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Oh ! if t b w i- one law a* ove th<: rei* 
AViillen in WIMIOIO— U thore 11 a word 
That ! would tiaoe as with :t p.-n «>t trt> 
Up«t> t%e un»ulli>'-l tt'inpt*r <>l •> child— 
Itfthere i* »U> thing t'.ut k«>eps the uund 
t>pM"tOBiig*W'viMt«. »i.il repel* 
The ministry of ill—'Ji* HPMAI LOW ' 

*Ged hM madf nothing worthy ot ' t-nntetnpt; 
The M&aUot yebblc in the well ot Truth 
f l u id peculiar meaning*, and will stand 
Wk«n mar's beat monuments wear fast away. 
The law ef Heaven i* UOVK—and tho' Ms nemt 
Has been usurped by passion and protaned 
To its unholy uses through all time, 
8tiU, the external principle is pure ; 
Aad in tboae deep affections that we feel 
OtJ sip stent withta ua, can we see 
The lavish measure in which love is given, 

,Jaad ia lb* yearning tenderness ot a child; 
Ft* every bird that aing* above his head, 
Awd evvty creature feeding en the hills. 
And eve*? tree and flower and running brook, 
We at* hew every thing was made to love, 
Aft* how they err who, in a world like this, 

MX thing to bate bqt human pride. 

SPEAK THKTRUTH"tiOD DEFKND THK RIGHT. 
\."v W - N " W ■ - V - V ^ - N.-*. . * _ * . * . % >- ■ 

5l,mc of the strongest minds of which we | freezing, piteous wail rung In his CITS un | 7 f [ | (T (J \ \ \) (J \ (']] [ K \\ 
havp record, have been shaken l>y aomi 
mysterious presence which revealed the 
approach of evil. We cannot account 
tor this een>uli<Mi—why it is, but we have 
felt it, sudden almost as the lightning's 
flash and as unexpected as that would be 
from a clear sky, tailing like a dajjt spec 

til, in spite of himself, a sickening and 
heavy feeling crept into his heart. 

The uioou shone* hrightly down, the 
smoke t tried up from his own chimney, 
and he heard plainly the mirth of hi* 
children, yet a weight was upon him; 
and as he passed into tho house, it was 
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8it dewn, sad soe\! and count 
The nwHoeetts dying; 

CSBM tell the sw«et amount 
T W ' i lost by sighing! 

Haw saany smiles ?— a score ? 
Then laugh, and count no more, 
. For day is dying! 

Lit) down, sad soul 1 and sleep, 
And an mere measure 

The flight etf Time, nor weep 
The lees of leisure; 

But here, by this leue stream, 
l i e down with us. and dream 

Of starry treasures t 
We dream : do thou the same: 

We love—forever; 
W« laugh ; yet few we shaae— 

The gentle, never. 
Stay, rhen,till Sorrow dies ; 

>ope and happy skies 
Are thine forevei! 

tre across the spirits and sendinftFSkk {difficult for hi.vTto assume the careless 
and pleasant air which he generally wore 
upon his countenance. 

At the time we last saw the Negro, he 
was in the rear of the kitchen, and we 
promised to look in upon the seen*, which 
we spoke of at the commencement of this 
chapter. 

It was nine o'clock by the old family 
tune.piece. A venerable Bible lay upon 
the stand where a candle was dimly burn­
ing in its socket. "The embers glowed 
brightly upon the hearth. All but the 
parents and youngest child had retired to 
rest. The farmer sat in the arm chair 
with the chil i upon his knee, listening to 
its half-uttered words and looking with 
pride upon its clear eye and lovely face. 
The incense of prayer had gone up from 
the family altar and the farmer yielded 
with a heart of faith to whatever the night 

ening thrill to the heart even in the midst 
of mirth and pleasure. We know not 
from whence it comes, but we shrink from 
the touch of its shapeless fingers and grow 
dizfcy as if walking blindfolded over pit­
falls of unknown depth. We feel that 
evil is around us, yet from what direction 
the Wow wilj come, we cannot tell. His 
feeling is oppression^ a nightmare unbid­
den, resting upon the mind when absorb­
ed in business, in tha day time, and in 
the most crowded throng. 

