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"Tis but a day since Spring was here.
T i s but a day line© spring was here, ;•";<•
Scattering bloesings far and near ;
Since wood-born flowers, with modest look,
First stooped to kiss the laughing brook—
Since earth, that drank the owning dew,
Smiled every niormng fresh 'and new ; , . .
Si nee in the new-leaved grove were heard .*
Glad songs from many a bright winged bird—
Since all of nature seemed replete
With youth, and bloom, and blessings sweet—
Since hills were clad in rich array—
Since spring was here—'tis but a day*;

And yet 1 listen—and I hear
Songs of the declining year;
I look about me, and behold
The year already growing old,
Sombre and still the day is now— ; *
Old age is on the forest'* bruvr; ; • "' *'
The earth her smile* hath alt withdrawn,/
And flowers are faded, withered, gone ;
The hill and vale are green no more—
Tho mountain peak is bare and hoar,
In forest paths, with mo«s o'er grown,
Vala, withered loaves are thickly Btrewn-—•
And all that bloomed in youthful spring
Is faded now, and withering.
In yonder field, now brown and nude,
Tho cricket chirps in solitude.
And far down in a pasture doll
Tinkles a solitary bell;
And every far off sound 1 hear
Strikes Madly on the watchful car.
At ni|fht the wind with heavy breath, "
Sigha fitfully, like groans ore death !
What means it ? 't» tho struggling SI^IIH,
The labored breath when summer dierf.
Ami yet, though all around is gloom,
Tho night winds whinper of the tomb—
Though flowers aro gone, and hilla are ftear,
*Tis but a day since spring was here !

'Tis but a day since youth was htJre,
With buoyant hope, and joy and <Jhee»#;
Since days passed on with pleasured rifo.
Awl cv«»ry pulsu brat high with lift}—
Since time flew past on airy wing,
And life was one porennial spring—
Since year* of pleasures ware away ;
Since youth wad hore—'tis but a day !

An<I yet—I feel it in my veins—
The Hpring has gone, the tmmmer wanes.
Tho blood onco hot is waxing cold.
Youth, Youth i* gone t1m growing old !
My cheeks are marked with years and cares—•
My lock* aro thick vrirh silver hairs,
Infirm upon my staff I bow.
For a#e i« written on my brow.
Full well I know, and yield the strifo—
It is the autumn of my life!

And ynt, although my locks are hoar,
With many-winters fruited o'er—
Though bowed my form, and dim my sight)
Till day seems mingled into night—
Though weak, infirm, I tremble now,
With ago deep graven on my brow—
Though death, ago, even death, id near,
His but a day since youth was hore !

Thus, ere we kno\v it, spring is flod—
The flowers of yesterday tire dead ;
Thus fritftty ago comes on in haste,
The bloom of early lift* to waste.
Yet when tho tonder flower fails, 'I
And chill and fierce the autumn g
Scatter ita withered leaves abroad,
It drop* its seed upou the t*od ;
And, whou old winter ends iu strife.
That H M»d quickens into life,
And that sweAt flower will quit its tomb
And blurfh again in vernal bloom-
»So %ti» with men—first doomed to death—*
Like the frail flowers that periaheth !
Yet, when he emleth life s brief terra,
He leave* an undecaying form
To spring up into fairest bloom.
Immortal youth bevond tho tombt

Kuesovillo, Oct. 18th, 1852. * * B

The Little Outcast.
BY MRS. DENI30N,

"MaynH I stay, ma'am ? I'll do any-
thing you givo me—cut wood, go after wa-
ter, and do all your errands."... ,

Tho troubled eyes of the speaker wwo
filled with tears. It was a lad that stood
at tho outer door, pleading with a kind
looking woman, who still seemed to doubt
tho reality of his good intontions.

Tho cottage sat by itself on a bleak
moor, or what in Scotland would have been
called such. The time was near the latter
end of September, and a fieroo wind rat
tied the boughs of the two only naked trees
near the house, and ficd with a shiveriog
sound into tho narrow door-way> as if seek*
ing for warmth at the blaiiogfire witbin.

