-
e — e

e ———

_ i
. - ar _—
— e — - —— —
e T i ey . o — - — L - -

B v -

DENTO

-

—

W o . — =} o - ' s - r

-

AMER]

Devoted to Politics, Vews, Science, Literature, JHorality, Local Jlatters, dgriculture, Advertising, 8.

(AN

-
..r--—l-|-----|-----'---'-——-—--_q"'*'-l---w.-l —cmme . EFTETEEm e T S TR R T

—

TUESDAY, SE

e e R L =

— e

, MD.,

PTEMBER 25, 1860,

UNION

e e———— e, i e i T —

==

gnvtr_g.

Live For Something.

B T T N

Live for something, be not idle—
Look about thee for employ!

Bit not down to useless dreaming —
Labor is the sweetest joy.

Folded hands are ever weary,
Selfish hearts are ever gay,

Life for thee hath many duties—
Active be, then, while you may.

Scatter blessings in thy pathway!

Gentle words and cheering smiles,
. Better are than gold or silver,

With their grief-dispelling wiles.

As the pleasant sunshine falleth,
Ever on the greatful earth,

So let sympathy and kindness
Gladden well the darkened earth.

Hearts that are oppressed and weary;
Drop the tear of sympathy,
Whisper words of hope and comfort,
Giive and thy reward shall be
Joy unto thy soul returning,
From its perfect fountain head,
Freely as thou freely givest,
Shall the grateful light be shed.
e —————————

Select Storp.

| Mothers had their children upon their
knees, as if to shield them from some
unknown danger without.

It was near midnight, when a sharp

whistle from the engine brought me to
my feet. I knew there was danger by
that whistle, and sprang to the brakes
at once, but the brakesmen were all at

to a stand, I cized my lantern, and

sible, wher. what a sight met my gaze!

the track for some distance, and not
over forty rods shead of our train a
horrible gulf had opened its maw to re-
celve us.

The snow, together with the rain,

tain out, and eternity itself scemed
spread out before us. The widow Graff
and her children had found it out, and
had brought light brush from their
home below and built large fires to

warm us of our danger. They had
been there more than two hours, watch- |

Ing beside that beacon of safety. As
I went up where that old lady and her
children stood, drenched through by
the rain and sleet, she grasped me by
the arm, and eried—

“Thank God! Mr. Sherbourn, we
stopped you in time. I would have
lost my life before one hair of your
head should kave been hurt. Oh, I
prayed to Heaven we might stop the

their posts, and syon brought the train |
found my way forward as soon as pos- |

A bright fire of pine logs illuminated |

had torn the whole side of the mouns ’

| Rich
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Fields Watered With Blood,

It is a melancholy fact, says a cotempo-
rary, that the richest and fairest spots on
earth’s surface are also those where human
blood has been most frequently and lavish-
ly shed. What waves of invasion have
successively rolled over the fertile plains
of Persia and Hindostan, the prolific valley
of the Nile, the fruitful provinces of Asia
Minor, Turkey and Hungary! What bat-
tles, what seiges, what massacres, almost
from the birth of history, have drenched
their soil with gore! Andalusia, too—the
garden of Spain—was for eight centuries
the battle ground of Christian and Moor,
whose blood according to the Spanish his-
torians, was poured forth in thirty-seven
hundred battles. But perhaps no country
has been more bleesed by the gifts of God,
or more cursed by the strife of man, than
the wide and beautiful plains of Lombardy,
guarded by Alp and Appenine, a very gar-
den in fertility, watered by innumerable
steams, and with a thousand towns and vil-
lages glittering like sails amid a sea of ver-
dure. It has been the battle-ficld of nations
from the time when Belloveses, nearly six
centuries before Christ, led his celtic le-
gions across the Alps, until yesterday,
when the French and Austrian eagles were
striving for supremacy. Romans and Cim-
bri, Goth and Romans, Lombards and
Franks, Germans and Italians, Spaniards
and Swiss, Austrians and French, have a-
gain and again met in deadly strife on these
wide-spread plains, and have been succes-
sively swept, in bloody swaths, by the

Lydia. (This cannot mean our common
chesnut, which is indigenous to our Amer-
ican forests.) The plum to Syria, almons
to Mauritania, and olives to Greece. A-
mongst plants which are used for various
purposes, are—coffee from Arabia, tea
from China, cocoa from Mexico, tobaceo

from America, fennel from the Canaries, |

cloves from the Morroccos, the ecaster oil
plant from India. Amongst trees—the
horse-chesnut tree comes from India, the
laurel from Crete, the elder tree from Per-
sia. Amongst flowers—the narcissus and
carnation come from Italy, the lilly from
Syria, the tulip from Cappadocia, the jes-
samine from India, the nasturtium from
Peru, the dahila from Mexico.