The farmer was not a superstitious 
man. His good sense and intelligent 
mind would have furnished no foot-hold 
lor things bordering on the marvelous. 

As he turned the corner at the foot of 
the I*ake and passed into the shadows of 
the oaks standing below the church, his 
horse, giving a sudden snort, jumped side 

A NHJHT OF BLOOD. 
I L i H I M A OF THE LAKE 

ways out of the path and wheeled to-rtm.jmight bring. He remembered the scene 
at the church, but he confided aft to his 

•-.•:— "BY THE SACHEM 

"CHAPTER VI ■'..„ 1_ 
H o w many Edens there are yet upon 

«arth! i l e w many loved spots in a 
world of griefs that, Hko tho oasis in the 
desert, ever bloom fresh and green in the 
midst of desolation—sunny resting places! 
where the fatigued or sorrowing pilgrim 
can 6nd peace from the sun or the storm 
that baa beat fiercely down upon him.— 

"There are spots whose pure love—whose 
peace and affection no vicissitude can! 
change. H o m e ! Thank God for that 
heaven upon earth where the enmities of 
the world cannot reach, where treachery 
k not known, and where the strifes of the 
world pass widely by and leave 00 sha­
dow. "We may plunge into the vortex ofj 
active life and coin the soil for sordid 
gain, but home will be remembered — 
With giddy flight we may trace the me-
toor Maze of ambition, but in the midst of 
aA ife allurement?., the heart wtlTsTgh for 
the quM"t happiness of home. "We may 

-e\escend down to the lowest^ depths of pol 
Union and crime, but brh^rrffnemories of 
the heaveavdeserted, will fall athwart our 
wanderings-and 4lnd a green, warm nook 
In the heart and a pure.tear in the burn 
l o g eye- T h e hardened felon, who looks 
from bis cold, iron lattice upon"a world 
lost to aka, wall .tturn to the dusky gloom 
of his eeU and weep for the -hearth-boon 
be has cast away—and the cold sweat ot 
grief aad ranerae will gather upon his 
branded brow and ua mother's, wife's or 
abater's band lo sooth its aching throbs— 
T h e mupderer steps upon the scaffold and 
bears himself bravely in the hour of death, 
but the world looks brighter than ever as 
its light fades from his e y e and ten thou, 
sand memories of borne and its scenes 
crowd like an overwbeloaing wave into 
bis bursting heart Lift the white turban 
shroud of death from his countenance 
while the drop treat i e s beneath him, and 

- , w e shall find that the heart has yielded 
its bitter depths and a redeeming flood 
bat moistened the bronzed surface of 
the murderer's cheek. ~ 

I I O K I — H O M E . Would that every 
weary wanderer over the world's waste 
could find such a resting place. The 
rope avoold not dangle so often from the 
•caSbieL The prison walls would not 
l i t r e «o many tenants, vice so many vo­
taries, poverty and disease so many vic­
tims and the grave so many of the early 

The farmer reined him suddenly in and 
turned his head again to the south. Still 
snorting and shrinking with fear, the 
horse refused to proceed. With an ex­
clamation of impatience, he thrust higj 
heels into his flanks and urged him for­
ward. A second time the horse wheeled, 
and so suddenly that the rider was nearly 
thrown from his seat. Gathering" his 
reins tightly in one hand and twisting the 
other in the horse's mane, the farmer 
again essayed to urge him by the church. 

It was a mystery to the farmer. The 
moon was hidden behind a cloud, yet ob­
jects could be seen in the darkness. The 
actions of the horse were strange and un-
Visual. With ears pointed and nostrils 
distended, he stood trembling in every 

Maker. 
The mother took the child and com 

menced undressing it. The waters of 
life were already welling freshly up in 
its heart, and infancy was budding into 

