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published on FRIDAY at the office
WOLFVILLE, KINGS. CO,, N 8
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$1.00 Per Annum.

(1IN ADVANCE.)
CLUBS of five in advance $4 OO0

Local advertising at ten cents per line
for every insertion, unless by special ar-
rangement for stending noﬁe_eu_ :

Rates for standing advertisements will
pe made known on nppl.icn(lon fo the
office, und paymenton trancient advertising
must be ;::mmnlm:d Inv_ some responsible
party prior to it8 insertion,

The Acapiax Jop DepartuEnt i8 con-
stantly receiving new type and vpat«rinl,
and will continue to guarantee satisfaction
on all work turned out

Newsy communications from all parts
of the county, or articles upon the topics
of the day are cordially golicited. The
pame of the party writing for the ACDA(A'N
must invariably accompany the comn 111~
cation, although the same may be wrilt'n
over a ficticious signatunre.

Address all comunications to

DAVISON BROS.,
Editors & Proprietors,
Wolfville , N 8B,

Legal Decisions.
1. Any person who takes a paper reg-
ularly from the Post Office—whether dix-
ected to his name or another's or -whether
be has fubscribed or mot—is responsible
for the payment.

3. Ifaperson orders his paper discon-
tinued he must pey np all arvearages, or
the publisher may continue to send 1t vntil
payment is made, and collect the whole

the office or not,

courte have decided that refus-
newspapers and periodicals
from the Post Office, or removing and
leaving them uncalled foc 18 prima facie
evidence of intentional fraud.

3. The
ing to take,

POST OFFICE, WOLFVILLE
Orrice Hovgs, 7 4. m 70 9 ¢ M. Maile
are made np asfollows

For Halifax and Wiedsor close at 7 a
m

Fxpress west close at 10.35 8. m,

Fxpress east close at 5 20 p. m,

Kentville close at 7 37 p m

Geo. V, Ranp, Post Master.

PATRIQUIN,

R()(,‘KWELL

PEOPLE'S BANK OF HALIFAX,

Closed on

Open from 9a m, to 2 p.m.
Saturdsy at 12, noon,
A. peW. Banss, Agent,

PRESRYTERIAN CHURCH—Rev. R
U/ Ross, Pastor——Bervice every Rablath
at 300 p. m. Sabbath Scheol at 11 a, m,
Prayer Mecttug on Wednesdayat 7 3¢ pm,

BAPTIST CHURCH—Rev T A Higgins,
Pastor—Services every Sabbath at 11 00
amand 700 pm, Sabbath Bchool at 2 30
pm Praver Meetings on Tuesday at 7 30
p m and Thursday at 7 30 p m.

METHODIST CHURCH—Rev T. A,
Wilkon, Pastor— Services every Babbath at
1100a mand 700 p m. Sabbath Behool
at930 am. Prayer Meeting on Thursday
at730pm

Sr. JOHN'S CHURCH, (Episcopal),
~Rev. J. O, Ruggles, Rector.—Bervice
every Sunday at 3 pm, Bunday-school
at oA m

St FRANCIS (R. 0)--Hev T M Daly,
P, P.—Mass 11 00 & m the last Bunday of
each month

~ Masonie.

#r. GEORGE'S LODGE,A. F & A. M,
meets at their Hall on the second Friday
of each month at 7§ o'clock p. m,

J. B, Davison, Becretary

Oddfellows.

——

“ORPHETS” LODGE, 10 O F, meets
in Cddfellows' Hall, on Tuesday of each
week, at 8 o'clock p. m.

nperamnce.

WOLFVILLE DIVISION 8 or T meets

every Monday evening m their Hall,

Witter's Block, at 8,00 o'clock, =
—

ACADIA LODGE, 1. 0. G. T, mests

every Faturday evening in Musio Hall at
1.00 o'clock,

Our JoB Room

is BUPPLIED WITH

THE LATEST STYLES OF TYPK
JOB PRINTING
— OF—

Every Deseription
DONE WI‘I'BA
NEATNESS, CHEAPNES, AND
PUNCTUALITY.

The ACADIAN will ‘bé sent to an,
part of Canads or the
for $1.00 jn advance,
extra cbarge for United
teriptions when oaid in a

« | Sleighs.
cialty.

DIRECTORY

—OF THE—~
Business Firms of
L WERLFVILLE

The undermentioned firms will use
you right, and we can safely recommend
them as 6ur most enterprising business
men.

