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MISCELLANEOUS.
THE SLIGHTED ONE,

“Man was made to Mourn.”

The sentiment at the head of  this
sketeh appears to meet the approba.
tion of many persons.  ludeed, some
amthors take pleasure in repeating the
very words.  Why this  should be
the case is the question. Do not such
persans know that they asservt a palpa-
ble fiulsehood! It s true that  soine
persoits do mourn, and that some have

atogreat share  of  sullering in this
wotld—suallivient,  iudeed, to  affurd
them an excuse for mourning,  Buar to

assert roundly  that “man was made
to monn,” is to assume a position
that cannot be sustained by & course
of sound reasoning. When yon jook
upon o chair, you ai onee concinde that
it was ade to sit apor. When yon
see a eonch, Enow it was maude
to ride ing and when you see a0 watch,
vou are cectain that it was made o
i-h‘ﬂp e, The fuet is padpabile upai

Vil

the face of it But suppose  vou
see somebody  break up a chair and
use it for firewoud, would you then

be justifiable in saying: thav  chairs
were made to boil the tea kettle with?
Soif you saw u tin kettle tied o
a der's il wenld you say that dogs”
tails were made en purpose o sup-
port tin kettles, md the latter articies
were intended as ormaments e he
suspended fiom the wil of a4 dog!?
Amaing i yvou saw 1 man on a seats
fold with a rope about his peck, wouid
you declwre tat sueh was the end of
A man’s ereation?  On the coulrEry,
we enn produce good anthority  ta
show, that the very worst use which
you can make of o man i8™o nang hin,
" Letus then examine the creature
man and see it we ean discover those
i fullible marks of design  that would
warrant us in procluiming that he was
made to wourn, Firstly, man issaid
to be the only langhing animal in ex-
istence, for we cannot call the noise of
a hyena a langh, W th wuch more
propriety conld we say that man was
made to langh.  Other animals can
mourn.  The cow utters lowd com-
plaints at the loss ol her ealf, the dog
whines and howls, and the croeadile
weeps. But man only can langh, There
are many things which he ean do, and
he possesses also the organs for ac-
plishing them. Ile can do many things
much better than he ecan mowrn, It
mun was made to mourn, all creation
would be hung in black, It is a
fact almost sell'evident that man was
not made to mourn,

Those, thercfore, who give them-
amnatural part. They  do not sub-
deny themselves the only consolation
apart from the brutes, which belongs
to their physical nature. But sueh
an individual will plead in extenuation
wf his monstrous  and  continued  sor-
row, that he has been visited by some
“pecul ar misfortine.”  That is no
valid excuse, They eut oll' heads in
I'rance, and where is there 2 more
merry and eareless people? A French.
man invited to a  ball, though be.
headed in the afterncon, would take
his head under his arm and go to
the ball in *the evening. ISvery mis.
fortune is peculiar.,  Every source
of unhappiness sends us bitter wi.
ters: otherwise it would not be unhap-
piness; But why permic grief to
overcome you? You thus chase from
you those resources which are caleula.
ted to alleviote your griefy for it re.
mains to be ag true now as in the
days of Collins, that “pale melan.
choly” sits retired. Nobody cares to
meddle with her. The eye aches when
it is fixed on an impenetrable bLlack.
ness, and turns for relief to the soft
,I;retsn of the soul—to  those chuerful
hillocks on which the sun-beams rest as
they glanes through the folinge of
leaves and blossoms, The world shrinks
from those who can impart no pleas-
ure. §

Many a fair one has  given/ herself
up to alldevouring grief on’ the ne-
count of disappointmant inlove
hus been disappointed,” is supposed to
be'n sufficient reply, wlicn sthe sad

“She |

pallid visage have drawn the altention
of a stranger to some niglected, tor-
loon maiden, who shrinks from the
suze of others, and sits in a distant part
of the room, wrapped in o specch.
less sorrow, “*like patience on a monu.
ment.”

