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to tempt the palate with high-seasoned dishes, and induce indigestion
and debility among oue's guests and dearest friends, is true benevolence,
though some benevolent ladies may practeie it. But that superinten-
dence of a table, which unites neatness with comfort, consults health,
and prevents prodigalily, and the power of personally supplying it
with salutary or elegant preparations, is an accomplishment of no
slight order. It need not follow that a thorough knewledge of house-
keeping is incompatible with intellectual tastes and attainments.—
There is indeed no native affinity between them ; but she will display
the greatest mental energy who can reconcile their discrepancies,
compose their welfare, and become adept in cach. This may be ®f-
fected ; we have had repeated examples. It will suffice our present
purpose to cite one. The accomplished Editor of the * Juvenile Mis-
cellany,” whose prolific pen enters almost every department of current
literature, to instruct and delight, is also the author of the “Frugal
Housewife ;" and able practically to illustrate its numercus and valu-
able precepts. You will probably think, my young friends, that an
essay on such homely and untiquated subjects might have been spared.
But while home continues to be the province of woman, nothing that
relates to its comfort, order, and economical arrangement should be
held of slight import. That these complicated duties may be well
and gracefully performed, some foundation should be luid for them in
youth.

It has been alleged as an objection to the present expanded system
of female education, that it creatcs dislike to the humble oceunpation
of the domestic sphere. It becomes those who enjoy these heighten-
ed privileges to disprove the argument. and to free themselves from
the ingratitude of repaying the increased liberality of the other sex
with disregard to their interests and happittess. This responsibility
rests much with the rising generation. We, therefore, who arealmost
ready to pass off the stage, entreat you, our daughters, not to despise
that domestic industry which walks hand in hand with respectability
and contentment. We pray you to show that love of books is not
inconsistent with what primitive simplicity expects of its danghters,
and that knowledge need be no hinderance to duty.

A MONTMENT TO A MOTHER'S GRAVE.
BY JOSEPH R. CHANDLER.

I followed into a burying ground, in the suburbs of Philadelphia, a
small train of persons, not more than a dozen, who had come to bury
one Jf their acquaintances. The clergyman in attendance was leading
3litt]e 3oy by the hand, who seemed to be the only relative of the

cceased.

I gathered with them around the grave, ard when the plain coffin