BORDEN C. H.—Boots and 8hoes,
Hats and Caps, and Gents’ Furuish-
ing Goods,
ORDEN, CHARLES H.—Carriages
and Sleighs Built, Repaired, and Paint-
ed

ISHOP, B. G.—Painter, and dealer
in Paints and Painter’s Supplies.

ROWN, J. I.—Practical Horse-S8hoer
and Farrier,

ALDWELL & MURRAY, Dry
Gooda, Boots & 8hoes, Furniture, etc.

AVISON, J. B.—Justice of the Peace,
Conveyancer, Fire Insurance Agent,

DAVISON BROS,—Printers and Pub-

lishers,

ILMORE, (. H.—Insurance Agent.
Agent of Mutual Reserve Fund Life

Association, of New York.

ODFREY, L.
Boots and Shoes,

ERBIN, J. F.—Watch Maker and
Jeweller,

IGGINS, W. J.—General Coal Deal-
er. Coal always on hand,

P—Manufacturer . of

KELLEY, THOMAS.—Boot and Shoe
Maker,

All orders in his line faith-

fully performed. Repairing neatly done.
M('INTYRE A.—Boot and Shoe Mak-
er,

amount, whether the paper is taken from | |

URPHY, J. L.—Cabinet Maker and
Repairer,

C. A.—Manufacturer
of all kinds of Carriage, and Team

Harness, Opposite People’s Bank.

RAT, R, —Fine Groceries, Crockery,
Glassware, and Fancy Goods,
EDDEN, A, 0. CO.—Dealers in
Pianos, Organs, and Sewing Machines,
& CO,—Book - sellers,
Stationers, Picture Framers, le
dealers in Pianns, Organs, and Sewing

Machines,
RO(;D, A, B.—Manufacturer of all

styles of light and heavy Carriages nd
Painting and Repairing a sve-

AND, G.
Goods,
ILEEP, 8. R.—Importer and dealer
Bin General Hardware, Stoves, and Tin-
ware. Agents for Frost & Wood’s Plows,
HAW, J. M.—Barber and Tobac-

“eonist,

‘ ALLACE, G.
Retail Grocer,

ITTER, BURPEE —Importer and

dealer in Dry Goods, Millinery,
Ready-made Clothing, and Gents’ Fur-
nishings.
“T”SON.

#till in Wolfville where he is prepared
to fill all orders in his line of business,

V.—Drugs, and Fancy

H.—Wholesale and

Owing to the hurry in getting up this
Directory, no doubt some names have
been left off. Names so omitted will be
added from timeto time. Persons with-
ing their names placed on the above list
will please call.

CARDS.

g, W !u.'s, M. D. c. M.
Graduate of McGill University,
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON,

Hamilton's Corner, Canard, Cornwallis.

JOHIN W. WALLACE,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
NOTARY, CONVEYANGER, ETC
Also General Agent for FIRE and

L1FE INSURANCE.
WOLFVILLE N. 8

J. WESTON
Merchant Tailor,

WOLFVILLEN. 8

Money to Loan!

The subscriber has money in hand
for investment on first-class real estate
security. Good farm properties in
Horton and Cornwallis preferred,

"Wolfville, Oct 9, A, D, "1885.

tf E. SIDNEY CRAWLEY,

Carriages & Sleighs
MADE, PAINTED, and
RAPAIRED

At Shortest Notice, at

B. ROOD'S.
Wolfville, N. 8,

»

D. W MWoody's Tallor S8ystem for
DRESS CUTTING,

Price of one system with instruetions
$5.00, or $2 00 and one month’s work
at dreés making, For particulars
apply to E. Knowles.

Wolfville, April 215t b

JAS,—Harness Makes, is|

Select  Poelry,

INFLUENCE.

Pax distant ' yeashmeime deed of

uty
Hath struck the key-note of a bold re-

rain,
And many a noble act and high*souled
duty
Lead on the lofty strain,

Far in the distant years some thought
came gleamin,
Along the history
life,
And quivering down from heart to heart
is beaming—
With glory still is rife.

B
of this world’s great

Oh, blest the power such deeds of heaven-
ly meetness
To pour adown the track of coming

days,
And blest the thoughts that fall in living
sweetness
Upon life's common ways.
And glad the gathering when our time is
ended,
Of all the influence that one lite bath

The souls that through such earnest words
have tended
Upward to heaven at last,
—Longfellow.

