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HOW TO GROW YOUNG AGAIN: 
t BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 

“Ox that one might but live to obtain a sin- 
gle glance of the promised land, towards which 
wo toil onwards so painfully I” was the excla- 
mation of a poet to me the other day, as we 
ran together over the signs and tokens of the 
wondrous fature of humanity, that now meet 
ug in’ all directions. ¢ We, men of the present’ 
generation,” continued he, may be—must be 
—content to sow that our children may reap; 
but who, at snch a time, can resist the feelicg 
—what vould not one give to grow young 

The words rested upon my spirit—¢ What 
would not one give to grow young again !* and 
I soon found myself revelling in all the fantas- 
tic speculations of the philesophers of the mid- 
dle ages; which seemed to me, for the mo 
ment, ecarcely more difficult of realisation than 
the actual phenomena lately developed, which 
enable us to banish pain at will, to converse 
with our brethien at the antipodes with almost 

. as much facility as with our next door neighbors, 
tojreduce the mightiest powers of the universe 
(ander God) to cur will, so that the sun takes 
office as our, portrait painter; and electricity 
condescends to.carry our lamp. In fact, [ be— 
gan to experience a sort of contempt for the 
kamility of the aspirations of the alchemists in" 
meraly proposing to make gold as plentiful as 
dust, and to give to life a renewable leass for 
aver. | was growing very enthusiastic indeed 
as to the:progress of the world and man=—but, 
also very sleepy; for it was after dinner; and 
somehow all things gradually and slowly fided 
away, whilst these words s:ill seemed to mur- 
mur in my ear—¢ What would not one give to 
grow young again !” 

¢ What will you give me for ‘such a trifle 2’ 
said an’odd-looking little man, whose ‘bright, 
penetrating, youthful eyes shone strangely out 
from. his ‘quaint; ‘antique features, and whose 
light, elastic movements ‘ were ‘as oddly con- 
trasted ‘with’ the formal stiffoess of his garb, 
which seemed heaven knows how many centa- 
riesold. 
“Corre, what will you give me for suck a 

trifle’?> © 
“Trifle said T, wonderingly; but hardly 

knowing what 1 said, in my surprise at the 
stfange apparition before me. 

¢ Yes—trifle. ‘Of whut earthly consequence 
can it be whether life be long or short—as it is 
now ‘ased.. If there are always to be merely 
so many, foolish men occupying the world, 
what matters it int, how inany generations they 
may be divided 2’ 

Sit matters a good. deal, thongh, to the fool- 
ish men themselves,” retorted I, © whether 
they have fifty or a hundred years of misery to 
endure; or, if their life be a happy one, whe- 
ther that extend to’ —— : 
“Happy !’ interrupted the little old man, 

with a_ bitter sneer; which, however, had 
changed into a tone of the deepest melancholy 
when he repeated the word, * Bappy | Well, 
well, when that sort of life really becomes a 
question among mea, we'll talk of it... Mean- 
time, answer. What will you give me to make 
you grow young again 2’. 

I was puzzled. How was] to know what 
he, wanted ? 1 looked around. Would he like a 
child or two? Or a fow well-worn books, 
whieh looked as though all possibie essence 
had been extracted from them long ago? Ora 
pot of flowers? Pooh! Then darker suspi- 
cions were aroused, and I said firmly— 

¢ What do yov want?’ 
¢ Oh, a trifle for a trifle; your soul merely.” 

¢My soul I’ murmured I, aghast; yet trying 
to look and speak fiercely. 
“Your soul-—your entire soul! my gsod 

friend," said he, looking into my eyes withsuch 
a mixtare of audacity and good-hawmonr, self- 
satisfaction aad kindliness; that I turned away, 
with a sort ot notion that it was all over with 
m8; that in fact wy soul was already in his 
hands, and therefore, as I coald not eapitolate 
upon:ter/ns, I bad better make the most of his 
generosity. Bat he had not waited for my de- 
cision.” “There he was ‘marching about the 
room, snufling the air inguivingly with his npe 
turned nose, opsning ‘my cupboirds, throwing 
ap ‘and down my windows, slamming to and 
fro'my doors, commenting to himself all the 
while, ‘in no very flattering term, on my little 
domestic arrangements. At last he stopped. 

“Give me a hammer and a chisel,” s3id he 
Presently the bricks and mortar ‘were flying 
thickly about; and, before | could understand 
what the extriordinary being was doing, he had 
made a hideous gap over my chimney-piece, 
mehr the ceiling, and then stopped, evidently in 
admiration of his work. 

