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it until my permission be given.” This was also 
assented to.

ILIT 8420826 the astonishment of some folks, still spinning on| 
its axis, though the life of immortal man was not,|

" Every body else can get out of town except at an expense of a half a dollar, or a dollar a year 
us. Ha ! if I’d only married Simmons —What ? | of minet ha a : ----------- 1 — - : ----------3
Why didn’t 1? Yes, that’s all the thanks I 
Who’s Simmons? Oh, you know very well who 
Simmons is. He’d have treated me a little better, 
I think. He was a gentleman. You can’t tel? the " British," 
May be not ; but I can. With such weather as

at most, be so improved as to increase the returns 
get. of their labours hundreds of dollars. It is truce! 
L you will live to acknowledge its truth! Yes, you 

will yet tell me, that the one dollar paid by you for 
or " American Cultivator," yielded 

you the best return of any dollar you ever laid out.
I will give you proof of it, in my

Now, Schalken was a sober man, and liked to as in the good old times, offered to stolen coet, 
sit down and chat with his wife of an evening; but to the King’s gracious face unlawfully stamped in 
she was a bustling body, and often jumped up in counterfeit metal, to 
the midst of a conversation, that she had only 
heard ten or twelve times, to scrub the table or set 
their clay platters in order. Nothing disturbed 
him so much as this; and he was determined, if

INVOCATION.
Tel! me, ye winged winds.

That ‘round my pathway roar, — - - __L
Do ye not know some spot

Where mortals weep no more ?
Some lone and pleasant dell.

Some valley in the west.
Where, free from toil and pain. 

The weary soul may rest?
The loud wind dwindled to a whisper low. 
And sighed for pity as it answered "No!"

Tell me, thou mighty deep.

Where billows ‘round may play.

is
hundred other sins all madea

moral by the wisdom of untaught humanity.
Truly, justice, turning back the leaves of the goal.

calendar, might sit awhile in sackcloth and ashes : this, to stay melting in London! and when the | —Perhaps so. 1 will give you proof of it in v
penitent, for the past transgressions— past wrongs painters are coming in ! You wouldn’t have the • own case, in two minutes.
committed in her mortal blindness! The sword painters in ? But you must ; and if they once Last summer I as usual, took up iny agricultural 
of justice! An awful weapon truly: a weapon, come in, I’m determined that none of us shall stir paper, the first night after it reached me, and one
working on the will of highest Providence: a then. Painting in July, with a family in the house ! of the first articles that caught my attention in it.
solemn instrument which man solemnly acknow- | We shall all be poisoned of course; but what do was headed "Cheap Manures." 1 read it and the 
ledges. This has been, and may be. Yet, think- you care for that? . —- . - .read 15 and the
ing of the world’s mistakes ; of the cruel blunders | " Why can’t I tell you what it will cost ? How

ig

possible, to prevent a recurrence of the nuisance. 
With this object in view, he approached close to 
the stranger, and, in a low whisper, told him his 
third and last wish: that whoever sat in a particu- 
lar chair in his hut should not be able to move out9 next morning went to work, drawing leached ash- 

es, some lime, swamp muck, and a lot of half dried 
green vegetable matter that had been thrown into 
a heap to be burnt, made a compost of the whole 
which when ready, was spread on my wheat fallow. 
At some other time I will give you the details for 
making this. And now if you will walk across the 

.. pasture to my wheat fields, I will show how much 
No, Mr. Caudle, I shall not be quite my dollar newspaper, in this one

of it, until it should please him so to order. The
wish was agreed to by the traveller, who, after worked by law on man, the sword of justice—of can I or any woman tell how much it will cost ? 
many greetings, departed on his way, so-called Christian justice robed and ermined— Of course lodgings—and at Margate, too—are a 
Years passed on, and Sclialken’s last two wishes may sometimes seem to the eye of grieved humani-a little dearer than living at yourown house. Pooh ! 
had been fully gratified, by often detaining ty as terrible as the blood-dripping tomahawk of you know that ? Well, if you did, Mr. Caudle, I 
thieves in his tree, and his wife oh her chair. The | the wild, revengeful savage. The sword of justice ! | suppose there’s no treason in naming it.: Still, if 
time was approaching when the promise of longe- May not the time come—it will come, as surely as you take ’em for two months, they’re cheaper than 
vity would be falsified or made manifest. It hap- the sun of far-off years—when with better wis- for one. No, vr. Caudie, i shall not be quite my dollar newspaper, in this one thing, is likely 10
pened that the birthday of the fisherman and of his dom, we shall vindicate the awful mission to man- tired of it in one month. No: and it isn’t true that increase the vie id of my harvest this
wife was the same. They were sitting together kind, yet shed no drop of blood.—Douglas Jerrold’s I no sooner get out than (I want to get home again. is the matter with that strip?—You may well

