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THE TWO CLERKS,

AND THEIR CHOICES.

» R. JOHN SOM-
ERS wasa mer-
chant, doing bu-
sinessin a thriv-
ing country vil-
lage. He had
two clerks in
his employ, both
of them faithful
and industrious,
but with some differ-
ence in minor points
of character. DPeter
White was twenty-
two years of age, the
child of 2 now widowed
mother,and in his choice
of a profession he had
only been governed by
the desire to vield to his
mother and self the surest means
of honest support. Walter Sturgis
was of the same age, and equally
as honest, but he paid more atten-
tion to the outward appearance of
things than did his comparion.
Tor instance, it galled him to be
obliged to put on his frock and
over-alls, jand, help pack up pork,
potatoes, and so on; while Peter
cared not what he did, so long as

his master required it, and it was
honest.

One day Mr. Somers called the
two young men into his counting-
room and closed the door after
them. His countenance looked
troubled, and it was some mo-
ments before he spoke.

“ Boys,” he said at length, «I
have been doing a very foolish
thing. 1 have lent 1y name to
those I thought my f{riends, and
they have ruined me. Igavethem
accommodation notes, and they
promised soiemanly that these notes
should not¢ pass from their hands
save tosucli men as I might accept.
Of course I took their notes in ex-
change. They have now failed
and cleared out, and have left my
paper in the market to the amount
of seven thousand dollars. 1 may
rise again, bnt I must give up my
business. Everything in the store
is attached, and T am utterly
powerless tc do business now. I
have looked over your accounts,
and I find that I owe you about a
hundred dollars each. Now Ihave
Jjust one hundred dollars in money.
and the small piece of land on the
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Sidevofiithe: hill. just back of the
town-hause. There aze four acres of
at his land, and I have been offered
hundred dollars for it repeatedly,
by those who have land adjoining.
I feared this blow, which has come
upon me, and Iconveyed this land
to my brother ; so now he can con-
vey it to whom he pleases. Now I
wish you would make your choice.
If I could pay you both in money
I would, but as T cannet, one of
you must take thisland. What
say you? You, Walter, have been
with me the longest, and you shall
choose first.”

Walter Sturgis hesitated some
moments, and then said

“I’m sure I don’t want the land,
unless I could sell it right off.? ?

« Ah, but that won’t do,” re-
turned Mr. Somers. “ If you take
the land you must keep it. Were
you to sell it, my creditors would
say at once that you did it for me,
and that I pocketed the money.”

“ Then I am willing to divide
the hundred dellars with Peter, for
if I had the land I should do noth-
ing with it.”

“0, you need not divide the
money, for 1 can easily raise the
hundred dollars on the land. My
brother will do that. But I imag-
ined that you would prefer the
land, for T knew the soil was good,
though quite rocky. However,
what say you, Peter 7’

-« Why, I will take the land,”
returned Peter, “or I will divide
equally with Walter—each of us
take half the money and half the
iand.”

“ But what should I want with
the land ¥’ said Walter. “I could
not work on it ; I—I—should hard-
1y like to descend from a clerkship
to digging and delving in a blue
frock and cow-hide boots.”

“Then it is easily settled,” re-
joined Peter; * for I should prefer
the’land.”

Walter was pleased with this,
and before night he bad.the hun-
dred dollar bill'in his pocket, and
Peter had the warrantee deed of
the four acres of land upon the
hillside. Both the young men
belonged in the-village, and had
always lived there. It was only
five niles from the city, and of
course many city fashions were
prevalent there. It wasunder the
influence of this fushion that Wal-
ter Sturgis refused to have any-
thing to do with the land.

Times were duli, and business
slack, even though it was early
spring. Peter White’s first object,
after having gut the deed of his
land, was to hunt up sonie kind of
work. Had he been a mechanic
he might have found some place,
but he knew no trade except that
of salesman and book-keeping. ,.A
whole week he searched in wain
for employment, butat.the end.af
that time he found an old fagmex
who wanted a hand, though.he
could not afford to pay mach. But
Peter finally, with the advice of
Mr. Somers, made anarrangement
of this kind :—He would work for
the old farmer (Mr. Stevens) stead-
ily until the ground was open, and
then he should have half the time
to devote upon his own land ; and
in part payment for his services,
Stevens was to help about all the
ox-work thatthe youth might need.
Next Peter went to the hotel,
where there was quite a stable,
and engaged a hundr:d leads of
manure, the landlord promising to
take his pay in produce when harv-
esting ti.ne came. So Peter White
put on a blue frock and cowhide
boots, and went to work for far-
mer Stevens.

In the meantime Walter Sturgis
had been to the city to try to find
a situaticn in some store, buthe
came back bootless. He was sur-
prised when he met Peter driving
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un oxttedm through the villege.
At first he could hardly believe his
own eyes. Could it bo possible
that was Peter White, in that
blite frock and those coarse boots ?
On the next day a relation from
the city came to visit Walter, The
two walked out, and during the
day Walter saw Peter coming to-
wards them with his team. He
was hauling lumber which Mr,
Stevens had been getting out dur-
ing the winter. Walter saw how
coarse and humble his uondam
clerk-mate looked, and he knew
that Peter would hail him if they
met ; 50 he caught his companion
by'the arm and dodged into a by-
lane. Peter saw the movement,
and he understood it, but he only
stiled.
“By-and-by the snow was all
gone froth the hillside. The wintry
aYb was removed from the spot
omeé time befére it left other
places, for Pcter’s lot lay on the
sduthérn slope of the hill, and thus
had all the advantages of the warm
sun'all day withoutuny of the cold
north and east winds. The youth
found his land very rocky, but
none of the rocks were permanent ;
so his first move was to get oft
some of these obstructions, and as
Mr. Stevens’ land was not yet
clear from snow he was able to
give his young workman considera-
ble assistance. They took two
yokes of oxen and two drags, and
went at it, and in just five days
every rock was at the foot of the
slope, and made into & good stone
wall. Peter then hauled on his
hundred loads of manure, which
he hud for seventy-five dpllgrs, and
part he saved for top dréssing.
Peter now worked early and late,
and much of the time he had help.
My. Stevens was surprised at the
richness, of the soil, but there was
reason for it., At the top of the
hill there was a huge ledge, and

