VOL. 3,

— =iy ™ " - -

i —— e T

e = T A S L

A FAMILY NEWSPAPER:—-Devoted to Local, Gene

e ——— -

| —

- - -

— e e e S — e

— e —

CAMBRIDGE, MD., WEDNESDAY

- el - = - g ol
-

TERMSTO CLUBS
Price of subscription for “Americank
advance,
ubs ot Si1x one year,
of ' veELvE,"one year,
of TweNTY, One year,

avableinewch casein adve . Pers vho ! , . : :
) cich casein advance. Personswho i . cyydle has been whispering with the Maid.—

getup clubs are entitled to a copy gratis.

POETRY.

| e o '
- - — - = il — =3 el e a

P —

-

Our Fiag.

On with the Spangled Banner, onl
Let cowards stay behind—

The flash that tells cf victory won
Will strike a craver. blind.

The «ilk which glittersin the light,
Will ceacze its folds to wave,

If ’neath it, in the hour of hzht,
Are any vut the brave.

And whether upon mountain steep,
It brothers with the j1ne—

Or, dashing o'er the rolling deep,
Claims kindred with the brine.—

Still bear the banuer boldly on—
The stripe and Eagle's forin—

Bear it, all crilliant in the sun,
All scatheless i the storw,

-

The Trumpet
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Thc trumjet’s voice hath roused the land,
Light up the beacon pyre!

A hundred hills bave seen the brand,
And waved thesign of firel

A bundred banners to the Jrecze
Their gorgeous folds have cast;

Aund hark! was that the sound of seas?
A king to war went past!

The chief is armiog 1n hbis hall,
The peazant by bis hearth,

The mourner hears the thrilling call,
And raizes from the earthl

The motker on her first born son
Looks with a bouaing eyve—

They ¢o.me not back, though all he won,
W hose young hearts to leap so high.

The bard hath ceased his song, and bound
T Lie talchion 10 his side;

E’en from the marriage altar crown'd,
The lover quits bis bride:

And all this haste, and change and {zar,
By earthly clarion spread!

How will it ;e when kingdoms hear
The blast that wakes tie dead.

Ob, mock me not! my brow is cold,
My eves, no longer bright,
Speak more than these pale lips have told,
Fazewell! farcwell! “good night,”
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The Little Coflin.

We cannot iimagine anything more exquisite

» 1 ' 13 . - Mrs > - 7
of the hind than this poem, by Mrs H. L. Bost ' You may well say that.

speale vith thunder; you would'unt pretend
to <leep then, 1 wouid wake all the sleep
- out of you

wich.
gce to read througi.
"Twas a tiny, rosewood thing,
Eben bound, and glittering
With its stars of silver wtite,
Silver tablet: blank and bright,
Downy pi:lowed, satin lined, =
That 1, loitering, chanced to find
'Mid the lii_ll:-:.lzr and scent and EIUOIH
Of the undertaker's room,
Waiting, empty —ah! tor whom?

Ab! what loved-watched cradle bed
Kceeps to-night the nestling head,
Or on what soft, pillowing breast

Is the cherub formatrest,

That ere lene with darkened eye.
SICEIIiIIg O no lll“hh_}',

Whitely robed, still and cold,

Pale flowers slipping trom its hold,
Shall thisdainty couch cnfold?

Ah! what bitter te:rsshall stain
All this satin sheet like rain,
And what toweriog hopes be hid
*Neath this tiny cofiin lid,
Scarcely large enough to bear
Little words that must be there,
Little wordsz, cut deep and tiue;
Blec ding mother’s hearts anew-—
Sweet, pet name, and “AGED TWOl”

Oh, can sor-ow’s hoverirg plume
Round our pathway cast a gloom,
Chill aud darksoweas the shade
By an infant’s coflin made!

From our :ims an angel flies,
And our startled, dazzled eves,
Weeping round its vacant place,
Caunnot rise its path to trace,

Cannot zee tae angel facel
[ ]
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It is one of those poews that one canuot
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| say poor girl, Mr.

$ut 1’1l not endure 1it.
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[ISCELLANY

I L e '
From the London Punch.

Mrs. Caudle’s Curtain Lectures.
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Mrs Caudle, j.ea?ou:; and indignant

A pretty pass things have come to, Mr.