la him seventy. Shilling Magazine. To be sure, I was tired of Margate, three years : that question. On that strip, next the fence, I put
t ago, when you used to leave me to walk about the none of the manure mixture, so to try and prove 
French beach by myself, to be stared at through all sorts | the difference. All of double ? It is double or 

of telescopes. But you don’t do that again, Mr. very near that ; but suppose that there are only one 
Caudle, I can tell you. . half more than on that followed in the usual way,

" What will I do at Margate ? Why, isn’t there | we will say — 
bathing, and picking up shells ; and ain’t there the : 
packet’s, with the donkeys; and the last new novel acre, in the usual way produces 15 bushels • 
—whatever it is, to read—for the only place where tDS 11 lings is £3 15 0
I really relish a book is at the sea-side. No, it bushels at ua compost produces 221

acre 0 12 6 5 0 0

15
Know’st thou some favored spot.

Some Island far away. 
Where weary man may find

The bliss for which he sighs.
Where sorrow never lives.

And friendship never dies ?
The loud waves, rolling in perpetual flow.
Stopped for awhile, and sighed to answer No !"

And thou, serenest moon.
That with such holy face.

Dost look upon the earth.
Asleep in night’s embrace

Tell me, in all thy round
Hast thou not seen some spot.

Where miserable man
- Might find a happier lot ?

Behind a cloud the moon withdrew in woe.
And a sweet voice, but sad, responded " Not"

wife was the same. They were :
on the evening of the day that made him, seventy- 
nine, and Mietje seventy-three years of age, when 
the moon, that was shining through the window of To SUBDUE TEMPER.- Fenelon, a] 
the hut, seemed suddenly to be extinguished, Archbishop, took in hand a difficult case, and pur- 
and an unnatural calmness was spread over the sued the following course, it is said, with success: 
ocean; although the sky appeared to be mastered The Duke of Burgundy, grandson of Louis XIV. 

and heir to the crown, a spoiled child, of an outrage- 1by the winds, that were heaving onward with their 
mighty waves of clouds. Birds dropped dead from 
the boughs, and the foliage of the trees turned to 
a pale red.

All seemed to prognosticate the approach of 
Death and in a few minutes afterwards, sure

ous temper , about fourteen years old, who had 
got the better of all his tutors, was committed to 
the Archbishop, with full power to do as he pleased 
and The tells us how he proceeded.—" When the | isn’t that I like salt with my reading, Mr. Caudle ! Den +61 
young prince," says he, gave way to those fits of I suppose you call that a joke ? You might keep | cue or extra labour per 

enough, he came. He was, however, very differ- passion and impatience to which a temper, natur- your jokes for the day-time,1 think. But as I was 
ent from- all that the worthy couple had heard or | ally hot, made him but too subject, the tutor — the :•saying—only you always will interrupt me—the: i9 rence, £1 5 0

ocean always seems to me to open the mind. I see And supposing 25s. increase on each of my 20 
nothing to laugh at ; but you always laugh when I acres, it gives $100, making a pretty fair profit on 

were not permitted say anything. Sometimes at the sea-side—especi- 81 for an Agricultural newspaper. Pretty well 
even to answer his questions. If they served him ally when the tide’s down—I feel so happy; quite Yes, pretty well considering.0 
they turned away their eyés, as if afraid to ap- as if I could cry. T ° %
proach a creature whose passion had overpowered " When shall I get the things ready? For next .9 Norse Rake ! So it is a horse rake, and one 
his reason. Any attention they paid him was no Sunday? What will it cost ? Oh, there—don’t of our own construction, but not of our own inven- 
more than what was necessary to preserve his ex- |talk of it. No: we won’t go. I shall send for the |tion. It was made by one of the boys from a 