HAD HER THERE.

According to the Boston Mail, a very
respectable looking woman stepped into a
store on Washington street, a few days ago
to buy a steel reticule; the elerk handed
out a variety of sorts, sizes and prices, all
of which the lady deliberately viewed, han-
dled and commented on; until at length
having made her selection of a small one,
at $2 50, she gave the clerk a ten dollar
note to deduect that amount; the clerk went
to the desk, and returning, gave the lady
her change.

‘Why, here’s but two dollars and a half!’
says she.

‘‘Exactly, madam.”

“Well, but I gave you a ten dollar bill,
I think!”

‘“Precisely, madam.”

““This bag is two dollars and a half, is it
not sir?”

““Two dollars and a half is the price,
madam.”

l

{ life than people generally suppose.

f to such apprehensions was, that it was
too late to consider the probabilities of
such occurances; there was no other
course than to have a trial made of
the strange animal which had been
brought here ata great expense; but
that it was not necessary that more
than one should be involved in its fate;
that I should take the first ride alone,
and the time would come when I sho’d
look back to the time with great in-
terest. As I placed my hand on the
throttle valve handle, I was undecided
whether I should move slowly or with
a fair degree of speed, but believing
that the road would prove safe, and
perfering, if we did go down, to go
handsomely and without any evidence
of timidity, I started with considerable
velocity, passed the curve over the
creek safely,;and was soon out of hear.-
ing of the vast assemblage. At the
end of the two or three miles I re-
versed the valve and returned without
accident to the place of starting, hav-
ing thus made the first railroad trip
by locomotive on the Western hemis-
phere.
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Country Life.
There is much more pleasure in country
There
nature with her thousand becauties is
spread before us. The hillsides covered

with loveliness, and the stately
with their varied foliage, all de-

with their rich green, the valleys teeming
forests

Live it Down,
If itis a false accusatiom that stings

your sense of hooor and justice, live it

down! If your upright life is stigmatized

with the appellation of rightecus over
much, walk hambly and scftly the shad-

owed way. Soon your name will be gil-

ded with the light, all obscurity dissipa=
ted, and your character vindicated with-

out a word dropping from your trembling
lips. Yes! live it down, if your motives
are impugned. and your life is made a
kalciedoscope iu the hands of men. vary-
inz in its formand colors, as each one
turns it round and peers curiously in to
detect some new appearance. If the fiiend

who sat by yeur side when the storm-cloud
was riven, and your quivering form shook
beneath the shock, now unmoved
upon your conflict with life’s stern realit es,
ana he who walked confidingly by your
side now seeks some other path, or meets
you in the busy hauots of life with rigid
lip and pulseless heart, bear on. You
will come forth from the shadow of dis-
trust into the sunlight of unclouded peace.

Yes! Lve it down! A silent comsistent
life will speek, when the s'anderers tongue
is silent in dcath, and the ‘busy body’stands
in awe before Him who said ‘judge not,
that you be not judged.’

aal _n o N _

A Childs Faith
In the highlands of Scotland there is a
mountain gorge twenty feet in width and
two hundred feet in depth. Its perpen-
dicular walls are bare of vegetation, save
in the erevices, in which grow numerous
wild flowers of rare beauty. Desirous of

| obtaining these mountain beauties, some
scientific tourist once offered a Wigh-
land boy a handsome gift if he would con-

train; and my God, I thank Thee!”

The children were crying for joy.— |
I confess I don’t very often pray, but

A Touching Incident.

| light the eye and speak pure and cheer-
There is an old saying that the |

scythe of the grim mower, Death. :
ful words to the heart. Nature in all its

JOY AND GRIEF.

‘“Then why do you take out seven dol-
lars and a half, sir?”

friendship of a dog is better than his
ill-will, and for many years, in my ca~

pacity as a railroad conductor, I have |

found s¢he above true to the letter—
but mind, I am not saying that I have
no enemies, I undoubtedly have a few,
and I don’t think there 1s a man that
lives but has more or less. A little
kindness now and then to the many
needy ones a conductor will find al.
most every trip over his road, will not
'be lost; and he will, in many cases, find
from his “bread cast on the waters,” a
return fourfold. Yet he must use a
t deal of judzemert in bestowing
charity even upon those he thinks
worthy of such bestowal. I will, in
connection, relate a little incident by
which a little kindness saved my life
and the lives of all on board my train.

