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Ghestertorwn Crnnseript
Is published every Saturday, at

Chestertown, kent County, Md.,
Oflice, Court Street.

i

|

When skies are growing warm and bright,

E. F. PERKINS, Editor. And in the woodland bowers
The Spring-time in her pale, faint robes

Terms of Subscription: Is calling up the flowers;

TWO DOLLARS PER ANNUM, IF | When all the little naked feet
PAID IN ADVANCE. 1T not paid within three | The children in the morn
months from the time of subseribing, TWO | Go forth, and in the furrows drop
DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS will| The sceds of yellow corn,
be charged. TWhat a beautiful embodiment
Of ease devoid of pride,
Is the good old-fashioned homestead,
With doors set open wide!

Advertisements
Of Tex Lixes Dourgeois (or its equivalent

in space) or less, will be inserted three
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8 ni%l%ﬂ" exclaimed the widow.

‘Why, mother, storm couldn’t keep

me from you,” was the hesrty
over did smo ot my W
ever L dzl'n

creek, and it must

to-night, and I koew you needed it.”

‘‘My dear boy?” sprung from the mo-
ther’s full heart, with a tear or two that

trickled dowa ber pale checks.

**1I wonder I baven't thought of it be-
fore,” she added musiogly.
I’ll put » light in the window. To be sure
it won't show far; but when you get to the
bill it will be pleasant to see it and know
that I am watchiog for you.”

For three years the lamp was placed in
the little window every night. People
often remarked ‘‘as bright as Mother
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will put a light in the window of heaven A THRILLING SKETCH.

to guide his footsteps there.”

** Did she=—oh did she say that? God
bless you for telling me! All my long
voyage I have thought of the light in her
little window. I have seemed to see it
streaming along down to the foot of the
hill, till ft grew brighter and brighter as
I drew ncarer. A light in the window of
Heaven? Yes, mother, I will think you
are still waiting for me. I could not see

We forget in what book it was, many
years ago, that we read the story of a lover
who was to win his mistress by earrying
her to the top of a mountain, and how he

won her.
We thiok the scene was Switzerland;

tax the stoutest heart to the uppermost,
must have been among the lowest. Let
us fancy it a good lofty hill in the sum-

*‘ After this

ou in these long years, but I knew the
ight was burning. I caonot see you now
but I know the light is burning.’

Slowly and reverently he went to the
hill-side graveyard, and there he koelt and |
wept upon the lowly grave. But not there
be sought her. A sweet vision was vouch-

'safed him. Al rubed in heavenly gar-
' ment: he saw the beautiful soul he called

J

mer time, It was at any rate, so high,
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but the mountain, though high enough to | vation and long experience in his profes-
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should be parted more,” eaid a venerable l’mother bends over him, and sob after =oh
man ; they ean never be. Ife turned his | escapes from her agonized bosm. et
old face streamivg with tears, and looking | us loak into the hospital. (hat ponr
up at the baron; ‘‘Sir, they are dead.” fellow as he lies upon his Yow couch, kiod
| nurses are around administering to his
| wants, but what eares he for these? his
mother is not there, DBut, [ at him
tlﬁ': “'hy dUCH ll:l:'i L‘}'t‘ﬂ :':,:]Il 11!1 ltﬂ‘l
bis whole frame quiver with iny? It is
because his mother is coming to seo Lim.
Does not he love his mother? Yot how

L)
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The Newspaper.
Some school teacher of excellent obser-

sion says that he has found it to bethe
universal fact that those scholars of all
ages and bcth sexes who have the priv-

ilege of & newspaper at home, are better

that the father of the lady, a proud, noble, | readers; can pronounce more correctly and

thought it impossible fuor 8 young man so
burdgued to scale it. Kor thg reason

read intelligently; can spell more accur-
ately ; define words with more precision ;

alone, in scorn he bade him to do it, and !hwe more practical knowledge of geo-

his daughter should be his.
The peasantry assembled in the valley
to witness so extraordinary a sight. They

mecasured the mountain with their eyes;

graphy, which is acquired in balf the time

necessary for other as the newspaper teaches

them the location of the importaot places

many of us turn with scorn from her wise
advice and regard it only as talk: but, in
after years, when we arve thrown into (e
world and have only ourselves to depend
npon for support, then it is we to wmind
the many lessons which she gave, and re-
gret, when it is too late, that we did not
follow her ]m'inu; advice. .‘"::.; g to the
drunkard, or criminal, of ©Lis home and

of the nations, and the current events of

Locke's little window,” and it became a | mother, and streaming from the brightness : . | friends, you touch his heart; but speak to
history ; are better grammacians; ean : '

times for One Dollar: Twenty-five cents for thcy communed with one another; and

| But when the Lhappiest time is come

That to the year belongs,

' When all the vases are filled with gold,

And all the air with songs ;

| When fields of yet unripened grain
And yet ungarnered stores,

Remind the thrifty husbandman
Of ampler threshing floors;