' Caudle.
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Men won't know who are their
own wives by and by  So, your Skylarks
are not enourh to take your attention from
your wife, but you must be saying soft
things to our maid of all work! You say
you didu’t? I say yon did.
think to deceive me, Caudle. 1 see it all.
[ know vou too well  [ts a burning shame
so it is, that you the father of a lovely fam-
ily, and the husband of a devoted wife,
should whisper to the maid.  But you did
Mr. Caudie. —say —you—iid!
didn’?
What is your word worth, Mr. Caudle,
when you lie right into my fice?  But the
maid shall budge I won’t keep her an-
other day.
cage, if 1 have to do all hex work mysell.
Lord kpows I work hard enough as it 1s.
Bat I won’t have that wench about the
house. PPoor girl, you sav? You wonldn't
Caudle, if you wasn'tin
love with her. It's no use. 1 see how 1t
is. Poor girl, indeed: 1 should hLke to
know whe is to support poor girls, who
doun't know where they belong, or Low to
behave themselves.  We women work aud
drudge, just to sce our maids of work do
nothing bui whisper with our Lhusbauds. —-
But I'll not indure it, Caudle, You say
hold my tongue?
toneue! A pretty figure 1 should make
holding my tongue, and you whispering
all the time with my mad.

I tell you again 1ts no use for you to
deny it. I sce the guilt in your face; or
<hould see it if there was a’light In the
room. 'LThe more shame you lor blowinge
out the candle so long before you got 1nto
bed. Men don’t blow out candles unless
they bave something to be ashamed of —
[1l discharge her
irst  Poor girl, agaiul  You would pro-
voke u saint.  Luat [l have my revenge.
11 tear the hous: donvn about vour cars.—
We'll see then who will whisper to the
Nothing good comes of whispering
what honest tolks
] don’t wh fhj)m'?

[ wish 1

matd.
1 <hould hke to know
have to whisper about.
could

And next we shall have an ciopement.
Do not say feol, Mr  Caudle. Nobody is
a fool exeep* for marrying vou. I say we
shall bave an clopement and you will be
pat in all the papers. Rickard Caudle,
Iisquire, gone off with his servant maid,
leavirg a lovely and disconsolate wife and
three children. The maid not handsome
cither. Would not that be a fine story
for the rising generation to read? Yon
say vou will elopeif 1 dont hold my tonguc?
Y ou shall not elope—and 7 wont hold 1wy
tonzue. 1 will watch you, and follow you
to the ends of the earth, like a poor. pa-
tient. abused wife as T am.  Buat yon shall
not go— Il tear the girl's eyes out first —
And you shall‘not go to slecp, cither. You
only make believe so. You neednt sore
<o for I dont hearit 1 <o—ut sn—snore

[llcre Mrs (laudle’s clam-shell closed
from very weariness and she slept.d

Claudle has venlured to insinuate that Mrs C2
! ad beller not rua aboul so much.

My. Caudle, it would try the patience of

a saint  Go abroad too much; you micht
»s well say that if staid out with the Sky -

larks or other precious follows, till mid | ; _
' full of noisy, dirty boys, and mighty proud
' she 1s ot then.

night spending more thau I earned. But
it is just so always with poor women. Slie

- ) Y e .'
You neeant | von take never to

b o

Was ever a mar. so deceitful?—

She shall go, bag and bag- |

No, I'll not hold my |
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111 2o home to mother's, aund pine in soli-
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Don't he a dunce, sirl
or
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tude, and die a victun to your treatment
. e - 7
Ounce 1t was not so.  You used to say my

deeline and early death, and then what will
your devoted Caundle do:
die too. Go abroad, my dear. you would
say, and let the healthful breezes kiss that
lovely cheek.

» -
‘only four or five diys in a week, you call
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 sleep too?

)-Ull |

ment takes away my appetite.
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must be a slave aud found fault with be- |

me a ‘gadder about.” Precious good care

o with me,

xet into bed agun
[ wont sleep with you anothier nicht,— | a word!