We knew a light hearted damsel
onee who hatd the misfortune to fall in
love, She faucied one, who was in
most respeets her inferior, and cer-
taitly so in point of sincerity. She
gave him her  heart embalmed in
sighs, and itsincense went up to him
like the perfume of a holoeanst from
the plains of Isracl.  In return he |
gave her fair words,  Tle was  with |
out feeling, but he could discourse; he
had no heart, for nature had worked it

The Mysterious Mansi
A LEGEND OF THE NORTH END.
“A made a fine end, and went away, an
it hid been any christom chilid: "a parten
cven just between twelve and one, e’cd
at turning o' thesg@e."— Dame Quickly.
Many years ngo, there stood on the
upper norn of Maon Street, an'! not
more than a stone’s throw from Ifriz.
zel Square, 2 low beetle-browed man-
sion, bearing indubitable marks of an.
tiquity. The moss covered its dilupid-
ated roofy tne drapery of the spider and
the moth hung in thick festoons about
its windows; and the melancholy swal-
low arnually buift ber nest under its
uves. Unlike the dwelling-houses of
modern days, it bellicd not  into

Q.

all up into a tongue, and like the ser
peut, it wroaght only venom on those
wlio placed dependence on the words
which owed from it The maiden be.
eame attached to him. She suppose |
that his admiration was equal o hers,
It was not bis intention to dishonor her, |
tor that would have involved the pos- !
session of some feeling on his part.
[Te had none.  ilis vanity  was geat
ifid by her love, and he peemitted her
to love on. Why she did love kim
was dittienlt to tell.  Au ordinary per
son set ol by a fushionable dress, was
all that he eould of.  In the
eoitrse of e few wonths he left her and
sovght another due,

Here was fiod for sarrow.
WS
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amadd forsaken—true love eros

o, ol arenl loving heart hetrayed!
The sickly pall of griel fell over her

visage, Her bright eyes becanae ding
wul  wanderineg,  or head shroaped. |
and she sceely seemed sonsible of
the presence  fothers,  1er response |
to their words was thint and low, She
was like a fuding flower whosa stem
wits hirui=ed,

The cause wasna desperate one;  for
who ean adimvinister o a mind  dis
cased, anid Tast ol all, diseased by
htl[:u|-'.s‘:i love!  She loved o sit for
houes tawether, by the side of a ran-
ning biook, with her eves fived upon
the stremm, and if o eloud  came o
er the sky, nnd the deaps of rain Le.
wan to Bl it woe slowly and careless.
Iy that she moved ol to a retreat in
the very heart of  the Frove,  where
thi 1 wits hlackest and  seen
rest. U'here she would sivand ween. She
wouldh repeat the name of him who
had deserted her, as i there were no !
ather names nwre nersica] —sbie wonlil !
bring hefire her mind’s eyve his - |
tires. as il there were no otlier features |
mre comely—and - wonld pagder oy |
er the dine things he laud said to her, s
i more ingenions und  pleasing things
did not rentin to be saul.

Thus for cighteen months she linger-
ed on retusing 10 be comlorted, and
whenever a word was drawn from lier,
it breathed only of the hopelessness of
ler Tot, and the weariness of blight-
el existence,

|
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Remarkable as the fact may seem,
her runaway lover h.oving visited dis.
tant fands, and beeome cloyed by the
vanities of this gay world, did, most
uncexpeetedly, retien to the town where
the m Lencholy dov: alided, presented
himseit' to her, and vepeated his vows
in truth and sineerity, I this event
there was more trath than povtry, and
this may also be said of the substan-
tinl puddings and tarts which graced
the voard on their wedding day.,