How pleasant from the din and dust
Of the thoroughfare aloof,

Stands the old-fashioned homestead,
With steep and mossy roof!

When home the woodsman plods with axe
Upon his shoulder swung,

And in the knotted apple tree
Are scythe and sickle hung;

When low about her clay-built nest
The mother swallow trills,

And decorously slow, the cows
Are wending down the hills,

| What a blessed picture of comfort
In the evening shadows red,

[s the good old-fashioned homestead,
With its bounteous table spread.

each subsequent insertion. (One square three
months, three Dollars: Six mouths, five Dol-
lars: One Year, cight Dollars, Fractions of a
square will be charged as a square. Yearly
and semi-annual advertisements at moderate
rates. Yearly and semi-annual advertis.
meuts must be paid quarterly.  Advertise-
reents not stating the number of times they
ar¢ to be published, will be continued and
charged for until ordered out,
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JOB PRINTING.

Having supplied cur office with a large,
varied and beautiful assortment of TYPE
FOR JOBS, we are prepared to print

MANDBILLS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,
SUITABLE FOR
STORES,
TRUSTEES’ SALES,

Pupklic Sales,
&(‘-, &(f-, &f-, &c-,
pEg™ Cheap for Cash, and at short notice, Gl

And when the winds moan loudly,
When the woods are bare and brown,
And when the swallows’ clay built nest
From the rafter crumbles down ;
When all the untrod garden paths
Are heaped with frozen leaves,
And icicles, like silver spikes,
Are set aloug the eaves;
Then when the book from the shelf is brought,
| And the fire-lights shine and play,
| In the good old-fashioned homestead,
Is the farmer’s holiday.
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WHITE MEN MUST RULE AMERICA!
Clubs for 1868.
Clubs for 1868

The Best New Yorik Weakly Pabisaal.

NEW YORK DAY-BOOK
F'OIR 180685,

Tue New Dav-Book is a straightfor-
ward, Radical Dewmocratic paper, with a
larger circulation thau any other Demo-
cratic journal ever published on this Con-
tineut, and it enters on the threshold of |
1868 more prosperous and more hopeful |
of the great cause it upholds than ever
before. Standiog on the foundation of |
the Declaration of Independence, that *‘all
(white) men are created equal,” and there-
rore entitled t) equal rights, it is opposed
to all forms and degrees of speeial legis- |
lation that conflict with this grand ccatral
rrerin of Democracy.

Tue Dax-Book, theresore, demands the
restoration of the “*Uniou as it was” ==
UxioN 0F CO-EQUAL STATES UPON THE
WHITE BAsIS, us the only bope, and the
only meaus possible under beaven for sav-
ing the grand ideas of 17706, and the
fundamental principles of American liber-
ty, and if the real friends of freedom, and
the earnest believers in that sacred aod |

lorious cause in which the men of the
tevolution offered up their lives, will now
labor to expose the ignorance, delusion

But whether the brooks be fringed with flow-
ers4,

Or whether the dead leaves fall,

And whether the air be full of songs,
Or never a song at all,

And whether the vines of the strawberries
Or frosts through the grasses run,

And whether it rain or whether it shine,
Is all to me as one,

For bright as the brightest sunshine
The light of memory streams

Round the old-fashioned homestead,
Where I dreamed my dream of dreams.

THE WIDOW AND HER SON.

‘““ Mother, T will :ﬂerythlng to you
that [ can be; I promise you that.”