L
|
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MORNING,
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JULY 29, 1857.
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'his treatment is horrible! Never spoke

r

“er had spoke to you sir! When ysu came

|

bowineg and bending, and pleading, with

| - vour hat in your hand, and your hypocrit-
' dear Mrs. Cauvdle, 1 fear you shut yourselt | cal smiles, and beseechied me to make you
“up too much at home, you will bring on 2 |

[le will pinec and |
' room like a ereat fool as you are.

so unspeakable happy as to become Mirs
Caudle, 1 was fool enouch then to speak
a word that sct you dauncing about the
The

most unfortunate word I ever said was yes

Now, because [ venture out |

What are you tossing about in that way j

for, Mr. Candle.
in pain.
sleep!

[ don’t wonder vou are

Doun’t tell me you want to go to
Don‘t you suppose [ want to go to
Dat I can't sleep—such tireat-

me wish to be an Arabian savage, on the
deserts of America, wandering abeut 1n
the tropical climates of the north, rather
than be the wife of so unfecling a man,

Aund so vou won‘t marry again to piease
me! You shall wmarry again! My ®hil-
dren shall have a mother as long as they
them!  None of your foolish chits who
think they know more thau their pareunts.
[-1l tell you who you shall marry. A pru-
dent, respectabie aged woman, who will
have a brizht eye to your fooleries,—and
not be so weak and forgiving and kind as
[ have been.  You shall marry, Mr. Cau-
dle.—and these shall be my last words—
You shall marry the widow—

[Here, says Candle's manusaript, my
wite dropped off, and 1 was spared the pain
of hearing the name of some antiguated
lady as my sceond wife. Never was L more
unfeiznedly thankful for any sleep, than
for this. |
\r. Cieudle has exrpressed a wish that one of his

numerous ‘tiltle wesponsibilivies’ were of the inas-
culine gender- Mrs, Caudle vs horriv-struck.

Mr. Caudle, the judgements ol heaven
will fall on you. 1 should not be surpris-
ed if you were to be struck down, Imding
ConTt with the order of nature—and repin-
ine at the blessings that are thrown into
your lap. 1 wonder what you won't say
noxt.  Wishing one of our darling girls
was chaneed into a bov.  Caudle. youll
be punished for this. 7" here mizht as well

qe no punishments, if o man 13 not made
1o teel them after such a Lorrible wishl

What are you fighting and swearieg at
t}at rate with? O, bed-bug!  Itis notso
Caudle, 1t is only a trick tostop me from
saving a word. 1 cannot speak o word
2fter 1 eome to bed, but there is a shirt
button. a puddine, or a bed-bug thrown
into my face.  You way lay and talk. and

§

find fault, and seold —=bat as soon as your
slave of o wile stys a word, she's iusulted
with 2 fline about bed-bugs, or told to stop |

And this 1s the

Lier everiasting tongue.

iroatment I receive, afier slovinz mysetl

to lmil H | niu: ]]:l lulin{;' f-rl‘ :,'1}111‘ lllllll*.:rl

[t wasn't hait done do you say?  Oh.
(Caudle, if vou don’t come to proverty, and
Fnow what 1t 1s to wanta mouthful of din-

ner, there is an end of justice—iurning

up vour nose at a lovely, niee pudding, that

tired your poor wife almost to death to!

(3*11)1{!

it makes |

*, that
| teli me!
talk all the time, and 1 can hardly speak
live—and she shall be a good mother to

| question with rzncrant simplicity

.

|

And so you want a fusty, noisy tyke of |

a boy about the house,
our pretty littde lady Caudles. And 1
ouldn’t be surprised to hear that yvou had
mentioned 1t at tiat prt:ciuu.ﬁ club of yours
—and the fellows there patted you on tie

instead of one of

baek, and told you that you oucht to stand
ap for your rights. 1 shouldn’t wonder if
that Prettyman went home and told his
wife of it, aud had a hearty laughat your
making a fool of yourself, She's got a house

[.et me cateh bher laugh-
ine at me beeause my boysare are all gicls

|

i
|

!
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to your impudencel and sorry enough 1
am for it What business had you t9

" come around dear mothers house, and beg
"me to goa walking with you, and a wheed-

hie me with your nonsensc?

Oh, you're not asleep then.
you say, Mr. Caudle? You wish 1 had
<aid no/  Caudle, I cannot endure thisi—
[ ean’t. 1f I were not o patient Chris-
tian, I should die under the burden!