.

the rocks which had: encumbered
the hillside must, at_ some former
period, have come tumbling down
from the ledge: and these rocks,
laying there for ages, perhaps, and
covering nearly half the surface of
the ground, had served to keep the
soil moist and mellow. The first
thing Peter planted was about a
gunarter of an acre of watermelons.
He then got in some early garden
sauce, — such as potatoes, sweet
corn, peas, beans, radishes, cucum-
bers, tomatoes and so on. And he
got his whole piece worked up
and planted before Stevens’ farm
was free from snow. People stop-
ped in the road and gazed upon
the hillside in wonder. Why had
that spot never been used before ?
For forty years it had been used as
a sheep pasture, the rocks having
forbidden all thoughts of cultivat-
ing it. But how admirably it was
situated for early tilling, and how
rich the soil must have been, with
sheep running over it so long. An
adjoining hill shut off the east
wind, and the hill itself gave its
back to the chill north.

Peter had planted an acre of
corn, an acre of potatoes, and the
rest he had divided among all sorts
of produce. Then he went to work
for Stevens again, and in a few
weeks he had more than paid for all
the labor he had been obliged to.
hire on his own land.

In the meantime, again, Walter
Sturgie had been looking after em-
ployment. His hundred dollars
were used up, to the last penny,
and just then he accepted a place
in one of the stores in the vill
at a salary of three hundred dollays.
a year. He still wondered how
Peter White could content himself
in such business. Peter used to
be invited to all the little parties
when he was a clerk, but he was
not invited now. Walter Sturgis

went to these parties, and he was
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highly .edified ., hyi:-them. Alsa, 4

when Peter:,was a .clerk, there
were sovéral young and hand-
some damsels who loved to bask
in. the sunlight of his smiles, and
one of them he fancied he loved.
After he had got his hillside plant-
ed hie went tosee Cornelia Hender-
son, and he asked her if she would
become his wife at some future
time, when he was prepared to
take such an article to his home.
She told him she would think of
it and let him know by letter.
Three days afterwards he received
a letter from her, in which she
stated that she could not think of
uniting her destinies with a man
who could only delve in the earth
for a livelihood. Peter shed a few
tears over the unexpected note,
and then he reasoned on the sub-
jeet, and. finally blessed his fate,
for he  was sure that such a girl
wasnot what he needed fora wife.
When the first of July came,
Peter reckoned up his accounts,
and he found that Mr. Stevens was
owing him just two dollars, and all
he owed in the world was seventy-
five dollars for manure. On the]
third day of July he carried to the
hotel ten deollars worth of green
peas, beans, and radiskes; and in
three days afterwards he carried to
the city twenty-eight dollars
worth. Towards the end of the
month he had sold one hundred
and thirty dollars worth of early
potatoes, peas, beans, etc. Then
he had early corn enough to bring
him fifteen dollars more. Long
ere his melons were ripe, a dealer
in the city had engaged them all.
- He had six hundred fair melons,
for which he received fourteen
cents apiece by, the lot, making
eighty-four dollars for the whole.
During the whole summer, Peter
was kept busy in attending to the
gathering and selling of toe pro-
ducts of his hillside. He helped

Mr. Stevens in haying; und about
some other matters —-endugh: se
that he could have some' heip
when he wanted it.: When the
last harvesting came, he ga-
thered in - seventy-eight bushels
of corn, and four hundred bushels
of potatoes, besides turnips, squashs,
pumpkins, etc., and eighteen
bushels of wlite beans.

On the first day of November,
Peter White sat down and reekon-
ed up the proceeds of his land, and
he found that the piece had yield-
ed him just five hundred and five.
dollars, and besides this he had
corn, potatoes, beans, and vegeta-
bles enough for his own consump-
tion. That winter he worked for
Mr. Stevers at getting out lumber
for twenty-five dollars per monthy;
and when spring came, he Was
ready to go at his land again. ~

Inthe meantime, Walter Stuxgis
had worked a year at a fasﬁioﬁ'a:
ble calling for three hundred, dol-
lars, and at the end of the texrm he
was the absolute owner of just two
dollers. i o

“ Say, Peter, you aren’t going to
work on that land of yoursanother
season, are you??” asked Walter,
as the two met in the street one
evening.

« To be sure T am,” was the re-
sponse.

“But here’s Simons wants a
clerk, and I told him I guessed you
would be glad to come.” o

« What will he pay ?”

¢ Three hundred.” >

¢« Ah, Walter, I can make more
than that from my land.” :- :

Sturgis opened his eyes in #4s-
tonishment. :

« You’re joking,” he said.

“No, sir. Ireceived five hun-
dred and five dollars in raoney last
geason. Seventy-five of that went
for manure ; but seme of that ma-
nure is now on hand; as I found

the land so rich last year as not'to
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need fouch over half of it. "This
seasén' I shall have over two hun-
dred dollars worth of strawberries,
if nothing happens unusual.”

“ And you don’t have to work
any winters to do this?”

“ No, four months’ labor is about
all T can Jay out to advantage on
it.”

Walter went to his store, and
during the rest of the evening he
wondered how it was that some
folks had such luck.

During the second season Peter
had experience for a guide, and he
filed up many gaps that he had
left’ open the year before. His
strawberries turned out better than
ke had anticipated, and he made
a betterarrangement for his melons.
And then from ail that land where-
on ‘he planted his early peas, &c.,
he obtained a second crop of much
Yahte, "It was but an hour’s drive
intd' the city, and he always ob-
thined the highest prices, for he
brotight the eo.rliest vegetables in
the market.

On the tirst of the next Novem-
ber he had cleared seven hundred
dollars for the season over and
above all expenses.

One morning, after the crops
were all in, Peter found & man
walking about over the land, and
as the young man came up, the
stranger asked him who owned
the hillside.

*¢1t is mine, sir,” replied Peter.