Now seven long years have passed,
and our plaintive  dusolate heroine,
counts  fonr houncing  boys  when
she ranges the dishes on the table, She
is a notable house keepery and if ber
hushand intrudes  too carclessly on
i washing day or is guilty ofany oth.
er inadverteney which seems to invade
lier provinee. her voice is lifred up a-
gainst him with no wncertain sound,
I'or his part, he is a valiant trencher
man, and an enterprising grocer. s
wite is careful of the pence, and sees
that nothing gaes out of the family i a
profitless manner.  She hikes her hus
band for just what he is worth; she
thinks him a *provider,’ and u decent
sort of'a body, but she wishes him to
keep on his own side of the house, and
she will ianage her own alluirs. She
wonders that she ever pined and
wept at his  desertion, for she is
sure that since her muarringe she has
seen (iftty men as good as he—when
sheis particularly angry, she says et
lor,

Sad, sorrowful pining, and melan-
choly maids, if yon cannot get hus
hands, you are free rom many cares
and  anxicties—rojoice.  ITave you
heen deserted by a lover? mourn not,
but arouse and seck some other source
of enjoyment; for the sorrow you feel is
the griet” of inexperience.  Ilad you
married him, o few  years  would
have shown yon that your fine fancies
were hut the dreams of ignorance, and
that he for whom we now mourn, was
worth just so much and no more.

y —— e e -t —

. Carps.—They were Loo thrilling for

me. when I was grave, and too dull

dowhcast eye, ‘the trembling lip, “and

-when 1'was cheerful,—Joknson,

the street to attract the admiration of
the vulgar; but chose rather to retire
from the pnblick - eye, and enjuy a
lileyon repose in the quiet neighbor.
hood ofa congregation of pig-stivs, Its
whale appearance was that of isola
ted age, shrivking from the folly and
bustle of the world, to muse in sileuce
on its wasting strength and increns.
ing years.

The date of this venerable building
baflled  the memories  of the  most
pains-taking old  women of the time.
Granny Seragus, who had talked away
her sight and hearing in Deacon Quid-
dle’s chimney, fairly .owned it was
vrectued her 11.'!..\'.“ Doetor
Hodge-podge, a grey headed bacheior,
who had worn a pair of leather small
cluthes oot of the  recollection  of
the generation about him, remember
being  measured  there  fur  his
freedome suitg which was full ity years
agone, come the season fore string heans,
“Lreeollect i, he used "to say,
il twas yesterday,  The tailor was
James List, a yellow.haired man, who
wits socorpulent e could hardly sit on
the beneh, Bless me, how tinie does
pass!™ o fine, it was one of those
pestilent old mansions, to be found in
muost ancient places, which atlord mat-
ter of eternal conjecture to the pro
sing block:ends of the neighborhood.

It is not to be supposed that such
womysterions edilice should be with-

hagtore
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out ncorrespumiding acenpant, T'o re-
peat ome hall’ of the stories that were
toll ot old  IHaggelwetter  would

exlimst the bings ot o tewn erier, 1o
was o grisly old Dutehman, that
drank more gin and smoked more to.
biceo than was necessary to pertume
the atmosphere for a leagine—and then
he wonld swear—Dbless  my soul! i
his oaths had  been attered in intelli-
gent English, the very building would
have trembiled so as to tupple down
his head.  Awmd then, too, he had
heen tnnbled about on the salt sea so
long as ta have lost the mastery of
his legs, and he was as likely to
staguer in one direetion as anather,
in spite of his will,.  Maoreover, it was
siid he had been a sinful freebooter,
who  had  mortgaged  his  soul to
the devil for more than it was waorth,
and there was no telling how much
gold he had stowed away in sly corn-
ers about the old building.  But then
he was o tremendously fiecree old fl
low, and wore such a threatening pair
ol whiskers, that nobody dared to
venture within pistol-shot of his house;
may, his very name,  whispered after
candle light made one tremble like
a gravedigeer at the sight of a ghost,

