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What I Live For.

BY G. LINNEUS BANKS.

g live for those who love me,
Whose hearts are kind and true ;
For the heaven that smiles’above me,
‘And wwaits my $pirit.too;
For all humé.x_l ties that bind me,
For the task by God assigned me ;
For the bright hopes left behind me,
* And the goed that I can do.

1 live to learn their story,
Who’ve suffered for my sake;
~To emulate their glory,

" Ard follow in their wake ; -
Bards, patricts, murtyrs,.sages,
The noble of all ages,

" .. Whose deeds crowd history’s pages,
. And time’s great volume make.

- 1live o hold communion,

" .| Withall that is divine ;

i 7To feel there is a Union, )

- *Twixt Nature’s heart and mine;

Tl profit by affliction, -

Keep truth from ficlds of fiction,
,,Gl"O'J-.V wiser from convictlion,

.And fulfil each grand design.

-

) I iive to hail the season,
By the gifled winds foretold,
When men shall live by reason,
And not by gold alone
' When man to man united,
And every wrong thing righted,
- The whole world shall be lighted
As Eden was ol old.

¢ 1ive for those that love me,
For those who know me {rue;

For the Heuven thatsmiles above, me; -
* . Andawaits my spirit too ;

For the cause that facks assistanee,

For the wrong that needs resistance ;
-For the future'in the distance,

" And the good that I cun do.

- THE LOST BOY.. -
An Incident in The Ohio Penitentiary.
. BY, THE WARDEN. -
- [ had been but a few months ‘in charge of
the prison, when my atteiition was attracted
to, aud deep interest Jelt im;, . the. numerous
boys and young men who were . confined
therein and permitted-lo work in the.same
shops with oki and hardened convicts.
The interest was incrensed on every evening,
as I saw them congregated in.gangs, march-
ing to their silent meals, -and thence to their
gloomy bed rooms, which are more like iv-
ing sepulchres, with iron shroudsg, than sleep-
ing apartments.  These Youug men and
boys, being generally the shortest in height,
brought up the rear of the eompanies, as
they marclied to the terrible “lock step,”
and consequently more easily attracted atten-
tion. To sce many youthfal forms and bright
countenances mingled with the' old and har-
dened scoundrels, whose visages betokened
vice, malice and crime, was'sickening to the
soul.” But there was one among the boys, a
lad about seventeen years of age, who had
particuiurly attracted my attention ; not from
anything superior in his-countenance or, gen-
eral-appearance ;_but by the look of utter
despair which ever set upon his brow, and
the silent,, uncomplaining manner .in which
he submitted to all’the “hardships and degre:
dations of prison life. He was often com-
plained of, by both officers and men, and I
thought unnecessarily,  for light and-trivial
offences against the rules -of propriety ; yet
he seldom had any excuse or apology, ane
never denied a charge. He took the repri-
mand, and once a_punishment, withou} a
teat or , a ‘miurmur, ,almost as.a mattet’ of
courseé, _seerjiixi'g.lt?u}'apkful that it' was no
vorse. He had évidently seen' better days,
and enjoyed the light .of home, parents and
friends, if not the luxaries .of life. . But the
light of hope seemed io ‘hdve gone out, his
health was poor—his,’ face was pale—his
frame fragile—and no fire bqame_d Jin l:\Ax‘s
_ dark grey eye!. Ithought every night, as'l
" saw him marchto his gloomy bed, that

| following story:

until et last my eye'lell upon an advertise-
ment of “A Lost Boy {-—[nformation wanted
of a boy named Arthur —— (I will not
give his real name, for-perhaps he is still liv-
.ng,) and then followed a description . of the
.bay-—exactly corresponding with that of the
young convict—Arthur  Lamb! = Then
there was somebody who cared -for the poor
boy, ‘if, indeed, it was him;-perhaps his
mothér, his father, his brothers and..sisters,
who .were searching for him. The adver-
tisement was nearly a year old—yvet [ doubt-
ed not—and as soon as th2 convicts' ‘were
locked up I sent for Arthur Lamb., He'came
as @ matter of course; "with -the same pale,
-uncomplaining face and hopeless gait—think-
ing, no doubt, that 'something had gone
wrong, and had been:laid to his charge. "
-1 was examining;the 'Convict’s Register,
when hecame in ; and--when [ looked up,
there he stood a perfect -image of despair. [
asked hirma his name. .. He replied,
HArthor? 0 ]
“Arthur 'what 7 said I sternly.
“Arthur——Lamb,”? he answered hesita-
tingly. . .
‘‘Have you a father or mother living 17
. :His eyes brightened—his voice quivered,
as. he exclaimed : :
“0 ! have vou heard from mother? Ts
she alive * Is she wel! 27 and tears, which
[ never had seen him shéd before, ran’iike
rain drops down his cheeks. ‘As he became
calm from suspense, I told him I had not