The man looked about, and then
-went away and on the next day
he came again with two others.
They looked over the place, and
they seemed to be dividing it off
into small lots. They remained
about an hour and then went away.
Peter suspected that this land was
wanted for something. That
evening he stepped in at the post-
office, and there he heard that a
railroad was going to he put

through the village lasisdon yéithe
workmen could be get gt il 1’

On the next mornifg Peter went
out upon his land and as ¢ reach-
ed the upper boundary und turned
and looked down, the truth flashed
upon him. His hillside bad a
gentle, easy slope, and the view
from any part of it was delightful.
A brook ran down through it, from
an exhaustless spring up in the
ledge, and the locality would be
cool and aggreeable in summer
and warm in winter. At the foot
of the hill to thé left, lay a small
lake, while the river ran in sight
for several mile.

« Of course,” solifoquized Peter,
they think this would make beauti-
ful building spots. And wouldn’t it?
Curious that I never thought of
it before. And then when the
railroad comes here, people from
the city will want their dwellings
here. But this land 18 valuable.
It is worth—let me see:—say six
hundred dollars a year. 1 can
easily get eight or nine hundred
for what I can raise here, and I
know that two hundred will pay
e a good round price for all the
labor I perform on it. And then
when my peach trees grow up,
and my strawberry beds increase-—
Ho—it’s more valuable to me than
it could be to any one else.”

Vhen Peter went home, he
could not resist the temptation to
sit down and calculate how many
house lots his land would make ;
and he found the hillside would
afford fifty building spots, with a
good garden to each one, But he
didn’t think of sclling,

Two days afterwards, six men _
came to look at the land,and after
travelling over it, and sticking up
some stakes, they went away,
That evening Peter went down to
the hotel, and the first thing he
heard was:

% Aha, Peter, yow’ve missed it.”
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ssHowisodiasked Peter.
" Whytrhow . much did you get
fon your hillside 2%
% What do you mean ??”
- « Haven’t you sold it 1”

“ No sir.”?

“ Why, there was a mun here
looking at it a week or so ago, and
to-day he came and brought five
city merchants with him, and 1
can take my oath, that cach one
of them engaged a building lot of
him. One of ’em spoke to me
about what a lovely spot it was;
and I told him that nobody would
have thought of building there till
you got the rocks off. Buthaven’t
you soid it though 7?

« No not an inch of it.”’

“ Why, that man told me he
had engaged to pay four hundred
dollars for. a choice lot of twelve
square rods.”

.“Then he will.find his lot some-
where else, I guess, till I sell out.”

Some more conversation was
held, and then Peter went home.
On the following forenoon, the
very man who had been first to
come and lcok at the hillside, cal-
led to see Peter, introducing him-
self as Mr. Aunderson.

“ Let’s see—I believe you own
some twe or three acres of land,
up here on the hillside,” he said,
very carelessly.

“T own four acres there,” re-
plied Peter, very exactly.

“« Ah, yes—well; it dosen’t
make much difference, I didr’t
notice particularly how much there
was. I thought I should like to
build there, and if yon would sell
the land reasonable, I might like
to purchase. It would be enough
to. afford me quite a gearden
though I suppose it would cost me
about as much to till such land us
the produce would be worth.”

“ That would depend apon how
vou worked it,” said Peter dryly.

“ 0, yes, I suppose so. But yon

are willing to sell out, I'suppese2?

« Certainly.” N R

The man’s eyes began to brights
en. BN

“ How much should you want
for it 1 he-asked.

“« Well, I don’t know. What
could you afford to pay ?”

“ Why, I suppose I could afford
to pay a great deal more than it
is worth. Rather than not have
it T would pay— well, say— two
hundred -dollars, or two hundred
and fity at the outside.”

«1 don’t think there is much
use in’our talking, sir.”

“ But, you paid one hundred,
only, if I mistake not.” .
. “T had my choice between dne
hundred dollars and the land, and!
I choose the latter. But ag ydi’
seem to labor in the dark, Fwil
explain to yva. In the fif§t phicé,
there is not another spot of tand!
in this section of the country; that'
possesses the nattiral ad\{atifaée,s
whick this one does.  I'can Ravé
my early peas and vines up and?
hoed before my neighbors gét thed
ground plowed ; so I have.my
early sauce in the market ahead
ofall others, save a few hot house
owners whose plants cannot com-
pare with mine for strength and
size. Then my soil is very rich,.
and yields fifty per cent more than
most other Jand. Now look at this;
During the last season I have re~
alized over eight hundred dollars
from this land, and next season 1,
can get much more than that, for
my strawberry vines are flourish-
ing finely. There are not any,
two farms in this town that can
possibly” be made to realize so
much money as my hillside, for
you see it is the tzme of my pro-
duce, and not the guantity, that
does the business. A bushel of
my early peas on the twenty-
second. day of May, are worth ten,
times as much as my neighbour’s



Vi rJJ

THE LIFE BOAT:

188

bushel on the first of July and Au-
gust. "Two hundred will more
than pay me for all my time and
trouble in attending to my*land
so -you see I have this year six
hundred dollars interest.”

“ Then you wouldn’t sell for
less than six hundred, I suppose 2%
said Mr. Anderson carefully.

“ Would you sell out a concern
-that was yielding you a nett profit
of six hundred dollars a year for
that sum, sir ?” asked Peter.

¢¢ A-hem — well — ah—you put
it rather curious.”

¢ Then Tl put it plainly. You
may have .the hill-side for ten
thousand dollars.”

- Mr. Anderson laughed ; but he
found that Peter was in earnest,
and- he commenced to curse and
swear. At this, Peter simply
turned and left his custemer to
himgelf, and he saw nothing more
of .the specilator.

. -Two days afterwards, however,
three of the merchants came to
see.our. hero, and when they had
heard his simple story, they were
ready *o do justly by him. They
went up and examined the spring,
which they found to be pure us
erystal, and as it was then a dry
season they saw that the houses
which might be built upon Peter’s
land could be supplied with run-
ning water, even in the very attics
of the upper ones.