“Nou, my friend, you'll ba speedily paison- 
ed with the smoke (rom the chimney if you 
dan’t put in a ventilator; if you do, the bad 
air of ‘your room is got rid of; so run, and lat 
us get'this settled I” ‘I was, however, getting 
indignant at seeing my room so spoiled, and at 
‘the absurdity of his whole proceedings, and be- 
gan to remonstrate; but he Jooked me steadily 
1a_th= fice, which grew at once stern and 
beautiful, and said, © My friend, ] make laws 
—you obey thems’ and, I know not how it was, 
but even as he spoke, a sense of his divine 
right to govern he seemed to tingle in every 
nerve of my body, and to overpower every de- 
sire of my wind. Who could he be? 

¢Come “here.” 1 eheyed. “Let me feel 
your pulse. Ham! ha! as wsual of course; 

| health to an extra thousand in the consols ?* 

firm and regular as the ‘beat of a treop of in- 
fantry. © D’ye-sleep: pleasantly at night :~Of 
‘course not.  D’ye wake with a desire to run, 
/to-work, to enjoy, to live, every morning }—Of 

‘useless Jabour, of disturbed sleep. D’ye find 
yourself capable ef accomplishing much work, 
‘in a little time, and without any exhaustion, 
‘beyond that natural fatigue which gives a zest 
to repose ?—O¥ course not. Oh, | naderstand. 
You are all alike. - You are men; not children. 
You are too sensible and teo busy to heed these 
rifles. To work to live is a foolish thought; 
but to live to work is a grand idea. What's 

Here he stopped, and resumed in a changed 
sone, ¢ Well, my friend, 1 mean to interfere a 
little in these matters; be grateful, I shall be- 
gin with you. What time do you rise 2” 

¢ Oh, about eight or nine o’clock. or so.” 
¢ Then to-morrow morning you'll rise at se- 

ven precisely, and in the summer you will nev- 
er be in bed after five.’ : 

¢ Shan’t 1 2” said I, musingly. 3 
¢ As soon as you rise you’ll go forth, and 

walk for an hour in the purest air of your 
neighbourhood. Or, if ford of gardening, do 
that instead.’ 
“I have no garden.’ 
‘Then ask permission to work in somebody 

else’s. Bat do it—or walk. Prepare the body 
for the labor of digestion, prepare the mind for 
the labor of life, by a draught from the all- 
quickening air; and then you will understand 
what breakfast really means. Did you never 
enjoy an inn breakfast after a long morning 
ride outside a coach in the sharp air? [see 
your mouth waters to think on’t. Be wise, 
then, and take such a breakfast every day. It 
is the appetite, my friend, not the dishes that 
are wanting. The same with all. your: other 
meals. 1—that is, T mean, Nature—is always 
prepared to give every one an appetite if’ they 
will but go to nature to fetch it.’ r 
“And if they can’t?’ 
+ If they wont, wy friend (there isno can’t), | 

then Nature benevolently says—Try dyspepsia! 
But what's this 2’ A mis 

£ My children’s battledores and shattlecocks, 
¢ Very good. - Wa are all children; with a 

difference. Men are children who have lost 
their love of enjoyment in simple ‘things, and 
have not found it in anything else. Let us go 
back; perhaps that may prove the shortest way 
to go on. Come, take your stand. Are you 
ready 2’ 

“Bless my soul! you don’t think I do such 
things ? 

“If your soul, my friend, is to be blessed, 
vou must do a great many such things. Pray, 
do you understand Nature better than 1?” and 
here he looked at me with an irresistibly ro- 
guish glance. ¢ And yet; he added, «Ido 
sometimes begin to think, men know me bat. 
ter than I know myseif—they grow so cousum- 
mately clever, and do such wonderful things 
in my name. Now then—here goes!’ and tha 
absurd little old man made me play with him 
until the sweat exhaled from every pore. Obey- 
ing him, mechanically, T then threw a cloak 
over me, went out, and followed him threagh 
the streets, | knew not whither, until I reach- 
ed the edge of some water; which seemed to 
me now to expand into the far-spreading ses, 
and wow to contract into Peerless Pool; to be 

pow the ship-covered Thames, now the beau- 
tifally wooded banks of Kensington Gardens. 