Now and then a snow-flake touched with
its soft chill tho check of the listen-
er, or whitened tho angry redness of the
poor boy's benumbed hnncU. * i

jTho woman was loth to grant the boy's
request, and tho peculiar look stamped
upon his features, would hate suggested to
any mind an idea of depravity far beyond
lijjy

But her woman's heart could not resist
the sorrow io those largo, but by no means
hi u y y

"Com* in at any rate till the good matt
conies home ; there, sit down by the fire ;
you look perishing with oold ; l f and she
drew a rude chair up io tho warmest cor-
ner, then, nuspiciouMy glancing at the child
from the corners of her eywt die eonlifi-
u- i *!fctm(j the tablt for tappet.,:* ; > ;v

Pnwitly came the tramp of heavy shoes ;
tht» »i«>or was swuu,; opon wiib a quiok jerk,
:ui-lrhr -good tn.m" presented himself,
wo.in?'tl wicii lubor. . , . • • • . . » ..

A look of intrtUi^nco paiMcl between
hi wit't> nad himwif; he too scanned the
boy H t\iv<> will an expression not eyincing
«atinf*io(iun but nevertheless, nade him
eotn*f to tbe table,' aud then enjoyed the
ia«t with whioh he dispatched Us rapper.

Day after day paused, tncl yet tho boy
beimd to he kept uonly till tomorrow ;*'
•o tho good couple, after dm ooattdtratioa,

l i d that at long as he wag so docile,

and worked *o heartily, they would retain
him. .-/•

One day in tbe middle of winter,- a ped-
lar, long accustomed to trade at the cot-
tage, made his appearance, and disposed
of his goods readily, as if he had beeti
waited for.

41 You bare' a boy out there splitting
wood, I see/' he said, pointing to the yard.

"Yes ; do you know him ? f \-
"I have seen him/' replied the pedlar,

evasively. \ < [ :
44 And where'—who is he 1 what is he ?"
u A jail bird ;" and the pedlar swung

his pack over his shoulder ; 4ithat boy,
yotfug as he looks, I suw in court myself,
nnd heard hie sentcnce-»-Uen months ; he's
a hard one. • You'd do well to look keer-
fully after him." .,•...-...

Oh! there was something so horrible in
the w<»t*d jail—the poor woman trembled
a* she laid away her purchases, nor could
MIIO be easy till she called the boy in, knd
•wured him that she knew that dark part
of las history. , - « • •-.,

Ashamed, distressed, the child hong down
hi? hi»ad ; his checks seemed bursting with
th*» hot Mood ; his lip* quivered, and an-
guish was paints! MH vividly upon his fore-
head as if tho won! were branded into the

"IVriT,11 lift muttered,- his whole framo
relaxing as if u burden of guilt or joy had
suddenly rolled olF, 44 1 may as well go to
ruin at onet—there's no use of my trying
to do bettor—everybody hates and despises
me—nobody cures about me—I may as
well go to ruin at ouct.'V
, 4tTell mo/' said the woman, who stood
off* fur enough for flight if that should be
necessary—*Miow came you to go so young
Io that dreadful place h Where was your
mother ?•—where r"

uOh !" exclaimed the boy* with a burst
of grief that was terrible to behold, 4*oh !
i haint no mother—oh ! 1 haint bad no
mother ever since I was a baby. If I'd
only had a mother," he continued, his an-
guish growing vehement, and the tears
gushing out from his strange looking greyg g g g gy
eyes. 4*l wouldn't 'a heen bound out, and
kicked and cuffed, and laid onto with whips.
I wouldn't 'a been saucy, and got knocked
down and ran away, and then stole because
1 was hungry. Oh ! I haint got no mother
—I haint got no mother~^I haven't had no
mother siuco I was a baby."

The strength was all gone from the poor
boy, and he sank on his knees sobbing great
choking soubs, and rubbing the hot tears
away with his poor knuckles. And did
that woman stand there unmoved ?•• Did
she coldly bid him pack up and be off—the
jail bird ?

N-—no ; she had been a mother, and
though all her children slept under tho
cold sod in tho church-yard—she was a
niother etill.