The merchants first went to the
man who owned the land above
Peter’s, including the ledge and
spring and he agreed to sell for
for two hundred dollars. This, to
builders, was a great bargain, for
the stone of the ledge was excellent
granite. They then called a sur-
veyor and made a plot of the hill-
side, whereby they found that
they could have forty building
lots, worth from two hundred and
fifty to four hundred dollars each.
They hesitated not a moment after

the plot was madebitt paid - Beter
his ten thousand-dollarsitheerfully.

Ere many days after this trans-
action, Peter White received a
polite note from Cordelia Ander-
son, asking him to call and see
her; but he did not call. He
hunted up Mr. Somers and went
into business with him, and this
very day Somers & White do
business in that town, and Walter
Sturgis is there book-keeper. And
in all the country there is not a
prettier spot than the old hillside.
The railroad depot is near its foot,
and it is occupied by sumptuous
dwellings,in which live merchants
who do business in the adjacent
city.

One thing Peter missed — that
he did not reserve a building spot
for himself. But his usual goed
fortune atiended him, even here.
A wealthy banker had'éccasion to
move to another section of the
country, and he sold out his house
and garderr to Deter, for just one
half what the building cost him.
So Peter took a wife who loved
him when he dug in the ‘earth,
and found a home for her and him-
self upon the old hillside.

It is a veritable history I have
been writting, and the place I
have told you about is now one of
the mostselect suburban residences
in thé country.

Liquoring on the Mississippi.
#\ UR readers have heard of
) woodingon the Mississippi,
& and even blowing up on
the Mississippi. A late trip
on that famous highway
introduced us to what is,
not less than any of those, a pecu-
liarity—liquoring on the Missis~
sippi.
Did you ever, reader, salt cattle
on 2 lick log, or give vermifuge to
a score of little negroes on a plan-
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tation't - Unless you have done

|
| They agree after consultation as to

both, yov. ‘canitot conceive of althe dram-—don’t seem hattd toleuit,

morning liquoring scenc on a Mis-
sissippi steamboat. It takes the
first to give you an idea of the
relish, and the second of coming
up to it one by one. We rose early,
and by accident drew a chair on
the guards, where a full and inside
view of the bar presented itself.

The bar-keeper knows the habits
of his customers singularly well.
At certain times he strolls about—
at others is constantly in attend-
ance. Like a surgeon, who,before
going into an operation, has all his
bandages and liniments and knives
arranged aud in reach, so the bag-
keeper did. We saw him do it.
Here the sugar and ice, and there
the pick tu break off more small
pieces from the lump when needed.
"The slop tub justunder the counter,
for passing tumblers through, isre-
plenished—the [corks are drawn
and fitted.in easy—the faucets in
order. If peradventure, a weak
stomach craves it, a lemon is cut
and laid by the squeezer. All
rendy, he wipes off the board again.

Here comes a man in shirt
sleeves, dry as a fish—takes a pull
at the big bottle—goes back to bed.
Next one fills up the glass 1o a
taper poini— works hislipstogether
as his hand touches it—turns it
round on the bottom—stops it an
appreciable part of a second, just
before the final tilt into a dry and
thirsty abyss that doubtless had a
cotton plantation in detail—seemed
to see prismatic beauties as he held
it sunward. Down it went, slow
and easy. Took his chair npear
by and looked thoughtfully out on
the shore, we wondering how his
inwards felt.

A man below the ordinary stat-

ure, but thick-set, wearing calico

pant&,.aud a loose linen coat, leads
the way with two others, one look-
mg seedy, and the other careless.

{and it works Jike a charn. 'Théy

draw two chairs close, while the
third sits on the railing in front,
and laugh and talk boisterously till
breakfust.

Next an elderly gentleman—
looks rather shy—he is quick in
his movements—has the change
ready—wipes his mouth, and he is
gone.

A young man, all neatly dressed
and hat on, saunters up and says,
“ cock-tail,” or something with a
tail to it. Did you ever see a cock-
tail fixed up? It requires two
glasses, and mixing requires a
genius. From one to the- other
glass, right, left, up, down, ithe
sparkling fluid falls in a lengthen-
ing curve. It actually seems-to
rope—the liquor does. At .Jast .it
rests in one. It was a curiosity to
glance at the gentleman who order-
ed that extrz article. He toyed
with it until he feared the foam
that had been got up with such
effort, would subside hefore he got
it down. :

They come thick and fast now—
fortunate foresight in the_ bar-
keeper to have everything where
he can lay his hand on it. Young
men come, very young men, and
men old enough to know better.
We saw no father take up his son.
They do these things apart. In
some cases we painfully suspected
that a member of the Christian
Church, feeling away from wit-
nesses and restraint, was indulging
an old appetite.

Ever and awhile a deck hand

would come 10 the side-door unear, -

and pulling out a bag with money,
get a dram, without ice or sugar, or
water—the undiluted stuff. These
were mostly Irishmen.

The variety in all this dreadful
unity is not the least interesting
fact. One comes for the liguor
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and nothing else—gets it and goes.
\ Axtother Jikes the place, lounges
.gbout.it, is in no hurry, and orders
the dram with an air of indiffer-
ence: 'U'he concoction is not strong|
enough for this man, and he says
something to the bar-keeper, who
sprinkles something into it; that
man throws down the drick ata
gulph, and throws e glass of water
after it, asthough he had swallow-
ed fire. OQae takes it, apparently
for his stomach’s sake, and. don’t
want to feel the taste of it on its
way there. Another seems to wish
his: throat was as long as a fence-
rail,.that he might taste it all the
way down.
<« The ardent and pure stuff is good
enough for some, while others coax
and -combine the elements in every
variety :
¥ e A'litide fire to'make it hot,
- lAddittledfee toimake it cool ;
cay 7y lgg.tle} water to make ic_ weak,
- h,,A‘l_u,tle'bgggdy to makg it stronger ;
 Aliftle sugar to make it sweet,
TUH ittle effort to make it go down.
"Verily, Temperance has this
stronghold of her enemy yet to
take—a Mississippi steamboat.

The Last Letter.
Above the dark and rugged street
Of one poor squalid town,

With biting winds aud driving sleet
The Christmas eve came down.
Through many a window glow'd the light

IFrom heartbs which brightly burn'd;
And many a welcome hail'd, that night,
Some v-anderer returned.