"glad and joyous youth. 
"Twas a lovely child ! Its eye and 

cheek were as bright and clear as a sun­
beam, its little brow like the driven snow, 
and its locks as rich and luxuriant as ever 
wreathed -the bud oPopening youth. It 
would gaze upon (he embers or clap its 
tiny hands in glee and then fall back and 
throw its arms around the HBHber's neck 
and hide its laughing face Tft,her bosom. 
Cne shoe "and shocking were off, the fat 
and chubby loot as plump and delicate as] 
the opening rose-bud. W ith wilful mirth 
it would elude the mother's grasp, the lit-
tie fellow struggling to break away as 

AUBURN. TIltKSUAY, JUNE SI, 1-19. 

lMUENDC«irM.vN,ot the Star, in speak­
ing of the mortality among Temperance 
papers in consequence of being starved 
to death by temperance people, very just­
ly and pointedly calls upon those who 
have the interests of the great Reform at 
heart, to stand out like men and ait out 
their love, and support the Temperance 
Press. In no reform that ever was start 
ed so well calculated to elevate and hap-
pify the condition of man, has there been 
exhibited so little consistency, as in sup­
port of this. Thousands of times we have 
been pained, mortified, and discouraged ; 
and, we must confess, sometimes very 
near indignant, at the careless manner in 
which our friends manifest their devotion 
to the cause of Temperance. 

We are not a going to scold nor fret— 
not a going to detail things that have giv­
en us many a heavy heart and gloomy 
hour. W e are not a going to whine.— 
We scorn to do it. But we have thought 
many a time, while plunging through 
mud and rain and snow, footing our own 
bills and talking and toiling until worn 
down with labor and fatigue, that a brisk 
lash would somewhat gratify the bitter 
feelings which would, in spite of us, some­
times spting up in the heart. We speak 
by authority about these matters," for we 
have been ground through the mill to our 
sorrow. We have spent three years of 
the prime of our life in the Temperance 
cause, for which we never have received 
enough to buy the clothes which ^g&J 
have worn on our back, and now, 
God knows, if there were no priuci-

limb, and yet no obstacle was to be seen 
in the highway. 

Riding the horse up to a sapling in the 
corner of the fence, he cut and trimmed| she attempted to undress the other foot. 
a heavy whip and reined him once more 
into the road. The mettlesome animal 

IT IS 5TATKD that the Wisconsin law^ 
in relation to uukinjj rumsellers respon-
>ible for tl»e effects of their traffic before 
a legal tribunal, is likely to prove a com­
plete failure, no one taking notice of it. 
We apprehended as much. Such a law 
is good so far as it recognizes the princi­
ple of responsibility in the traffic. It 
shows a promising tone of public feeling 
upon the question, but it never can effect 
its object. There is nothing tangible 
about it. You cannot get hold of a. rum-
seller under such a law in one case out 
of a hundred. A hundred of them may 
be ten years in destroying a man, beg­
garing his family and casting them upon 
the charity of the world. Sue them.— 
Declare for damages. One man mur­
dered by inches in the course of ten years. 
One wife's heart broken and rendered 
wretched for life. One farm lost in the 
vortex of intemperance. One family rob-
bed of education, property and happiness, 
and a large circle of friends wounded to 
the very soul. Bring in the proof upon 
such charges. Which done it ? If all 
participated, how discriminate and assess 
the damages on each ? How much are 
all the bright interests of life worth in 
dollars and cents ? W e think it would 
puzzle a jury to determine the amount, 
and the guilt resting upon each for the 
murders. The man's lifiejvas destroyed. 
These rum bandits all were participants 
in his murder. Hang 'em all, or only 
each just enough to atone for part of a 
murder ? 

It does seem to us that such a law can 
never effect any amount of good only as 
it shows a disposition to hold the rumsel-
ler accountable for his crimes. We must 
recur to the matter again. 

T H E RUMSELLERS are certainly the most 
pie at stake for which wc could battle, weJ4 ieartless and pitiless class of beings alive. 

- T h e home upoa-the-lake-shore was one 
o f the brightest. It was away from the 
asses c a d bustle of life, and the abode of 
domestic 1»ppiDeai and peace. 