I suppose when you get through at that
Club of yours, you tell those pretty fellows

Cthere. thateyou'll go home and wake fun

0,

1 <diould ever live to be fun of. Don'e
I've no doubt you say so.  You

of vour wife—or cateh a bed-bug!

a word for my:’-:f:lt'. 2at the time wiil soon

come, Caudle, when you will not have your

yoor Marearet te find fault with, and make
fun of I feelit coming on, Caudle, 1 am
breakine down.  You may laugh and kick
round, but you'll find it so. 1 aint a stock
nor a stone!  Done the best 1T could, as
[ have, and then be twitted beeause we
have no boys ameng our little ones—as
thourh that was my fault—as  though my
Olewentina, and Avabella, and Ariminta
and Znabella, and Sophiama, end  Angeli-
ca,
lowrre boys in the Kingdom.

Oh, Caudle

What did |
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cast of 1iden. "1f luden represents

itants of that region in every age:
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Thore's one word I wish 1 nev- | meaning of this, the graves In the church-

yard send back their low replies; and then
| know the sccret of this bond =-we arc
orphans. Alas! who can feel for the or-
phan except those who have suffered 1n
like manner.

— el Pt

The Posteritv of Cain.

(lain’s settlement, after the curse set up-
on him by the Lord. was the land of Nod
the
between India and the 'Xile
have been

whole district
then this must

and Western Tartary. The exact coun-
try onr geography cannot define. Two
~eculiarities have clracterized the iubab

It has
been a laud of Nod, that 1s wandering, ub-
settled, as to a large share of its] popula-
tion; and yet it has been. strange to say,
a land remarcable for the magnitude,

erandeur, wealth manufactures, learning

i
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you arc a cold hearted—making fun—Dbed- |

bug—Dbroken. hearted—angel,

[ At this tune, says Caudie’s MS, my
wite's tongue rested—and  scon after 1
fell into a troubled sleep—1n which 1 saw
visions of dirl}*f:u::.‘:l boys—Mus. Caudle
in fits--and thought a bed-bug us large
as au elephant reste] on my breast!]
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The Orphan’s Reoverie.

Tuey tell me I am an orphan: that un- |

derneath the two green mounds in the
chu=ch yard, repose the ashes of my par-
ents.  These words bear the imprint of
capacity could grasp theie meaning. did 1

port of words I so often heard. Alas! 1
question no longer, for from the depths of
my heart an answer is borne, th:e meaning
of which is fearfully plan. To be unloved
while others drink deep from the fount of

ffeetion—never to feel the L':lr(r;-:billg arms |

of 2 mother twined about my ucek—no
more to iist the heart felt tones of a fatler’s
prayer in supplication for his child, nor
foel the pressure of a hand lad upon my
head in blessing—never again to pour into
sympathizing bosoms the tale of youthful

theyv fall and unite with mine in sympathy

—e-never to behold the smile of encearage. |4 gready hand he writes,—/’assiug away,

ment when difficultics surround my path, :_ upon Lis bright season of cxistence.

or feel the warm kiss of upprn'r‘.":ll when

snccessfully combat with sinful indalgence; | 5 in the little bark of stern realities while

above all, no more to find a culde and

counsellor through the temptations and | present & with the diamond key of associ-

i:-‘::

* i) 1 - # e b ) i - - - 2 _
Alone, unloved, tneared | yigne, aud in the separations of this yo 1th -

trials that beset my pathway.  Thus it

the 1. |

" yet murderers and thieves claiming

men whe scem
a1e not Letter than all the neisy. hal- ¢

and cemmeree of its citics—just as the ear-
ly cultivation of the arts by the descen-
dents of Cain might suggest. Nowhere
else in the world has been seen the ming-
line ¢f such contrarietics and of such ex-
tremes.  The traveler with peril pene-
trates to the centres of these wild and
erand landscapes, where eved Nature col-
lects the highest mountains and deepest
chasms in the world—the most savage

sterility, and gardend®f the very nrimeval |

Paridisaic fruits. DBut when he does £o,
he is amazed by the fortifications. the pal-
aces, the libraries, the foundries. the baz-
zars, the temples. e meets there with
the genuine offspring of
ting prodigies of learniug  that wander
over the continent like vagabonds: speak-
ine wmany languages, poets, nhilosopliers,
decent