But through the darkness and the cold,
With eager footsteps sped

A feeble woman, bow’d and old,
A toiler for her bread ;

The worn-out rags her form which cloak'd
Could give but scanty heat,

The freezing mud-pools splash'd and soak’'d
Around her hurrying fect.

Day after day her years were past
1In toil and penury,

Yet hope's glad radiance was cast
On even such as she.

She had one brave and loving boy,

A soldier, far away ;

"
i CATOT

Her all of earf.hlyApridQ,md iox- a1
Tn that onc darling lay... f;lﬁ( RILEN

B-r trembling hand a letter held,
('Twas soil'd, and ereased, and worn;)

For two long months had seen it spelled
Full oft, frora night to motn; .

She murmur’d to herself the words
Which had lent strength and life

To the spent soul’s relaxing chords
Through veeks of weary strife.

Lot
y

Light shadows flitted o’er the blinds,
And voices glad and sweet
Were sounding on the howling winds
That swept the lonely street.
She smiled, and said, “¢You must not
. grieve,
But, mother, hopeful be,
For on the coming Christmas eve
You shall bave news from me.

‘¢4 Not long shall you be left alone,
The hardest times are o'er;
This cruel war will scon be done
And Pl be {ree once more.
I have been safe where shot and shell
Dealt death on every sidey: -
Where many a brave inan wounded: fell, ..
And many a soldier died.”” .
She climbs the bleak and rugged.hiil,
The destined goal is near— .
Poor throbbing heart! be still, be stilj,
Thou bast no doubt nor fear.
The eager question’s asked: O joy!
A letter! Well she knew
The promise of her own dear boy,
Once pledged, was ever true.

With tears of gladness low she knelt
Upon the empty streat;

And then, her long day’s toil unfelt,
She homeward turned her feet.

A cheerless home, you would have said—
Nor food, nor fire, nor light ;

The glimmering cinders almost dead—
Her joy made all seem bright.

She fann’d the émbers to a blaze,
Her slender rushlight sought,

"| And close beside its fecble rays,

The precious letter brought.

A curl of soft bright chestnut hair
Fails shining on her hand,

Sent by some pious comrade’s care
From that far foreign land.

For he is dead—ay, dead and cold !
Her lips sent forth no cry—
No sound of lamentation told
Her inward agony. :
The long night waned, the Christmas
morn
Broke coldly in the sky;
But ere the festal day was born,
Life had with hope pass'd by.

UGy

-
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What Shall be Done. perance. They went 'i{){o; vt[xe

AHIS is a question that|highwayand hedgesand persuaded
every true friend of tem-{the tempted to seek a refuge 1and
perance is ready to adk,|pointed to them the way. A great
having in view the pres-{ work was performed, and the voice
ent despondent conditivn | of thanksgiving arose from a thous-
of the cause in this State. What land homes niade happier.
shall be done to arouse the sieep-| How was ali thisdone? It was
ing host to action again, and fire| by a combination of individual ef-
them anew with the zeal that|fort. All over the land the brave
once glowed in every breast? In|crusaders were at work with one
the palmiest days of the cause the | heart and one mind, that of arrest-
great achievements that so ani-jing the fearful tide of intemper-
mated our breasts were won by a,ance that swept the hillsand vales
combination of individual efferts.|of a christian nation. The blows
Each saw that he had a work to|that were struck in this way were
perform himself, and hastened {struck at once, and they had their
with alacrity and delight to the|effect. The pillars of the blcod-
task. In this way a great infludstained temple trembled and its
ence was exerted and its efforts!foundation was rent. Thousands
were made manifest. The little|of mad devoleces smote their faces
stone hewn from the momntain|and groaved lest one of the gods
was rolling on with increased |should fall, greater than Diaux.
swiftness and power and the| What shall be done at this (une
crumbling ruins of the giants of|in order to renew old triumphs and
brass wrote a cheering history inlto publish new victories? The
its wake. A bright sun arose and [course is plain. Let the old wax-
its rays cast a glorious path of pro- | fare open ugain upon old priuciples.
mise across the dark sea where| Lot every friend of the cause gird
wrecked homes, hearts and hopes|on the urmonr again and resolyve
are tempest-tost and torn.  Brightto fight his butt.~s o’er. Letno
rays of hope illumined the grated june wuit for som grand and start-
dungeons of the rum demon, and|ling demonstranon i which all
thousands of fettered captives burcare cngaged, but in a quiet way
their chains with a lighter heart. 'go to work and cxercise what gift
Daysof promise! In thuse days)of individual influence he may
the cause lav near many hearts. possess. Let him persuade and
The reformed and their familics— jexhort the moderate drinker, the
the old man and his sun — the: tipler and the drunkard, the chris-
younger brother and his elder, all ;tian, the moralist and friend "to
lovked upon the temperance or-:cmbark in the good cause, and
ganization as an ark of safety and|verily, the day of promise will
an anchor of hope to them and beam brightly aguin. Let us de-
theirs. In those days, men-spoke pend more upon individual effort
of the cause and its interests when- und less npun the eflorts of others.
evert they met. They matured Each have a work to perform, and
plafis for its advancement and let it be done. The pillurs of a
prosperity. They were ever on,murderous altar have tottered be-
the alert to place a friendly hand;neath the charge of the temper-
under the head of whoever they ance host in days past—let the
saw sinking beneath the tempest- echo of our battle axesnever more
torn waves of the gulf of Intem-.cease to ring.—Spirit of the Age.
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Twelve Ways of Shortening Life.
&7 ST. WEARING of thin shoes
VRE- nd cotton stockings on damp

nights and in cool, rainy
~weather. Wearing insnfh-
¢ cient clothing, and especi-
ally upon the limbs and extremi-
ties.