W e promised to look in upon: such a 

— i - y— D> 

We shrink from a fulfilment of 
•or fnaam. Our pen was not made to 
sketch soon* a aoeoe^~Beaide«, we sec 
dark shadows around gliding and disap­
pearing like bloody phantoms, gibbering 
and shrieking until the, Mood tocome* 
like ice in every artery and chills in the 
heart - - - . ' - -
^Fi fc t let us go back an hour. Early 
in tee evening, the farmer was seen on 
bis way to his home, his horse moving at'| 
a leisure tret along the road. 

Header, do you believe in presenti­
ments t" We do. We wonder not that 

plunged.and reared under the smart 
blows of-the whip, and the foam dripped 
from his open mouth. No eflort could 

1 Chattering and shouting and kicking it 
resisted to the last. One little arm and 
shoulder-were bared, and as the white 
and full-rounded bosom caught the mo-
*berV-eye, she gathered the struggling 

get him on. The farmer peered keenly 
ahead, but nothing was to be seen. Once 
more he reined the horse, and with rapid 
blows urged him into the shadows of the 
oaks. The horse gave a fierceer snort 
than either time before,-turned updrT his 
haunches, and with a rear and a plunge 
threw his rider far ahead into the road, 

er it was the fall, we cannot de­
vise, but a rushing sound filled the air, a 
cold, freezing sensation seemed to creep 
over the farmer, an icy hand rested upon 
him and bore him down, while strange 
and unearthly shadows flitted in flames 
of pale light across his vision. As the 
rushing noise went past, it seemed laden 
with waitings and shriekings, so pitious, 
so heart-rending and unearthly, that ice­
like shudderiogs followed each other in 
quick succession to the farmer's heart.— 
H e arose sjowly to his feet. Again that 
wild funeral wail went moaning by, ri­
sing and swelling into a long lonely shriek 
as it died away in the distance. The 
farmer knew where be was and what had 
befallen him, yet be could not shake, pfl 
the freezing horror which had crept over 
him. The /Sold drops stood thickly upon 
his brow, and his cheeks were white and 
lived. A few rods back stood the horse, 
shivering in every limb. The farmer 
once more seated himself in the saddle 
and pissed slowly along, after urging his 
horse some length of time. Cleat ing the 
shadow of the oaks, the frightened ani-
mal da«hed away like an arrow, scarcely 
yielding to the tight rein of his rider.— 
Ever add aoontrrat dismal shriek worrlrj 
go by, the horse plunging madly 00, his 
sides now flecked with foaffTaTlie labor-
ed to escape the mysterious danger. The 
farmer kept his seat, but those sounds 
lingered in his ear, and as they went past 
and died out in that wild, heart-broken 
wail, his pulse beat fast, arid-he wreathed 
his fingers still closer in his horse's mane. 

The distance was quickly passed over, 
and the horse stood panting at the barn­
yard gate to the north of the Farm House. 
The horse was soon in his stable, and the 
farmer stood some minutes in the door as 
if to collect his bewildered senses. He 
wiped the cold sweat from his brow and 

leaned forward, lost in thought A shadow 
[was upon mtnr "He would have s h a J t e n ^ j l ^ *rnaV"requir7con^ dfert 
it oftt but coold not. His heart-was op-
pressed under a sense of some dark dan­
ger yet unforseen—a presentiment of evil 
he could Jiot drive away. The S t r a n g * ! ^ jj w i H ^ f o u n d a m | | c h e^ef m M 

action* of his horse, hisdwTTTaTl and the ter to form a good habit than to conquer 
unaccountable forms and noises which a bad one—t^say nothing about the su 
he had seen and heard, were too vivid to perior_p!easure which such an attempt 

treasure closely in her arms and long 
bowed her head in burning kisses upon 
her youngest. Her heart went silently 
up in gratitude to God for so rich a bless­
ing- * 

After a while, the other arm was un­
loosened, the night-clothes put on, and 
the little one, whose life was but just gush­
ing over with the sparkling mirth of in­
nocence, was hushed and its heart beat­
ing silently in its miniature temple of pu­
rity and truth. v 

Tenderly it was laid in us bed, and 
long did the mother gaze upon its untrou­
bled slumbers. Was she at prayer ?— 
It needs them not. Ere the poison of 
years has entered its heart, the little 
group of which it is one, shall be gather, 
ed where sin is not. 