I Sbo went up to that poor boy, not to
hasten him away, but to lay her fingers
kiudly, softiv ou his head—to toll him to
look up, and from hence forth find in her a
mother. Yes, she even put her arm about
the oeck of that forsaken, deserted child
—she poured from her mother's heart
sweet, womanly wordily words of counsel
and tenderness., . . . .

Oh ! how sweet washer sleep that night,
how soft her pillow! She had linked a
poor suffering hcurt to hors by the most
silken, the strongest bands of' love ; she
had plucked some thorns from the path of
a little, Htining, hut striving mortal. None
but the angels could witness her holy joy,
and not onvy.

Did the boy leave her. ? ".'•
Never—he is with her still ; a vigor*

oos, manly, promising youth. The low
character of his countenance ha* given
place to ah opon pleasing expression, with
drprh enough to make it an interesting
study.- His foster father is oVad. his good
fonter ihother agod and sickly, , but she
knows no want. Tho once poor outcast is
her only dependence, and nobly doca ho
repay the tius».

4CUe that savetli a soul from death, hi*
detli a multitude of sins."—[Olive Brandh.

A BosroNiAX returning- from a tour
through Europe, relates to the Boston Jour-
nal the following incident, which took place
at St. Petorsburgh ; u Several of our ship-
mates were on shore having * a ffood time*;
when in passiug through the square containg
the colossal statute of Peter th$ Great, ono
of them declared he would have a ride on
that horse; and no sooner saidt than he
made a leap over4 the iron fence, and atou-
ally commenced climbing up over the tail of
the horse, and before the astonished crowd
could interfere to stop the movement, the
captain Was actually seated on the colossal
horse, behind tbe Oroat Peter. The Yan-
kee had accomplished hip purpose, and tak-
en his ride on Peter's horse> but the most
difficult part of his enterprise was still be-
fore him ; vis- to escape tVom the horse
without falling into the hands of the guard,
who are constantly atatUnod around the
statue for its protection ; and horo our oap-
tain signally foiled. He was arrested in
his decent from his' lofty seat, and found
that there was, in very deed, but a step be
tween the sublime and the ridiculous, as he
was led away from Peter's statue to prison.
He was tried, convicted, and fined $6,000
forfeit fo>lyv. By the iater position of the
Ameriqan winiftor, the fitf* *as slightly re*
dueedf and wa« then paid by the captain*s
eontignies, and he was released from prison
after only a few day*' confinement. When

d ih h j d
y

tbe etptthi .lYnjoaitrated with the judge at
the largeness of tbe fine, flaying it was
rather an expensive rid*, the judge good-

the Boston Olive Branch)

Blending ef the Seasons.
I Ipeked oveir the face of nature.

The "tree* wei4* withered, the fields stubbled
and brown; The mountains startled me
with their flaked majesty. Where were
the flowers ? where the gorgeous mantling
of forests add hills f whê e the hues of
heaven that bad painted an TEden on every
leaf ? Soon to bo obsoured by tempests,
and buried underneath snows! I wept
over tbe threatened desolation ; wept that
tor all things there must come a winter*

A form of surpassing beauty moved
gently by my side. -

"Why Woepent thou, ah wottal ?" she
saie*. c Without rest nothing can Hvo. So
hath the bountiful Father ordained sleep,
that, coming with sweet odors on her wing,
closes thine eyes to the life pictures that
Time and Care heaver wear in painting.—
Spring, Summer, and Autumn too, take
their rest."

Then holding ono hand over the earth, a
great fissure was rent therein, and while I
looked down in wonder, she clasped me in
her arms, and wo descended together,

I felt no fear iho darkness enwrapped us
and the way seemed endless. But anon a
soft light broke out—it deepened, flushing
at intervals, and I saw yet far below what
seemed a city of palaces.