T0 THE SETTING BUN.,

Adieu ! adien! thon all-resplendent sun;
Adieu ! thou radiant father of the day;
Tl;’y course of heavenly glory now is run,
or thou the will of God must e’er obey.

Thou sinkest ow behind the western hills

And rests the day-gleam its reful-
gent flight ;

And mow the glorious earth with darkness

And rests upon the lap of blissful night,

The erimson landscape on the vapors greys

Framed by the glory of l{ly dying
besms,

F..des with thy sinking orb as fades the

day
When wanes the glory of thy setting
gleams,

How often, oh ! thou father of all days,
Hast thou the ethereal walls of heaven
climbed ;
And oh ! how long have thy refulgent

rays
The days of earth and blissful heaven
timed,

Oh, time, what changes have thy circling
years
Brought forth on man and on his earth-
ly home!
How many thousands who have shed their
tears
Of woe, now rest within the narrow
tombh !

But thou, thy face is radiant as when
Time's ever circling years begau to flow;

And glorious are thy lovely rays as then,
Cast on the smiling face of earth below,
Wolfville, Sept. 27th, —E. B,

dntevesting  Storg,

NATHALIE.
(coNcLUDED.)
Bhe stood up at last by the low
garden fence, her arm laid along the
parrow iron ledge and her forehead
upon it, A very different picture
this, from that.other one of thegirl in
cheery ' ribbons and dainty worked
apron, with her lover by her side!
Such a different picture !

“My little love! my little love!”
The words hauated her thoughts still,
not comforting mow but mocking,
taunting her with the recollection of all
she had lost, Has it come to this—
that I am caring for another woman's
husband 7" she severely asked herself.
“T must never gee him again if it can
be avoided—for my own honor and
my soul’s peace I dare not. And yet
—have I strength encugh for this?
Have 1?7 God help me! T doubt, I
doubt! Oh, mother! what have you
done ?”  Ah, me! I think the angels
must have pitied her! so desolate as she
was, with no help in heaven or earth,

Bhe lifted her face at last—the
weariest face you ever saw, but with
a desperate resolve hardening and
darkening in it. “If I were only out
of this] Anywhere from this place !
—anywhere out. of the world " A
point. of light struck suddenly upon
something bright at her feet, Me-
chanieally she stooped and picked it up.
It was a pocket kunife, Roy's she knew,
and the loug, narrow, pointed blade
was open, A strange thought came
aoross her—andsshe made no effort to
drive it back again. Just a little in-
oigion in her white arm; so easy to
make, and in; half-an hour she would
be beyond all this trouble and misery
and temptation,

Was it: a suggestion of the Evil
one? the arch enemy who is always
lying in wait for souls. Bhe did not
know, She: bardly cared;, I think.
She unfastened her sleeve at the wrist,
puching it above the elbow, and slid.

ing her fingers over the smooth surface

in search of some proper spot to strike,
Doing it, you understand in a kind of
mockery—but which had a vein of
earnestness running, . it, If Mrs
Bruner had only known, or her brother
Royal, laughing and talking so merrily
indoors, that Nathalle was feeling she
would kke to go home, there, to her
death,

Are there many of us, I wonder—
many of us women, I mean—who know
what it is to stand face to face with
death, even only as this girl was do-
ing ? Death of her own seeking. The
bravest may well fhold their [braath
when thinking of it. There she stood ;
the knife open and passing her fingers
over her arm. Soddenly the knife
was taken from her, Do you remem-
ber the old saying, that ‘Tt’s dangerous
playing with edged tools?'”

Roy’s hand, and Roy’s voice, He
had been named Leroy, after his fath-
er, But the word is a difficult one for
English lips, and they had converted
it into Royal, oftener Roy.

Did he understand what the blade
and bared arm meant? It was not
easy to say. He had his mother’s
eyes—eyes that told nothing save what
their owner chose to reveal—and his
tona was careless enough, The worst
of course he did not fear, but he divin-
ed that she was strangely unhappy.

“So you have got back, Nathalie?
I was thinking of going: down to mect
you, Ithought you might feel lunely
a8 it is 8o late, .

Nathalie did not look at him or
speak, and he stood there a moment
drumming on the fence’with his fingers
—a boyish habit he sometimes had.
Younger than Nathalie, he was yct
tall and old for his years, a fine young
man, with some strength of will. Mrs
Bruner was always suspecting he would
not long be tractable as he had been,

“Are you sick, Nathalie ?”’ he ask-
ed, looking at her earnestly.