per I-wished him to read. He took the ad-
vertisement which I had cut from the paper,
and as he read it he exclaimed. :

“That’s me ! that’s me !” and again sobs
and tears choked his utterance.

1 assured him that the advertisement was
all that I could teil him about his parents—
and that it requested information, ! desired
te know what I should 'write in reply. The
advertisement directed information . to be

1 sent to the editor of the Christian Chronicle,

New York. - - o :
¢0Oh, do not write 1” he said,
break poor mother’s heart.”
[ told him [ must write, and that it would
be a lighter blow to his mother’s feelings to
know where be was than the terrible uncer-
tainty which must haunt her .mind day and
aight. So he consented ; and taking himto
my rodm, | drew from him.in substance the

‘it will

‘His father was a respecﬁb]e and wealthy
mechanic in an interior town in the State of
New York. That at the holding of the

-|'State Agricultural Fairin his native town,

he got acquainted with two stranger boys,

run away from home and go to the West. He
foolishly consented ; and with light hopes of

1 happy times, new scenes and great fortune !

They came as far as Cleveland, where. they
remained several days. One morning the
other:twoiboys came to his room -early, and
showed him a large amount of jewelry, &e.,
which they said they had won at cards du-
ring the night. Knowing that .he wasin
need of finds to payﬁi‘is board, they pressed
him to take sume of it for means to pay his
landlord. But before he had disposed of any
of it they were all three arrested ‘for burgla-
ry,and as a portion of the property taken
from the store which had been robbed was
found in his possession, he too was tried con-
victed and sentenced. He had nofriends, no
money, and dared not to- write home ; so
hepe sank within him ; he resigned himself
1o his fate, never expecting to get out of pris-
on, ot see his parentsagain, - - =
Upon inquiring of-the two convicts who
came with him on the same charge, I learn-
ed that what Arthur had stated was strictly
trune, and that his only crime’ Wwas keeping
bad :company, leaving his home, and un-
knowingly receiving stolen ‘goods. Ques-
tioned separately they told the samesto:y,
and left no'doubt in my mind of the boy’s
innoceénce. Full of compassion for the un-
fortunate little fellow, T sat dowr 'and wrote
a full desatiption of Arthur, his: condition
and history, as [ obtained. it from him, paint-
ing the horrors of the place, the hopelessness
of his'being reformed therejeven  if guilty,
and the probability of hisinever liwing out
his sentence-and describing‘ihe process to be
‘used to gain his pardon.. This I sent ac-
cording to the directions of the advertise-
ment. But week afler week passed, and no
answer came. The boy daily inqguired if [
tad heard from his mother, unlil at last,
“hope deferred seemed 1o make, his heart
sick,” dnd again he diooped dnd pined. -
At last a letter came—such a’ letter | Tt
ivas from the Rev. Dr. Bellows; of New York.
He had been absent to a distant eity, but the
moment he read my letter the good man re-
sponded. The father of the poor boy bad be-
come almost insaneon  dccourit of his son's
mystéricus absence. *He had left his former
place 6f residence, had moved from city to
city, from {own to town, and travelled up
and down the country seeking ' the loved and
thelost !' "He had spent the most of a hand-
some fortune; his wife, the bhoy’s mdiher,
was an’ the brink of the grave, ‘‘pining for
her first borh, and would nat be "comforied.”’
They then lived in a western city, whither
they had gone in'the hope of finding or for-
getting thair boy—or that a'charige .of scene
might assuage their .grief. He  thanked me
for my letter, which he ‘had sent fo the fath-