' from Isreal. as from Alexander the Great,

I|
¢
I
\

vet lyina, abjeet, knavish beggars, ped-
dline in the same house diamonds, pills,
I unsceripts, carments, [murls, antiquars
ian relics, musk. shell, or cutlery, whieh

distances, out

they Lave carricd 1mmense

| with distrust of every one, they keep con-

cealed till opportunity for their disposal
presents itsell; the acceutest, bascst, unhap-
piest of maunlkind. The temper and the
bonn of the first murderer’s family remain

with them, afier all the changes of six

" thousaud years, till this day.

vyt |
| years gone by, for long ere my childish

0
¥

|

i

i3t

corrow. and witness the pearly drops as | . otious
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p'isa Time for XMcmory

The days of our sejourn in the peaceful
vale of happiness are even now stationed
ns sentinels in the dim land of the past.—
They have wafted to us upon their angel
wings, golden moments that were freigh-
ted with clouds of sadness and silver drops
of joy. Little strecams of eladness found
their course with the mighty river of time
aud when the mist of darkness penetrates
the ymlll;ful heart, its power was pot suf-
Geient to darken life’s sunuy hours, for up-

S —

on the piniuns of hope we soared above the

and ‘found the sunshiue of joyous

But now how changed! guly

memory stands near watehing fate as, with

Sad the thousht that we st journey

“memory stays in the flowery path of the

for?——terrible words which sink deeper -

to my Leart at every new proot of coldness
and neglect.

Ill)'

hor t eome to me, but she
[ called lnm]lyt:mtl more wildly than be-
fore. and then a voiee of mournful tender-

' ons chain shall be severed, aud the last |0 57 0 ° = 0o .
farcwell spoken, she will seize the parting it—if it's.a shilling, hand 1t over—you

[ rambled ihrouch the churchyard to

day, for 1 was sad and lonely, and datd | plice them among the lingering memo-

my head on the green mound where sleeps | oo of forimer times,
mother, and ia piteous accents besougat |

heeded me not, !

:1timl llllhl(:i{.‘i Illc casl:et. (}f fnml I‘CCO“{:C-

fel band, when the magic links of afice..
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in the wild |

: : : .+ rel of ale 1n your room.
mountainous regloas of Northern India | J

- ﬁ-lu- - *
| woven itself into mine, and when 1 ask the go outsre prefer ourselves and .our easey

gnd ihe greatesi good that comes to a mau-
from a woman‘s sceiety®is; that he has td
think of somnchody besides Limself, to whom
he is beund to be constantly attenlive and

respeetful.—Thackery's Lectures,

S ————
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ilow Ak StrexcenreNen Hir—A stu-
dent of one of our State Colleges had g
barr:l of ale depesited in his room—con-
travy, of coursefto rule aod usage. He
received a summons to appear before tad
President, who sald—

Qir. 1 am informed that you have a bar-

Y es, sir. |
JWell, what explanations can you make?
Why the fact is, sir, my physician el

' vised me to try a little each day as a tonig

L
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Neither, in the echo of memorys sweet |

music the sound that falls upon our cars, | el
3 < s ; L“““.'
her side, methinks,are seen two spirits ALt

l;y

and not wishing to stop at the various
places where the beverage s retailed, 1
concluded to have a barrel taken to my

{ndeed. And have “vou derived any
benefit fromn the use of 1t/

Ah, yes, sir.  When the barrel was
first taken to my room, two days sioce,
1 could scareely lift it; now 1 ecan carry
it with the greatest ease.

We believe the witty student was dis-
charged without special reprimand:

—_—— e - —————————

A Spmeited Bripe.—:1 couple were go-
ing to be warried, and had procceded as
far as the church door. The gentleman
then stopyed his intended bride, and thus
unexpectedly addressed her— -

My dear Eliza, during our courtship 1 -
have told you much of my mind; but }
have not told ycu the whole  When we
are married 1 shall insist upon three things.

What are they? asked the lady.

tu the first place; said he 1 shall sleep
alone, cat aloue. and find fault where there
is no cccasion. Can you submit to these
conditions?

)4 yes, sir. very casily, was the reply;
for if you sleep alone 1 shall not, if you
cat alone 1 shall cat first, and as to your
finding fault without occasion, that 1 thinlk
may be prevented, for 1 will take care that
you shall not want occasion.

The conditions being thus adjusted they
praceeded to the altar, and the ceremony
was performed.

-_— t————————

Pcst Oerice Axecpore —The Newbu
ryport 1lerald tells the following post ofs
fice ancedote:

A r}.lp at the delivery.