The boy lifted his head. A look of high
| resolve made the young brow manlike in
expression. Not yet had ten summers
deepened the gold on those fair locks.
and treason of the Moungrel party, IT WILL | There was a world of love in that soul ! —
SUCCEED, and the white ilepublic of Wash- | 4 Jove that was not only lip deep, but was
ington be restored again iu all its original proved by acts of self denial.
beneficeuce and grandeur, 4 The words are beautiful enough to be

Tae WeekLy Dav-Book is the most mu_ H‘nr’ Locke .mimuu
COMPLETEWEEKLY PAPER PUB- a8 he IP0.0 there came tears to ii. moth-
LISHED. Its News SUIIIIIIRI’!, Flmily er's eyes. He h.d ‘h“ nmlng been
Reading, Agricultural Articles, Reports | hromised & place in a country store, five
of Cattle, Grain and Cotton Murkets, &¢., | mmiles from the cot, or rather cabin, I'rhore
&c., are not surpassed by any paper. tl.)hey lived It was but a small pittance,

. g5 ut of late the mother bad grown so fecble
TERMS—CASH IN ADVANCE. | that she could esen nothin Emld scarcely
One COPY ONEe VeAr...........ccesvverssens §2 00 | do the little shat order aud neatness called
Three copies one year.......opeee oo NS0 8999 500 | for at ber hands. :
Five copies obe year, and one to the getter QOae dollar a week! It wasa very little
up of theclub 1000 | yum, but better, much better than noth-
Ten $opien o, and one to the v ing. Besides, Henory was to have his
Additional 00t rs-oerooe o] 76 | eal8 with his employer, and could if be
Twenty copies one year, and one to the | ¢hose, sleep there, But he did not chouse.
gotter up of the club 30 00 | For a glad smile from mother; for the

Specimien copies sent free. Address tender fl.?:rillitl‘m‘l that ;;uno from

- kY HORTON & CQ, | ‘those e was bravely willing,
bas : m%iau street, New York- | sfter tn s bard work, to walk the five

Dec. 14, 1867, miles, dark snd tedious though the way
- — was,

Often he came home ing some lit-
tle delicacy that he had , snd which
iwnumulhinnld' because be brought
t.

Ose vight the sky was curtained with
clouds. The widow looked from her little
wiudow, facing the hilly road along which
l!:ehy:ﬁm went on their way to the

- wbh m I‘ractieql Jonmul. ', - ﬂt’ Illd &8 “. tﬂiﬁ'ht ear-
voted to the diflercut Departments of FIELD'| lier than its wout, *‘he will not come to-

CUL'I'URE, such as growing Field Crops, | night. wind
B | S ool fhe old
the eclap-

Orchard & Garden Fruits, Garden Vege- b}mm
agaiust

tables and Flowers, Flowers for the Lawn
and; Yard, Trees and Plants Care of Do- | 25 "0 b zn&ﬂ' the

mestic Animals, &c., together with all sub- ows, hﬁa‘ snd
musio. 8o the widow, qui

Farner, e Horsenrbtsnd e Howahold: | musie. _Bathe widow, g

The * 7 will a ice Vie
nch’ ding, all m:zh fnstruct,
Fotertain and k& ‘WLho*r.uiu' membe
of hml,:fhdd'lu t will cuntalnn from :i‘m. :
time L t Engravings, illustrative Ag-
Mnﬂuum?m Rur
Arclitecture and Mechanic Arts.

Each No. will comprise 64 large double
eolumn octavo pages, making 768 pages per
year—-with & neat 4 page cuver,

Terms, in Advances

1 COPrY for 1.60

‘ mm pe : L4 l“
0 COPIES * o« 12.00
BV SBubscriptions can commence at any

timne,
S. SANDS MILIS & CO.,
Baltimore, Md.

TR .
MARYLAND FARMER,

Is Published Monthly, and Devoted to

Agriculture, Horticulture, Rural Af-
fairs, cience, lLiaterature, and
Mechanie Arts,
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the holy words, and
ot 40 her pest.
She knew not how

wheu a voice »
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| sufferer’s face, and it smil

of the sea s0 far unscathed.

every

favorite saying with the neighborhood.
At the end of that time young Heanry
was offered a good chance on board a
whaling vessel, and he resolved to accept
it. It cost him no one knew what a strug-
gle to part with a being be loved with an
slmost worshipped affection. But he knew
the time bad to come when he must go
forth into the world to do battle for himself
and for her;
coveted calling.
“It seems to me, Henry,” said the
mother, when with a trembliog lip she

arted from him, *‘as if I must still puta |

ight iu the little window. I shall think
sometimes that I hear the sound of your
voice. O, Henry, Henry, if I could but
light you over the stormy waters!”