2. Leading a life of eanfeebling,
stupid laziness, and keeping the
naud in an unnatarai stace of ex-
citement by reading 1rashy novels.
Goinrg to theaters, partics,and balls
in all sorts of weather, in the thin-
est possible dress. Dancing till
in a complete perspiration, and
then going home without sufficient
over garments through the cool,
damp air. :

3. =leeping on feather beds, in

seven by nine bedrooms, without
ventillation at the top of the win-
‘dows. and especially with two or
_more persons in the same unventil-
Jated beidroom.
" 40 Surfeiting on hot and very
StimuMting dinners. Fating in a
“hurry, without masticating your
food, and eating heartily before
going to bed every night, when
the mind and body are exhausted
By the toils of the day and excite-
ment of the evening.

5. Begining in childhood on tea

and coffee, and going from one step
to anothcr, through chewing and
smoking tobacco, and drinking in-
toxicating liquors, by personal
abus~, and physical and mental
excesses of every description.
6. Marrying in haste, and get-
‘ting an uncongenial companion,
and livirg the remainder of life in
mental dissatisfaction. Cultivat-
ing jealousies and domestic broils,
and being always in a mental fer-
ment.

7. Keeping children quiet hy
giving paragoric and cordials; by
teaching them to suck candy; and
by supplying them with raisens,
nuts, and vich cake. When they

,

are sick, by giving them mercury,
tartaremetie, and arsenis, under
the mistaken notion thut they-uro
medicines, and not irritant,poisong.

8. Allowing the love of gain to
absorb our miuds so as to leave no
time to attend to our health. Fol-
lowing an unhealthy occupation
because money can be made by it.

6. Tempting the appetite with
bittersand niceties when the stom-
ach says no, and by foreing fuod
when nature does not demand,
and even rejects it.  Gormandiz-
ing between meals.

10. Contriving to keep in a con-
tinnal worry about something or
nothing, Giving away to fits of
anger.

11. Being irregular in all our
habits of sleeping and eating;
going to bed at midnight, and get-
ting up at noou. Eating too much
and tco many kinds of food, and
that which is too highly seasuned.

12. Negtecting to take proper
cure of ourselves, and notapplying
learly for medical advice when
disease first appears. Taking cele-
brated quack medicines to a degree
of making a drug-shop of the budy.

The above causes producc more
sickness, suffering and death, than
all the epidemucs, mzlaria, and
contagon combined with war, pesti-
lence, and famine. WNearly all
who have attained to an old age
have been remarkable for eqnani-
mity of temper, correct habits of
diet, drink aund rest.

-

Advantages of Politeness.
N elderly lady, passing down
abusy street in New-Haven,
was overtaken by a sudden
shower. She was some distance
from any acquaintance, and had
no umbrella. She was deliberat-
ing what to do when a ploasant
voice beside her said, “ Will you
take my umbreila, madam?? The _

%
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Specker :was-ar boy perhaps ten
“Years oldu + .
«¢Fhank youn,” said the lady, «1
.an:afraid you will get wet”

« Never mind me, ma’am ; T am
but a boy, and you are a lady.”

“ But perhaps you will accom-
pany me to a {riend’s, and then ]

shail not find it necessary to rob|

you.”
The boy did so, and received

the thanks of the lady, and de-
parted.

Two years rolled away. The
Jady oftenrelated the circumstance,
and often wondered what had be-
come of her friend, but thinking
never to see him again. In the
dull scason of the year this boy,
was thrown out of employment,
and the circumstance coming to
the kunowledge of this lady, she
gave him a good home till March,
when she introduced him to a good |3
sitnation. Venly, kindnessseldom
goes nunrequited, even in this
world.

The Disinterested Boy.

SNHE sun had set, and the
V#§ night was spreading its
®3'§ mantle over hill-top and
valley, and lonely wood
and busy village. While
the winds were beginning
to sweep through the trees, Jights
were lhere and there peeping
through the windows, to tell that,
tho’ the wind was cold and blust-
ering without, there might be peace
and comfort within.

At this hour Mr. Bradley passed
through a little village among
these hills, and urging his horse
forward as the niglrt became dark-
er, took his avay, through the main
road toward the next town, where
he wished to pass the night. As
he 3 d the last house in the
villaze he thought he heard some
, one call but supposing it.might

be some hoy shounting.tosmothry
boy, he thought little of dt:liie
heard the call again aid- againg
at last it occurred to him- ithat
some one might wish-to speak to
him, and he stopped the paceiaf
his horse and laoked behind the
chaise to see if he couid d]SCUVGI
who was calling.

“« Stop, sir, stop,” said a little
boy, who was running with all his
might to overtake him.

Mr. Bradley stopped his horse,
and a little boy of eight or ten
vears came up, panting at every
breath.

“« Well, my little fellow, what
doyou wish for ?’ said Mr. Bradley.

“Your are losing your trunk,
sir,” answered the boy as soon as
he could speak. e

“ And so you have run all thas
way to tell me of it, have!yownly
good boy ?”’

“ Yes, sir.”

Mr. Bradley jumped antof s
chaise, and saw tha:, hig. 1rm1k
which was strapped underneath
his carriage, was unfasteriéd " at
one end, so that a sudden- jolt
might have lost it without know-
ing were it had gone.

¢ You are very kind, my. llttale
lad,” said the rrentleman, “to-take
all this trouble; you have saved
me from losing my trunk, and: I
feel much obliged to you. And,
now, you are tall enough to hold
my horse while I fasten the trank
as it should be 7 said Mr Bradley.

¢« Oh, yes,sir,” said tke boy step-
ping up and tauking hold of the
bridle. He held the horse-till Mr.
Bradley was ready to start, and
then said ¢ Good night, sxr,” and
stepped away.

« Stop a moment,” said Mr.
Bradley, taking a shilling from his
pocket ; “ here is a piece of money
to pay you for your trouble,and I
feel very greateful besxde >

“ No, sir; thank you,” said the

IR
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boy,casting his eye full in the
gdntlsman’s face, “ do you think T
would take money forsucha thing
as'that

oo 4. Ah1?*said Mr. Bradley as he
afterward related the story, “ T saw
by his noble look that he had run
from one half to three-quarters of
a mile for the sake of doing a kind-
ness to a stranger, and not for the
hope of pav ; and I could not find
it in my heart to urge him to take
the money. for I knew that the
thought of doing good'was greater
reward to him than money could
have been. So I bade him ¢ good
pight and he ran toward home,
while I gave whip to the horse
and again rode briskly on; butl
often think of that journey, and
the noble-hearted boy who lived
.among tae hills.”— London Child’s
“Companion.