“No, not sick, Royal ?”

“Tired, then.
rest,”

“Yes, Here are some” books "and
papers I brought over from the po:t.”

“Thank you, dear. Come along.
Mr and Mrs Tayler are here. They
drove over from Ludlow this afternoon,
Where do you think they are goirg,
Nathalic ? To California,”

“To California 1" she echoed. “What
for 7!

“Oh,—Tayler has|property out there.
He mcans to take out more, settle
thcre and make his fortuve, By his
account it must be El Dorado, Ifit
were not for a!l the land at home here,
T might he tempted to go with them
myself,” he concluded, langhing.

Nathalie hardly heard his last words,
She was thinking. To California!
Why, that was at the nther side of the
world; and the next best thing to
getting out of it altogether, Like a
flash the thought came. She would
go to California; would go with them
if they would take her. She went
inta the parlor with her brother,

“Royal tells me you are going to
California,” she observed, almost
abruptly, after greeting Mr and Mrs
Taylor,

“And so we are, Miss Nathalie,
less than a month s time.”

“[ ghould like to go with you, Will
you take me as a fellow-passenger 7'

They treated the request as one of
jest, and jestingly answered, “Oh, yes,
f course they would—and take good
care of her.”

“But, my dear,” said Mrs Taylor,
#what would you do when you got
there 7

“Live with my aunt,” replied Nath-
alie.  “You know, I think, that I have
an aunt in San Francisco—my father's
sister. © Bhe has lost her dangher, and
has often said in her letters she would
give the world to have we.”?

Mrs Bruner looked at Nathalie,
There was a steadiness in the tone
that almost seemed to indicate the wild
words were true,

“Don’t be absurd, Nathalie,” she
gried, “One might suppose you were
in earnest.”

“Aund it I am, mamma ?”

“[f you are!” scornfully repeated
the mother— “if you were capable of
being 8o mad, T should treat you as an
infant, and lay my interdict upon
you”

No more was said then, It was
not the time for it—as Nathalie saw,

Clome indoors and

In

Nay, she knew if this project were to

be carried out, it would have to be
concealed from Mrs Bruner until the
day of starting.

In a day or two Nathalie got Royal
to drive her to Ludlow in their Tittle
carriage. He had business there con-
nected with the home-farm, While he
transacted it, she was at Mrs Taylor's
talking earnestly to that lady and her
husband. After"that, she visited cer-
tain shops and places in Ludlow, and
gave sundry orders,

The - wecks passed quickly away ;
the month was nearly at its end.
Nathalie had seen George Vandeware
but twice during that time. Once
when, riding past the house, he had
lifted his hat to her, regardless of Mrs
Bruner’s stoney stare, who stood by
her at the gate, And onee again when
meeting ‘her snddenly in the road one
evening he had come up to her with
outstretched {hands and [that look in
his eyes that she was most of all afraid
of, and she had glided away from him
like a spirit, leaving him to wonder if
Nathalie had really grown afraid of
him. Well, it was hard, only Heaven
above knew how hard, for her to avoid
him“in that way. And all the while
she was longing with a sick hunger ;
a hunger that was almost like death,
for one sight of his face, one touch of
his lips. Ah! weak heart! so weak,
yet strofg enough to renounce all,

Another day or two went by quickly,
and all preparations were completed,
Nothing now remained but to tell them
of her purpose. S8he broke it to Royal
first. And though the boy stormed at
onee; ay, and eried; Nathalie some-
how woo him over. He saw that she
aud he knew he had no
power to retain her,

Mrs Bruner's turn eame next.
listened in cool ineredulity.

“You must be an utter fool, Nath-

alie, to fancy,’ for a moment, I shonld
allow anything of the kind, Don’t
you remember what T eaid that night
Mr and Mrs Taylor were here ?"
But T am
All things have been made
We start from Mr and Mrs
Taylors heuse to-night. Our cabins
are taken in the good clipper ship.”

Quiet words quictly spoken—but
they struck Mrs Bramer dumb for an
instant,

was resolved :

She

“T remember, uother,
going.

ready.

Tt was something new for her
authority to be set aside in this way,
and the underlying hardness of her
nature came into her face,

“1 forbid it, Nathalie, T am your
mother, your rightful guardian, T
shall prevent you from taking this im-
prudent, step.”