walked away, and the moon and the waters re- istence, and that as if in compassion to a person painters to-morrow. What? 1 can go and take woodcut, found in one of the agricultural papers 
gained their natural appearance. F or the : next ! deranged. His lessons were suspended —his books | the children, and you’ll stay ? No, sir : you go with | and the first I saw of it was behind the old mare,
fifty years, every thing passed on as quietly as be- were put aside, as if of no use to one so wild, and me, or I don’t stir. I’m not going to be turned They say it will do the work of five men. Now
fore: but as the time drew near for the appointed he was left to himself—to his reflections—to his loose like a hen with her chickens, and nobody to 
advent of Death, Jan became thoughtful, and he | sorrow—to his remorse." These are the feelings protect me. So we’ll go on Monday ? Eh ?
felt no pleasure at the idea of the anticipated visit which a parent ought to put in action whenever he 4 What will it cost % What a man you are ! Why,

The day arrived, and Death came, preceded by : has to deal with passion of any kind : and the ear- Caudle, I’ve been reckoning that, with buffslippers 
the same horrors as on a former occasion. " W ell lier the better. - * and all, we can’t well do it under seventy pounds,
good folks," said he, "you now can have noob- ---•==-:**=.*:-:-::*--:-=ran No; I won’t take away the slippers, and say fifty : 
jection to accompany me, for, assuredly, you have • 12-9 5795-55176 - it’s seventy pounds and no less. Of course, what’s 
been highly privileged and have lived long enough.’ |4S22.48 2 ----- 190 • over, will be so ,___ 1. ~ ___ 1 C..11A ... 1. .2 - 1__

ally hot, made him but too subject, the tutor— the | 
masters—all the attendants and servants of thefancied of him. He was certainly rather thin, and| 

had very little colour; but he was well dressed, 
and his deportment was that of a gentleman. Bow- 
ing very politely to the ancient pair, he told them 
he merely came to give notice, that by right they 
should have belonged to him this day ; but a fifty

Tell me, my secret soul,
O, tell me. Hope and Faith, 

is there no resting place
From Sorrow, sin, and death?

Is there no happy spot.
Where mortals may be bless’d. 

Where grief may find a balm.

house were instructed to keep the most profound 
silence in his presence. They

years’ respite was granted, and when that period 
had expired, he should visit them again. He then!And weariness a rest?

Faith, Hope, and Love, best boons to mortals given. 
Waved their bright wings, and whispered ** YES, IN 

HEAVEN !"

BE THANKFUL.
Be thankful, be joyful ! O happy are they
Who never see brooding a dark stormy day ;
On the fair face of nature sweet smiles they behold. 
All bright as a mantle of snushine and of gold.

Contented and cheerful, each prospect is bright. 
And every day brings them pure, matchless delight.
In clouds and in sunshine, in autumn, and spring,

% The moments pass gaily as Hope on the wing.

The things that will harrass the fretful and sad. 
Bring only the gentle bright moments and glad;
A storm that will crush those, will not harm these,, 
For all things in nature conspire to please.

The clods of the valley may shut up from the sight 
The young and the lovely—the fond heart’s delight;
But Faith looked upward, and the heart rent in twain. 
With a hope of re-union, is happy again. * -

Be thankful, be joyful whatever betide.
The dark storms careering, O bravely outride !

• See beauty and splendour through terror and gloom. 
And the spectres of evil, bright garments assume.

The just and the faithful—the noble and true. 
Have blessings to follow each path they pursue; 
Undaunted and fearless, with Faith in the sky. 
The God whom they trust in forever is nigh.

(From Parley’s Magazine.)
JANSCHAKLEN’S THREE WISHES.

A DUTCH FABLE.

At a small fishing village in Dutch Flanders, 
there is still shown the site of a hut, which was an 
object of much attention while it stood, on account 
of a singular legend that relates to its first inhabi- 
tant—a kind-hearted fellow who depended upon his 
boat for subsistence, and his own happy disposi- 
tion for cheerfulness, during every hardship and 
privation. Thus the story goes :—

One dark and stormy night in winter, as Jan 
Schalken was sitting with his good-natured wife 
by the fire, he was awakened from a transient doze 
by a knocking at the door of his hut. He started 
up, drew back the bolt, and a stranger entered. 
He was a tall man ; but little could be distinguished 
either of his face or figure, as he wore a large dark 
cloak, which he had contrived to pull over his 
head, after the fashion of a cowl. "I am a poor 
traveller,” said the stranger, "and want a night’s 
lodging; will you grant it to me ?" " Ay, to be 
sure,” replied Schalken; "but I am afraid your 
cheer will be sorry. Had you come sooner, you 
might have fared better. Sit down, and eat of 
what is left."

