of bad fortune
deprived me of the pleasure of walking home
with Fanny, and I was the more chagrined,
since | had reason to believe that a stout boy,
with very black eyes, took occasion at thes:
times to pay attention to her;

wasn't worth much

and I had once
detected him disappearing aronnd the corner

|
|
lof{.’: sirect in her company, as I emerged
|
i

(U

from the school-door. I sunk to the lowest
depthis of despair, and faneied no one could
IL'Ll-

I never affected the society of that boy ; it

ares
are

| ever be so irremediably wretel

ito me that theve winy some innate, in-
badness in

| Appe

herent his ebaracter; and 1 felt it
my duty to warn Fanny agninst so abandoned
& villain. She re

¢¥ bead which I did not half like.

I brushed

conntered him; and seeking out some peculi-

I took exceplion to his gait, and gave a bur-
lesque imitation of it in the open strect; m-

| decd I tried warious ways to pick a quarrel

with him, I even went

so far as to taunt him
with att

ientions to Fanny; this touched
| bim, and he gave me bartle ; he gave me more
. Io this conflict I
a black eye, which resulted in some
at }

his

he gave me a thrashing.
received

vod
trouble for me yme : and would you be-
This led toa
series of recriminations, and we parted in a
quarrel.
done, and how vexed with myzelf for having
had any words with Fanny, I need not state
here. However, in a day or two, she hegged
my pardon, and with an expression of offended
dignity

lieve it, Fanny laughed at me!

y I forgave her,asif I was a viince of
the blood, and she some poor peasant’s ¢hild,
I felt grandly, and longed to embrace her, but
that wonldn't do at dll; it might compromise
me. [ must make it appear that she had been
entirely in the wrong.

After this, we were fast friends, and the
black-cyed boy had no chance. I still envied
him hugely for one thing, and that was his
beautifu! hair, which was always parted and
dressed stylishly, I am inclined to think that
he used Macassir; and indeed thers was a ru-
mor rife with the boys that he poured an entire
vial of that ambrosial liquor upon his locks
each day. Now, my hair was flaxen and eur-
Iy, aud I was compelled toown, suffered great-
Iy in comparison with his. I had serious
thoughts of using & hair-dye, and applied to
my wother for funds for the purchase thereof,
but she said something about the prozress of
sToung America.” which at that time 1 did not
understand, and refused to asscut to my plan
of amending nature, Poor woman! sghe ad-
mired the color of my hair as it was, I know ;

| redely sgainst the Llack-eyed Loy when I en- |

How grieved I was at what I had |

she had other resources. With a smile of su-
periority, but with a very unpleasant feeling
about the throaf, I passed down to supper in
as stately a manner as 1 could assume,

Fanny received at supper, and during the

i balance of the evening, the unremitied aiten-

tiuns of the black-eyed boy. How any young
lady could associate with such a person, I could
She will re-

gret this very minch, thought I, in afier-iife,

not, for the life of me, conceive.

tlie State-prison, where

when he escapes from
lie has been incarcerated for forgery, and takos
to the high scas as a pirate, and is captured,
and is brought to this port by a sloop of war,
and is tried, condemned, and hanged, and not
in the slightest way recommended to merey,
and dies unrepentant, after an unsuccessiul at-
tempt to stab the exccutioner with a Spanish
dirk, which he has managed to coneeal in his
long, dark hair. She wiil regret very much

| having had any communication with him when

|

this ocenrs; and it seemed a probabie train of
circumstances fo my mind at the time.

When the hour arrived for the breaking up
of the party, that scoundrel in embryo bade an

affectionate adicen to Faony, and attended her

( to herocarriage. She scarcely deigned to glance

|
|
!

plied with u toss of Lher pret- |

|
|

Mean-
time 1 flattered myself that 1 had made a great

at me, as she passed me in the hall,

impression upon the yellow fraock, and deter-
mived to know more about her al any rale;
all, if the truth was told, I leff the
honse for home qnite uphappy.