¢ Plunge I’ 
¢ Nonsense, I can’t swim.’ 
© More shame for you; but the water is shal- 

low enough. Plunge!’ 
¢ But [ shall catch cold. Don’t you think— 

the water looks very—very-—damp ?* 

anything but what's pulse should be, tant is, | 

course not; your brain is worn out with the | 

¢ Ha, ha, come, jokes won’t save you. New, 
head foremost!’ And so, with an imploria 
look upwards, and with a_heroism that those | 
only.can understand whe have felt its necessity, 
in I went, 

‘1 shall dine with you to-morrow,’ said he, 
* In what proportions in your food deo yon mix 
your proteinaceoas principles. for nourishing, 
and your carbonaceous principles for warming, - 
the body.’ 

1 zazed a moment in ™Qpleds astonishment; 
then barst out into peals of hearty laaghter. 
Asisoonas I coald recover my gravity and my 
respect, 1 said, ©All { koow is, 1 eat my beef, 
and my matton, aad my veal, and my pork, 
and my vegetables, and my pastry, and my’ — 

¢ And are ill or weil, easy or oppressed, just 
as it may happen afterwards? Hey? Aad 
you suppose 4 stornach was made merely that 
you might heap up into it any amount of stuff 
that pleases the palate, and is called food. 
Why, my fricnd, this ignorance of thine, this 

i less depths of human degradation. 
{ you in your profoand coaceit, to ask why Na- 

+ body aad soul of wan, so that they shall risa 

naseemly faughter, might make the angels 
laugh at thee, did they not rather weep to per- 
cuive food, the key-stone of the arch of health, 
that material support upon which alone you 
can raise the great, and. heautiful, aud hely 
temple of life, degraded -into a palate-tickler; 
a pander to sensvalism, a guide to the bottom» 

Is it for 

tare has hound in one indissoluble union the 

or fall togathar 2 Is at for you to judge and to 
despisa the material necessities of humamty, 
you ‘vho may derive strength, happiness, and 
long life from their ministration, but who will 
derive enly weskness, disease, and a prema- 

ture death 2 «No wonder the cook, whe should 
be a profound chemist and physiologist, and 
somewhat of an artist; and of a moral philoso- 
pher nto the bargain, is degraded into a me- 
nial eervant, who stimulates ’all the evils he 

should .correet, und obeys the ignorance he 

{ seothing, elevating.’ 

[revid teash,. What is your Liebig, my friend, 
at 4 cook—a cook worthy of his vocation 

“Althongh T suspected there was something 
‘of a_ hobby perceptible in. all this, I did not 
venture to remonstrate; but soothed the old. 
‘gentleman by saving I would get the Chemistry 
of Food immediately, and study it. 

“ Very well,” contioned he; © do not forget 
then, that early hours, ventilation within doors, 
‘and plenty of the pure air without doors, regu- 
‘lar :ablution of the skin, cheerful sports and 
exercise, and the most neurishing and suitable 
diet, used in temperance, are the laws of bodily 
‘health. You have neglected them, and your 
neglect is shortening your life; attend to them, 
and from this hour vutil yon have attained per- 
fect health you shall ‘be virtually growing 
younger daily, the value of your life, as the 
(insurance offices phrase it, shall be constantly 
increasing. When perfect health is thus ob- 
tained, it is easy, by the observance of the J 
same laws, to keep it until the true old age 
‘comes; and if your philosophers can tell at 
what age that state must arrive, they know 
‘more than 1 do. Indeed,’ said he, whisperin 
wysteriously, ‘I think—" but here he check: 
himself, and said, ¢ No; speculations of this 
kind are out of place, till the world grows 
more worthy of the glorious destiny that may 
be unfolded from them. Obey me, and you 
shall kave your reward. This’is your first lese 
son. Master it, and I will give you another.” 

» * * » TPS 

Time seemed to pass on; and every day I 
found my mind spontaneously elevating itself, 
higher and higher above the tedium of life, and 
becoming faller of spirits and hope. 