The long voyage was ended ; but anoth-
er voyage was to end before that. The
widow Locke was taken ill. Yet with un-
failing regularity, with feeble step wnd
trembling hand, nightly, the dear woman
trimmed the little lamp and placed it in the
window. 8till, when the bended form
could no longer totter about the cottage,
when she Iay helpless upon the bed and
the neighbors came in to take care of her,
she would say, ‘‘ Put the little lamp in the
?i!ndow—-my Harry will be thinﬂing of
!t "

Night after night, and ever until ber
eyes grew dim she would watch the radi-
snce of the flickering light, only saying
sometimes—'* Shall I live to hear his foot-
steps?”  Will that feeble flame still burn
when my life’s light has gone out "

‘T have longed to sec him,” she said:
I have prayed earnestly, but I have given
it all up now. 1shall not meet him in this
world ”

‘““Have you put the light in the win-
dow ?” she asked suddenly, a few moments
after. *‘It is growing cark.”

Alas, it was not the light that was grow-
ing dark.

er haods grew cold. Over her coun-
tcnanoe came that mysterious shadow that
falls but once on a0y mortal face.

““Oh! my boy,” she whispered; tell
him I will put a light in the window of
heaven to guide his footsteps there.’’

The thrilling sentence was hardly spo-
ken, when the shadow dropped from the
in the calm
majesty of death.

A funeral followed; humble hearts at-
tended the body of one who was loved for
her sincere goodness all through the ham-
let ; and on the billside, in a little grave-
yard, she was buried.

Not many days after, & great ship came
into the port of a busy city Among those
who stepped from the decks none were
more hopeful, more joyous, than Henry
Locke. He had passed through the ordeal
No blight of
immorality had so far fallen upon him.
He bad kept himself as epotless as if at
nightfall his feet had been turned
towards the door of his mother’s cottage.

How his heart bounded as he thought of
her. Strangely enough, be never dream-

ed that she might be dead. It did not
ocour to him that

rhaps her silver locks
were lying under the lid of the coffin, Oh,
00, he only thought of the pleasant light
of the window that her bands bad trim-
med for him. 8o he journeyed to his na-
tive town.

Yonder comes one who trudges on“l'x-
ingly—a farmer in heavy bootsand frock,
is whip in his hand.

He obeers on his oxen, but suddenly

stops amazed :

**1 see you know me,” said the young
sailor, smiling. *‘ Well, farmer Brown,
how is—1"

‘“Koow you? why how tall you have
grown! So—" his eyes drop, his mouth
trembles—* 8o you bave got home 1"’

‘“Yes,” and %lnd to get back agsin.
‘““How is mother?” g

**Your mother,” he says, in a low, hee-
itating way, that telegraphs ill tidiogs be-
fore they are told in words.

‘“ Yes, yes—is she well? 1Is she ex-

ting me? Of course she is; we're late

y & month full.”
Well—the old

‘* Your mother, Henry.
plays -m"n'.f. whip, or rather

lod “-b
liﬂ{.' it bard on the dusty road. How
can he crush that happy beart ?
“'!'hu—yonnulmtpuk!"orkd
the g man in a voice of sudden an-
, and reooiled almost
the farmer’s side, and buri
in bis bands.
Heary, my poor lad, your mother's.”

is fuce

“Dany dog' otber, shom- (down et §600,000. Certain_v
og Ty 2 bl i T s . ome $0000-"s gusd Job. |

. *“Ob! my mother! my deavest mo-

&c!—ﬁohw."m-and I am cow-

o soms mycion

| Then he knew the light was placed in the

of her glorious home, a slender beam seem- |
ed to come trembling to his very feet.

led; but, oh, how much was wanting!

window of heaven.

I Once more he knelt in the little room

where he had left her. Nothing was mov-

There on the window still stood the little

and a sailor's life was his*

lamp—that brought the tears afresh. But |
he took his mother’s well worn Bible; and
koeeling by her bedside, as if ehe could
hear him, he consecrated himself to a life
and work of righteousness.

From that cottage he went out into the
world, carrying bis grief as a sacred me-

| morial, but sceing always, wherever his

work led him, his waiting mother, and the |
lamp in the window of heaven.* P

* The beautiful song, ‘* A Light in the

Window for Thee,” was suggested by the
above sketch.

Is the Negro n White Man?
From the La Crosse Democrat.