The traveller took him at his word, and in a short 
time afterwards retired to his humble sleeping- 
place. In the morning, as he was about to depart, 
he advanced towards Schalken, and giving him 
his hand, thus addressed him: "It is needless my 
good friend to know who I am; but of this, be as- 
sured, that I can and will be grateful; for when 
the rich and the powerful turned me last night 
from their inhospitable gates, you welcomed me 
as man should welcome man and looked with an

let us see, —
Five men at 4s. a day is
One horse 1 day, at
One boy 1 day

£10 0
£050
026076

4.Saved per day, £0 12 6 
which, in making the hay in either, your meadows 
or mine, will help to pay for the $1 newspaper.5.Do over, will be much saved. Caudle, what a manSO

The old dame wept, and clung feebly to her hus- 
band, as if she feared they were to be divided af-| CITED IN IEYITRRS you are! Well, shill we go on Monday ? What 

. M Al CLS , do you say? You’ll see? There’s a dear. Then, 
ter they had lived so long and so happily together. MRS. CAUDLE "WISHES TO KNOW IF THEY’RE Monday." 
Poor Schalken also looked very down-cast, and corNG TO THE SEA-SIDE, OR NOT, THIS SUMMER cc, thing For . .1__ .. - c,- 
moved after Death but slowly. As they passed by | —TH an’s AT: " Hat 2i Yes it is hot. y’n mute Caudle. “I consented to the trip, for I thought I 
the garden, he turned to take a last look at it, when | one might as well be in an oven as in town this . might sleep better in . change of bel " 13
a sudden thought struck him. He called to Death weather. You seem to forget it’s July Mr. Caudle.sIe 
and said, "Sir allow the to propose something to I’ve been waiting quietly —have never spoken; yet 
you. Our journey is a long one, and we have no not a word have you said of the sea-side yet. Not 
provisions. I am too infirm, or I would climb yon- that I care for it myself—oh, no; my health isn’t the expected dissolution of the Parliament through 
der pear-tree, and take a stock of its nest fruit with of the slightest consequence. And, indeed, I was 
us. You are active and obliging, and will, I aim: going to say—but I won’t—that the sooner, per- 
sure sir, get it for us."

Good Butter! Yes, good butter, but not better 
than your wife, and indeed all the wives of the 
neighbourhood can make: mv pasture is not better 

curait yours, or oners. Here is the secret. My 
wife reads, or listens while being read, the local 
newspapers, perhaps, to pick up a little bit of pub- 

S,lie scandal as much as aught else, and she disco- 
THF MOSAIC CROMWELL.—Consilerable sen-vered something that was said last winter about 

sation has been created throughput the country by the merchants paying more for good butter, than- 
. : ni they had been in the habit of doing, for poor—that -

the seizure of its goods and chattes. The gèle- is, no longer taking good and bad butter at the 

e , . ... . Tape, I’m out of this world, th C better. Oh, yea: entrance of Cromwell and his soldiers inke the nue exiru trouble moke ailoce, and with a very 
Death, with great condescension, complied; and I dare say you think so—of course you do, else house of Commons, when the Protector, pointing so the clerks in the suites all her butter erst best, 

ascending the tree, gathered a great number of you wouldn’t lie there saying nothing. You’re to the Shearers mare hid them staleawas thef: _______- the stores call it, and gets one pen- 
pears which The threw down to old Schalken and enough to aggravate a saint, Caudle; but you shan’t 
his wife. At length, he determined to descend, vex me. No; I’ve made up my mind, and never 
but to his surprise, and apparent consternation, he | intend to lét you vex me again. Why should I 
discovered that he was immoveable; nor would

v, house of Commons, when the Protector, pointing
You FP ! to the Speaker’s mace, bid them "take away that ny in a pound more than the poor butter that is now 

Lbauble!" is likely to find a parallel in proceedings offered. She makes 300 lbs. in the year to sell 
in Howard v. Gosset—though the actors in the which is . 3 £1B

worry tovself 5 -.. - :scene will be much, more ignoble than those who And if we get the premium offered by the
L 1 . took part in the affair that happened at the time of Agricultural Society forte 3 boselo.

tend to so towhe sonla tu sunnier ? lar |parser cuncin he the Pw Th be eToe | Ost we are For ihard for, ilit 40 
ated by the officers of the Sheriff ; and the words £5 5
"Take away that bauble!" will be used in the 821 will help to pay a good many 81, or even 

or Agricultural newspapers.