I'wondered what my next lesson would be, 
and often desired its commencement; but my 
teacher said—<No, no, get strong first. You 
can do nothing well without health. I am 
weary of all this sickliness of theught and 
feeling, that overspreads like a veil the fair i 
world, and shuts out. the clear view of the. | 
stars; a veil that some men fancy to be poetry, | 
while in truth it is only indigestion.’ i 

At length, however, one day, as he found | 
me just returned from my morning walk, sit- 
ting down to breakfast, with a glow over my 
face, which spoke truly of the healthy blood 
that was circulating through my frame, his eyes 
kindled, and as soon as I had satisfied my sharp 
appetite he began : : 
¢So much for the basement, now for the edi- 

fice. . Health, my friend, is a great enjoyment 
in itself, independent of its uses. It hss pleas- 
ed God in his goodness tv make it so. But 
health itself will fail if it be not used for its 
objects,—the culture of the higher health and 
objects of the mind. Mind and body will 
each prey upon the other, if they do not, in— 
stead, mutually assist each other. Let study 
therefore form a portion of your life, however 
necessarily small it may happen to be; study 
of your own constitution; of the meaning of 
the social relations of men; of the profound 
mysteries of what you call the material world 
about you. Grow, in a word, more and more | 
learned, more and more wise, mors and more | teach you again, when yon can better unce's’ 
Joving; in order that you may fulfil more and ' 
more nobly, the duties life imposes upon you. | 
Oh,” said he with an inexpressible glow of ; 
light overspreading his face, ‘did men leut thus | 
make each day of their lives a step upward 
towards heaven, how high would they not be 
at the end of their journey; below and above, 
what would not then be their prospects I’ 

After a pause, 
‘Do you cultivate music; do you sing 2° 
¢ No. [Ihave a bad voice unfortunately.’ 
¢ That’s music’s misfortune, my friend, ra- | 

ther than yours. But it by no means follows, 
that because you can’t give any particular 
pleasure to music, that she will give none to 
you. This very common reason for the neg- | 
Ject of music—the divinest of all the arts— 
and the one best fitted to leave the impress of 
its divinity in the hearts and minds of the ani 
versal people, arises from the error of thinking 
of, and referring to self, when we fancy we are 
thinking of, and referring to things, which are 
infinitely greater than self. Pray, correct this 
sad and conceited mistake. Love and study 
music purely for its own sake, and you will 
assuredly find your reward. Especially will 
you find it one of the most potent of the guar- 
dian angels of the hearth, ever busy refining, 

¢ Are you married ?’ 
¢ Yes,’ 
¢ And you quarrel occasionally, I supposs, 

like other married people 2° 
. * Yes—jyes, but only like other married peo- 
le.’ : 

‘ Did you love each other when you mar- 
ried?’ 

¢ Dearly.” 
¢ Did not the air then seem to you purer— 

more crystal-like than now? Did not every. 
thing seem more beautiful through that air? 
Did not she especially seem through it to be 
surrounded with countless inexpressible graces? 
Did not the future seem to yonan inexhaustible 
world of flowers, through which she and you 
would wander hand-in-naad together, till at 
last, like weary children, you would lie down 
together, happy in the past union; happier in 
the hope of the future one!” 

¢ Hum!” it’s so long ago—but I do think we 
had some such fancies. Youth and love you 
know -are proverbially foolish.” 

¢ My friend, if aver this world is to become 
good and great, it is from youth and love will 
come the wisdom that will make it so; Fan- 
cies! ask yourself, what would be your life now 
if these fancies were facts ¢ Did it never oc- 
cur to you that it is in thase moments of inspi- 
ration, 'we “muy really perceive what wa are 
naturally, what'we, are: babiwally ? Again 1 
say to you, go back. Break off at once the ha- 
bits of querulovsness and irritability, which 

| cups he passes through; and wonder and m#'%. 

grow upon us Irom the contemplation of the 

—— 

particular faults of those who are doar te us} 
determine to find good in all she says and does, 
if that be possible, forgive her when it is not; 
shun her presence when you feel you cannot 
rood, seek it ever when the faintest im 
a better nature seems to arise. Yon may have 
—must have—many disappointments, bat yoR 
will eventually have glorious triumphs. Yed 
will find {hat come back again to you both, 
whichif it have not exactly the romance of the 
honeymoon, shall have the deep tenderners ho 
marriage—and be beyond all price unto you. 
Each of you shall realise all that was most 
worthy of realization in your yeung dreams. 
Each of you shall become aware that there iff 
no more beautiful or glorious possession in 8 
world, one more worthy of sacred love and vo- 
wearying care, then the heart of another. ‘The 
truth which bas practically become to yon 8 
fable, that marriage makes two one, shall start; 
forth into wondrous life and beauty ; and amaze 
you with the absurdity as well as the nahappl- 
ness of your past years.’ ¢ A 
“You have children; too ?* 
¢ Yes—thank God!’ 8 : youll 