“No one can prevent me, mother,
I am my own mistress”

Too true. Perhaps Mre Bruver
She was of age; she
had the control of her own little for-
tune, They looked steadily into each
other’s faces, those two women ; Nath-
alie’s so grave and impassive, the
mother’s working a little  Mrs Bru-
ner was silent, seeingat last how useless
all opposition must be. Nathalie was
surely going, and it was out of her
power to prevent it. It may be the
thought came to her then how lonely
the house would be when she was
gone—the only daughter who had
been with her always.

As for Roy, he had kept silence.
Perhaps he remembered that night
when he had fonnd Nathalic in the
garden with his own knife in her
hund, and that desperate look on her
face, and remembering, was not so
much surprised now. I believe too,
that he guessed more of the truth than
Mrs Bruner, with all her womans in-
tuition, had discovered,

Nathalie turned to him, “You
will drive me to Ludlow, Royal ?”

“I must speak to you first,” he an-
swered, with a sob of pain. “Come
out here.”

Drawing her beyond the range of
Mrs Bruner's keen eyes and hearing,
he made her sit down in the warm
sunlight. He was shaking all over,
as he tock her head between his hands
and bent down and kissed her, He
had never done it since they were
children,

“Little sister, is it best to go to the
other gide of the world in this way 7"

W hat was it she saw in his glance
that made her draw her arm up over
his shoulder with a quick, fond move-
ment ?

had forgotten it,

“T muet go, Royal.”
“To leave usall? To leave your

home? To leave me 7"

“Don’t make the puiﬁ worse for me,
Royal. Heaven alone knows what I
bave to bear. I must go. I shall
Tove “you 'and romember you always,
Royal: my one good, dear brother.”

“Oh, «tay | Nathalie, stay.”

“If T could have stayed, Roy, I
ghould never have wished to go.”

The afternoon came on, Yes, her
departure was all too sure, Nathalie
was in her room.putting her things on,
and Royal was making ready for the
drive, when Mrs Bruner came in. For
the space of five minutes there was
utter silence. 1t was broken at last
by Mrs Bruner.

“It in all so strange and sudden.”
“Not to me, Mother.
preparing for weeks past.”

“And did not tell me!”

“T knew you would oppose. And
it was easior to work without oppo-
gition.”

“Nathalie,"will you tell me why you
are going 7"’

T have been

She was kneeling on the floor, turn-
ing the key in the lock of a small
trunk that would go with her. The
rest of the luggage was at Ludlow,
When it was done” she stood up, and
in all her life Mrs Bruner had never
looked upon a whiter face than Natha-
lie’s was then,

*‘No, mother, I7cannot tell you why
T am going.”

A horse’s hoofs were heard outside,
and they mechanically turned to the
window—a that stood
A
small valise was strapped hehind him

He

low window

open. Tt was George Vandeware.
as if he were going on a journey,
litted his hat courteously.

Mrg Brner looked from one to the

fine

man with his val'se to Nathalie in her

other, From the looking horse

travelling dress. A strange suspicion
flashed into her wiod; an unpardon-
able thought.

“Nathalie !
going to California ?”

is George Vandeware

Surely none would have asked it but
Mrs Bruner; and yvet she did not
mean to hurt her daughter so eruelly.
She was half desperate herself, and
did not pause to think. But Mrs
Bruner never forgot to her dying day
the expression on Nathalie’s face when
she heard it. Not pale, for she could
not be whiter than she was before- -nog
red, for the insult, had gone too deep
for that,—but the stricken “look of one
“wounded unto death.”

“No one but you, mother, would
have asked me that question. G orge
Vandeware is not going to California.
I am going because I cannot forgeg
that 1 onee hoped to be his wife.”
No anger or impatience in her tove,
only that weary quiet.

I think Mrs Bruner saw then the
work she had wronght, as she saw it
in the light of the judgment day.

