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‘o read it, and act upon the advice
given ; in fact, it wiil not injure mner«
chants’ danghtars, mechanies’ daught-
ers, orany other daughters to give it
a careful perusal -

Dear girls—Like you Iam a farm-
er's daughter, and hence there 1s, in
this instance, much sympathy between
writer and reader. TFor the same
reason, what Ishall write will not he
non-practical, common-place and un-
appreciative advice, but [ shalil derive
my knowledge soley from experience ;
I shall **speak that I know, and testify
of that which I have seen.”

* % #  Wiil you promise
me that some calm, clear night before
long, while the world is asleep, and
the mouvn and stars are watching it,
you will stand alone under the silent
sky, and ask your hearts these ques-
tions, * What smi 1?2 Why amI?”

I request youto do this, because I
remember a night ke the one I have
described, years ago ; I remember how
I stood alone and talked with mysetf,
I was a careless girl then, but the
reflections and resolves of that hour did
wmuch to change me for the better, and
we are more alile than we are wont to
think ,—what made me wiser and
worthier will make you so likewise.—
Human hearts are woven out of similar
material the world over; the soul has
been compared, notinaptly, to a harp,
and if’its strings are swept by thesame
hand, 1t will in most cases give forth
similar sonnds.

Well, while you stand there think-
ing, will you'rcicember that you huve
a four-told being ; a physical nature,
an emotional nature, an intellectual
nature, a moral nature. God has given
all of these to you and to me for wise
and glorious purjpioses ; that we niight
commence in this state of existence the
process of expansion and cultivation
which shall be continued inthe other
life. Unequal developement is, of
aecessity, unjust.  When we train the

.hand to ply the needle and perform
' the varions duties with which farmers’
daughters must be familiar, to the ex-«
clusion of culture in the other three de-
| partments of ou- natures, we do wrong,
and suffer for t..ot wrong. [tisasin
against the soul, and an equal sin
against the muker of the soul, to dwarf
any of ity powers, 1o cramp and fetter
any of its faculties. A hump-back or
a cripple we regard asan object of
compassinn, we say it is © deformed,”
but do we ever reflect that vpen our
right hand and our lcft, are objects
yet wore pitiakle than they ? You may
be one of them, or I may be one.—
*“ Tom Thumb,” is not so much of a
dwarf as men and women whom you
meet every day ; whose physical na-
turesmay be well developed,but whose
intellects, and hearts and God-ward
natures lie beneath the leaden weight
of years of inactivity. Those minds
with the possibilities of a Newton or 2
Miton wrapped withih them, have
been cramped into the compass of a
round of dany duties which invelved
no higher exercise of mental power
than the computation of the proceads
of a crop, or the comparison of the
receipts with the disbursements of a
month’s business. The ¢ Siamese
P'wins,” are not half 80 much of a lusus
natural as the souls cf some of our
neighbors,~—if we could see them; and
the custom of the “Chinese to bandage
the feet of the women so that they
never exceed the size natural to them
at two years old, is not morz harbar-
ous than that to which wany persons
voluntarily subject their mental and
moral natures; deing this great in-
justice all nnthinkingly, ouly because
the spirit is invisible to mortal eyes,
and its scars and wounds unseen ; only
because the shriek of the injured soul
is unheard by mortal ears, as well as
us mournful sighs and supplications

for dediverauze. Away with the mean-
inaless prating about ¢ practicality’
and ¢ plain common sense,” and