4 Do then mortals live in the depths of
tho earth ? |f 1 asked. ; ;

44 Yon four palaces, •' sbd replied ̂ pointing
to the fairest and whitest,"belong to Spring,
Summer, Autumn, and Winter, All a-
round aro granaries where choice seeds are
deposited and impliments of labor. Here
aro locked up the airs and the fruits, and
the snows of the seasons.**
< We stopped at the palade of Spring,—-
Earthly splendor was more than eclipsed
by the shining pillars, the fresh, noble stat-
ues that adorned the outer of these struc-
tures. Silver and gold lined the inner
walls, everywhere surpassing richness and
magnificence were visible; I was led up
the grand entrance, through wide halls into
a Kpaciou8 chamber.

There softly sleeping upon a couch,
whose regal hangings were of a delicate
green, bordered with gold, laid a young
maiden; in her hand the first flower of
the year, now drooping.

Her cheek was somewhat pale, her tress-
es like amber clouds ; soft breezes played
around her pillow. I smelt the odor ot
early violets as her breath came gently be-
tween her parted lips. Gazing around, I
was startled to observe that what 1 had
taken for statuary, were living beings
watching her rest. Some of them held
seeds in their hands, others spades and
picks upon which they leaned thoughtfully \
— ôthers ploughs, ready to guide them at
her first command.

*'Spring taketh her rest,'* said iny guide
smiling..

441 was next ushered into another palace,
similar in construction to the first. Upon
a rosy couch recliued a glorious form.—
Never saw I au^ht so beautiful as her face.
Her hair, a golden brown, laid io thick
masses against her cheeks, upon which
deepened the rich crimson of the sea-shell.
At every footstep I trod upon flowers, yet
crushed them not. On every side sat mai-
dens braiding wreaths and tinting fruit
bud*. A geutlo rustling like the waving
of boughs, and tho sighing of zephyrs thro'
long grasses, a soft twittering of birds, a
murmer of laughing voices, and a scent of
ripening fruit saluted me. Warm breezes
stole about my temples giving a soft lan-
guor, and I longfd for the shade of a great
tree. The bleating of lambs, the rippling
of streams, the musical dripping of water
falls, mingled delightfully together. And
summer still slept with smiles on her lips.

Methought I entered then the palace of
Autumn. Every where I saw joy and glad-
ness. Peals df ihusio burst forth ; shouts
like those in harvest time came up from the
terraces. Autumn had just left the upper
o a r t h . : • . " j : • • ••• .. -.-,. . • . • • •••• •.'... . ,

Though wearied with her labors, sbe wits
more beautiful than her sisters. Night
black ware her heavy ringlets ; night black
her lustriotls eyes—dark and deeply tinted
her full round cheek. She walked between
golden sheaves, and methought they bowed
to bor. Swart attendants followed, loaded
with corn, grapes, apples, pears, and all
the roots of (fie earth. About their per-
sons were wotind wreaths of gorgeous flow-
ers ; their garments glittered, wovt*n with
the silk of corn. Now and then a sharp
wind whistled by me as the maidens has
tened to lead away their queen* Mourn-
ful symphonies now Commenced, fitful and
g<ntle as tho falling of the leaves. I heard
a noise like ton thousand great wingrf beat*
ing the air, and but a solitary twitter, it
might be that of a wounded bird. r -

At the door of Winter's palace 1 paused.
What had before seemed glistening marble,
I saw wassparklinjrice,. Frostwork in wild
grotesque design* lined all the panne Is.—
Great figures with oold eyes stood in the
portals., Of a sudden a flourish of trum-
pets broke the stillness* Loud shouts fill-
ed me with awe* and peals of music issued
from all tbo entrances. Tall figures in
white mantles pajsed and ro-pasaod, and in
an inner chamber stood a kingly form,
about which a hundreds persons seemed
busy. Sharp and keen, his eyes darted
everywhere.. Like masses of crystal, his
locks bung upon his massive •boulders.—
When arrayed he seised an icy spear that
reached from tbe floor to the extrem* of
the mighty dome, and shook ii with a firm

natnredl/ replied that tho captain never be-! hand. Fierce winds leaped from their
fore rode so expensive a horse.—Hjpu$$hoU t °V™i whirling flakes pt snow thiokend the
Work* j sir, frost formed over hjs brow and hung