would go to him and learn his history—baut

there was so' many duties to perform; 50

tnuch to learn and to do, that day after day

passed, and_ I 'would  neglect him—having
merely learned that his name was Arth
Lamb, and that his crime was -burglary atd
farceny, indicating a very bad boy for one so
young. He had already been there a year,
and had two more to serve | He never copld
outlive his sentence, and his countenance in-
dicated that he felt it. He worked at stone-
cutting on the State house—hence my oppor-
tunities for seeing him were Jess than though
he had worked in the prison Yyard-—still his

ur |

er, and promised his assistance’ to "procure
the voung convict’s pardon. .
This news’ [ gave to Arthur; he seemed
pained and pleased—hope and tear, joy and
grief, filled his heart alternately, but from
thence his eye beamed brighter, his step was
lighter, and hope seemed to dance in’every
nerve. ’
 Days passed—and at last. there came a
man to the prison, rushing frantically into
the office, demanding to see his boy. = .
“My boy ! myboy ! 'Oh, iet me see him!”
The clerk who knew nothing of the mat-

pale face -haunted me day and night—and 1

resolved that on the next Sabbath as he came.! -

rer, calmly asked him the name of his sen,
“Arthur ——."

“No such nams on our books; your eon

heard from his parents, but that I bad a pa-’

older than himself, who persuaded him to.

car:not be here.”’ L
“He is here! Show himto me! He
ir, is your own leiter! Why do you mdg
me'?? BRI .
The clerk looked over the letter,-saw at
‘once that Arthur Lamb was the convict wan-
ted, and rang the ‘bell for the messenger. -
" “There-is the -warden, sir; it was his letter
hé showed.” Sy :

Too much of a'goad thing is often unpleas-
ant. This dld man-embraced me and wept
like a child. A‘thousand times he thanked
me, and in the name~ of- his' ‘wife, heaped
blessings upon my head. - Bit the rattling of
the great iren door, and the grating sound of
its hinges ‘indicdted the appearance of Ar-
thur, and I conducted the excited parent in-
toa side parler. -T then led his son tohis
embrace. Such a half shriek and agonizing
groan as the bld man gave, when ' he beheld
the altered appedrance of the boy, as he stood
clad in.the degrading stripes, and holding a
convicts cap in his hand, I never heard be-
fore. 1 have seen many similar scenes singce,
and become inuved to them ; but this ‘one
aeemed as if it would burst my brain !

I drew up and signed a’ petitibn for the
pardon of ‘the young convict; and snch a
deep and favorable impression did the peru-
sal of the letter I wrote in answer to the ad-
vertisement make upon the directors, that
they readily joined in the petition, though it
was a long time before McLean' coaosented.
He was exceedingly cautions "aud prudent;
but the old man ciung to.him—followed him
from his office to his country residense, and
there in the presenee of his family ‘plead
anew his cause. At length, excited - by the
earnest appeal of his father, thedirector look-
ed over his papers again—his wife, becom-
ing interested, picked up the answer to-the
advertisement, read it, and then tears came
to the rescue.. Mac said, rather harshly, that
the warden-would let all those young rascals
out.if he could. Those who knew Govenor
Wood will not wonder that he was easily
prevailed upon in such a case, and the par-
don was granted. -

Need I desciibe the old man’s joy—now

impatient to see his son free. !
came oul in citizen’s dress, thezfiged parent
was too full for utterance, :He:hugged the
released convict to his bosem—<kissed. him—
wept and prayed ! -Grasping “my:.hgnd, he
tendered me his farm—=hisiwatph—atixthing
I would take.. Pained 3t’1he thought ol pe-
cuniary reward, I took the old*man’s arm in
mine, and his boy by the hand;: and escorted
them to the gate—literally bowing the_x_&

away.

man is doing well; and long may - he live to
reward the filial affection of his parents.

.. This case may-be but one’among a ‘hun-
? dred. - Where guill is not clear, there should
i be pity for youth, and some proper means ta-
i ken to restore them tu" the ~paths of rectitude
: and honor.~—Sandusky. (Ohio Mirror. -~ ..
L Another Yankes Tiick.