It is a sage remark, that Time,
though it can do every thing else,
is unable to stop people’s tongue's. One
generation  of talkers passeth away,
and another cometh to take the word
out of' their mo:ths, Thougli o man
should exist to eternity, ho would nev-
eroutlive the bad opinion of his neigh
bours, Thus was it with 1laguelwet-
ter. Not even hisfiery whiskers could
repress the voice of seandal.  As he
advaneed in years, he also inereased in
bulk, He was naturally thick set and
pursy; but he now seemed blowing up
like a bludder.  Folks noticed  this,
and predicted he would eventually ex
plode like a torpedo. “Ie is” they
said “in his sinfulness like o corn that
is parching  betore the fire; he will
swell and swell, and anon go ofl’ in a
tremendous pull? [uis astonishing, man-
kind  will bring  npon them  such
Judgements, by dealing with  Satan!”

The usual place where the charue-
ter of old Haggelwetter was discussed,
was the shop of Solomon Soper
fiumous blood letting  barber; and the
time, townrds the close of a drowsy
suminer’s day.  Here the blacksmith,
the sexton, the skipper of the of Win-
nisimit  ferry boat, and old Dozy,
the watchman, would sit and spin
out their tedious tales until it really
secenied s it they did not think how
time was woearing away. Dua('ny
Quiddle, also would oceasionally offer
o sententious remark on the subject, ns
the burber eluborately adjusted  his
queuc; and as for Master Solomon, he
would fret  and  chatter about it
all day long. It scemed to be the
primary object of his existence oceupy-
ing al: his time, and absorbing 8l his
faculties, to grumble at the mysterious
wealth of Haggelwetter and to bewail
his own poverty.

I doubt whether there was ever such
& snarling, discontented barber as Sol-
Soper in the whole world.  is thin,
weasel face, his ungainly form, his
fractions disposjgion—all were remark
able.  There is in the profession
shaving, something that warms tle
heart, while it elevates the understand-
ing: it will smooth the asperities Hf
an irascible temper, and relapse the
grim featnres of ‘misauthrope into o
grim of universal snavity. Butit was
ineffectnal with Solomon. Avariee, ke
a worm, had eaten into his heart snd
withered him up like a dried hazel-
nut. Envy and bile bad yellowed him
like a quince, nnd made him as
sour and as erabbed,  Ilis cternal fret-
fulness was past endurance.  The dul-
ness of the times the niggardiness ol
customers, the mystery of Hagaelwet-
ter, excited continual murmurs,  Ile
would deelainm on these grievances, in
passing  his wazor aver the throuts of
his customers, with such a fremied
vehemenee, that, in trembling alaem,
they would try to svoth him Ly pro-
mise of double remuneration  tor Lis
labour.  In thess Lrie=ports, razors,
sonp,  pimples, or even throats, ap-
perred to him of no cousequence,
[t grow at Ligt to be alimost as much
as aoman’s life was worth to sit down
in his chair,

Perlps this consideration operated
with others to reduce the eustom of

his shop.  Perceiving his  business
deeline, he becmme more and - more
penurions  awd  passionate. Ie  abh.

stained  altogether from the use of
s, :\Hl';;iu;}‘ that hot water was pre-
ferable  to lather  for softening the
heard, ‘I this the wsfortunat s oe-
cupants wi his chair grimned 4 melun.
choly assert—they did not dare to du
otherwise, e also substitited ean..
dle-end for pomatwm, and  rye meal
tor hair-powder; and linally ceased to
sharpen his ruzors, or to wash his:
napkins,  becanse  they  wore  out
so fust. It was outimgeous it was
intolerable—his customers were near-
ly flayed afive!