Studying Grammar.

osepH T. Buck-
INGHAM, one of
‘the best of Jiv-
ing writersand
grammarians,
once said that
“ Not one child
in a thousand
ever received
the least bene-

fit from studying the

rules of grammar be-

fore he was fifteen

A7 years old.”

4 e believe that count-

55

AP less thousands of dollars
-®3~ | are more than thrown
‘oA  away, in defective modes

-~ e of modern schoo] teach-
-ing. Children are put to studies
long before their time—long before
their minds are capable of com-
prehending their nature—and in
thé vain and peinful effort to do
it; disease is often engendered, by
the premature and undue straining
of the brain, to say nothing of that

distaste and utter avepsion tostudy,
which is a very naturdl. ressh,
lasting sumctimes for bife; thus de-
stroying, in embryo, minds:which,
had they been duly led, might
huve been the ornaments of any
age.

We consider it a radical defect
in our schools, that children are
made to study branches which are
above their comprehension, allied
to an error not less mischevious, of
b2ing sent to school too ecarly. A
child should never be allowed to
enter a school-room, not even a
Sunday-school, if it has religious
parents, until the seventh year,
and for the next three years,
should be allowed to study but
one branch at a time, in the fore-
noon, and aund in the afternocon ; to
have no studying to do at home,
and be compelled to play m the
open air, at least three hours after
breakfast and two hours after din-
ner; the remaindcer of the fime
being expended in some pleasur-
able and useful handicraft.

From ten until sixteen, we would
have them give four hours daily to
brain work, learn one ihing ata
time, making thorough work of
that one thing, so as never tohave
to learn it again, or unlearn a por-
tion of it. .

What a Suabeaw Did-
Writlen for little folks lile herself, by a
girl eleven years old.
AN what use am T? thonghta
.Zitt]e sunbeam ; “it is as well
that 1 should withdrav my
light ; why should God have made
such poor feeble sunbeam as I am??
But after a while better thonghts
came into his mind, and he said,
God must have made the weakest
and feeblest for some use, and if1
try to do what I can, it will please
him.?>’ Sojt shone with all its
might through the glossy leaves of
o banyan tree under which a little
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copper-colored child was- crying
with hunger and weariness. Tt
had heen forsaken by its heathen
mother. The little tody-bird in
the tree over its head was more
feeling than she, for it was flying
back and forth 1o its curious nest,
carefully feeding its young., But
the child’s uttention was arrested
at the sight of the sunbeam dane-
ing on the glossy plumage of a
parrot,and it clapped itslittle hands
and laughed. “The sunbeam saw
it, and went away with a happier
heart.

The little sunbeam then tried
what goud itcould do on the ocean.
So it shone brighter than ever, and
the waves sparkled in its light. A
young lady on board a vessel, who
had left her home and friends to
go and teach the poor heathen
children about their Father in
heaven, saw it, and was comforted.
So the sunbeam went away. It
had done its errand there.

“ Mother,” said a poor, pale, sick
hoy, “please to open the shutter,
and let in that stray sunbeam
which has come to cheer me with

its presence.” Thesunheam heard
the words, and did its best to-cheer
him.

He now entered a home where
poverty dwelt, and comlforted the
heart of the lone one who was
wenrily using her needle. Ter
heart was drooping, but when she
caught sight of the sunbeam hope
revived, for she thought “ God
gives his light to this little sun-
beam, and he surely will not leave
me in darkness.”

He next found his way iuto a
beautiful and costly mansion,
where wealth and luxury dwelt.
 There can be nothing hut happi-
ness here,”.said the sunbeam, and
it was about to withdrawn when
it was drawn back by a low moan.
Within therz lay asufferinginvalid,
and, though surrounded by all the

Inxuries that life conld _enjoy, she
was not happy.  She felt she was
going to die. The sunbeam fell
across her couch.  She thought of
the verse, “Tam the light ofﬂ)é
world 3 he that followeth me shall
not wall in darkness but shall
have the light of life.”” She cast
berself upon Christ. Her burden
fell.

Thns it went on from day to-
day, doing what it could, and
never again was heard to ask, « Of
what use am 1.—The Appeal.

I Hate The Bowl

A young lady at New York wasg in the
habit of writinge for the Philadelphia
Ledger on the subject of Temperancs. Hef
writings evinced such deep emotion that
a friend of hers accused her of being a
maniac on the subject of Temperance—
whereupon she wrote the following stan
288. ‘

Go feel what I have felt,
Go bear what I have borne—
Sink 'neath the blow a fatlier dealt,
And the rold world’s proud scorn,
Then suffer on from year to year—
Thy sole relief the scorching tear.

Go kncel as I have knelt,
Tmplore, beseech and pray—
Strive the besotted heart to melt,
The downward course to stay,
Be dashed with bitter curse aside,
Your prayers burlesqued, your tears defied.

Go weep as [ have wepf,
(Oer & loved father’s fall—
See every promised blessing swept— -
Youth’s sweetaess turned to gall—
Life’s fading flowers strewed all the way—
That brought me up to woman’s day.