- ‘The critter loves me! :1. know sheloves
me 17 said Jonathan Doubikins, as he:sat up-
‘on the corn. field fence, meditating on the

as Shakespeare said it did—rather roughly.—
‘[f Suke Peabody has. .taken, a shine tn.that
gawky, long-snaked, stammerin’ shy critter
i Gusset, jest'Cause-fie's a city feller, slie ain’t
the giri1 took her for, that’s-sartin. - No!l it’s
the old folks; darn their ugly picters! Old
Mrs. Peabedy was allersa dreadful high-falu-
tin’ critier, full of big notions: and the old
man’s-a reg’lar soft-head, driven about by
his  wife, ‘just-as our old one-eyed ronster
is drove about by our catankerous five-toed
Dolkin hen. _ But if I don’t spile-his fun, my
name ain’t Jonathan. I’'m goin’.down tothe
city by therailroad next week—and when I
come back, wake snakes! that's'dll. -

_ The above soliloquy may ‘serve to give the
reader some slight 1dea of tne land; in the
plea(x;ant rustic village where the speaker re;
sided. L S R

. Mr. Jonathon Doubikins.was a young far-
mer, well o do in the world, and looking out
for.a wife,.and had been paying his addresses
to Miss Susan Peabody, the only’ child of
Deacon Elderberry Peabody, of that ilk, with
a fair’ prospect of success, when, a city ac-
quaintance of the Peabody’s, one Mr. Cor-
nelius Gusset, who kept a retail dry goods
shop in Hanover, stieet, Boston, suddenly
made bhis appearance in the field and com-
menced the cutting out game. Dazzled with
the prospect, of .becoming & gentleman’s
wife, and pestered by the importunities of
her aspiring mamma, the village beauty had
begun to waver; when her old lover détermi-
ned on a last and bold:stroke to foil his rival.
He went to the city, and’feturned, of his bu-
ness there he said nothing—not ‘even to a
pumping maided aunt who kept house for
him.", He 'weht not near the Peabodys, but
labored in his cornfield, patiently awaiting
the result of his machiuations. C
" The pext day "Mr. Gusset was seated with
the old folks and théir dauvghter, in. that best
room of the Peabody mansion, chattering as
pleasantly as may be, when the door opened,
and in rushed a very dirty and furious Irish
women. T
" 4]g it there ye.are, Mr. Cornelius Guaset!
Come out of that, before I fetch ye, ye spal-
peen ! Is that what ye_ promised me afore
tke praste, ye bathan nagar? Running away
from meand the children—forsakin’ yer larful
wedded wife, and runnia’ after the Yankee
gals, ye infidential.?? .. )

_ ‘Woman’ there must be some mistake here,’
stammered Gusset, ‘taken all aback by this
charge... =~ .

‘Devil a-bit of 2 mistake, ye sarpint! Oh,
wirra ! wirra! _was for the likee of ye'l
sacked Dinnes McCarthy—who-loved the
ground I trod. on, and all bekase ye promised
to make a lady of me—ye dirty thief of the
wurruld 2~ Will ye come along 16 tire railroad
station, where I left little Patrick, because he
was too sick with the small pox to come any
furder—or will ye wait till 1 drag ye?’

‘Go—go—along,’ gasped Gusset, ‘Go,and
’ll follow you.” . L :

He thought it best to temporize.’

41 give you tin minutes,’ said the virage.—
1f yesin’t there, it’s me cousin, Mr. Thabby
Mulgruddery, will be afther ye, yea thief 2—

he laughed.and wept—walked and ran—all ;
When the lad |

- : - lovertaken by
I never.caw them more! . But the young

course of his true Jove, that was runaning just.

_And away went this unbidden guest.

Mr. Gusset was then engaged in stammer-
ing out a denial of all knowledge of the vira-
go, when the parlor door again opened, a lit-
ile black-eyed, hatchet-faced women; ina
‘flashy silk gown and a cap with many rib-
bons, perched on the top of her head, invaded
“the aanctity of the parlor. )

* ' ‘[she’here? she cried, in a decided French

‘accent.’: Then' she added, with a scream,

“Ah ‘mon dieu ! le voila! Zere he is. Traitre!