#.•? ,if u •*,*• y ^ . •••••• | heavj on hi* lopk*,, I W^sbrieks , mous
* WbiTH TJMUNO.~~OA , pieoe of slum lamenting vojoet. , I *»*;< that tbe crowd
about the Mw of a ooftnodon marble pulver- had fallen, av*y, even as portion from lbs
iWand mixed with • wine glass full of .ftmm o i * * j M ^
braiidy) u said to be a sure ours for ague. ' T^a« WinJet's j

? love me,M he awmered
had hardly spoken^ when with s

strains came Spring, Summer, and Au-
tumn, wrapped in .white furs, and trembling
with ohilh .; , .

«.f #pjty the king of thereasons," said
one, ftnd nave come to offer him consola-
tion.

*%^ said Spring, ^will give him Some of
my bdmy airs, and my brightest days.11

'^f-Sftid Summer, "will bequeath to ottr
brother, apay sunay skiea, my deep blue of
evening, and a. few genial breezes." ;

" I / ; said Autumn, "will lend him some
of ray glorious evetiings, with my moon as
yellow, as the harvest and my glittering
stars. ''Besides, I hive saved for him the
choicest fruirs of my labor* Let not our
brother mourn, many hearts will rejoice at
his going forth.9';' :..-...... -
- Then winter smiled find his smilo came

fall Q în me—I could no longer hate him.
} And ever since, through his reign I have

marked Spring days, Summer warmth, and
and Autumn splendor. [n. A. DV

• - ' - ' " l l " | | ' M i l l . • ' '

• {For the Republican.)
OBITUARY NOTICE '

.'••••r'. •.". OF THE LATE .:

Dn AARON F. GARDBVER,
i • ' • ; • • . '• • • • :

The act of doing j.ustic to the memory
of the dead belongs to unprejudiced minds,
and should devolve upon those, who from
their social relations with tbe deceased
have opportunities of learning private char-
acter. As one Who has known the subject
of this sketch for many years, I deem it
a duty I owe to him as a friend and fellow
citizen to speak of him as he was. Doctor
Gardiaer (the youngest son of John Gar-
diner, was bora at East Hampton, Long
Island, on the 15th of January, 1785.—
Ho received what was considered at that
time a good elementary education at the
Clinton Academy in his native place, and
soon after chose Medicine as a profession
suited to his tagto The wisdom of this
choice was manifest by the success he met
With in after years in the practice of a pro-
fession, to which he was ardently attached.
The facilities afforded the Medical Stu-
dents of thai day were few indeed in com*
parison with those now enjoyed. But he
availed himself of all those within his
reach, and by an intease application to the
science for several years, acquired thor-
ough'y its rudiments, and proved himself
worthy of the diploma which he received
in the year 1808. In a short time h6 left
the Island and went to Easton, Washington
county, N> Y. where he practiced several
years with a Doctor Mosher who atthat time
had au extensive business. In a neighbor-
ing county he became acquainted with Mar
tha Lathrop Pope, whom he soon after
married and removed to Chester, New
Jersey, about the year 1811. It was in
this state that he may be said to have com-
menced his career as a Practitioner of
Medicine, the arduous duties of which are
known only to the profession. A stranger,
with no recommendation but his talents, he
appeared in the Medical field. He enter-
ed the lists with men about him, not youth-
ful adventurers or. charlatans, but with
hoary headed veterans, men who had grown
grey in the profession and whom time and
favor had elevated to an eminence in socie-i
ty,~Such were his competitors* But un-
der these unfavorable circumstances he
wavered not, and by an unremitting ardor
soon built up an extensive practice, which
continued to increase during his residence
in Chester, a period of sixteen years.

In' the midst of a successful professional
career, in the bosom of friends who were
clustered closely about him, he was induc-
ed through the iufluence of relatives to re-
move northward, and accordingly went to
Koeseville, Essex County, N. Y. in 18-J7.
There being but few Phvsicians then in
this vicinity, he immediately secured ares*
pectable practice and established himself
in favpr and reputation with the inhabitants
of this growing village. .