Jan allow him to leave the tree until he had given
them a promise of living another half century. -................,
They jogged on in the old way for fifty years more, |you’ll go to Gravcsend? Then you’ll go alone, |ated by the officers of the Sheriff ; and the words| 
and then Death came again. He was by no means 1 that’s all I know. Gravesend! 1ou might as well " Take away that bauble !" will be used in the . - 
so polite as he had formerly been, for the trick that empty a salt-cellar in the New River, and call sense of 4 Seize that mace in execution !» If the 81 local
Schalken had put upon him offended his dignity, that the sea-side. What : It S handy for business 2 ! House of Commons should have all its st icks ! •
and hurt his pride not a little. "Come Jan," said There you are again ! Ican never speak oftaking seized, what on earth will become of SIR VALEN- 
he, " you used me ill the other day. (Death thinks | a little enjoyment, but you fling business in my | TINE BLAKE and a few others?
but little of fifty years,) and I am now determined - --1- 1’ 1 * 1 : *-4 :-‘
to lose no time: come!

Jan was sitting at his little table, busily em- 
ployed in writing, when death entered. He rais-

v

I will take an Agricultural paper. Nov will ; 
well it is better late than never, and I’ll wager you 
will never miss the dollar. But mind, it’s possible 

To AUTHORS ABOUT TO PUBLISH,-Mr. N. P: you may take the dollar paper and after all loose 
your money. How can it be? Easy enough, and 
not only lose your money, but lose that which can- 
not be bought with money. You lose your money 
if you take the paper and do not read it thoroughly 
just because Esquire Pilldrop and Counsellor 
Branface take it ; and you lose your self respect in 

aping big folk. You lose your money and the en- 
joyment of listening, at night, to your boys read- 

tions after dinner, as mistakes have been known to | ing aloud to the family. 1 ou lose your dollar and 
occur in the best regulated memories—even in Mr. | perhaPS the character of your boys, who, of course 
N. P. Willis’s. For testimonials apply to the must have some change from the plough tail, and 
Editor of the Quarterly, or any one mentioned in as a relaxa ion, i no hing is to be found at home 

mens- _‘9 to amuse and occupy their attention, will go either 
to the Tavern, the Grocery, or where they may. 
find worse company. You lose your money and 

The following hit is not one of the worst which the opportunity of improving and increasing the 
Punch has lately given: ! knowledge of your family, and of storing their
tunch has lately given minds with information for future reflection.

%
I’m sure you never let business stand inteeth.

the way of your own pleasure, Mr. Caudle—not 
you. It would be all the better for your family if Willis, the American Author, has arrived in this 

country. We mention this fact for the benefit of 
those would-be literary, gentlemen who are anxious 
to appear in print, as an invitation to Mr. Willis

you did.
*You know that Matilda wants sea-bathing; 

you know it, or ought to know it, by the looks of 
the child ; and yet—I know you, Caudle—you’d

ed his head sorrowfully, and the pen trembled in 
his hand as he thus addressed him: "I confess 
that my former conduct towards you merits blame, 
but I have done with such knaveries now, and have 
learned to know that life is of little worth, and that 
I have seen enough of it. Still, before I quit this 
world, I should like to do all the good I can; and

for dinner will be certain to secure them the 
have let the summer pass over, and never said a advantages of publication, without any risk of ex- 
word about the matter. What do you say? War- pense. Literary gentlemen are cautioned, how- 
gate’s so expensive? Not at all. I’m sure it will ever, against speaking too freely in their conversa- 
be cheaper for us in the end ; for if we don’t go, - = = = -
we shall all be ill—every one of us—in the winter.was engaged when you arrived, in m king a will, 

that a poor lad, who has always been kind to me, 
may receive this hut and my boat. Suffer me but | that well enough. It never was yet. You know 
to finish what I have begun, and I shall cheerfully | Margate’s the only place that I can eat a breakfast