Go see what I have seen,
Dehold the strong man bowed—
With gnashing teeth—1lips bathed in blood,
A cold and livid b-ow ;
Go catch his withered glance and see
There mirrored his soul’s misery. -

Go here, and feel, and see, and know,
All that my soul had felt and known,
Then leok upon the wice cup'’s glow, *
Sec if its beauty can atone— ret e
Think of its flavor you willfry -+ .t
When all proclaims * *tis drink.and diel?
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T8l mé T fars the bowl—
‘“Huté'is a foeble word,
I'loathe— anBOR—mYy very soul

. With strong disgust is sturred,
‘When I see, or hear, or tell,
Of the datk BEVERAGR OF HELL |

“The Words are too Stout For Me.”
Wzt N incident occurred a

) few months since, in one
\\ of our Public School,
which, I think, though
A8 I some may call it trivial,
worth preserving. In these days
of distrustfalness—in this progres-
sive age, when the tootering form
and the silver hairs are revere!
but too often for the sake of some
pecuniary profit, it is pleasant to
feel and to know that some hearts
still throb with noble and mauly
impulses, and reverence gray-hair-
ed age because it is 7ight, and not
froow  any mercenary motive.
‘While Mr. V——, our respected
music teacher, was engaged in
giving his weekly lesson to one
of our schools, and while the
scholars were singing a song, the
first words of whichare, T believe,
« Oh, yes, dearest brother, we miss
thee,” he observed iu one part ot
the room,one of the largest scholars
weeping bitterly. He was an
English lad; -and upon being
questioned as to the cause of n.s
grief, replied in the phrasealogy
peculiar to the section of England
from which he had come, “ The
words are too stout for me.” It
appears that but a short time be-
fore he had left his home—father,
mother, brothers, and sisters—and
comingtothis country,commenced
going to school here,and the bean-
tiful words of the song he had
heard that day, brought vividly up
before his mind, all the scenes of
his boyhood’s home, and those that
dwelt in it, and had stirred his
heart so that his {eelings expres-
sed. themselves in the quaintly
worded-sentcuce ¥ The words are

too stout for me.” Volumes could
not have told more. ‘The son,
thongh far from all scenes and
faces dear to his heart, yet wa$
kept in the ¢ paths of pleasantness
and peace,” by the «long arm of 2
parent’s influence,” which reached
far over the wave, and guided with
them the feet of that wandering
son. Reader, you who are immers-
ed in the cares and sorrows of this
bustling life, you who have wand-
ered off from your early home, and
“almost forgotten the silver-hair-
ed pair who blessed vouas you lefi
them, to plod for yourself life’s
weary road ;* you, I say, when
your mind shall wander back to
years agone, do not feel ashamed
to drop a tear as thc quivering ac-
cents of a parent’s voice shall hng-
er in your ears, and say, “The
words are loo stout for me.” Par-
ent mother, parent father, let your
household fires burn brightly ; let
vour faces beam with joyoussmiles;
fet from your months come kind
words, and from your hands gentle .
Jeeds, and then will the son, though
perhups far from you, and separat-
ed from your heartli-stone fires by
mountain and sca, see in his mind’s
eye his childhoud’s home, and be
warned from the tempter’s paths
by the remembrance of those kind
words spoken long, long years be-
fore ; und as the parting blessing
of a mother, or the words of some
old song, oft sung around the
family altar, rings in his ears, will
he say, “ The words are too stout
for me.”

‘WHicti 1s 10 BE PITIED T—A Gas-
con preacher stopped short in his
pulpit; it was in vain that he
scratched his head, nothing would
come out. ¢ My friends,” said he,
as he wulked quietly down the
pulpit stairs, ¢ I pity you, for you
have lost a fine discourse.”
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Curious Facts of Natural History.

A sineiE female house-fly pro-
duces in one season 20,080,320.

Some female spiders produce
nearly 2,000 eggs.

Dr. Bright published a case of
an egg producing an insect 80
years after it must have been laid.

About thirty fresh water springs
are discovered under the sea, on
the south of the Persian Guif.

A wasp’s nest usnally contains
15,000 or 16,000 cells.

The Atlantic Ocean is estimated
at three miles, and the Pagific at
four miles deep.

There are six or seven genera-
tions of gnats in a summer, and
each lavs 250 eggs.

There are about 9,000 cellsin a
square foot of heney-comb. 5,000
bees weigh a pound.

A swarm of bees contains from
16,000 to 20.000 in a natural state,
and from 80,000 to 40,000 iu a
hive.

The bones of birds are hollow,
and filled with air instead of mar-
row. :

A cow eats 100 lbs, of green
fuod every 24 hours, and yields
five quarts, or ten pounds of milk.

Fish are common in the seas of
Surinam with four eyes; two of
them ou horns which grow on the
top of their heads. Two thousand
nine hundred silk worms produce
one pound of silk ; but it would re-
quire 27,000 spiders, all females, to
produce one peund of web.

Capt. Beaufort saw near Smyrna,
in 1811, a cloud of locusts 46 miles
long, and 300 yards deep, contuin-
ing, as he caleulated, 169 billions.

Lewenhoeek reckoned 17,000
divisions in the cornea (outer coat
of the eye) of a butterfly, cuch cne
of which, he thought, possessed a
crystaline lens. Spiders, ate, are
similarly provided for. ,

The spring of a watch weighs
015 of a grain; a pound of iron

makes 50,000. The pound of steel
costs 2d; a single spring 2d; so
that 50,000 produces £416.

With a view to collect their
webs for silk, 4,000 spiders were
once obtained, but they soon killed
each other. Manufacturers and
war never thrive together.

Spiders have four paps fer spin-
ning their threads, each pap having
1.000 holes ; and the fine web ijtself
the union of 4,000 threads. No
spider spins more than four webs,
and when the fourth is destroved
they seize on the webs of others.

Every pound of cochineal con-,
tains 70,000 irsects boiled to death,
and from 600,000 to 700,000 pounds
are annually brought to Europe for
scarlet and crimson dyes.

A queen-bee will lay 200 eggs
daily for 50 or 60 days, and the
cggs are hatched in three days.
A single queen-bee has been stated
to produce 100,000 bees in a season.

The quantity of water discharg-
ed into the sea by all the rivers in
the world, is estimated at 36 cubic
miles in a day; hence it would
take about 35,000 years to create
a circuit of the whole sea, through
clouds and rivers.

River water contains about 28
grains of solid matter to every
cubic foot. Hence, such a river as
the Rhine, carries to the sea every
day 145,980 cubic feet of sand or
stoune.

Mole-hills are curiously formed
by an outer arch impervious to
rain, and an internal platform with
drains, and covered ways on which
the pair and young reside. The
moles live on worms and roots,
and bury themselves in any soil in
a few minutes.

THE FORCE oF ARGUMENT.—
« Knowledge is power,” as the
man said when he knocked his
neighbor down with a volume of
the Penny Magazine.