Having continued the active duties of
bis calling for about twelve years in this
place, he found that the prime of life was
past, and that his health demanded a re-
laxation from the more arduous duties de-
volving upon a country practitioner and ac-
cordingly confined himself mostly to town
practice. But a few Physicians of his age
have devoted themselves more faithfully
to the healing art, or have encountered
more hardships in the practice of a pro*
fession, which perhaps more than arty other
is attended with that mental anxiety which
soonest deprcsseH the powers of life. l*he
scientific followers of JEsculapius in every
age (since Medicine has merited the title
of a distinct science) have been called upon
to Combat not only disease, but the whims
and caprices of mankind, a task more for-
midable than the famed Herculean labors
of ancient story. , .

^ But amid all those false lights in Medi-
pine, which from time to time have arisen
in tbe camp of Quackery, ho stood firm,
a faithful sentinel to warn men of their
danger io trusting to theories based upon
unsubstantial fabrics. He lived to tee
many of these delusions disapperr, before
the torch of scientific investigation j theo-
ries which for the time served to amuse
Wore than benefit society ; and he died In
harness an advocate of the axiom ; utnat
nothing should be received aa truth in
MedicineY which has not been thoroughly
tested by experience.'1

In his death the Profession have lost an
ornament, society % useful member, tho
Poor a friend* Perhaps no man in North-
ern New York had a more extensive
knowledge of the theory of Medicine in
detail than Doctor Gardiner. During a
a practice of forty years he had been a
close student, as well as an attentive obser-
ver of the Phenomena of diseased action.
Possessed of acute pemjthre fcwltiss, he

was usually correct in his Diagnosis, having I mnnner escaped him. On the contrary he
a retentive memory he was enabled to draw
at will from his storehouse of facts treas-
ured up from the best authors. He pos-
sessed a sound judgment which rendered
him not only a bold, tut a safe practition-
er. He was not however like too many in
tbe profession chained down to tbe explo-
ded dogmas of tbe schools, but belonged
rather to the Eclectics op^n to conviction
and as an independent thinker ready to
embrace truth in "whatever gfcrb she might
appear. These are the outlines of the

was cheerful and continued conversing
wifh his friends, until a few days before bis
death (when from a partial partffysis of bis
tongue he was unable to distinctly articulate.
But even then bewas coucious of all that
was transpiring around him, and his eye
was lighted up an nntisoal fire, which gave
evidence that his intellect was not ob^pnr-
ed although nature was fast giving way,—*
He intimated that he wished all topics of
an earthly nature to be excluded from the?
room as he wished to spend the remainder'

Professional character of* our friend. But of his time io reflecting upon matters of a
should I stop here I should leatre the subject religious nature. He bad desired a few

days frevious that bis absent sons shouldunfinished.
Amid the cares incident to bis profession

he still found leisure to devote his atten-
tion to a general course of reading. The

be sent for that he might behold them once
more before he diod. Ou Hs beiog annoon*
ced that they had arrived tbe eibau*t d

English classics were his fevorites,although j powers of lifo seerood to rally for a timo
the Standard works in almost every depart-1 so that hs was able to bold some converna-
ment of literature were familiar to him,— tion with them. But the sight of his chiU
Books were his companions with whom ho' dren bad been too eevefe a shock to his
held daily Converse, and the midnight hour! nervous system and the feelings of pater-
oft found him communing With his favorite Ihal love had overpowered him* The lamp
authors. He possessed a correct dramatic of life wasf«$t flickering in its socket and
taste and had a natural talent for Poetry,! the final hour drew nigh. On Tuesday at 5

A. M. Oct, 12th his spirit took its flight.
Thus died in the full possession ot

faculties, Doctor Ganliner, in the 67th
year of his age. He diod a chrî tlhn Phil-
osopher and he sleeps in Evergreen Ceuic*.
tery in the outskirts of his adopted village,
ia sight of the Adirondac mountains whoso
lofty peaks he had trod and whose name
he had perpetuated in poetic numbers.

as was manifest by his occasional contribu-
tions to the Press. His style was decided-
ly unique and original,his forte the descrip-
tive and sarcastic. Ho looked upon nature
with a poets eye and drew his figures from
her book with a graphic pen.