I wept, T am sure,after I retired, and dream-

but after

| ed fearful dreams, and in the wild snd varied
ed him grossly wilh a sarcastic mention of it. |

fancies of my disturbed slumber, the black-
eyed boy towered, pre-eminent in all sorts of
wickedness, like Satan in «Paradise Lost.’

It required long and tedious weeks to recov-
er even a small portion of my position in Fan-
ny’s heart, and she never again had the same
respect for me as before. New loves came
forward, and the gnlf between us gradually wi-
dened. We both formed other attachments,
and in time they also gave place to others.
Sometimes, in my boyish regret, I would have
given worlds if shie conld have loved me as

shiec once did, and doubtless she entortaine’ {
id, < 4e entortaingy the |

same wish in regard to me; but we both prob-
ably were certain that it gonid never be
again.

It isa phase of youikful Jife, but the moral
will apply to Jater years. We trample the
flowers of friendship and love under our feet
—somelimes from mere caprice—and then in
the dark hours which come to every one, we
wish those same flowers were Llooming, Lright-
ly and freshly, in our hearts.

I saw Fanny in the street a few weeks since,
with a sturdy little blue-eyed fellow of a boy;

50

| she smiled graciously, and gave me a matron-

like bow. I wonder if she remembered how
much we once loved each otlier.

If a gir] thinks more of her heels than her |
head, depend upon it she will never amonnt to |

much. Braius which scttle in the shoes never
getabove them. Young men notethis,
- ———

The nerve which never relaxes—ithe eye
whicti never blanches—the thonght4hat never
wanders—these arc the masters of victory.

The man who passed through life without en-
emies could not have had acharacter worth de-
precating.

= |
she replied |
There was no wisd in |

From the N. Y. Obscrver.
THE ARCHAISROP THINKS 1is CHURCIH I8
INCREASING : KIRWAN THINKS NOT.

«Archbishop Hughes, in his recent lecture
in Baltimore, expressed the opinion that the
Roman Catholie Church in this country can
anticipate little incremse to its nuombers or
strength from immigrationy and that the fu-
ture hopes of the Church must be based upon
its retaining its present numbers, and upon the
increase from conversions. e thinks the pre-
sent condition of the Church, and the numer-
ous accessions which, e says, have been made
to it from converts ol American birth, justify
the most sasguine expectationsin this regard.’

We clip the above from the papers, as a
brief synopsis of a lecture delivered recently’

The bishop bas so utterly fallen from the posi-
tion he once oceupied, that hiis opinions, on
any subject, weigh not a feather beyond the
illiterate circle of which he is the centre; and
on this account we might be excused from no-
ticing the above charancteristic narazranh. We
supposed, also, that his tremendous effort to
raise the window, and, with covered hands, to

pletely exhausted his powers, that we should
not hear of him again, until they had sufficient
time to recover. We supposed that he would
have eonfined himself to the duties of his of-

fire,
watching the political vane so as to know
where, and for what party, to set histraps,—and
husbanding the income of the «Calvary Cem-
ctery.”” We expected, occasionully, to hear

| of his gracing a mass meeting of Irishmen met
| to consult, and to fight, abont the 1Whration
! of Ireland,—or a leeture in the Tabernacle, by
{ the poor, fecble, fiekle, fallen Bishop Ives,

wlio bas discovered since he hung his trinkets
over the tomb of St. Peter, what a blessing it
was that printing was so long nndiscovered,
ard what a blessing ignorance is, because it
compels ignorant people to learn divine truth
from the priests’ lips, that cannot lie, instead
of learning it from the printed page, which
may lie!! But the bishop has disappointed
onr suppositions, and our expectations, and he
hias ventured another experiment upon the
credulity of the publie, of which the above is
: given as the substance. Let us briefly analyze

| the assertions of the pretentious paragraph.
1. “The Catholic Church in this country

can anticipate little incrzase to its members or
strength from immigration.”” This sentence
is designed, no doubt, to lull the apprehen-