¢ Ha! yeu thank God that you have chikdeety) 
but express no such thankfulness that yon ha 
n wife! Well, my friend, you do right to let 
your natural feelings and state of mind : 
themselves frankly. It is more love 
wiscom—more vital troth, that we want, not ; 
less plain speaking. Butcome, upon that basis 
the Jove of children, may parents find certain 
strength, if they will, to recover lost love for - 
each other; and se to make home a temple of 
spontaneous, but everlasting worship. As 1 : 
the home, so will be all that radiates from it; 
business, citizenship, civilization; art, sciences 
religion; all will be raised or lowered hy the 
standard erected there. Oh, you did wel 10 
thank God fer children. You will yett : 
him more, when you truly perceive what theif 
presence involves. You all know the circle, 
childhood, ‘manhood, and childhood agai: 3 
Strange, that you so fantustically misapprehen 4 
its meaning. When manhood comes, with all 
its stern duties and conflicts, no wonder if the 
sunshine is ap: to seem mora frequently clonded 
than before, that impulses have less powers 
that the business, the means of life swallow ° 
all consideration of the ends, Yet, what pain® 
does Nature take to tell you the truth, and 10 
bring youback when yon Tie wandered away: 
See those children about you; why do you wa 
them in all their sweet abandonment to 

1 

impulses of the moment? why is it that they 
have the power to make you live over agaift. 
your own childhood? why are you so inte 7 
to see fron what homely materials they dra®; 
such rich and abundant enjoyment? why do 
you unconsciousiy smile ai their grotesque. 
and share unespectadly in their heartfelt 
ter? why do the very depths of your heart 
seem so often about to break up, and the 7 
ters of love to flow aver them in one. irrep" 
sible gash—why all this? but that. thay MY ’ 

stand the lesson than before, the old divio?® 
simplicity and purity of life, of which they N 
the eternal types; while you guide them Vl 
the unaccustomsd and dangerous mazes of 59%° 
ciety? Is there a more beantiful, a more noble 
spectacie under the sun, than a man who oo 
passed through all the knowledge of the g 
and evil of the world, and emerged at last 
pure—earnest—simple! All stains w 3 
away in the tears of repentance! prepare © 
do and to suffer with the quiet heroism of 
martyr; to fulfil all the daily duties of life wit® 

i courago and love. and yet who is equallv pre< 
pared to lie down in the first field of buttte™ 

for ‘the thousandth time, at the inexha . 
glories of God’s creation!’ hip 

¢ But what as to my duties asa citimballle 
¢ Some day, perhaps I may give yon a thé" 

leseon on that subject. Let me now saf 
When thou hast done thy duty to thyself, a7" 
to these whom God has confided to thy car® 
thou wilt find thyself qualified, and only ¢ 
qualified, to go forth to instruct thy fello®" 
men. And then in, in God’s name go.” e 
« And in the meantime?’ 4 
¢ Act by the mental light of to-dny, whilts, 

purifying the light for better and higher actio®. 
to-morrow. Farewell" sith 

SEVERE BUT JUST. 9 
The New York Tribune mentions an a 

dent ag orcnrring in the Circuit Court of ot 
8th inst., in which a man, summoned as a J% is 
or, ws severely reproved by the court for ae 
ing frivolous objections or excuses in py 
to performing jury duty. Judge vk yi 
presided, and the juror having hii pis 
most every snbterfoge, the Judge othe 2 go 
up in open Cour(, and thus addressed hi i w 
You have several times yesterday 8RC.0 

day asked the court to excuse you from ert; » 
on the jury, and have as often rendered 8 SH 
erent excuse. 
comply with your request—but not any grotok, 
you stated—You first said "you were po 
which 1 was satisfied was untrosa. yO 
said yon were consideratly deaf but yeu y otf? 
my first whisper which appeared to var a 
application. and 1know that that excuse . 

talse. On the next application you said Jo = 
wife was sick; of that I cannot copeent 4 y 
quire here. Now Ishall excuse you i is 
furthér attendence herg, not on any ere, % 
signed by you but for reasons of my © olate 
man who will so dishonor himself, an8 Yas 
ail the obligations he owes to soos ated 
to be antrasted with the decision of C5 gi. 
nights between his fellow citizens; al with ; 
iiss, you ns utterly unworthy of pitt in 051 
yoar fellow jurors. The juror attemp apd DH 
plain, bat the Judge perawptorily orde 
to leave the court. 

1 bave finally concluded 5 
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