Slowly she turned away, l>ut again re­
turned and leaned over the sleeping babe. 
One might have thought a sleeping an 
gel was hidden beneath the snowy bed­
ding, so calm and pure and beautiful was 
it in its dreamless slumber. Wel l might 
the mother love h. , . 

She moved carefully its bright-4oeks-
from its bloodless brow,-and stooping, lin 
gered long and tenderly with her lips 
upon its tinted cheek. 

Linger there, mother—'tis thy last.— 
The unseen messenger speeds for thee 
and thine-, and the guardian angels of thy 
innocent babe are weeping for the woe to 
come. 

[Continued next weelTp 

should be the "last man" that would ever 
neglect our own interests another day 01 
hour to participate in the fierce and thank 
less conflicts in which we are constantly 
and incessantly engaged. Friend Chip-
man has probably been somewhat ground 
in the same mill. These are grievous 
truths, and no poetry about them. 

How different in politics! Aye, how 
different! Temperance papers are -star­
ved to death, and temperance laborers 
driven guant and penniless from the field. 
Hut political papers must be supported. 
O y e s ! Men who would probably nevei 
be injured or benefited a red cent by the 
ascendency or defeat of either or any-po­
litical party—who want no office, nor nev-
er expect any—will fight and wrangle foi 
years, spend their time and drive their 
horses, and open their purses, and con­
tribute largely to electioneering funds.— 
Ten, twenty-five or fifty "extras"—cam-
paign papers must be circulate—or the 
interests of the party v» ill suffe/ and the 
rascally Whigs or the rascally Democrats 
succeed in the State or nation. Ask them 
to take one Temperance paper, depend­
ing almost alone for support upon a mea­
gre subscription—no party or party pa­
tronage to back it—and in half or three-
fourths of the cases, they do not care 
enough for temperance to pay one hun­
dred cents for its support, alter receiving 
JjC^DSSL-Bapers for their money! Men 
spend weeks in a political campaign, but 
have not a wordtFr an hour to spend in 
circulating a temperance' paper by way 
of getting subscriptions. . - -

But we will not dwell. Of the rum 
interests we ask no favors and expect 
none. Ditto of the temperance men ouly 
so far as we earn and deserve it. We 
hope that "good lime" will come when 
the old war-horses shall feed in clover and 
the Temperance Press meet with that 
generous encouragement and support 
commensurate with the important place 
it fills in the yet half completed great re­
form." 

Keep good cheer, friend Chipman. W e 
wishyourpaper had len thousand paying 
subscribers, and The Chief as many.— 

Do NOT FSAR to undertake to form any 
babit that is desirable; It can be formed*, 
and that too with more ease ihanryou 
may at first suppose. Let the samel Our friends, say "they ought to have," as 

Not satisfied with robbing and killing 
men, they have the boldness to take the 
unthinking youth ry the hand and start 
him on the same road which has lead so 
many into misery and destruction, crotr-^ 
ded so many a noble mind, and robbed so 
many a heart of its Warmest'blood. 

Unless parents are very guardful ot 
their sons, they will become victims to 
rum, and the rumseller will prey upon 
their substance, and darken their every 
prospect, crush their brightest hopes.— 
Minds endowed with noble faculties are 
distracted. Hearts through which the 
warm stream of human love-flows freely, 
are hardened to every sense of goodness, 
disrobed of every feeling of pity and hu 
manity. Cheeks, upon which bloom the 
sweetest smiles, change their rosy hue, 
and are soon marked with premature old 
age. Every thing that is fair, manly and 
good is fast being exhausted—sucked out 
by the .greedy rumseller. Like the gree­
dy ahsrk, he eagerly preys upon the 
bodies of those within his clutches. 

What are the feelings of.that father 
when his eyes rest upon a drunken son ? 
Will not his heart swell with indignation 
towards the inhuman wretch who gave 
him the cursed drink ? 