Not that my health is of any consequence: I know

Mr. Willis’s American works, when he was last in 
England.follow wherever you may lead. Pray sit down and at, and yet you talk of Gravesend! But what’s

in a few minutes my task will be ended."|my eating to you? You wouldn’t care if I never 
Death, thus appealed to, could resist no longer, eat at all. You never watch my appetite like any 

and seated himself in a chair, from which he found | other husband, otherwise you’d seen what it’s 
it as difficult to rise as he had formerly done to come to.
descend from the pear-tree. His liberation was

minds with information for future reflection; and 
of creating and encouraging in your boys, an in- 
ventive never-at-a-loss sort of genius, so highly 
necessary and available in a new country, where 
every third man should be able to put his hand 
when required, to the plough, the awl, the adze and

To THE AFFLUENT.—A young gentleman, who 
from a habit of dining out at parties, has acquired 
a taste for Champagne and other expensive wines.

" What do you say? How much will it cost? 
There you are, Mr. Caudle, with your meannessbought at the expense of an additional fifty years; 

at the end of which period, and exactly on their 
birthday, Jan Schalken and his wife died quietly 
in their bed, in the little village, where they had 
lived long enough to be considered the father and

again. When you want to go yourself to Black- 
wall or to Greenwich, you never ask, how much 
wi11 it cost? What? You never go to Blackwall?

but whose means, alas! do not admit of his indul- 
ging in the same at his own expense, makes this

Ha! I don’t know that; and if you don’t, that’s earnest appeal to the benevolent and kind-hearted, the plane. You lose the dollar, 
nothing at all to do with it. Yes, you can give a in the hope that through their liberality, his small................................................ 
guinea a plate for whitebait for yourself. No, sir; but too empty cellar may be supplied. Even sin- 
I’m not a foolish woman; and I know very well glebottles would be most thankfully received.- 
what I’m talking about—nobody better. A guinea Diease to address to the Hon. X.Y.2.92 Ficet 
for whitebait for yourself, when you grudge a pint of 
shrimps for your poor family. Eh? You don’t 
grudge ’em anything ? Yes, it’s very well for you , .,,..
to lie there and say so. What will it cost ? It’s no | Between neighboring farmers i one who knows and 
matter what it will cost, for we won’t go at all now, feels the benefit of taking and reading an Agricul- 
No; we’ll stay at home. We shall all be ill in tural Paper, end one tcho does not.
the winter—every one of us, all but you; and 
nothing ever makes you ill. I’ve no doubt we 
shall all be laid up, and there’ll be a doctor’s bill as 
long as a railroad; but never mind that. It’s better

and you have not 
that which makes the intelligent man able to hold 
up his head, confidence in himself, when in compa- 
ny, from sheer ignorance of the knowledge of the 
contents of your papers; and which might enable 
you to advance opinions upon their subjects, ques- 
tion their conclusions, or battle for theircorrect-

0mother of all the inhabitants. 0

CAPITAL PUNISHMENTS.—"Guilty—Death !"— 
What familiar sylables were these in the good old 
times—the time of our history! In those happier 
days how many goods and chattes, live stock and 
dead, were protected, watched by death! Death 
was made by law the guardian of all things. 
Prime agent, great conservator of social security 
grim keeper of the world’s moveables. Death, 
shepherd, avenged the wrongs of stolen mutton; 
Death stood behind every counter, protector of 
chapman’s stock: Death was the day and night 
guard of the highway traveller against the high- 
way thief; Death watched the ox and ass; the 
goose on the common, the hen on the roost. Even 
at the altar Death took his cautious stand, that 
Hymen might not be scoffed and defrauded by 
wicked bigamist. % De: minimisl curabat Mors.

Street.

CONVERSATIONS, ness; your natural abilities, like your land, is let 
go to waste, just for want of applying cheap ma- 
nure to fertalize it, and which is within your reach 
if you only knew it—by reading the papers. Youeye of pity upon the desolate traveller in the 

storm. I grant you three wishes.—Be they what 
they may, those wishes shall be gratified."