But while he harrassed the ‘verves,
nnd scariticd the vicaues of higaiends,
he was not more eany with  himselr.
Continnal murmurings and complaing
had  waorn upon him until he  was
pour as a snake. Ile  was like
@ barber thuat had talked himself to
the very edue of the grave. W hat had
he to live tin? 11is shop Was deserted,
his customers were continually drop.
ping away, and he was newly dis-
tracted.  To be sure, old Tagelowet
ter stuck to hing hot the tine might
come when even  his extensive chin
wonlid  bhe withdiawn,  In fine, he
sunk into the Ill't‘[n'sL ||v:~|1{al.du|n'_\'
and would spend whole hours in el
ancholy anticipation of the period,
when himself, his hrosh aond bis razor,
would be leftin the bleak world alone,

One night e was sitling  in his
shop buried ina profound reverie. Nev.
er before had he feltso depressed and
forlorn. - A long day hald passed away
without depositing in his pocket o sin.
gle pennyy and he had stormed and
raged until he sunk down in a state of
exbanstion. His head leaned back on
the chair his eyes were half closed and
his whole fraie was relaxed and pow-
erless. v was towmds the close of
autmnn, when the cerickets chivp in
their shrillest tones and  an ocension-
al gust of wind, will sweep around
the house, and moan  plaintively in
the key-hole for admittance. Tt was,
in fact, the appropriate season for rey.
erivs and visions.

s

As Solomon Soper sat musing in

his chair, it scemed to him as if
some  wonderful  change had  taken
place betore  him,  Ilis shop  had

gradually ussumed  the appearance of
the iuterier of a churely the bluck erick-
ets which had hopped about the
floor were  transformed ints human
beings, dressed in the sable habili-
ments of mourners who  formed a
funcral procession, and slowly mareh.
ed up the grand  aisle, raising the
solemn anthem for the departed. Tlow
full, how deep, how rich was the
volume of harmony  that swelled on
his ear!  Dut for whom was the re-
qicum? A melancholy  presentment
filled the soul of Solomon,  Was it
for himself? Or had the jaws of
death snapped up another of his cus-
tomers!  lle was alarmed.  Mean
while the procession  reached the
centre of the chureh; the chant ceased;
the velvet pall was uplified; but he
strained his eyes in vain to read the
inseription on the eoffin lid.  As he
gazed still  more sharply, the spee.
tacle  slowly faded away, and he
found himself standing  alone in his
shop. A huge winding sheet was on
the point of extingnishing his candle,
ITe snufled the light with his fingers,
The bell struck 1welve. Soon after
a knocking was heard at the door! It
slowiy opened and n muflled fisure
entered, which proved to be the black
domestick of lHagglewetter. It had
always been the private opinion of
Suolomon Soper that this character was
old Clawfoot himself in disguise.

“The old smoker is
in a hoarse whisper, )

The unfortunate barb® clapped his
hand quickly to his forchead and stag.
gered  back,  “What!”  he eried ina
tone sharp even 1o fierceness, “my
last castomer gone!” e wrung his
hands in agony of grief. “None of
anticks, Master,” crouked the hag with
isneer of derision.  “1le is gone to
his place; | vave laid him out and
called up  Deacon Quiddle to make
him a cofling Tle must be buried at
low water mark before the chance of
tide.  And hark  you! See that you
come speedily with your tools and
shave him  for the last time,” She
slammed the door and left the baiber
to his eruel refleetions.

It was long past the hour of mid-
wight, when the wretched  Solomon
sturted on his melancholy ernd. As
he closed the door, his eyes fell on
that party colored stafl] the mysterions
ensign of his profession. It shone in
the dim light like a speetre wiaiting as
it to marshal bim unto the dwelling of
the dead. This appaling idea haumed
hime in o bis progress  throush  the
streets; aud more than onee he cast his
eyes over his shoulder, expecting to
behold it stalking at his heels,

Arriving at the place of destinatiom,
he pansed w moment to wipe the
drops of terror and fatigue that started
upon his brow, Witha trembling ha: d
he lifted the Intch and entered, The
black domestic was eronched down in
in a corner ol the kitehen chimney,
moaning  and  mullering  to herself,
Al the diabolical stories hie had heard
of the maasion and its inmates throng.
«d on lis memory at the sight.  Ilis
couuteninee turned to a deudly pale-
ness; his knees smote together with

dead,” she said

ear; and he essayed in vain o speak;

he could not atter a word,  An ae-
cidental turn of the head discovered
lim to the hag. She arose, and  with.
out saying a word, ushered him to
the fatal chamber, set. the light aud
withdrew, s ]