What are the feelings of a mother when 
she sees-her child under the influence ot 
rum ? That mother nursed that boy in 
his infancy and with feelings'of joy 
watched him as years rolled over him and 
the days of infancy departed. She loves 
that boy with the earnest affection of a 
mother, and her heart now is heavy and 
sad, for she sees her son drunk_and fears 
that her brightest hopes may be blasted 
Not the first heart .the rjimseller has bro­
ken—not the first peaceful circle he has 
disturbed. " . / / ' ; 

View tbe rumseller in any light you 
please, you cannot help but find him a 
villain. His deeds are dark and crimi­
nal—his heart cold and unpitying He 
sees his victims fall, but looks upon them 
coldly and unfeelingly. H e robs men 
of money and character, then kicks them 

thing, or the same duty, return-at The 
same time every day, and it will soon 
become pleasant. No matter if it be irk-
some at first; but, however irksome it be, 
let it return periodically every day, and 
that without interruption for a time, and 
it will become a positive pleasure, in 
this way all habiuTare formed. 

Habits, when once formed, become a 
sort of second nature, .A part of ourselves, 
as it were, and are not easily broken or 
avoided, especially if they be bad ooea— 
formed for the gratification of the appe­
tites or passions. Hence, every approach 
to the contraction of such habits should 
be carefully, closely guarded against— 
A good babit is a Guardian Angel ; a 
bad one is a Tyrant and a Monster ; and 

per the stereotyped phrase of the New 
York Organ. 

CHOLEKA ! Cholera ! Cholera ! DeatV., 
Pestilence and the Grave ! A plague 
abroad at noonday ! Age, manhood, 
youth, innocence and beauty cut down at 
a blow ! A thrill of horror runs shiver­
ing along the- veins and ebbi back coldly 
to a shuddering heart. The pale horse 
is abroad, and barbs darken the atmos­
phere like a storm of death. Cramps, 
shrieks—tears and funeral knells ! Well, 
men are strange creatures. Afteranum- -
ber of years, the Asiatic scourge is on its 
way again upon its errand of death. It 
is shorn of much of its terror. It is not 
as fatal as upon its first visit. Yet the 
whole community are in alarm. Mea­
sures are taken and preparations made 
to meet it, streets cleansed and all obnox­
ious pools or sinks purified of their filth. 

For hundreds of years a worse scourge 
has stalked over the earth, and grave­
stones have marked its progress. Thou­
sands are annually victims. Thousands 
more live broken hearted. And yet the 
same accursed wrong is fostered in a 
land o f Chr.stains! A moral and physi­
cal plague finds advocates and friends! 
No streets are cleansed, no foul holes 
where pestilence treads and foams and 
stenches are presented as nuisances; but 
men of " good moral oharacter " are even 
authorized to deal in and extend the-
plague. Church-yards, jails and prisons 
yawn for their patients. ~~~ 

SPEAKING OF LOVE, reminds us that 
there are a thousand things in this world 
to love. We love the world iu a lump. 
With all its dark shadows arc mingled so 
many bright gleams of sunshine, that wc 
esteem it a world of beauty. How much 
worse a world it might have been! The 
wisdom and goodness of its Architect is 
every where manifest—His blessings are 
profusely scattered. W e love its light. 
How it beams in uponjthe darkness, and 
when radiant with sunlight, drives the 
shadows from the heart. How beautifiil 
it thrusts its silvery fingers up in the east, 
paints the sky, the rainbow, the streams 
and the flowers and fills even the dew-
drop upon the leaf with a thousand tints. 
How we love the flash of tbe sun-light as 
it comes warm upon the cheek, unasked 
and unbought. Man cannot speculate 
and deal in sunshine, thank God. If he 
could, millions of wan and hollow cheeks 
would never see a single gleam. No, no. 
Light and air are free and cannot be 
coined into dollars and cents. 

We love a las! we must cease our 
flight The city bells [wonder if they 
are ever hungry ?] ring out 12 o'clock 
noon. Well, we love a noon bell when 
our appetite is keen, and we love apple-
dumplings, any way. Give us our hat 
and cane, "boy," and see us take a mea­
sured stride ("long measure")* for the 
dinner tabic. 

out of doorsv_zHe_ sees the poor m a o ' s y — 

to establish the former, the latter, ere 
are aware of it, is thrust upon ua, and 
years of self-denial and ofgigahtic effort 
may be required to overcome., it. At 

be forgotten in a moment.. That heart- will afford. 