‘monster! Vat for you run away from me?

“Dis -two tree years I never see - you—nev-

‘air—and my' heart broke very bad entire-
? - .

-'Y‘Who are you ? cried Gusset, his eyes star-
ting out of .his head and shivering from
head to foot, :
- ‘He asks ‘me who I am. O, you var re-
spectable-old gentilhomme! hear.vat he ask
—Who [ am, perfide! ah!—I am your wife!’
41 never see fore—so help me Bob,? cried
-Gusset, energetically.. :
“:'Don’t you swear!’ said the oid deacon

won't have no
my houss.’ .
- 0. bless yon, bless you, - respectable old
man: Tell him he must come viz me—teli
him [have spake to ze constable—tell him.
Sobs interrupted her -utterance. :
“fU’s pesky bad-business,” said the deacon,
shafing with-unwonted ire—‘Gusset, you're
a rascal.’ - :
* ¢Take care, Deacon Peabody! take. care,’
said the unfortusate shopkeeper. -
‘[ remarked ye was  a rascal, Gusset.—

profane or vuigar language in

‘ere’s flat .burglary, ef I. know anything
beout the Revised Statoots.’

‘Two wives!’ shrieked the French wom-
an.
‘Half a dozen, for anght I know to the
: contrary,’ said the deacon. *Now you clear
out of hy house, go away to the siation and
clear out into Bostoni—1 won’t have nothing
more io do with you. -

‘But, deacon ! hear me.

‘I.don’t wan’t io hear youw, ye serpint,’
cried- the deacon, - stopping ears with his
hands, ‘marryin’ two wives, and comin’ cour-
tin’ third. Go Jong! Clear out.

. " Even Mrs. Peabody,. who was:inglined to
put in a word for-the culprit” was silenced.
Susan.turned from him in horror; and in de-
spair he fled to the railway .station, hotly
purSued by the clamorcus and indignant
French woman. .y N

That aftetnoon, as._Miss Susan Feabody
was walking towards the village, she was
Mr. Jonathau- Dounbikins,
dressed in his best, and driving his fast-going
horses-before his Sunday go-to meeting chaise
—he reined up, and accosted her.

- ‘Hallo, Suke! get in and takea ride !’

‘Don’t keer-if I do, Jonathan,' replied the
young lady aceepting the preferred seat. .

‘I soy, you,’ said Jonathan -grinning, ‘that
ere city feller’s turned our a. poorty pup, ain’t
he? 4 - i

-T's dreadful, i it’s true,’ replied the young
lady, .,

‘You had
sued the old lover.
no ‘account, anyhow.
think about it ¥ .

- ‘They hain’t said a word since he cleared
ont.)
‘Forget that night I rode you home from
singing-school ¥ asked Jonathan, suddenly
branching off. . © A

‘No, T hain’t,’ replied the young lady,

blushing and smiling uf the same time.
. 'Remember them apples [ gin you?
- ‘Ch, yes.] g SRR

‘Well, they was good, wasn’t they?’

- ‘First rate, Jonathan.” .
. ‘Gotahull orchard full of them kind ere
fruit, Suke,’ said Jonathan, suggestively.

* Susan was silent. - .

‘G’lang! exclaimed Jonathan, patting the
braid on the" black horse. -‘Have ryou any
idea where we're going, Suke? .

"tPm going to the village.’

- ‘No you hain’t—your going along withme.’
- ‘Where to ¥ : )

‘Providence; and you don’t come back till
you’re Mrs. Doubikms—no how you can fix
it> .
‘How you talk, Jonathan.!

*Darn the old folks® said Jonathan, putting
on the string again, ‘ef I was to leave yon
with-them much longer, they’d be traden you
off on to some city feller with halfa dozen
wives already.’ L i

_The next day, as Mr. and Mrs. -Donbikins
wers returning homeintheir chaise, Jorathan
said confidentially: o -
'‘May as well tell you. now, Suxe, forl
hain’t any secrets {rom you, that Gusset nev-
er see .them women afore they came stophin?,
inté 'your house and blowed him up. 1 had
thcugh. . Cost me ten dollars, thunder! I
teached ’em what to say, and [ expect they
done’it well! Old Gusset may-be a shop-kee-
per, but if ke expecis 10 go ahead of Jouathan
Doubikins, he must get np a plaguier.sight
ariier a mornings ¥ . .