There is something in theyvisit of
a barber te the couch of deafh, that is

caiculated  to arouse all the ténder

sensibilities  of the  breast. To en
ter the silent roow, to approach the
cold and extended foom. o gnze on
the unconscious fatures of one he had
known in joyous fife, ennnot but ex-
cite the most saddening emotions. It
i beyond  the power of lunguage to
deseribe; nothing bat the wirm im.
agination of the young  and suscep
tible can  coneccive what pangs  of
angush remd the bosom of the barber,
when, for the last time, he takes and
old friemd by the nose!

With more than ordinary sen<ibili-
ty, Solomon Soper gazed around  on
the seene of  desolation betore him.,
The hour, the place, the oeeasion,
all uraed  their commingled terrors
upon his imagination, A ruinous cham-
ber, faintly pereeptible by a flicker-
ering bunp: a0 dreary stillness,  dis-
turbed anly by the sighing ot the
wind, or the squeaking and sibbering
of the rats behind the wiinseaty nstits
fened corpee, waiting, from his hand,
the last sald office of his profession.
[lis teeth chattered at the spectacle.
He wished to retreat, but some mys-
terions power, like fuscination; drew
him townred the remains of his depart
ed friend,

With o noiseless step he approached
the solitary couch.  Ile uncovered
that countenanee upon  which it had
been his happiness 1o operate for so
many  years; and which now, would
shrink bencath his razor no more, It
was necessury  to make a great ef:
fort.  \With a trembling  hand  be
softly held  the nostnl of the body,
whilst with the other he applied the
blade. Just then he was startled by
a singular noise, Ilis heart was  in
his mouth. e pavsed and looked
around. At this awful moment the
body slowiy opened its eyes and
fixed them upon him with a hideous
stare, It appenred to turn the barber
into  stone.— Breathless, motionless
—he stood like a marble statue, is
very soul seemed eseaping with the
glance which he fixed upon the corpse,

“lunsand  doyvils!  Let go my
nosc!” ronred a voice e-thunder.

The barber turned a somerset of
fifteen feet in the air, and dropped on
the floor as dead, as a sturgeon,

This affiir made a wonderful talk at
the North End, and served to bring
the old mansion into still worse re-
pute. Doctor ITolge-podge would
never believe that poor Solomon
eame within  the house by mortal
means; and, to his latest day, would
stnke lis wig when he heard old Ilag-
gelwetter bluster about “der tam mat
parber dat  come to shave him
in dis sleeps.”

e ) =

Precocious reasoning weakens tho
understanding, while precociou® emo-
tion bresks down the phyical struc.
ture, and robs the child not only of the
gladness of infancy, but of that-clastic
spring which is the great preserved of
happiness in after life, RN, &
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CITY AND COUNTRY BRED
PEOPLE.

We find in the Union an address of
I'rancis P, Bluir, esq.,(the old editor
of the Globe)to the Agricultural Asso.
ciation of Moutgomery county, Mary.
land, defivered at Rockville, on e
Sthinstant, fronr which we give an ex.
tract thut may be read  with pleasure
and profit ; {