The Western division of our road
runs through a very mountainous part
of Virginia, and the stations were few
and far between. About three miles
from one of these stations the road
through a deep gorge of the Blue
Ridge, and near tﬂ centre is a small
one-and-a-half story cabin. The few
acres that surrounded it were as well
cultivated as a garden, and upon
the fruits thereof lived a widow
and her three children by the name of
Graff. They were, indeed, untutored
in the cold charities of an outside world.
I doubt much if they saw the sun shine
beyond their native hills. Inthe sum-
mer time they brought berries to the

nearest station to sell, and with the |

money t they bought a few
of the nec outside refinement.

The oldest of these children I should
judge to be about twelve years, and
the y t about seven. They were
all girls and looked nice and clean, and
their heathful appearance and natural
delicacy gave them a ready welcome.
They appe !
brought up to fear God and love their
home and mother. Thad often stop-
ped my train and let them get off at
their home, having found them at the
station, some three miles from home,
after dispersing of their berries.

I had children at home, and I knew

their little feet would be tired in walk- |
ing three miles, and therefure felt that |

1t'would be the same with those father-
less little ones. They seemed so
pleased to ride, and thanked me with
such hearty thanks, after letting them
off near home. They frequently offer-
ed me nice tempting baskets of fruit
for my kindness, yet I never accepted
any without paying the full value.

ow, if you remember, the winter of
part of the |&na

1854 was very cold in that

B and the snow was nearly three
t'::?eep upon the mountains.

On the night of the 26th of Decem-
ber, of that year, it turned around
warm, and the rain fell in torrents.—
A terrible storm swept the mountain
tops, and almost filled the vally with
water. Upon that night the train was
_winding its way, at its usual speed, a-

round the hills and through the val«
leys,and as the road was all solid rock,
I no fear of the banks giving way.
The night was intensely dark, and thye
wind moaned piteously through the
tolpr gorges of the mountains. Some
. of my passengers were trying to sleep;
4 Mht‘; were talking in lh-ﬁ:wgvnice, E:r
X yolieve the monotuny of the scene,~—

| How many

I did then and there. I knecled down
by the side of that good old woman,
and offered up thanks to an All-Wise
Being for our safe deliverance from a
terrible death, and called down bless-
ings without number upon that good
old woman and children. Near by
stood the engineer, fireman and brakes.
man, the tears streaming down their
bronzed cheeks.

I immediately prevailed upon Mrs.
Graff ard the children to go back into
the cars, out of the storm and cold.—
After reaching the cars I related our
hair-breadth escape, and to whom we
were indebted for our lives, and begged
the men passengers to go forward and
see for themselves. They needed no
further urging, and a great many la-
dies went also, regardless of the storm.
They soon returned, and their pale
faces gave full evidence of the fright-
ful death we had escaped. The ladies
and gentlemen vied with each other in
their thanks and heartfelt gratitude to-
wards Mrs. Graff and her children, and
assured her that they would never,
never forget her, and before the wid~
ow left the train she was presented
with a purse of four hundred and six-
ty dollars, the voluntary offering of a
whole train of grateful passengers.—
She refused the proffered gift for some
time, and said she had only done her
duty, and the knowledge of having
done so was all the reward she asked.
However, she finally accepted the mo-

ney, and said itshould go to educate
her children.

The railroad company built her a
new house, gave her and her children
a life-pass over the road, and ordered
all trains to stop and let ber off at her
home when she wished. But the em-
ployees needed no such orders; they

ared as if they had been | 3D appreciate all such kindness—more

so than the Directors themselves.

The old lady frequently visits my
home at H =, and she is at all
times a welcome wisitor §¥ my fireside,
Two o hildren are attending
school at shPsame place.

So you may see that a little kindness
cost me nothing and saved my life.

Henry Ward Beecher on Interest.

people in the-country have
found out the truth of the following by H.
Ward Beecher:

““No blister draws sharper than interest
does. Of all industries none is compara-
ble to that of interest. It works day and
night, in fair weather and foul. 1t has no
sound in its footsteps, but travels fast. It
ws a man’s substance with invisible
teeth. It binds industry with its film, as
a fly is bound npon a spider’s web. Debt
ru].li a man over and over, binding him
hand and foot, and letting him hang upon
the fatal mesh until the long-legged inter-
est devours him. There is no crop that
can afford to pay interest on money on a
farm.