' ¥Priendships. ,
Friendshipsare too valuable tobe unappre-
ciated. They-nesd to be cultivated, by faith-
fully showing oursélves friendly, according to
the best of our ability, in a thousand ways.
By respect -for our, seniors, by kindness to our
joniors, by defetence for station, by care for
reputation, by improving character, by cour-
tesy, to our equals, by honorable sud gracious
intelligence of rivalry, by encouragingait and
industry, by all .the abounding reciprities of
good neighborhood, and’ by mutual trust in
the blessing of the Most High; in such ways
we can multiply and adorn friendships, and
give them that scope, which is connected
with fullness of joy. Cicero celsbrates
Friendship delightfully, and it celebrates it-
self in every friendly heart. . It findshealing
words for ‘wounded spirits. It separates
pleasing from. unhappy remembrances,
weighs their importand conveys the latter to
the wilderness of forgetfulness, and garnish-
es and preserves the former in encanting and
vivid . recollections. It makes enchanting
mueic in silent solitude; and in thosa quiet
hours when the heart communes “with itself]
itaids the efforts of faith to believe in a com-
" mon and eternal Father.

a narrer escape, didn’t ye? pur-
‘But he warn’t never of
What do the folks

Peabody; “if you do ’ll xick yonu into fits, I.

You've gone and married two wives, and that

What is the Trus Road to Respecta-

 bility. o |

There exists in all of us, men and woman,’
in a greater or less degiee, a desire to secure
the notice and respect of those with whom

we associate, and of society at large. In.

_what way this object may be most readily e~ .
cured is an important question. Though the
methods adopted in practical life are, in some

may all be easily brought under one or the

other of two classes. - One of these includes |
1hose who hope 10 gain respect by deserving !
Jit—by the possessivn of that true worth, and

weight of character which ought, at any time
and among any people; to command the most
heartfelt and genuine respect: The other
class is of those who would attain it by
means of outward wealth or the appearance
of it. The various- by-ways to respeciabil-
ity which are based on this latter idea; and
the frequenters of which are led on by this
delusive hope, and the ones, nevertheless,
which are altogether the most walked in.

At some period in every one’s life, and in
seme cases, often in the course of & life-time
the choice has to be made between these
two very-diverse paths. While in mere talk
and in one’s own calm judgment, most men
will readily acknowledge that 2 man ought
to be esteemed for his virtue, intelligence,
goodness, honesty, or for what he is in men-
tal and moral worth, yet in practice these
very persons will decide to follow the path
which in their hearts and with their tongues
they perhaps very earnestly or elogueuntly
condemn. Let us look at the consequences
of walking in this wroug road, as they re-
gard our agricultural population. An idea,
although an exceedingly unteasonable one,
has obtained considerable prevalence, to the
effect that the business or employment of the
farmer is lower, in point of respectability,
than most other empluyments. The conse-
quence of this is that many once engaged. in
agricultural pursuvits have sold their farms
and gone to peddling notions, or wurking a
little while at one thingand a little while at
another, unfitted probably for anything they

try, and taking no comfort in their new em-
ployments. Within five or six wvears we

have kuown two or more such cases as these
in ‘one school district, and several in a single
township.. Even.when tae ““old folks” stick
1o the farm, the sons and the daughters do
their ntmost o, escape from the agricultaral
1anks. The charms and the superior claims
of a country life are all hidden out of view
by the onefalse idea of’its want of respecta-
bility. Throngh the influence of this false
notion mern forget that there is no-depart-
ment of Jabor, no pursuit or calling which