Postmaster.—Well my lad; what will-
you have?

Boy.— Here's a letter. she wants 1t to
o along as fast as it can, cause there's a
feller wants to have her here, and she's
courted by another feller who aint here,

and she wants to kuow whether he‘s going

to have lier or not.

[Having delivered his messags with em-
phasis, ihe boy departed, leaving toe post~
masicr so convulsed withilaughter that he
could make no reply.

__._——-——-——-O—fw—

IattLe TiiNas.—Springs are little things
but they are sources of large streams—a
heln is a little thing but it governs tho
eourse of a ship—a bridle bit is a littlo
thing, fbut sce its use and power; nails-
and pegs are little tlfings, but they thold
the large parts of large buildings together
a word. 2 look, a frown—all are little
things, but powerful for good or evil.—
Think of this, and mind the little things.
Pay that little debt—its promise, recdeem

1., know not what fmportant event hangs up-
words and sad, half-sorrowful smiles, and | {;H % Y &S up

i[Kcep your word sacredly—Keep 1€
to the children; they will mark it sooner
than any body elso, and the effect will prob-
bly bo as lasting as life. Mind the little

e ——————————
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ness mingled with mine aud tears fromy4460n; one pointing to au oasis 11 the | Y In the bull-fighting days, a black

% = l - ¥ @ - "] 1. =l ‘ 4 s
. _ ; ) | 'smith, who was rearine a bull pap, 1nduc-
other eyes were wartering the grecn sod. | desert of the future, where we may a1l : uit pup, u

) 3 - . . L '
A sweet ehild was knechng before me, ! - ed his old father to go cn all..fours and
and  with impulsive tenderness 1 clasped

ot awvain. the other, in mild aud gentle | = °. : i~
L RVEEN B i ; aud g= e [ niitate the bull. The canine pupil pinned
: Caceents, reminaing us that :
wer to my bosom, aud hushed her sobbiugs :
with rentle words. |
i

| the old man by the nose. The son, aisre-
aarding the paternal roaring,“exclaimed «=-
«\Whv do v caan thus. my darling " Hold him,Growler boy, hoid him! bear 19,
Ay i i e £ father.d bear it! ¢l be the malking of the
and why do you seek this lonely place to father.g bear 1t. ¢ the makng
[Hllll' ['nl'lll }'tilll' Sl'il'l'n“‘:ﬂ? l)k) )'ll'll not
I{lltn'f t!'.:lt )‘mll‘ 1:1[ ii | hlr:-‘;-_cf] e, oo |

pup,
| Dlessed for tears, and that a mother’s ho-

| som is the place of refuge instead of this
Cdamp grave? How can you erieve wiheh
| ,
|
i

i = & . ‘
When [ am dead, Mr Caudle, and | Lul.nm cateh her, that's all: She \\w::uhlu l
desire to Jauch but once—only once.
! Ifiest tearing this,

sides.
| shant live long—then you will have tune
to reflect oun tlliS, Do not tell me you | A lm_y in the house!

' would be sorry to have me die!l 1 dont then breaking that; now pulling the cat's
sympathy? 1When the waves of trouble sweep | Loljeve it.  You would be alad yon know | tail—then brought home kicsed by a horse

over him, and his heart is well nigh broken, then | yoy wonld ~ Then you could marry some | When eld tfllnll.i_‘ll to see ;;lhmlt fur |1im.-;‘.:1f
does the voice of symy athy fall upon bis woun-| fi -t of a gil‘l who would not bear with vour | runnine away from H.];nm._-nr_ aoing off to
« ded heart, like the reviving dewdrop on tbe | orrors as [ have done. Don't tell me U'm | sea!  Perhaps when a man, joining a club
drooping flower. |  indeed 1 know he would if hie took after

' a good girl, and you love me. You act as | .
Aud when his temples ure throbbing with though you do. Ouce ypu did, 'I'hen i ! his father. Caudle, I was not [':r{-p:u'ul tor
‘ diis treatment I have been ill-treated.