There is but one thing raised on a farm
like it, and that is the Canadian thistle,
which swarms new plants every time you
bleed its roots, whose blossoms are prolific,
and every one the father of a million seeds.
Every leaf is an awl, every branch a spear,
and every single plant like a plattoon of
bayonets, and-a field of them is like an arm-
ed host. The whole plant is a vegetable
curse. And yet a farmer had better make
his bed of Canadian thistles, than attempt
to lic at case upon tnferest.

|

How different are summer storms from
winter ones! In winter they rush over the
earth with all their violence; and if any
poor remnants of foliage or flowers have
lingered behind, these are swept along at
one gust. Nothing isleft but desolation;
and long after the rain has ceased, pools of
water and mud bear token of what has
been. But when the clouds have poured
out their torrents in summer, when the
winds have spent their fury, and the sun
breaks forth again in its glory, all things
seem to rise with renewed loveliness from
their refresing bath. The flowers glisten-
ing with raiu-drops smell sweeter than be-
fore; the grass seems to have gained ano-
ther brighter shade of green; and the young
plants, which had hardly come into sight,
have taken their place among their fellows

in the borders, so quickly have they sprung |

up under the ghowers. The air, too, which
may previously have been oppressive, is
become clear and soft and fresh. Such,
too, 1is the difference, when the storms of
affliction fall on hearts unrenewed by Chris-
tian faith, and on those who abide in Christ.
In the former they bring out the dreariness
and desolation, which may before have been
unapparent. The gloom is not relieved by
the prospect of any cheering ray to follow
it, of any flowers or fruit to show its benef-
icence. But the truly Christian soul,
though weeping endure for the night, joy
comes in the morning, A sweet smile of
hope and love follows every fear; and trib-
ulation itself is turned into the chief of
blessings.

WHO ARE THE BLESSED?

Not of necessity, the rich, the powerful,
the honored, the great ones of the world,
not those whom men laud with blind indis-
crimination—not the founders of empires,
the explorers of unknown countries and
the contributors to science and art; these,
verily, have their rewards, but it is a triv-
1al and valueless one, compared with the
portion of some humble believer, *‘to for-
tune and to fame unknown,” but who is
rich in faith, and the heir of a kingdom.—
A man’s life, the great end of his being,
his spiritual good, consisteth not in the a-
bundance of things he hath.

Sometimes the world recognizes this fact
and gives the meed of its praise to noble
spirits and intrinsic worth, but ordinarilry
it would not call those blessed whom the
great Tcacher ranks as such. The woor in
spirit, the persecuted, the peace-makers,
the mourning, are the ones who will be ex-
alted, and who now are blessed. Such a
distinction is worth a thousand fold more
than all the honors of earth, and multitudes
now despised, will hereafter shine as the

 stars in the kingdom of their Father. They

are the blessed who have laid up their trea-
sure in heaven and who walked as the chil-
dren of light.

The Sources of Our Fanﬂhr Foeod.

The sources of our familiar food are va-
rious indeed. A small part of the catalogue
of vegetables borrowed from foreign regions
runs through half the globe. Amongst
breadstuffs—wheat and buckwheat come
from Asia, rye from Siberia, and rice from
Ethiopia. Amongst greens—the cucum-
ber comes from Spain, the artichoke from
Sicily and Andalusia, cresses from Crete,
lettuce from Coos, onions and parsley from
Egypt, cauliflower from Cyprus, spinach
from Asia Minor, asparagus from Asia,
echalot from Ascalon, beans from India,
horseradish from China. America claims
the potatoe and Jerusalem artichoke. A-
mongst fruits—we owe the filbert, pome-
granate, walnut, quince and grape to Asia,
the apricot to Armenia, the lemon to Me-
dia, the peach to Persia, the orange to In-
dia, the fig to Mespotama, the hazel-nut

and cherry to the Euxine, the chesnut to | and plung into the creck, My

+

““Why, madam, this reticule is two dol-
lars and a half—"

‘,Very well, sir.”

‘“And that one attached to your dress,
under your cardinal, 7s five dollars more!
said the complaisant clerk, raising up the
lady’s cardinal and displaying a very hand-
some steel reticule, there scereted by the
female chevalier d'industrie. The lady
became quite agitated, but the humane
clerk assured her it was all perfectly right;

‘“You don’t for a moment suppose, sir,”
said the lady, in a low husky tone, ‘‘that I
mtended —"

‘O! eertainly not madam/’

‘You see, sir, that my arm caught—’

‘O, it’s all right madam.’