contsibutes as muwoh as agriculture 1o’ the
prosperity of a nation, . or the health,  inde-
pendence, innocence, and moral worth of in-
dividuale. The cultivation of the soil was
the first employment of man, and the first
duty enjoined by his Creator. In all ages
since; the comfort, happiness, prosperity and
glory of nations and of individuals have been
intimately connected with the performance
of this duty, and the industrious practice of
this purzuit. When it has been neglected,
as of late years; there soon follows scarcity,
want, high prices, depression of business, and
wide-spread destitution. The agricoltural
interest being the fouadation on which all
others are built, commerce and manufactures
decline with it. For the effects, look.at the
state of the country at the .present time.—
While hundreds and thousands are fleeing
from the country, leaving thousands of acres
which cannot be cultivated for, want of help,
and making every article of farm produce
scarce, and consequently dear, thousands are
rushing into employments but a little more
productive than absolute idleness, or produoc-
tive only of articles of mere show and luxu-
ry. The numerous advertisements in our
city papers show the abondance of the arts,
devices, make-shifis, of hondreds of drones
and shirks who would be better employed on
a farm. and would be there probably but for
the false and_irrational ideas which prevail
in regard to the diverse roads to respectabili-
ty.. What wi}l the end of these things be?
—Couniry Gentleman. ' T

From the Geymantown Telegraph.
Hints for the Fafmet. :

Desr.—Avoid debt as you would a pest
house. The farmer who is perpetvally in-
creasing his liabilities, will always be ham-
pered ; he can never exert his energies 1o
good advantage, and oppressed by a sense of
his helplesaness, will rarely attempt to do so.
It should ever be an object with the farmer
“to live stjictly withmm his means.” All
that is required for the'sapport, comfort and
convenience of his family he should endeav-
or to produce from the farm. With luxuries,
properly so-called, he should have nothing to
do, because he is better off, and more happy
without them. - The simplicity of primitive
times afforded a most delightful picture of
rural hfe.” All the members of the houshold
were then umnited and banded together in
pursuit of a common object—happiness, and |
this they sought and obtained- by the adop- |
tion of the most homely and rational means. |
That their.efforts should have been eminent.
ly successful, creates no astonishmeunt ina:
rationa: mind. .

StoNE ‘WaLL.—There is no species of
fence more valuable than stone wall. Not
only is the material indestructable, but when
it is properly constructed, on land that does
not heave, it is very durable, and net likely-
to bethrown down or olherwise injured by
ordinary canses. If thestores are of good
size and properly laid, thers is no reason
why it should not endure for ages. Lands
that are encumbered with- stones, should be
cleared off, and enclosed with them. The'
time will shortly come when lands which af-
ford rocks enough to fence them will be con-
sidered tha more valuable on that account. - !

Live Fexces—Every season and every
experiment but serves to illustrate the value
of this species of enclosure. The men of
refined and cultivated taste will of course
prefer hedge to all other species of fence for
its romantic and graceful beauty, while the
economical farmer, acquainted with ifs mer-
ite, will appreciate it for its durability, effi-
ciency, and superior economy. Hedges of
thorn, well set, and sproperly managed, will

respects, of considerable diversity, yet they |

be found to be the best defence against cattle’
that can be had. No animal, however unru-
ly will attempt to break through more than
once. The effect too, uvpon the scenic at-
tractions of the farm, is magnificent. Ifthe
thorns cannet-be procured, other shrubs may

, be substituted in its place, such as the Osage

orange, Accacea, &ec. L
e CHELTENHAM.

The vway to meet Adversity.

in this changing world we are all liable
to be disappeinted, in our best ldid schemes .
for gain. “The race is not to the swift, nor
the battle to the strong, nor riches to men of
understanding.”?  Povernty, if it overtakes
you pursuing the even tenor of your way, in
an bonest, industrious calling, nvolves no
crime. The cup may be bitter, but if yout
Heavenly Father hath put it to your lips,
drink it. 1t will prove a mneedful _medicine
‘to purge off indwelling imperfections. Ma-
ny of the best benefactors of earth, of whom
the world was not werthy, were houseless
and homeless pilgrims here. If it be the will
of God that you should descend and dwell
iu the lowly vale, be sure that you carry
with youa good conscience, an nnsullied rep-
utation, aud the approbation of Leaven, and
vou wili not be left comfortless. With &
mind stayed en God, rich in faith, with yoar
treasure in heaven, you will find in all that
valley many a cooling fountain, many a vine
with its rich clusters. Choice flowers will _
-perfume your path, songs of celestial melo-
Jdy will regale your ear—manna from heaven
and water from the river of life will satisfy
your hungerings and thirstings after righ-
teousness. But if you are driven there by
the scourges of outraged justice; and followa
ed by the scorn of an abused community, be
assured, your way thither will be strewed
with thotns, and your resting place a bed of
living embers. Nor will your woe be essen-
tially mitigated by carrying with you any
amount clandestinely kept back from its
rightful claimants. * Your gold and silver
thus gathered up will become cankered, and
the rest of them will be a witness against
you, and will eat your flesh as if it wers
fire.” Rev.T. Sugparp, D. D.