i
|
[ sions of Protestants. on the one lLand, and to
1
.f

excity prejudice against the Know-Nothings |

on the other. Many are alarmed at the inflax
of the squalil Popish population that infest
our secaboard, and that are crowding all the
ways o access to the interior of the country.
They are everywhere, like the frogs of Egzypt,
and they are jost as much, and as little to be
feared.  Since the beginning of the Russian
war, amd since the opening of the presant ref-
ormation in Ireland, and since the increasing
of the “encumbered Estates Bill*
there, have been made apparent, emigration

benefits

Germany. DBat when the war is ended, and
when high prices and low wages again rule,
the tide will rise to its full again ; and papists,
us poor as priests can make them, will be pour-
And the par-
is laid at the

ed in ghip-loads on our shores,
tial for
door of the Know Nothings, every one of
whom the pious bishop loves with the love he
Time will prove the
bishop's assertions to be ulterly baseless.—
Protestants need not be alarmed; but the pa-
And the more the better.—

clhieck, obvious causes,

bears fo Ervastus Brooks.

pists will come.

answer for without having charged vpon them
the eilects of the causes above stated. We
have not a doubt but that one hundred thous-
and Irish in this conutry are now laying aside
more of their f(ricnds here within the next
year, And every oue {uat comes will be sure
to be followsd by ene or two others.

-

bers,and upon the increase from conversions.’
Here the hopes of popery are made to rest up-
on two legs. The right leg is, “retaining its
| present numbers,”” that is, retaining those who
| are now papists, with their children, and de-
i scendants.  But this is impossible. In Italy,
i in Sardina, in Spain, and even in Ireland, the
' most servile and priest-ridden country on the
. globe, the church cannot refain the people
i

within its pales They beard the Pope—they
exile his impertinent bishops who would put
the crozier above the erown—they send home
his Nuncios—they denounce the priests as
perfidious robbers—they protest against the
dogmygs and claims of the church. Can it be
otherwise in the United States? Nobody
knows better than John Hnghes the extreme
difliculty ef keeping even the Irish in the tra-
ces here. Just as rapidly as they exchange
their brogucs for shoes, and their native frieze
coats for broadeloth, and their potatoes and
oatmeal for moats and bread, are they rising
to the region where men assert the right to
think for themselves. And when men think
for themselves, it is all over with the priest.—
If this is so with the raw material, what must
it be with the children, brought up amid our
! schoolw, snd all our institutiopa, which are to

in Baltimore by Bishop Hughes of this city.— |

cast out that vile insect, Brooks, had so com- !

which are, mainly, mumbling masses, |

| has been greatly diminished from Ireland and |
'

And thie Know-Nothings have sius enough to |

from their earnings cnough to Lring a8 many
o )

«The fature hopes of the Church must |
be based upon its retaining its present num- |

Popery what an August sun is to an icebeig!

Millions of the descendants of papists are at §

this hour in forvent opposition to Popery; and

FARMERS' CLUBS.
Among the best instrumentalities to awakon
interest in the fmprovement of our modes of

multitudes who have felt its iron in their | eultivation, there are nono that stand higher

souls, are the most eloquent denouncers of il

both in Europe and America. Priest Reardon, ,
i

of Pennsylvania made the true statement upen

than the one named at the head of this article.
A few words as to the uses of these associa-
tions and their mode of action;, may not be

this subject, who deplores the awful tendency | thrown away. Every farmer has peculiarities

of the Papist to Protestantism in this country, i

and advises the Irish to stay at home and save
their souls upon potatoes and salt, rather than
come here te get rich, and thus put their |
souls in jeopardy by eati on Friday, |
and failing to go to ceni ¥etThe hopes of
the church based upon retaining its present |
numbers "’ Then are they built upon acloud! |

The left foot upon which the hopes of the |
church are made to stand is +-the increase from |
conversions.” There are always little eddies |
to be found on the margins of rivers which
have a strong current, into which the
waters rup, and in a direction coulrary to
the main stream. Into these eddies are oft-
en enllucted chins. and lisht and rotten wood,
which usually float on the surface, and are ea-
sily turned aside from the main evurse. And
whilst the great current of American senti-
ment seis as strongly against Popery as the
Mississippi or the St. Lawrence to the occan,
yet that current has its eddics into whicha few
have been turned by the rushing waters. Ives,
having passed through the various mutations
from Congregationalism to Puseyism, began
to show some affection for the Scarlet Lady.
When Lis tricks were discovered, and his mi.