Now, Schalken certainly did not put much faith 
in these promises, but still he thought it the safest 
plan to make trial of them, and accordingly began 
to consider how he should fix his wishes. Jan was 
a man who had few or no ambitious views, and was 
contented with the way of life in which he had 
been brought up. In fact, he was

lose your money and the opportunity of making 
hundreds of dollars besides; and the loss is not 
only yours, but it is a loss to the community in 
which you live, for exactly in proportion as each 
one of a community applies knowledge, which is 
in many cases equal to capital, or industry to im- 
prove his own condition, so will the neighbourhood 

feel its influence and be benefited accordingly. 
It’s even an Agricultural paper! Well, the more is the 1 2 will read my paper.

‘ July, 1845.

Have you seen the last EC Recorder," or « States- 
man," and read the advertisement headed Agricul- 
tural Encouragement, with the Cow on one side
and the Plough on the other, and below a long list
of premiums, offered by the District Agricultural—much better—to pay for nasty physic than for 

fresh air and wholesome salt water. Don’t call me Society, to be awarded at a Fair to be held in Oc- 
tober next, at Brockville? No! you have not?€woman,’ and ask ‘what it will cost.’ I tell you, 

if you were to lay the money down before me on What, do you not take a newspaper? No! nol 
that quilt, I wouldn’t go now—certainly not.
better we should all be sick; yes, then you’ll be shame for you and the likes of you. How can you

so well satisfied 
with his situation, that he had not the least inch- 
nation to lose a single day of his laborious exist- 
ence : but, on the contrary, had a very sincere wish 
to add a few years to those which he was destined

Turn where he would, the rogue’s path was dug 
with graves. Nevertheless, the world grew no 
better ; made no visible return to that happy state.

pleased.:|ever expect to thrive, or know ought of the im- 
" That’s right, Mr. Caudle; go to sleep. It’s provements going on, not only in matters and 

like your unfeeling self! I’m talking of our all | things generally, but more particularly in farming, 
being laid up; and you, like any stone, turn round a calling, the prosperity of which, not only you and 
and begin to go to sleep. Well, I think that’s a I, but ninety-nine out of every hundred in the dis- 
pretty, insult! How can you sleep with such a trict are so deeply interested? You are no worse 
splinter in your flesh? I suppose you mean to call than your neighbours generally? No worse than 
me the splinter?—and after the wife I’ve been to the neighbours! Do two evils, or half a score of 

good? Because a whole neigh- 
bourhood have been going on year after year, farm-

IMPORTANT—IF TRUE.—It is said that you may 
take an old piece of herds-grass, that at present 
yields less than half a ton to the acre, and at the 
end of five years, without breaking up, fresh seed- 
ing or manuring in any way whatever, you can 
raise the crop to two and a half tons per acre, 
merely by permitting the grass to stand until the 
seed will just vegetate before cutting ; and further 
that the hay will be better than if cut earlier. By 
mowing the crop sooner than that, the roots bleed 
and die out; and that is the reason why a second 
crop does not spring till a long time after.- Michi- 
gan Farmer.

ere hemp was made a sovereign remedy for wrong. 
And so by degrees Death lost somewhat of his 
reputation with the members of the world; and by 
degrees many things were taken out of his charge. 
It was found that—sheep were stolen— tradesmen’s 
goods, lifted—pockets picked—hen-roosts, forced 
—and maids wickedly married by men already 
bound—it was seen that these abominations con- 
tinued and increased, aye, in the very face of the 
great ghastly bugbear Death, and so his watch and 
ward were made a lighter task; he was gradually 
relieved of many of his social duties ; the world, to

to live. This gave rise to wish the first: ‘Let 
my wife and myself," he said, "live fifty years 
longer than nature had designed." "It shall be 
done,” cried the stranger.

Whilst Schalken was puzzling his brains for a 
second wish, he bethought him that a pear-tree, 
which was in his little garden, had been frequent- 
ly despoiled of its fruit, to the no small detriment 

of the said tree, and grevious disappointment of its 
owner. " For my second wish, grant that whoever 
climbs my pear tree shall not have power to leave

you! But no, Mr. Caudle, you may call me what them make one 
you please : you’ll not make me cry now. No,no;
I don’t throw away my tears upon any such person 
now. What? Don’t? Ha! that’s your ingrati- 
tude ! But none of you men deserve that any - .-
woman should love you. My poor heart ! • system of farming could, by information, to be had

ing in their own way, does it follow that they were 
right? many never even thought for a moment, it 
were possible that they were wrong, and that their
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