Fhyslecal Bxercise.

One of the principal causes, if not the
cause, of the attenuated and pallid appear-
ance of Americans, is doubtless the neglect,
or rather the violation—the habitual rules
laid down by Nature for muscular develope-
ment. The class of men in this country
whose occupations are such as almost neces-
sgrily lead to the formation of sedentary
Habitsis very large, larger perhaps iu pro-
portion, than that of any other commercial
ration. And this will account in & measurd
for the fact that the various complaints; gen-
erally concomitants of insufficient phisical
exercise, are more prevalent here than else-
where. Qur young men become clerks at an
early age, aud being thus oconfined to the
counting room ata time of life when the
open air and constant motion of the body are
indispensible, it is not surprising that they
should be in their manhood so sadly deficient
in muscular vigor and exhibit so little of the
athletic developement that is Jooked for in
the sterner sex. With many sueh their lot
is their fate, or is imposed as'a necessity from
which there is no escape, and for these there
is some excuse for the loss of health and
life. But what shall be said of those who
make no effort to ameiiorate their condition,
or of that stiil more culpable class, who,
from mere indolence, suffer their bodies to'
waste away, to sink inlo premature old age
—actually paying a premium for crooked
spines, humped backs, round shouldsrs, a1-
tenuated limbs. and drooping bodies. Such
persons are guilty of a species of suicide, -
which inasmuch as it is more deliberate, may
be equally if not more criminal than when
the “briitle thread” is severed in &n Instant
by the victim of misfortane or delirium.

The Sairted Dead.

" They are treasures—changeless and shi-
ning treasures. Let ts look hopefuliy. ' Not
lost, but gone before, Lost only like stars of
the morning, that have faded into the light of
a brighter heaven. Lost to earth, but not to
us. When the earth is dark, then the hea-
vens are bright; when objesisaround become
indistinct and invisiblein the-shades of night,
then objects above us are more clearly seen.
So is -the night of sorrow and mourning; it
settles down upon us like a lonely twilight at
the graves of our friends, but then “already
they shine on high. While we weep. the
sing. ' While they are with us’ upon earth,
they lie upon our heerts refieshingly, like the
dew upon the flowers; when they disappear,
it is by a power from above that has drawn
theth npward; and, though lost ou eatih, they
float in the skies. Like the dew that is ab-
sorbed from the flowers, that will not return
to us; but; like the flowers theuiselves, we
will ¢ie, yet only to bloom again in the Eden
above. Then those whom the heavens have
absorbed and removed from 'ns, by the sweet
attraction of their love, made holier and love-
ler in light, will draw towards wvs'again by
hely affinity, and rest on our hearts as before.
They are our treasures—loving ones—the
t:;_iinted dead.— Harbaugh Heavenly Recogni-
ion. . - -

.~ The Root of Hwil.

We clip the following sensible paragraph
from the Newaik Daily Advertiser *

“One thing is asclear as the sun; that the
absoibing ambition to seize the glittering
prize of gold was never before so prolific a
root of evil as it is now. We do not know
which is working the greater mischief araong
us, the lust for political power or the lust for
pelf. When. you come 1o add e this burn.
Ing appelite In 8o many men the powerful,
almost supernatural enerzy commanicated to
it by the viscions tastes and demands.of fam-
ilies for luxury, show, and extravaganee, to
rival other families and win an absurd dis-
tinction, founded upon mnothing better than
money), it is not difficult to account for many
of those astounding falls from - virtue apd
high moral position, and their accompanying -
defalcations, which occasionally convulse
society.”’ . . .