What our people need, to cure them of
their negro fanaticism, and to dispel the
delusion which has wrought so much mis-
chief in our land, is, to make them under-
stand the true character of the negro, and
the great and striking differences which
are to be found, throughout his whole sys-
tem, in the iotrinsic character and quali-
ties of bone, muscle, blood, fibre, hair,
and everything else that enters into his
organization and composition, between him
and oursclves. All this is a matter of fact,
of scientific investigation, and not of sen- |
timent. Itis what can only be learned by
the careful, thorough investigation of the
paturalist, the man of science. At the
head of this latter class, of the men of our
day, stands Professor Agassiz. With no
prejudices against the negro, but from his
long residence in New England, and perso-
nal association and interchange of thought,
with her leading men, more likely to par-

|

shook their heads; but all admired the
young man, and some of the young fel-
lows, looking at their mistresses, thought
they could do as much. The father on
horseback, apart and sullen, repeuting
that he had subjected his daughter even
to show of such bhazard, but he thought
he would teach his inferiors a lesson,—
The young man (the son of a small land-
ed proprietor, who had some pretensions
to wealth, though none to nobility) stood
respectful looking but confident, rejoicing
in his heart that he should win his mis-
tress, though at the cost of a noble pain,
which he could hardly think of as a pain

| considering who it was he had to carry.

If he died for it, he should at least have
had her in his arms, and have looked in
ber face.
manner was a pleasure he contemplated
with such transport as is known only to
real lovers; for none others know how re-
spect heightens the joy of dispensing with
formality, and how dispensing with for-
mality enables and makes great(ul the re-
spect.

The lady stood by the side of her father,
pale desirous and dreading. She thought
her lover would succeed, but only because
she thought him in every respect the no-
blest of his sex, and that nothing was too
much for his streugth and valor. Great
fears came over her, nevertheless. She
knew not what might bappen in the chances
common to all. She felt the bitterness of
being herself the burden to him and the
task, and neither dared to look at her
father nor the mountain. She fixed her
eyes ou the crowd, (which, nevertheless,
she beheld not) and now on her hands and
finger's ends, which she doubled up to-
wards her with a pretext—the only de-
ception she had ever used. Once or twice
a gnughtor or & mother slipped out of the
crowd ; and, coming up her, notwithstand-
ing their fears of the lord baron, kissed
that band that she kuew not what to do

To clasp her person in that |

1

take of their views, politically, he has, |
nevertheless, risen above all these influ-
ences, and been faithful to truth and sci-
ence, and gives his testimony as a calm,
unbiassed observer, a cool and thoughtful
philosopher, who scorns to conceal or per- |
vert a fact, hit where and prove what it
will. Candid, truth-loving white men,
read the following, and ponder upon it,
and cut it out, and lay it by, aod read it
again, and again ponder upon it, and re-
peat the process until you can make up
your minds that the negro is wot your
equal, and that he should occupy the sub.
ordinate position which God evidently in-

with.

The father said, *‘Now, sir, to put an
end to this wummery;” and the lover,
turning pale for the first time, took up the
lady.

The spectators rejoice to see the manner
in which he moves off, slow, but sccure,
and as if encouraging his mistress. They
mount the hill; they proceed well; he halts
an instant before he gets midway, and
seems refusing; then ascends at a quicker
rate; and now being at the midway point,

The spectators give a great shout. The

shifia the ‘ady fFom cne side to the oEher. | ,.whey do think itis?” sald he, Hogeve | society, and that & woman usually is in-

baron, with an air of indifference bites the |

, | found in the bill.

tended, and his nature bas fitted him for,
and that you will stand by your own high,
noble, white race, and go for its suprem-
acy over the negro everywhere:

““I have pointed out over a hundred
specific differences between the bonal and
nervous systems of the white man and the
negro. Indeed, their frames are alike in
no particular, There is not a bone in the
negro’s body which is relatively the same
shape, size, articulation, or chemically the
same composition as that of the white
man ; even the negro’s blood is chemicall
a very different fluid than that whio{
courses through the veins of the white
man. The whole physical organism of the
negro differs quite as much from the white
man’s a8 it does from that of the chimpan-
zee, that is, in his bones, muscle, and fi-
bers. The chimpaozee has vot much fur-
ther to progress to become a negro than a
negro to become a white man, This fact
science inexorably demonstrates. Climate
has no more to do with the difference be-
tween the white man and the negro than
it bas with that of the negro and the chim-
panzee, or than it has between t{w horse
and the ass, the eagle and the owl. Each
is a distinct and scparate creation. The
negro is no more a ne%ro by accident or
misfortune than an owl is the sister of the
eagle, or the ass is the brother of the horse.
H w stupendous, and yet how simple is the

it the Allnisllty Maker of the

Universe has oreated different species of

the lower animals to fill the different pla-
ces and offices in the grand scenery

nature !”