THOSE siXvXOHTOERsJiave.forgotten us, 
we are sorry to believe. They sit down 
and read The Chief without a thought 
that our paper costs money, that weary 
fingers "stick" the types, and that editors 
and compositors have to eat and wear 
clothes. If we wait to the end ot another 
six months for our hard earned one hun­
dred cents, will our six-moo thers murmur 
if we ciaim-fifty more ? Or if we call 
on each subscriber, spend our time and 
wear out a pair of kip skin shoes worth 
fourteen shillings to collect a dollar, will 
they give us a bowl of milk and our lodg­
ing ? - . 

CAN'T WE I EAR from our correspon-
3ent at Fulton 1 Montezuma ? Port By­
ron ? and—and—and all around the sap 
bnsh ?' Who will write us from Sterling. 
Texas or California-? -r ~ 

family in Their humble home without 
bread, and takes from him all his earn­
ings. He keeps a house "for the accom 
modation of the~Traveler,tr" and makes 
devils of men, and a gambling hell of 
his bouse. Should such a man be re­
garded as a foe or a friend to society ? 

KOSMJSR E. JAR vis, ESQ., of Rochester, 
will address the citizens~dT~Au5urn on the 
subject of Temperance,, this evening at 
theCity Hall. We are informed that Mr. 
Jarvis is a' young lawyer posessing talent 
of no ordinary character, and talent which 
we know could be enlisted in no nobler 
or betteTcause. We trust that our citi­
zens will encourage this gifted laborer by *** ins t •» opposition. So we shall do. 
their atendance. This (Thursday) eve- W 6 h a v e exceeded our calculations, won 
ning at half past 7 o'clock. _ » flattering reputation and showed the 

rum power of Csyuga that these things 

*YoU roay go on ahead, old fellow. That 
"stride" is tec "long measured" for the "boy.?: 

He wants to ibalk to dinner. 

" W H A T ! advertise in a-Temperance 
paper? " No, of course not. What fol­
ly ! Who reads Temperance papers ? 
To be sure, they circulate and visit thou­
sands of families, and are seen by more 
individuals in proportion-to their number 
than other papers^yetJwho will ever ad­
vertise in such a-psper? Bah ! How 
shrewdr^ome of our business men are ! 
For instance, The Chief 'has a large and 
increasing circulation, and yet temper­
ance business men could not, probably J* 
be induced to insert an advertisement in 
its columns. Oh no ! ~ T h e y are strong 
temperance men and wish well to the 

^

cause, yet all the patronage they possess 
must be given to every other paper but 
tbe temperance one. If the same policy 
were retaliated, such men would little 
relislf it, we opined There is numerical 
strength enough to give the temperance 

a handsome support, but the dis-
11 position ain't thar. 

—— - , 9 i 

DEAD, la id out and buried! Such is 
the announcement which often meets the 
eye in relation to the decease of temper­
ance journals. One after—another goes 
down for want of support—starves to~ 
death. T h e "Excelsior," one of the best 
temperance journals in the Union, has 
yielded up the ghost and willed its gar-
■armnts tn tha N P W Rnglnnft tyaahingtnn. 
ion. Sorry to see this. When such pa­
pers cannot get encouragement enough to 
keep the~urd flag aloft, it bespeaks a most 
mortifying state of facts. We ooounen-
ced The Chief knowing all about m l said 
facts, but prepared to swing it through 

T H E HUNGARIANS are struggling man­
fully for freedom against the hordes that 
ajSL.s*eepingjiown upon them. We fear 
for the gallant people, but trust that for l n e y might do a great deal better, 
urie will bear them successfully through —-- dfc .' ' 

rose of 

can be done. We shall probably lose 
money, but we beg no favors. Tbe tem-
perance people have done well by us— 

l i bloody^revolution. 
\ 

STANn^iRMiinthe crose of justice. 

Xn. . t 
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