‘Good morning sir’ said the lady.

‘Good morning,’” responded the clerk.

—— el i . e

WOMAN,

Place her among flowers, foster her as a
tender plant, and she is a thing of fancy,
waywarduess, and sometimes folly, annoy-
ed by a dew drop, fretted by the touch of
a butterfly’s wing, and ready to faint at the
rustle of a beetle;the zephyr’s are too rough,
the showers too heavy, and she is overpow-
ered by the perfume of a rosebud. But let
real calamity come—rouse her affections,
enkindle the fires of her heart, and mark
her then; how her heart strengthens itself:
how strong is her purpose. Place her in
the heat of battle; give her a child, a bird;
anything she loves, or pities, to protect—
and see her in a relative instance. Raising
her white arms as a shield, as her own blood
crimsons her upturned forehead, praying
for life to protect the helpless.

Transplant her in the dark places of earth
and awaken her energies to action, and her
Lreath becomes a healing; her presence a
blessing. She disputes; inch by inch, the
stalking pestilence, when man, the strong
and brave, shrinks away pale and affright-
ed. Misfortunes haunts her not; she wears
away a life of silent endurance, and goes
forward with less timidity than to her bri-
dal. In prosperity she is a bud full of o-
dor, waiting but for the winds of adversity
to scatter them abroad; pure gold, valua-
ble, but untried in the furnace. In short,
woman is a miracle; a mystery, the eentre
from which radiates the E{mrm of existence.

Trial Trip of the First Locomo-
tive.

Major Horatio Allen the engineer of
the New York and Erie Railroad, in a
speech made during the recent festival
occasion, gave the following account of
the first trip made by a locomotive on
this Continert.

“When was it? Where was it?—
And who awakened its energies and di-
rected its movements? It was in the
year 1828, on the banks of the Lacka-
waxen, at the commencement of the
railroads connecting the canal of the
Hudson and Delaware Canal Company
with their coal mines—and he who ad-
dresses you was the only person on the
locomotive. The circumstances which
led to my being alone on the engine
were these., The road had been built
In the summer; the structure was of
hemlock timber and rails of large di~
mensions noticed on the caps placed
fair apart. The timber had cracked
warped from exposure to the sun.—
After about three hundred feet ot
straight line, the road crossed the Lac-
kawaxen Creek on trestle work about
30 feet high, with a curve of 850 to
400 feet radius. The impression was
very general that this iron meonster
would either bresk down the road, or
it would leave the track at the curve

— . m
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hearts unawares.
healthy and invigorating influence, not
only over the body but also over the mind
and heart.
try! Afier having been long away; who
with joy as he nears the spot, endeared io
him by the bright memories of childhood
as his home? How each tree and shrub
aud flower that he used to then know and
love so well, come to his mind again and
anxicusly, almost fearfully go out to seek
them again, hoping that they are not gone.
And sometimes he finds the self-same roge
tree that bloomed as sweetly when his lit-
tle feet, years ago, pressed the spot in
Joyous childhood. The old elm tree, too,
is still shading the ancient mansion, brown
with age, almost the same as when he left
it, except that its giant bracches of more
than a century’s growth have extended
themselves somewhat, and with a yet more
graceful beauty, shading it with a yet
deeper hue of rich green foliage.

He goes to the orchard and looks to find
the trees which his hand helped to plant,
to find the mark made on them by him
with his jack-knife, and finds to his sur-
prise that they are large trees now, but
he can dimly discern the initials of his
name on some of them made 0 long ago,
and he beholds them with joy, and looks
up and sees they are decked with budding
blossoms, and it reminds him of the bright

spring-time of his life when his heart was
full of budding blossoms of youthful prom-
ise, ere care or sin or contact with the
world had blasted any of the hope flowers
of the heart that so quickly clustered a~
round it,

e B o S S

A WESTERN MEMBER.