tre was in danger, he turned into the eddy.—
Brownson, when as a Universalist exhorter, he
could not put hell out of the Bible, and when
as a roaring politiclan ho conld not secure one
of the seven loaves, nor a taste of the twe
small fishes, turned about, and, as if in spite,
added purgatory te hell, and would put the
triple crown upon the head of our eagle.—
And he turned into the eddy. And a few oth-
ers, of no possible account, any way, have
turned in with them. And John Hughes stan-
ding by the eddy, and shutting his eyes to the
main current sweeping onward in the distance,
lifts his hands in rapture at the numbers turn-
ing into the eddy, and he hopes for the cliurch
becanse of its &iacrease fromn conversions,””—
He forgets that when one turns into the eddy,
thers are hundreds that pass down the current
Forget, did I say. No, he understands theso
things entirely. Ile fecls them keanly and
deeply. He is a sadly disappointed and mor-
tified man.

-

And all this fuss about tho hopos
of the church being founded on retaining its
present numbors, and on increase from con-
versions, is bnt the whistling of the man
shivering with fear when passing a grave-
yard aof a dark night to keep up his spirits.

Let Bishop Hughes try his theory of hopes,
any fair Sunday, at St. Patrick’s; let him tarn
out all foreign birth, and let him retain within
its walls only those of native birth, and those
converted from the Protestant faith. How ma-
ny would he have left to witness that misera-
able pantomine, called the mass? 1 have no
doubt the experiment would astonish himself,
as it would disprove his tieory in every par-
ticular, and give all his hopes to the winds.

17 there is to be but little aceussion hiercaf-
ter to the Popish church in this country from
foreign immigration ;—if the church hercaiter
is to be sustained by retaining its presant
members, and by the Increase from conver.
sions, then I wventure to predict the extinec.
tion of the FPopish church fa these United
States in three geuverstions.

If the Bishop's theory is right, then we
would advise him to pack up Lis vestmeunts
and to ba ready for a mo for as certainly
as the foreigzn streams ol immigration fall; he
is left high and dry. But where can ho go’—
Not to Italy—not te Spain—not to Sardinia—
not to Ireland—not even to Austria—tor the
concordat is working terribly, His betier
plan is to make for himsell friends from the
mammon of unrighteousness collected from

¥e 3

' e:Calvary Cemetery,’” so that when his crook

and crozier are flourishedd wilthin empty walls,
he tony have a comforiable income! Tiiis was
the course of oue unjust steward ; why may it
not be of ano Kizwas.

Tus Best Recnearion.—Tho celebrated mau-
sician, ITaydo, was in company, when the sub-
ject of conversation was the best mcans of ra-
storing mental energy after the exhaustion of
long and diificult studies. One szid be had ro-
source to ajbottle of wine; another want tnto
company; Daydn said that he retired to his
closet and engaged in prayer, which exerted
the most happy and eflicacious influence on
his mind.

ther?

When a man comes home and tries to bolt
the door with a sweet potato, pokes the fire
with the spout of the coflee pot, attempts to
wind np the clock with the bootjack, tries to
cut Kindling for his morning fire with an ivory
paper knife, takes a cold potato in his hand to
light him to bed, and prefers to sleep in his
boots and bat, yon may reasonably infer that
hie has been making the acquaintance of some
very friendiy people.