Men who have made fortunes in our
cities, begin now to appreciate the
value of country life, however averse
or unsuited to it they may have been
rendered by habit. The common
guide book of Maris, which is put into
every traveller's hands, has this note
mnder the bead of population : “Fan.
ilies constantly residing in Paris soon
become extinet,  The efftets of this
mortality are chserved to be more act
ive upon males than upon females.”—
What is true of Paris is true of every
city inthe world,  There is nor, prob-
ably, a man in London, Paris, New
York or Philadelphia, who can say that
his great graud father, his grand father,
and his father, successively lived and
died in the city of his residence. There
is o such thing as the survivor of three
generations that have undergone the
decomposing power of n city atmos
phere, assisted by city pursuits. A
city, then, may be sdid to die out once
ina hundred and fitty years, o far as
regards those rooted generations that
live, and move and have their being
only ina city’s precinets,  Whoever,
then, would have succession in his
family—that desires to transmit bis
vame and wealth by perpetua ing his
race—would at some period of his life
take his leave of walls and pavements,
and erowded thoroughfares, and fix his
abode in the midst of the rustling fuil-
nge, the gieen fields, clear streams, and
sweet air, untainted by stagnation in
the walled streets and alleys and sew-
ers,

There is anothier observation in re-

gard to cities which induce thoughtful
men, who take rride in' their posterity,

toremove from themn when *they have
accaniplished . the objecis -~ for 5ihich
they ‘ave sought. Iow nany millions:
of'children edacated - in eities-with the
utmost care, have passed away with.
out veaching distinction among his
countrymen. It is remarkable that

children born in cities, generally exhib

it precocious talents; they have the
cusiest access of every species of learn-

ing: they are stimulated 10 exercise in

the schouls by pride, vigilanee, and

solicitnde, which is spirited up by the
stiving society around; they have the
wlvitage of imbibing an early knowl-
cdue of the world, and have almost in

infaney the manners, the ideagy and

seltf-possession of polished  society,—

But although the great cities of the
Old World aud of the New World

seut forth probubly one hundred ot
these fully eduented vouths, to test
their strength in the high pursuits ol
life, for one country adventurer, yet it

is found that almost all the distinguish.
ed men who shine in the service of the
country or in the liberal professions
are counutry born and bred.

The hot-beds of cities Lring forward
their plants more rapidlys but those
springing from the native soil, and
braving the rude seasons nnd rough
culture of the country, are foind to
have the best stamina.  Look over
the list of great men who figured in
onr revolution, and it will be found
that almost to & man they were coun-
try bon and bired.  Scarch the annals
of the revolution in England fitm the
reign of the 1st Charles to the 3d Wil-
lint,  These were the times that tried
the souls of men in the mother coun-
try. The French revolution filled Par-
is with innumerable great men, the ofl-
spring ol the provinees. It we scan
our own quiet times whence come the
illustrious men who have filled the
chief’ magistry, and given fame to Con-
gress and our State Legislatures? 1
do not know one that has not made his
way from some cural distriet to the
high places of the republic.  And so,
too, it has been with our great mer-
chants und mechanies who have flour
ished in cities; trace them, and you will
find that the impulse that gives themn
this leud brought them from the fields
of sume village to try their fortunes in
the city. The men who thus build
themselves up in the marts of business
have generally the sagacity to sco that
life in the country is the natural state,
that in the city an artificial existence;
and if not too much possessed with
the spirit of getting, which gain is too
apt to engender, they retire to the
scene from which they emerged.

This is particularly marked in pub-
lic men; whio almost invariably seek to
close their eareer at some homestead
which they would make their monu:
ment.  From this feeling we have our
Mt. Vernon, Monticello, Montpelier;:
Hermitage, Ashland, Marslifield, and:
Fort ITill.  And how natural the wish
of every independent nature to have a
home—a little domain  where its off
spring may have spaceto
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1y hours, ams
the man to effect it—in, fuct the  oniy