- DHe .

A Nice Little Bill.

The impeachment trial will cost the
working men a round sum. It will all be
It will coynt in the tax
levies. It is stated that the printing of
the tickets of admission cost no less than

3,000. Thee of the trial is set

. Certain witnesses

Gen. l
The sum of ten cents a wile ten dol-
attendance.

and then

tip of his gauntlet, and then casts on them
an eye of rebuke. At the shout, the lover
resumes his way. Slow, but not feeble
is his steps, yet it gets slower. e lloSa
again, and they think they see the lady
kiss him on the forehead. The women
begin to tremble, but the men say he will
be victorious. He resumes again; he is
half-way between the middie and the top;
he rushes, he stops, he stagers; but he
does not fall. Another shout from the
men, and he resumes ouce more; two-
thirds of the remaining part of the way
are conquered. They are certain the lady
kisses him on the forchead and on the
eyes. The women burst iuto tears, and
the stoutest men look pale. He ascends
slower than ever, but seems to be more
sure. He halts; but it is only to plant
his foot to go on again; and thus he picks
his way, planting his foot at every step,
ining ground with an effort
ifts up her arms as if to lighten
him. , he 1is almost at the top; hLe
struggles, he moves sideways, taking very
little steps and bringing one foot ever
time close to the other. Now-—he is all
but on the top ; he halts agaiu; bhe is fixed ;
he staggers. A goan Eoel
multitade. Suddenly he turns full front
towards the top, it is luckily almost a
level; be staggers, but it is forward.—
Yes, every limb in the multitude makes a
movement as if it would assist him ; see,
at last; he is on the top; and down he
falls flat with his burden An eaormous

The lad

‘of | shout ; he bas won—he has won. Now

he bas a right to caress bis mistress, aud
she is caressing bim, for weither of them
gets up. If he bas fainted, it is with joy,
and it is in her arws.

The baroo puts spurs to hia horse, the
crowd following bim. Half way bhe is
obl:rd to dismount; they ascead the rest
of the hill her; the crowd silent and
happy, the ready to burst with
shame and impatience. . They reach the
spot. T&lﬂl’n mhub:o hoi.ﬁub:::

ound, elaspiog bim w
4 and l#n. on each side.

exclaimed the baron, ‘‘theu
hast this feat before, on purpose
to ve mo., Arisel”

‘‘You conmot expect it, sir,” said o

X his mied “-.m-m':ign
his rest after such a deed!”

**Part thom !"”

readily comprchend and analyze the
struction of language; can write their
thoughts more smoothly, more fully, and
more connectedly; and after a habitual
reading of the newspaper can take a more
decided part in couversation or debate,
exhibit a wider and more varied knowl-
edge of subjects, than those who are de-
prived of this advantage.

This is not a wonderful matter after all.
The wonder is that there should be any
occasion for laying down so obvious a
proposition. Yet the silent, persistent in-
fluence of a newspaper is much
than is generally realized or acknowledged
and principally for the reason that it is so
silent and unobstrusive. Thus the strong

hold which a newspaper will take upon a |

family by means of its deily arrival and
its regular reading, i3 illustrated by the
difficulty which new journals find in die-
placing old ones, though they be one hun-
dred or more per eent. better. This is
more especially true in the old communi-
ties of the Kastern States where the hab-
its and customs of the

more |
con- |

reater |

people have ruu |

I.Iilﬂ Of lliH IIIUT.II*'I‘. :llll recall to Ll IEM
weary nights she watched over him while
he was in pain, and you s
spread his eyces—he will bow Lis hicad and
thillk over the P:L'-l" wnt 1y'S of his l‘!i.il I'
hood, remember then only as a delizhtful
dreum thﬂl’, iﬁ p:lﬁt and Fone jorever. In
after years, as we stand beside the eold
dead body of our beloved wothier, the
lesson which she l.nl___'T.-t S WHCH We wore
young, and which we had before treated
with contempt and seorn—these lessons
we determine shall be our guiding star to
heaven and to motlier.

