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was just sinking away be- 
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the things thon cans’t desire cannot be 
So with her.” * How great then,’ ex- 
«Claims one who knew the value of books, * are 
2r obligations to the inventors of printing, who 

'A¥e rendered wisdom easy of attainment and 
Bi¥en us an immense advan over the an- 
‘Gents, who a. 
‘W, 2 

"Their mane 

Mayest lightly reck of aatumn-storms; 
Whate’er thine individual doom, 

Thine essence, blent with other forms, 
Will still shine out in radiant bloom! * 

FLOWER. 
from clime observant strayed, Yes!—moons will wane, and bluer skies 

Melioratory of mankind—that which teaches Every ' elf a bi 
haan being the importance of his life Ab;"yes! 1 know myself & birth and thy - Bll’ Of that All-wise, All-mighty Love, - 

ith rq ep poe oepen BR at Which made the flower to bloom on earth, 
> Press! » And sun and stareto burn above; 

E EviLs of THE PRess CANVASSED, : o i; fil, 
wy Dt Soma lament the evil ‘which the art has | 27 I 1K pape pez 5 
Jone in giving 10 bad men a vehicle for their in| If 1 but share thé comaion doom, 
Moral productions; and some have gone so far | Let no lament of mine bewail 
241 desire the destruction of the But My dark descent to Hades" gloom. 
3h the same reason, they might advocate tha id 

of Farewell, thou lamp of this green globe? 
"Thy light is on—my dying face; 

Thy glory tints—my faded robe, 
And clasps me in—a-death-embrace! 

Farewell, thou balsam dropping spring! 

Farewell, ye skies thut beam and weep! 

Utitioping and unmurmuring, 
I bow my head and sink to sleep! 

of all orators, because some kers 
rd es, or the banishment -, bards, 
Soecanss some men sing the base pleasures of 

tor the expulsion of all water 
the economy of nature, because inonda- 
Sometimes sweep over cultivated “plains: 
‘blotting out of the Sun from the fir- 

use, his fiercest rays sonietimes Produce malaria! Shata glorious world, phy- 
moral and mental, wiseacres, 

os! Whatever the 
from malignity or ignomnce, the 

counterbalance it: for the press 
s be somewhat, and in the main 
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EARLY IMPRESSIONS. 
You ean hardly be aware how deep may ba 

the ion which you may roake on 
wind of your child, even in ® fow moments of 

5 0 tion of met with any loss ro great as that wing 
p cope ty ;* ears & of my mother during my 

$80 : childhood, m consequence of her ha lost | 
! her reason. But 1 can recollect, that, a 
| yery lithe child, 1 was standing at the ne 
{ window, at the close of a lovely summer's day. 
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; ‘[Me. Wallace then entered into a comparison PASSENGER. had the inscrutable providence of Ged given 5 gn Sec coe the Newspaper; Mes Yet grieve not! summer may depart, fos a gine who poi ieee repeated these 
: of 3 . | Andbeauty seek a brighter home - i rol nf hed And nooxs! «Happy is the man who find y , through all che days of my childhood! But, eth Wisdom and the man who getteth ander- | But thou, thou bearest in thy heart ‘ even so, Father; for so it seemeth good in thy : yh She is more precious than rubies; | The germ of many a Jife to come. sight’ —7'odd, : 

pect it. "There never was but one woman who 
could.mnke tea to my liking, and she is now in 
Heaven. 
erying. I'm not one of the people to be melt- 
ed by the tears of a woman; for vou cin all 
ery—all of you—at a minnte’s notico. 
water’s alwaya laid on and down it comes ila 
man only holds up his finger. 