Johuson, barely of age, was elected to
the Indiana Legislatare. He says:

When I got near Vincennes I began to
think what a sorry figure I, a green coun-
try lad, would cut in an asscmbly of the
State, and it required zll my resolution
to keepme from turning back. Somehow
or other I managed to get through the
swearing process, and sneaked away to a
seat from which I hard'y ventured to look
up until the House adjourned for dicner.
On returning to my hotel I was rather
gratified to learn that [ was to have a
room-mate, a brother member, who, as he
had made at least six speeches during the
forenoon session, I naturally regarded as
oac of the great men ofthe House. Af-
ter dinner he came tp to our jointroom,
and carefully elosing the deor, pulled oat
of his pocke! an enormous, old-fashi ned
buli’s-eyewatch, and handed it to me with
this r2mark:

“Uncle Jake told me, justas T was

starting, that I ought to bave a watch,
and loaned this, but I don’t know how to
screw the thiog up; do you?
I walked into the legislative ha!l that after-
noon with the most unlimited confidence
in my ability to discharge all duties incum-
bent on me as a legislator.

—— -

country village in his neighbourhood, said:
‘The gorgeous sirings of glass beads glis-
tened on the beaving bosoms of the vil'age
belles like rubies resting on the delicate
surface of a warm apple dumpling.

e e ol

A disappointed Hibernian, in relating
his griefs, gives the following spiey item;

“I tould him had he sny strong beer
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sublime grandeur presented to our view
makes us more thoughtful and better men. |
There is to us no monitor so potent as
nature. Like a kind and loving friend she
steals into the warmest sympathies of our
She exercises a most

What delightful associations |
are connected with home life in the e-un-

is there that does not feel his heart leap

A contemporary describing a dance at a |

erything.”

sent to lowered down the eliff by a rope,
and would gather a little basket full of
them. The boy looked wistfully at the
money, for his parents were poor, bat
when he gazcd at the yawning chasm, he
shuddered, shrunk back and declin ed. —
But filial love was strong within him, and
after annother glance at the gift, and at
the terrible fissure, his heart grew strong,

| and his eye flashed, and he said:

“I will go if my father will hold the
rope .”

And then, with unshrinking nerves,
cheek unblenched, and heart firmly strong,
Le suffered his father to put the rope
about him, lower him into the wild aby.s,
and to suspend him there while he filled
his liftle basket with the coveted flowers.
It was a daring’ deed, but his faith in the
strength of his father’s arm, and the Jove
of his father’s heart, gave him courage
and power to perform it.

— 40

Fanay Fern, in one of her latest newspa-
per contributions, relieves in her mink on
the subject of ‘‘Good Oid fashioned Reli-
gion” thus: ‘“Real devotion may stroll to
church with a gilt-edged, gi t-clasped,
velvet prayer-book, witha starieg gilt
cross on the cover, held by the daintiest
yellow gloves, in conjunc'ion with a eob-
web handkerchief heavily fresghtcd with
rich lace; real devotion mey do this but
it staggers my faith to believe it. It isa
relief to me, at any rate, to look away
from such a spectacle to some pcor body
in homely, bat well-mended clothes, in
company with a well thambed Rible or
prayer book, with the look of having been
used—a leaf turned down here, a pencil
mark there, perbaps by some dear, toil-
hardened hand, cold and white
now, over which warm tears have dropped
on its pages, during life’s great soulstrng-
gle upward.

oo :
Teach the Women to Save.
There’s the secret. A saving woman

at the head of a family is the very best
savings’ bank established—one that re-
ceives deposits daily and hourly, with no
costly machinery to manage it. The i-
dea of saving is a pleasant one, and if
“the woman” would imbide it once, they
would cultivate and adhere to it, and thus
many, when they were not aware of i,
wou!ld be laying the feunda-
tion for a ccmpetence, security in a stor-
my time, and shelter in a rainy day. The
woman who sees to her own house has a
large field to save in, and the best way to
make her comprehend it, is for her to
keep an account of current expenses.—
Probably not one wife in ten bas an idea
how much are the expenditures of her-
self or family. Where from one or two
thousand dollars are expended annually,
there is a chaunce to save something, if
the attempt is on'y made. Let the house-
wife take the idea, act upon it, and strive
over it, and she will save many dollars—
perhaps hundreds; where lefore she thou-
ght it impossible. This is a duty—not a
prompting of avarice—a moral obligation
that rests upon all—upon *‘the wemen"
as well as the men—but itis 3 duty, we
are soITy 0 say, that is ecultivated very
little, even among those who preach the
most, and regard themselves as exsmples
in most matiers. “Teach the women to
save,’’ is a good h maxim to be in-
serted in the next edition of “Poor Rich-
ard’s Almanac.”

“Hal'o! 1 uy:;l:‘a;hdidq Xow say your
medicine would cure?”’ "
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