C 0D OIS OVerr-
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Radicals who Cannot Support
Grant,

Anne Dickinson —1 am L'.'Hiu;: to
England to get out of advocating this
bungler.”

Mrs. Stanton.—*'Crant says nothing,

'and knows less than nothine.

“IHSHH.—“I \‘1%11 S0) |1l'!:l meo
Gﬁd, suppnrt any but t ‘mpoerance wen for
office.”

Greeley.—**"The residenc

never,

y requires a

longer in rigid moulds and channels and | man of ideas and a stotesman.”

which are accordingly more difficult to
break up and dissolve. But a good news-
paper with all its faults, ought to be best
with which a family comes in contact. It
comes oftener than the school-instruector,
for there are no holidays or vacations.—
It stays longer, because the ehildren aban-
don the school-master at the age of ma-

| turity, but still continue reading the news-

paper. It epitomizes the world ; even the
poorest adds something to the intellectual
posscssions of the people; facts in seience,
truth in ethics, principles in government,

theories in political economy, sorse truth, | |
rard: I will be one uo longer, nor will L

many false, but not all false, as they
would be were it nor for the newspaper.
It condenses and compresses information
into readable and accessible shape, just as
we have exhibited above, in a few lines,
the testimony of school teacher, who,

l 1‘.':”“‘.'*} no

(Lfﬁl.r:..—.“l declare
il'l”irt I‘Ol'

dﬂubtflll man shatl have ey
Presideot.”

Old Thad —**Never ask e to support
a twaddler and a trimmer tor ofdice.”

(:FH'J'_!}‘--“l}l'ut::a;.l'-h, Il ["'.;';nis:*i,
publie enemies.” ‘

Frelinghuysen . —**"I'he nation owes 1t
to its self-respect to tolerate imbectlity in
pﬂlitiﬂa no louger.”

Wade.—**Grant knows nothing of pols
ities. * ¥ He can talk of I\u[hi‘lcg but
horses.”

Yates,—‘T own [ have been a drank-

are

longer cast my lot with such men '
. 1 K - -
Be Polite aat Moo,

There are few familics, we imagine, in
which love is not abused as Inrm:-hing

| fuseness,

| duetion of human beings ; but it is rapidly

| was dead, and his wife very ill, her life | at bome, and no polish exhil
[ despaired of ; he rose and paced the room. ciety can atone for the harsh langzuage and

owing to newspaper inexperience, protrac-
ed his remarks into a short essay, divided , l
and subdivided into an unnecessary dif- | fathec or brother, will ~poak fiares |

The newspaper has the weak- | '© those whom he loves best, simply be.

. . . I » s Qb -4 ny v 1 . .': . . I
ness of human nature. since it is the pro- : cause th_L security ol ‘lut an futnily ]'.1 (2
| kelzlm him from g:-[t:::;_; his head broken.

| [t 18 a shame that a men will speak wore
impolitely at times, to his wile or sister,
than he would dare to any othor fewale,
except a low and vicious one. It 1s thus
| that the holiest aflections ol man's nature
| prove to be a weakoer prote: tion to women
" in the family circle than the restraints of

' a license for impoliteness, A hushand,
Larsh words

rising into the great instructor of mankind.
>0

The Bible.

I remember reading a deeply interest-
ing tale in which a French geutleman
brought his wife home one day a present.

e

it 1uto her Lbaud, and she found it to be a : debted for the kindest politeness of life to
Bible. Both were infidels. *‘The book- | those not belongine to Lier ovn household,

seller said no library would be complete
without it, so I bought it as a piece of

Many months passed away.—
One day the gentleman set alone in his
study, full of sorrow; his first born baby

' because it will not be r
| aniquity.” The book was then laid on | spleen aud bad temper up
| the shelf,

This ought not to be so.  Tue man who
sented, 1wntiiets hig
" I].- LJI'. ll'li:i
hearthstone, 18 a small cowar! aod a mean
man. Kind words are the eirenlating me-
dium between true geutloran and ladies

| xhibited i

(i1 Bl=-

Suddenly his eye glanced on the piece of disrespectful treatment, too often indulged

sutiquity. e took it down and carelessly
turned over the pages. The first passages

in, between those bound tozether Ly the
ties of bluml. or the still more sacred bouds

| he saw were Job xiv: 1, 14; he eclosed | of conjugal love.

the book augrily; yet his mind was dis-

turbed. Days passed ; the wife still lived, |

and the husband kept solitary in his li-
brary; but a change had come ower him.