Rarner Sevede.—A lady was roquested by
a bachelor, somewhat advanced in years, to
take a seat upon his knee whiic in a crowded
sleigh. «No thsnk yon,” ssid she, «I am a-
fraid such an old sest would bresk down with

in his management of each branch of his call-
inz, and for every one of his peculiaritias, if
Leis a sonsible man, he has a reason that to
him is abundantly satisfagry. He iz confl.
dent that if his neighbor would but follow his
mode of eultivating a crop or rearing az ani-
mal, he would be greatly benefited; and emi-
nently more snccessful than he is to feliow his
own; while the neighbor believes precisely
the same in regard to him. Lot these two
men, with half a dozen others who hold all
shade=s of opinion on the points whera the two
differ, meet to diseuss the mooted questions,
and there are a hundred chances to one that
the opinions and practice of every man in the
recom would be modified and improved. In
(ST P — =
tural seience, next to a long series of careful-
Iy conducted, well arranged, detailed experi-
ments, there is nothing so much ts be desired
as a bringing out of opinions, and a compari.
son of the practices of practical men. And
we can conceive of no means so well ealeala-
ted to do it as a pleasant neighborhood gather-
ing of farmers of an evening, to talk over the
maodes of practice pursted by them individual-
Iy in reference to some particular subject to
which the evening is deveted. There need
be no formality or speech making ; let it be en-
tirely a conversational meeting, and a record
kept of the mode advoeated by each person,
in order to give some value and perpetuity to
the discassion,

Our word for it, adozen farmersin any town
who will meet and start some subject to be
discussed, as for instance the best mode of
harvesting Indian corn, whetherto cut itto
the ground or to cut the stalks and leave it to
ripen on tho hill; the best time to plow sward
land for corn, "and a thousand other thinge
where men differ, will soon find that the loss
of adinner will be preferred to missing the
meeting of the club.

And no dozen men can get together and
pass one evening in two weeks through the
winter and discuss questions upon which t
are all well informed, without giving and get-
ting more useful knowledge than they suppose;
every one of them will find his views mors or
less changed, or will have the satisfaction of
secing that his neighbor has changed his and
his practice. We have scen the working of
an institution of this sort, and can instance fao.
dividual and aggregate practice wonderfully
improved through its influence, and are con-
fident that none of the members of that body
regret the timo and trouble invested in the
Farmer™s Club.

Tle mode of management is very simple
—an organization for order requires merely »
President, V. President, Clerk, and Treasurer;
& tax just sufficient to heat and light the room
useG and no more; a subject is chosen to be
discuszed at the next mecting, and two men
of four, who are supposced to think a little apon
the matter, to break ground in the discussion.
One of these men at the meeting gives his
opinicns upon the matter in hand sitting down,
and with no sort of formality,—ifany one dif-
fers with Lim he states his opinfon and ohjee-
tions; the courtesy that maintains good order
prevents confusion, but there will be plenty of
warm debate and strong advocacy of individue
al views.—T'he Homes!cad.

——_— L P -

GeTTxs AvonG.—About thirty miles abors
Wilmington, North Carolina, lived three fel-
lows, named respectively Barham, Stone and
Gray, on the banks of the Norih East River.—
They cama down to Wilmington ina small
row hoat, and made fast 20 the whaf. They
hud a time of it in the city, but for fear they
would be dry before getting home, they pro-
curcd a jog of whiskey and after dark, of a
black night, too, they embarked in their boat,
expectinz to reach home ia the morning.
They rowed away with all the energy that the
three tipsy fellows could muster, keeping up
their epirita in the darkness by pouring the
spirvits down. At break of day they thoaghd
they must be near home, and sceing thro’ the
dim gray mist of the morning a houss o the
river side, Stone =aid ;

‘Well, Barham, we've got to your place at
last.”

<If this Is my house,” said Barham, ‘somé-
body has becn putting up a lot of ouf-houses
since I went away reaterday ; but I'll go ashore
and Jook about, and sec where wo are, if'y
hold her to.’

azd

Barham disembarkes, takes o g
soon cones stumbling al ’

claims : Tt o W

«Well, I'll e Ti
ton here yet;snd at’s more, the bost Aae

been hitched o whary all night I*

It was = 7sct, and the drunken dogs had been
ing away for dear life without beiog aware

ol It <

That divine bundle of oddities” and gqueer
coneeits, with many wholesome truths, Loren-
zo Dow, defined a death-bed repentance te b
—shurning ont the candle of life in the sex-
vios of the devil, snd blowing the souffinthe -

| Lord’s fase.™ -
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