pain, and p,S frame is burning with fever, then | s dear Margaret, your honey,your sweet i
too do the acce1ts o1 - vmpathy fall sofdly on his | Jgove; now you tumble into bed at any tune | laughed at, swui'f:|:tt,l ::mllm'l-l to hold m_yl
. . ationllv his | " 1 1ust ve ; v - r before 1 had spolgen scarce a wWort
ear, and enable him 1o bear mlTC paticne. lllbi of mght,.nuq 14 [Jllbt venture to say that | tongue, Jbﬁ’“_ s _‘_‘ . = warlk
* :luut, l[ku 1€, yuu gﬁ to :-;[uep lmfurc thc —-‘JIIL 1t l'L‘IItHIL‘L‘:tl for tllln mght,b workk to

SUﬂ.L]liﬂ‘_"a. ‘ 1 1 .h, * lﬁ l IF l l l l {l 4
~ - r " o B 8 - Y "1 - US : | : { -‘I :

: - - - «aly yon wmarrying any of
sympathize with us in all our sorrows and ri . aver L caw.! Y9 arrying ably :
> _I g .Uu and b of . > .taat town to be <hall not survive such treatinentlong here
joys, one td whom we can pour out the feelings | these flaunty shings abu. ; | SR haps i I st ilie a
artg f . : - . ) ] t tie house | some comfort 1n thats Sl e, or £0
of our hearts, for how much lighter do troubies | piother to my children,y .. Yaun 2  hane to mother.-—and you will be left to
el 1 ‘ i : - s Tt ' -~ ;
appear after we have comnmunicated them ' AVES 1 "hat! v anttomean . 8 : : §
api : e mml till ahe leaves it. \} hat! you ae " T Gad facht and seoldto vourself.  Don’t tell
anotaer. to marry a sccond time! Nou't tell il ll of i only in fun. Fun indecd
If we have a true friend, though all others| that you unfeeling man. [tis just as much | me .. ‘ N e TR
forsake uz, she will cling to us through all,even | as to say [ lead you cuch a life that you | [t has come = I”-"-'“). ks s af Y:"“'
unto the end; such a fricnd we sbould take to | dare not, Dont say to me that you wont acknowledze you are  WMARIE M~ 7
. S . . # _—r
our bosoms, valued as a precious beon, yes even | marry again. Have you nj regnrt] for | wife.  Caudle, you tell a ».2FY:
as ajewel of inestimable value, v | yuur f;uuil '3 ft)r lny t,cut]cr clli!t]l"(f:ll, that Illl!l‘t come to hu:,l Lo lll:ll{(] f'lll,
. . . * | . ' .| 1" »r i SRS 1 17 b
“Sympathy is the magic chain of lite,” we ! will be motherless and almost fatherless— | they come for? 'I'hey comec to behave hike
. . . . i o _ \' - A
should therefore endeavor to cherish feelings of| for 1 am surc 1ts seldom the sweet things ' Christian penplu! Not to twit of bed-buags
interest in others —to rejoice with those who re- | will sce you. Caudle, if you dont murry |
joice, and weep with those who weep.” again when [ aro dead—it you dont pro-

and then ery fun.  There isn’t bugn this
bed—but there i1sa brute in it—a  brute
Sympathy is the golden link vide a mother for my darlings, I'll haunt, sir —that has a wife with the temper of a
In life’s uncertain chain, | you till you die. | lamb—a pattern of paticnce—that 1s put
Her voice doth bid man’s heart rejoice, What! do you say you'll marry amain
And so. thes it when 1n pain. il foia _ ksl
before 1 die, if it will please me! You

upon every day she lives by her husband |
wicked man. I shouldut wonder if you

From the Parthenian.
The Power of Sympathy.
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What iz there that cheers man so much as

“Were no earthly ties ¢’er riven,
Countent with loving this beautiful cartl.
We would seek no other heaven,
Sarair M. Youxa.
— Pt
Influence of YWoman |
|
(r l
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75 Some funny fellows says, A littlo
bark will make a rope, but it takes a large
' pile of wood to make a cord. T'hat must
lhave been in the good old times of honest