The carriage was at the gate then,
and Royal stood by it. Mr Vande-
ware had reined in and was talking to
him, Nathalie felt that Royal was
telling of her departure, Mrs Bruner
BaW it too,

@My time is up, mother.” What
was there for these two but to say
good-bye, and part? One to stay,
keeping the memory of what she had
done with her for company ; the ather
to wander afar, bereft of all bright
hopes and aims, praying only that she
might never again look upon the howe
she was leaving behind,

Nathalie went down, and Mrs B-u-
ner followed. The trunk was in: the
horse was impatient, Goorge Vande-
ware had alighted, and was waiting
for her, As she went forward, he
approached, as if to stop her. At
Mrs Bruncr he never once looked :
Mrs Bruner who stood there uneon
scious of a desperate hope that the
man might have influence enough over
Nathalie to prevent her going, at this,
the cleventh hour,

Royal glunced round quickly. But,
if he were fuaring some kind of scene,
his fears were soon set at rest, George
Vuandeware's six-and-thirty years had
taught him self-control ; and besides—
what could he do with the best of wish.
es 7 He had married avother, and so
put power, in regard to Nathalie, out
of his own hands,

The hand that she held out to him
did not tromble, His own closed over
it like a vioe, and the strong, master-
ful face was full of the keenest remarse

as he bent down to ber, whispering

hoarsely in her ear.

“Child, child-! 1 never meant to do
anything like this. You shali stay,
ard I will go.”

‘Bhe looked up at him weariiy
“No. And T—
T want to get away from here—away
from"—

“From yonrself and me!
You are afraid of me.

You have your tics.

1 know.
And yet I
would not harm a hair of your head,
my little Nathalie.”

If at any time she had doubted the
neeessity of the step she was about to
take, she doubted it no longer, for she
felt in every surginz pulse the power
this man still had He
wou'd not help her. They would none
She must fight the
battle unaided, by herself far away
from them all, :

over her.

of them heip her,

“Remember me to your wife, Mr

Vandeware ; we were friends oneo,

And—good-by. Good-by, mother,”

There were no tears or kisses at this
strange parting ;
emotion,

not much of outward
But the hearts of some of
them were weeping tears of b'ood.
Royal asecnded to his place, and
they drove away. She turned to look
back at the house; at the prettyslop-
ing garden ; at the grass and flowers
lying warm under the September sun-
light. The dog,—her dog,—that she
had petted fiom a puppy, was looking
throngh the bars of the iron fence, and
those two human still
the foreground, gazing
after the carringe tnat was bearing her
on swift'y,

figures were

standing in

This was the la-t picture
that she carried away with her.

And thus Nathalie Bruner and her
breaking heart went out to exile. It
was one of life's sad histories, Too
sad, many of them, to be disclosed
often to the world,

Only a Farmer's Son.

The farmer's son is specially blessed
of Providence. Surrounded ennstantly
by pure and healthful air,Tand taught
always to turn his haud to labor, he
waxes into robnust manhood, and is not
fearful of honest work,
present

Having an cver
in nature, ‘her
beauties and marvels must develop his
mind, and lay the foundation of that
practical learning for which hig class is
noted ; for the songs of the wakening
birds grect the commencement of his
daily labors, and the beautiful"twilight
marks their end. Let the farmer's
son, who desponds of life on the 'farm,
refloct upon the dignity of his ealling.
The farming element constitutes the
heart of our nation, and weaves its
great portion of the national fabrie in
the routine of daily life; it wields an
influence without which our govern-
ment could not loneer exist,

companion

Its pro-
ducts are seatt'red over the whol»
length and breadth of our land, and
meet the growing wants of struggling
masses ; in its working 1t squarely
meets the other portion of our induat-
rinl class, and together they d. velop
the resources of our country. Then,
too, let him remembir that farmer's
sons have wmade our greatest men.
Awmong them we have found heroes
who have won our aff etion. They
have made inventions of greatest value,
lessoning the strain of labor. They
have become men of wisdom, adorning
whatever they touched. They (:l;,
men) have fought and bled for their
nation that it might not fall, and they
have become Presidents of our Repub-
lie. Tell him that the Father of his
Country was a farmer, aud loved his
calling, Tell him that Webster, the
greatest American orator, was a farm-
er’s son, And inform him that the
immortal Lincoln was a son of the
soil, and dispaired not at bard work,
Countless, appurently, are the men,
who, guiding the plow in youth, have
won cnduring fame, Thaugh it have
its trials and disappointments, still a
sunshine always follows a storm.  And

what life is not thus? Why, then,
shou'd any youth, having independs
ence, and living in the heart of plen-
teousness, bomoan that he is “only a
farmer’s son” ?—Sel,

Ttis an old eaying that charity be
gins at home, but this is no reason it
should wot go abroad ; & man shonldl
live with the world as a citizen of the
world; he may have a preference for
the particular quarter or square, or
even alloy in which he Jives, but he
shonld have n generons feeling for the

welfave of the whole— Cumberland,