grow full stat-Vgi

nre, where the moral character nay
be formed on its cherished principles,
where the nge and infirmity of the de-
clining head may have the required
privacy and repose, and where tha
prospect of the grave itself’is sofiened
bythe sense that it would often Le view-
ed by fond and kindred eves. The idea
of'a hereditary patriarchal home biings
a thousand endearing associations with
it, both to parents and children, and
the affections which grow up in it be-
come apart ufit. A sense of this makes
the possessor labor to improve it—to
impress his own  character upon it; to
adorn it with taste—to enrich it with
fruit, and to hand down his miemory
in every permaonent edifice he may
build, and every noble tree he may
plant; and with the conciousness that
he will be blended in the thoughts of
his children, who are 1o suceeed him
in the eujoyment of the blessings he
thus prepares for them, he will seemn
to enjoy himselt through a lon_: futuri-
ty. :
A “Vounug Amvrican” Candi-
date for the Texas Legislature.
The following address to thes voters
of Galveston county, Ly Col. Jack
Mills, a noted character in Texas, and
u eandidate for  legislative honors, is
quite rich:
TO THE VOTERS OF GALVESTON COUNTY.
I buve been strongly urged by my
unmerous tri- nds (whoare A No, 1))
to becowe a candidate to represent you
in the next Lepislature. Like o true pa-
triot I have cunsented to sacrifice my
private interests to the publie good.
Without vanity, I may say, all who
know me will admit, that it elected, I
will originate and execute many acts
in Austin that no one of the candidates
before you wil! attempt. 1 pledpe
myselt” that | will keep a watchful
eve over the morals of Jegislation und
fegislators.  No one who kuows me
will doubt, if' 1 choose to exercise the
power, that members will be com-
pelled to observe the rules of proprie-
Ly, instead of indulging, as | fear is
tuo often the case, in nocturnal revels,
at improper. places and . unseem-
Réform is necessery, [ ams

e v - -

man that can and will do it.

Iam a Jeffersonian, Jackson Démo-
cint—in truth I wasso born, 7 200

I am progressive—] may say a
fast one.

I go for the greatest good to the
greatest number,

Inam in favor of giving homes to
the homeless, and houses to the house-
less,

[ advoeate the education of the mas-
ses by a tax npon wealth, x

[ believe that earth, air and water is
a gift of the good God to all.  That
all are entitled to as much as are ne-
cessary for their use.  More than this
is monopoly, and 1 oppose all monop-
olies.

| am in favor of Banks, if a plan can-
be invented to establish one to lonn
money to the poor, industrious, hon-
est man, without security,

Iam a “Young American.” 1adop-
ted their boundury—cast by the ris-
ing, and west by the setting sun; north
by the Arctic expedition, and south
—as fur as we plense.  This isa great’
country, and less than this would not
suit our purpeses. | abhor old fogies,
whether as politicians, warriors, hus.
bands or Jovers. 1 wish this distinct-
ly understood.

I disavow the er ed of ‘all things
unto all men,” but adopt it decidedly
as regards the ladies,

I am for woman’s rights on thelar-
gest scale,
equality, | fear they will refuse to mul-
tiply and replenish the earth, as they
have threatened to do. And  ev-
ery unprejudiced mind must _admit
that they become our wives: not
to pleasure themselves, but us. I am
too modest to enumerate all’ my
good qualities -for office. I Juave all
selfpruise to  my competitors.: 1
think, however, without vanity, I may
say that, if elected, I will be more dis..
tinguished than any ropresentative
you have had. You will be proud of
me. My name will be familinr to
all, and duily seen in the public prints:

I am an old Texan—one of tha-
founders of Galveston. T have shed
much blood for the good of the peo-
ple. | havedone the State some ser-
vice. [ask in return your votes; I
will see most of you before the eléction
and will address you before the publi

I am opposed to the habit of treating, .

but when invited will be Imp;’;jr
take aglass with any one., B
particular I make no ' dis

in politics. R
: JACK MIL
P, S.—I forgot to' say that [
in fuvor of the né:ﬁ.'_:\'flr'., : Ehi
The rudest it strument, i he_l'ha_n'(?s _
of a skillful and patient mechanic, will
pruduce: bettér. work: than “the ‘most.
‘highly, finished, in . thehands <
who hus neither skilt nor patience,
- The holder of a') 1isno
iblo for the reflec

If we do not yield them -

«thehands - of him