His conversational powers were of the
first order,, and his turn of icind social
which rendered him an ajrreeable compan-
ion with young or old. Having a consid-
erable relaxation from professional duties
for the last few years of his life he entered
with spirit into the various beuevolent en-
terprises of the day and was found among
the foremost in that band of Pioueers,
whose object is to ameliorate the condition
of man, and elevate thd standard of mor-
als in society. Firmness was a prominerii
trait in his character, yet he was corteous
and respectful to those who chanced to dif-
fer With him In sentiment* He was catf-
tioua in forming an opinion, yet bold to de-
clare it when formed and as firm a.s Giber-
alter in its maintenance* Like all positive
characters he had strong friends dnd bitter
enemies. But he has passed from our vis.
iou and they Who would find him must seek
him iu the grave. By his removal from
our midst the poor have lost a friend. His
ear was attentive to the dry of the suffering
and his presence a consolation at their fe-
verish couch. To afford relief to this class
in community who have but few to sympa-
thize with them in their affliction, was to
him a privilege and remuneration for pro-
fessional services rendered the unfortunate,
a secondary consideration.

"Interest, his soul ne'er swayed. He
neither truckled to the great, nor bent the
knee to Mammons shrine • Gold he ac-
counted dross, and spurned all laws save
those by virtue made. He heeded fllot the
scoffs
mind
when

and sneers of men. Scieuco his
Homed, hope cheered his path, and
Death called him hence, his placid

eye wa*> lighted up by an approving con-

M.

From the N. Y Daily Times.
Tel l y o u r W i f e !

Yes, the only wa^ is, to tell your wife
just how you stand, Show her your balance-
sheet. Let her look at the items. Yoni
think it will hurt her feelings. No it won't
do any such thing. She has been taught
to believe that money was with you. jut$ as
little boys think ft is with their fathers,—
terriblehard to be replied, yet inexhausti-
ble. She ha* had her suspicions already.
She has guessed you were not so pfosper-
ous as y&u talked. But you have so be-
fogged your money affairs tbat sWe. poor
thing, knows nothing about them. Tell iC
right out to her, that you are )?ving outsido
of your income. Take her into partner-
ship, and I'll warrant you'll* never regret it.
There may be a slight shower at first, btrti
that's nstural. Let her see your estimate,
and when you come home again, she will
show you that you have put her bills to
high. True, she had an eight-dollar bon-
net last winter, but <4it is jnst as good as
ever, a few soiling* will provide it with
new strings, and refit it a little ;—the s&sfpe,'
she says, "is almost exactly as they wear
them now." And you will be surprised to*
see how much le»«s expensive she can make
your wardrobe. She will stir prise you witl*
a new vest—not exactly tfnfamiliar some'
how, looking as if in another shape you Iiti'df
seen it before,—^yet new as a vest, and
scarcely costing ft dollar where you had al-
lowed five. Old cravats wifl experience

science that gave assurance of eternal I resurrection in her hands, coming oul so
bliss.'' rejuvenated that nobody but those that are

I admit he had his falings—On these let
the tear that pitieth human weakness fall.
On these let the veil that covers human
frailty rest.

As a father, as a Christian, as a man, he
acted well his part, let posterity do him
j u s t i c e . . . • • : „

It remains for us to take a brief survey
of the closing scenes of his life. Until a-
bout four weeks previous to his dea^h, he
had enjoyed his usual measure of health,
although at times during the past year he
had been subject to paroxysms of ''palpita-
tion of the heart*1 these symptoms howev-
er would soon pass off and during the in*
termission his usual strength regained.

lHe regarded these affections as merely ner-
vous in their character, and did not mis-
trust an organic affectiou of the heart.—
But be thought amiss, for on the evening
of the 10th of Sept., he was suddenly
aroused from slumber by a sense of suffo-
cation and oppression iu the region of the
heart. These symptoms however yielded
in a measure to treatment, tut left him in
rather a feebleccndition. From this time
forward ho seemed to be aware of the true
nature of his complaint, and somewhat
alarmed as to its final result. He wtfti (in
speaking of the Baddenness of his late at-
tack) he regarded it as a midnight Iry, a
warning to set his house in order ere he
made his exit. But he had not deferred
this preparation until a dying hour ; for
years bcrfore,in tbe full strength aod vigor of
manhood he had enlisted under the banner
of the crucified Savior, and proved himself
"a soldier of the cross."