|
' measurement for every house-keeper knows

1t is better for you to pass an evening
once or twice a week in a young lady’s
“drawing room. even though the conversi-
tion is rather slow, and you know the girls
Hone to love, do well to weep aud refuse | songs all by heart, than in a club, tavern . ' _
to be (‘()lllfnl‘l{fll,’ ' Or 1 the I)i[ of a theatre. All amuscments t that IE takes a marvellons ll[t‘:} bit of WOO(I'
With choking sobs the sweet one point- | of youth to which women are not admitted | to make a crowd now-adays New-men.new
od to a new made grave, and then 1 woun | rely on 1t, are deleterinus in their nature. | MCASUTES.
dered no Jonger that her hieart was broken | All men whos avoid female society, have |
for her mother, too, was in Heaven.  Oh! | dull pereeptions, and are stupid, orhave Criaxce ror A Doctor o MAkE 3100_
then 1 drew the fiiendless orphan nearer | groscr tastes, and revolt against what 1s 'The Massachusetts Medieal Saci_ct,y offes»
my heart and we rent the air with our | pure. Your club swaggers, who are suck- t’l prize (;}f 51(}0 for the best dissertation
wailings till the san went down and the !ing the butts of billiard cues all night Cll pO 1 the following theme. ‘To what affee-
.l ﬁ!mrch-y:ml cerew more gloomy than ever. | femmale society stupid.  Poetry 1S 1uspprd | lon of t,'.m ]:l_ng.';:: tlnf_-s bronchitis givs ori-
Sl e 2t there, Gl the datip dows wois- | to a_joke; beauty has no charmsSgRgggint | Tho Gissartyion e b ! g
I il aar Tarahon® aud the nignt winds | blind man; music does not please a PoO paid, to 1‘1011_]_ ]u._Cﬂ'tOll. Roxbury, Mass.,
| A i shate Llask. beast who does not know oune tune from |on or before April 15, 1808.

chilled us ... s for | another; and as a true ('pif:ure 15 lml‘dly

()Il Illt! IMOrrow wo et trhﬂ!'ﬁ ﬂglll”, | -~y {il'l.‘(l “f watoer 'l“ChUv)' 'llltl bI‘OWIl '
Bt #rkr af ikl . ‘nto my soul | eve. A "
the first ray of sunlight stole .. J Pl ' hatter, |

while 1 strove to eomfort this sweet aricd ] b{'““‘] ana ..
of uffliction; and penchance 1t may grow 'mignl talking to a w | _
l:rigl*lcr as [ turn from Iy 0\wi trials to | womart, about ner glll coming ‘ ,[ﬂtl]t} Boy—- ch, ma‘am, all bnt Sa]ly
' beeause he knows ber angel temper will | lift the load from the gentle suflerer, who | boy at lston, and like the evenings enter- _-'s.nn. ‘

not resist—who seldom vpens her mouth. | looks to me for support. Ab, yes! my bles- | tatnment. One of the great benefits men | \ana:*‘\v“yr what‘s te matter with
were to fall out of bed. I am nfraid to | and when she does, there is nothing but sed mother taught me this truth, when, ' may derive from a womans gociety is, that | |,cp?
slcep with you, for fear we shall be swal- |
lowed up.  What are you doing; Mr. Cau-

puddmgs, or skylurks. or boys, or bed-| years ago, my childish compluints were | be 18 bound to be rc.spectful to them.— Litile an-—-()ll. nothin pat‘ticulnr——on-
i - R D (ol : bugs thrown 10to i! poured 1nto her ear, and slie bude me seelk | The habit is of great good to your moral lv sho had the whooping c:lugh_ once, and
e¢? getting ou’ of bed? . Don't tell me 1is
tn rolicve mv fears! Itg no such thing.—

2 mother's love i3 yours? “while b, with
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A Curoxic CoMpratsT.—Woman (to

lll‘OOSt J. call Sit’ 11“ l' l.lttlﬂ bl))r.)__,Jilnul.Y, arc )’{)UI' fOIkS alh
-l regulated, kndly | qei?

. - ant, or lier |

Ve

"Tis like the drop of cooling dew
Upon the drooping flower,

And casts the fainbow light of hope
Over the darkest hour.

It sympathy w fail to gain,
While here By tempests driven,
Let not our weary hearts grow ead
Jt will be foun® ’

Don't tell me that [ never spoke in my life | some afflicted sue and forget my griefs 1n | mewn, depend upon it Our education makes | 1,0 ain‘t never got over it. T'he caugh ain-t

us fight for oursclves, we yawn for our-j,f ayy account now but sho has the hoops

that I'm dumb! Ol Caudle, if it were a | ministering comfort.
| selves we light our pipes and say we wont desperate!

*“7. shine T ghould be out of temper. How strangely has this child‘a nature