-— ———--—--—-——.-‘.-1 - —

Don’t IKill the Bivids,
One of our {-ﬁrﬂnzl--~:‘::.:'I---= ontors the fol-

| ..&gﬂiﬂ ,.IH tﬁ{)k up thu l;iblﬁ; hﬁ fead hour Iﬂwiﬂg p[eu fnl‘ the hirds:=—Don't ]t‘II the

| day dawn, yet still he read.

through the |

|

after hour; midnight came on, aud even
Another day
and his wife revived. When permitted
to see her, ke told about the book he had
been reading and that it had made him
unhappg. She said: “‘We will burn the
dismal book.” *‘‘We must not burn it,”
he replied. -

birds that run up and down your applo
trees, Tllll'_v are the conservators of
or{:hurds, and the archi euemivs of bugs,
grubs and worms. Some one told s, te
other day, that the farmoers’ boys were
shooting woodpeekers aud sap-suckers, as
1 l.lwy were birds of prey: buat what 18
poison to orchard trees. If you sce row

As weeks pﬂlﬂed on, and 'the wife was after row of round hLoles '.'IH,'EITL']III;_'; an ap-

getting better, she so wished to share her | plB tree trunk, don't be alarmed, 1

husband’s distress of mind, that she per-
suaded him to bring the piece of antiquity
to her chamber. She read it sowetimes
slone, sometimes with her busband, and
scemed to find tranquility in it, She said
one day to him, *‘If this book is true (as
it surely is,) our condition is very bappy.”
Time wore on. DBoth read and studied
this precious book, and found promise;

light shone into their dark seuls, and the | Wise, taps ou the
proved to them (as it |
will, with Ged’s blessing, to all who read

piece of sntiquity

it,) truly & ‘‘lamp unto their feet, and a

light uato their patbh,”

Our Mether.

From our earliest infancy we learn to |

cling to our mother. She is with us at all
times. Night after night, while we are
tossing upon s bed of puia, she watches
over us with untiring asud geotle care,
thinkiong of no&hwt that which relates
to our comfort. k upon the battle-
field, afler the comflict is over, and ofl is
silent save an occasional moan from a d
ing soldier, and pought to light up
faces of the dying and dead but the pale
light of the woea. HHero and there we

see & lon-r‘:s' figure dert to and fro
among the , now and then peering

into ﬁnb:f h:. bo'“' \‘V.b thinks, per-
ba y at o pi

ol’p: r's love h’&lﬂ No mr
her uotil she finds her boy; and when he
1 found weltering in his life’s blood, the

© Maryland State Archives msa_sc3326 scm8202-0562

ut thank
Providence for the birds which took a grub
out of every hole, perhaps.  Many nsects
deposit their eges i the interstices of the
bark, and when they hateli out, they bore
into the soft, spongy bark., The *‘sap-
sucker,” as he is crroncously ealled, secks
out the hiddon ]:lmwﬂ of the these llr.':'ilH,
and gobbles them up. ‘l'le wood-pecker
alights on tree trunk, and darting side-
bark with his beak.,—
He is sounding the bark, and when
he detects a hollow—and it must be a very
small oge if he don’t doteet it—he bores
his way into the cavity and devours the
tenant. You lose ten bushels of apples
when you shoot a woodpecker. So dou't
kill the wood peckers,

'*"l‘." P

R — -

B#® During the battle of Antictam, a
Uonfederate battery, stationed on a hill
near a Liacksmith ahnp, ran out of metal.
While some was beiug broucsht, the gun-
pers went into the shop, tovk hawwers
and ircm, wrapped them in bagging, ram-
med them into their guns, and let fly ata
F‘Cﬂ‘ battory stationad on aup nppusita
hill. A German actillerist in the battery,
seeing the tools and iron flying so profuse-
ly, exalasimed: ‘‘Mcin Goutl ve shall
have te blackschmidt's shop te next time.”

_—— ﬂ.*.".‘ e — v -

A prgcexpant of Luther, the great Re-
former, is now living in Hagerstown, Md,
He is one of the eighth peneration, in des
scont from his distinguished ancestor.