That's it. Let a man only speak and he's bru- 
tal. 
cap of tea, What do you think I married yoq 
for? 1t'sall very well with your tambour work 
and such trumpery. 
on kittle-holders; but can you make a pudding 
ma'am! J 

corner-rollz. because yon know I 
roll. 

paltry a subject—but it’s no vse to hope to be 
mild with you, I seo that’s » 

bloater, 1 suppose? 
who had an eye for a bloater, but—sainted 
creature!—she’s here ne longer, — You wish 
she was? Oh, § understand, that. I'm sure if 
anybody should wish her back, it's—but she 
was 100 good for me, *\ 
dio’—she used to say—* then you'll know the 
wife I was to you.” "And know I do know it. 

Do you think, Mrs Cavdle, "mu canary bird, 
to be fed upon hard eggs? Don't tell meabout 

WESTERN RILLS. 
Tue Rev. Dr. Beecher said, on a public 

occasion, that he had had a dream, which, like 
other dreams, did not wholly explain itself, and 
in which some of the natural objects had the 
power of speech. He was travelling near the 
sources of the Menongahela, and in assing 
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1 say, and my shav. 

pit Half a dozen shirts, 
ing tackle. Do you hear me, Mrs 
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“Hi Ys . : ; : . F ois] say, you can all do it oth ov throne of royal set which or | Miami but wider ree eve  Puitch’s Almanac 18456: when you Je svery’ paths sou ore Ot whe the gorgeous | ki whe i off wy. legs by ‘any ' s ost showers on her Kings = § = th river of the sort. H . le Ei estat | 1 by vs dp mari vem cout, | |S A Serb Fat y 2 ’ CHAPTER IT, X ) d, haven’t you? and 4 es from the gulf of oblivion! Does the lover | When zephyr eame and kissed with soft, How Mr. Caudle begins to show something | Vora for it, lenty” of things to make or to libery 1 8 ] ing ore, ickee to arm Bl don fds Sweet-incense breath my blushing cheek? “eof the Fiend that's in him." mend. J Ad if you haven't; cut holes'dud sew 
wi ol Ar aad the world Hi When beanteons bees and botterflies “It is rather extraordinary, Mrs. Cundle, i dh, gor slim 93 I : i at ln 
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CHAPTER IV. | 

Now, Mra Caudle, let me hear no 

The 

“ You didn’t think I could be so brutal? 

It's a womyn’s first duty te make a decent 

Yon can make butter{lies 

I'll be bound not. 
* Of course, as usual; you'vo given me the 

bate a corner- 
I did think I must have seen that, 1 did 

I should not be obliged to speak on so 

hopeless. 
“And what a herring! And you call it a 

Ha! there was a wonmn 

¢ When I'm gone, Cau- 

* Here's tho egga ‘boiled 10 a stone again! 

nothing gh other words, 

Showing how Caudle, having lost money at 
cards, determines to abridge the house ¢x- 
penses, ¢ 
* I dont know how it is, my déar, but when 

1 remember that there’s only you and mysell 
just two of us, and I eat and drink next to 
nothing—and when 1 see what other e do 
with hulf our money, I do think yommight be a 
little more careful, I'm sure I'spend no. mo- 
nay on myseif—none, Nobody can be more 
watchful of every sixpence; but, of course, a 
man can eave but litle when he koows~—or, 
that is, when He féars he knows that every- 
thing's going to waste ‘at home. Besides, it’s 
a woman's place—particularly’ a woman’s 
lace—to save. Women are designed for it. 
Seonomy is one of the noblest virtues bound 
up in" matrimony. There ean be very little 
roul love, Mrs. Caudle; where economy's neg- 
lected. A woman can’t truly care for. a 
man’s heart, uhiless she hes an equal regard for 
his pocket: the things go together, and always 
did fromthe first, iavaliio ; 

“¢ No, Mrs. Caudle, 1 did not Jose at my 
whist club last pight—that is, only next to 

i nothing to ‘speak of. 
Now, that’s like your sex. You always set 
abeut hunting for sone foolish, shabliy motive 
for whatever your husbands complain about. 
Because 1 ose at cards 1 don’t want to get the 
money back out of your cupbourd. = Not § 
want to save: honey, that, should, I be taken 

i 