Although sensible from the first ax to tbe
probable termination of his disease, rill he
did not despair, and beinjr bis own Physi-
cian promptly made use of the heroic rem-
edies indicated io his complain. From
fear he might be mistaken a* to the nature
of the disease, bo reviewed carefully Med-
ieal authorities that had written upon "dis-
ease* of the heart as a speciality" and
found alas : tbat the symptoms of his case
were too clearly pointed out to be mistake*.
He watched with an Eagle eye tbe ~
of the medicine he had taken, as an
navL
the force of the tenpetf is driving
the breakers of some dangerous co«st, as a
forlorn hope casts out bis shoet anchor and
standing at the Wm calmly await* the :e-
suU, so did cmr triend await his fate.—
There is much to admire in the character
of the man in circumstances like these.—
Men may enooonter death amid tho turmoil
or conflict, they may d*re him in tbo dead-
ly breaeb, but irtien he noiselessly cud™
into the toliUrjr chamber and unfolds bb
dark ensign, then i« it that the lion hearted
tremble and st#icism loses her fortitude.

Although subject most of the time dn-
* •'* illness to intense suffering not a

let into the secret, would stfspect that they
are old friends in new shaprs Tbe gowa
you were going to buy—oofc of what forgot-
ten chest she has gathered the material
yoti cannot imagine— but there it is, com-
fortable and warm, and just the ibintr yoti
wanted for tho long winter evfeuings tbat
are coming on as last as the almanac will
lei them.

You will find a wonderful change in her
tastes and appetites. Whereas, she always
fancied what Was a little out offleaeon or
just coming into market—now if beef is
dear, she think* "boiled mutton is delight-
ful,—as tender as chicken' If land rise*,
and fish are plenty, she think*, 4a striped
bass is as good occasionally,' aod always in-
sists on having it Fridays. Whereas, be-
fore, she must hoar all the nrocical cele-
brities,—now she is i4out of nil patience
with rbese foreign signer x. If JENNY L I U *
were to return and \iiig some of our own
sweet airs, she'd like to hear her : but ahe
has had enough of Italian. Extravagance*,
all written on the legcr lines below or above,
as if it were a tun to tarry long on the com*
nion atuff. I

Before you have thought much about ft
you will find yourself spending tnoatof your
evenings at home, and such evening too—
so full of domestic enjojment, and fireside
pleasures, that you will look with woftder on
the record of last year's expenses and mar-
vel that yott found time or relish for contly
entertainments that so seriously taxed your
portc-ujonaie.

My dear friend, if like Spain, your out-
goes threaten to exceed your incomes, bo
6ure and t»»ll your wif<» of it. Nor in a toner
and manner that will lead her to think you
don't want her to buy furs tbU winter, but
jost as if you wanted a conoselior ID tbe ,
day of your trouble. And if she doea not
come up, heart and soul and moat success
fully to your relfcf, put me down for DO
prophet, and her tor so worthy specimen of
a Yankee lass.

Tat NEWdFAPfin.—There is no 1>OOV
cheap as a newspaper ; none as interesting,
because h consist* of a variety, measured

. Being new every day or week, it
to habits of reading, and is neoe»*

sary to the individual and tbe eommtimty.

A gentleman ovt west hid aQ Irish
lad in his employ, and sent bfen out to
grease the wtgoft. Tb* lad, after being
gone * considerable length of time. ret*n£*
ed, when he was a*ked by bis Mpfojer if
he "greased the wapon ?" *Yet. said ho,
"I have greased it all exeepl those KtUe
sticks where the wheels ran." *'

What «lan ef people li*« the tigfa**?"
Tboee who go out oo • lark, ef eoone.
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