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THE LOWELL OFFERING,

FOR FEBRUARY, 1841.

THE SEA OF GENIUS.

One lovely summer evening, I sat reading the
fascinating production of one of our female
authors. The brilliant hues of sunset had faded
from the western horizon—twilight had deepen-
ed into night—the Queen of Night had arisen in -
her soft s?lendor—all sounds of man and beast
were stilled—and the hush of midnight was
upon all Nature. Yet unheeding all this, I sat
entranced by visions of fancy, far more beautiful
than aught with which earth could present me.
Aud not till the last page was perused, and re-
perused, by eyes which were loath to turn from
it, was the enchantment over; and then arose a
deep, irrepressible wish that I too might possess
the gift of genius; that I might shine a brilliant
star in the literary galaxy, and throw a spell
around the hearts of others, even as mine own
had been enthralled this night.

And yet I knew it to be a fearful gift—too
often bringing upon its envied possessor poverty,
censure, obloquy, madness and premature death.
Itis the key of a fated chamber, which no threat
nor warning can deter its possessor from enter-
ing, though she may vainly regret the act when
- she sees that it is filled with nought but blood,

horror, and decay; and from the consequences
of her rash conduct, too seldom does the Selim
of plain, practical common sense come to rescue
his presumptuous Fatima.

Those who in olden time invented tales of
mortals who, for a few years of supernatural
power over their fellow beings, sold themselves
for all eternity to the Prince of Darkness, were
not ignorant of the human heart. They knew
of a chord which vibrates -in many a bosom;
and I now felt the discord which its touch
could create in my own mind. My feelings
were painfully aroused, and I went to my win-
dow that I might look upon the sparkling canopy

. of heaven ; for when murmuring thoughts arise
within me, I love to look upon the stars—not
upon the brighter ones, though they shine so
unconscious of their loveliness; but, rather,

1 gaze upon some little star,

ich is so faint, and very far,
1 almost think I gazé on air, :
And doubt if aught be gleaming there.

For the little stars say not one to another, “1
am not Sirius, nor Arcturus, nor Aldebaran,
and no one will heed me, and take note of my
feeble rays;”’ but they come modestly out afier
their more brilliant sisters; and as darkness
gathers around them, they put forth brighter
and brighter rays, and give to the night-sky its
beauty. :

Even thus may we, like the lesser stars, come
forth in our-humble stations of life, unenvions of
those who shine in wealth, power and splendor ;
and when trials, sorrows, and gloom gather about
us, may we put forth every power, and do all
that in us lies, to make earth gladsome.

Thus I mused as I gazed upon the stars, and
such the lesson I learned from ‘“ Heaven’s own
alphabet;” but when my mind had become more
calm and tranquil, they began to fade away.
Fainter grew the stars, and blacker the sky, till
I was left in darkness; and with the sight of
those lovely orbs, their sweet influence also pasded
away ; and again arose within me the yearning
desire for a gift which might never be mine.
In the earnestness of my spirit, I prayed for it
aloud, and called wildly on InspiraTiON.

Scarcely had 1 spoken, ere I saw a being
approaching me through the gloom. His form
was tall and majestic; his white robes floated
gracefully abont him, as thin and light as a
summer cloud; his long silvery locks hung
loosely over his shoulders; his sunken cheek
and lofty brow were like polished marble; and his
large black, liquid eyes were {ull of a brightness
like the light which flashes up when the sun
shines on a deep fountain. He cast upon me a
mingled glance of sorrow and rebuke, and then
said, ¢ Come with me.” So I followed him,
guided through the darkness by the brightness
of his garments; for I knew that it was he up-
on whom I had called, and that Inspiration new
conducted me.

At length he stoppcd ; and turning, said to
me, “ What seest thou?’ I replied, ““ Thero are
dim shadows about me, and I can see nothing
distinctly.” ¢ Thine eye,” said he, *will soon
become more accustomed ; but tell me what thou
hearest?”” And I said, I heara loud, confused
sound, as of many troubled waters.” ‘Thon
hast heard aright,” said Inspiration; “but leok
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again, and tell me what thou seest.” 1 replied,
“We are standing on the shore of a vast sea,
the waters of whith are rough, black and stormy:
there are many ships of ditferent sizes on tlhe
tossing waves, and a low black cloud is over us
and them. 'I'ell me, what is the sea, and whose
are the vessels 7’ .

Inspiraticn replied, ¢“'The sea before thee is
the Sea of Genius, and the vessels are the crea-
tions of those who inhabit and conduct them.
They are built, inscribed, and ornamented ac-
~ cording tomy suggestions; and none but those on
whom I bestow my directions and counsels, can
make a bark which will long weather those
tempestuous waters. True, there are those who,
by much industry and skilful imitation, will
construct a vessel, and launch upon the Sea of
Genius; but while there, they are the sport of
the winds and waves, and are soon tossed upon
the strand, where for a short time they remain
dismantled wrecks, and then crumble to pieces.
'Those, on the contrary, whom I choose to favor
with my assistance, can make a ship which will
last long after the builder’'s hand has crumbled
into dust, and his career across yon sea has been
for many ages ended. Walk with me upon the
shore, and see those noble vessels which long
have been, and long will be, the admiration of
your race.”’ _

So I walked with Inspiration on the strand,
which was covered with vessels of many forms
and sizes. 'The first which I noticed was a
noble ship, which though it bore the marks of
ages long gone by, was still sound and unshat-
tered. Many men had gathered around it, and
were viewing with deep interest the imagery and
inscriptions with which it was covered. But
the language was unknown to me, and Inspira-
tion bade me listen to the interpreters.
them tell strange deeds of beings unlike us, and
I also listened to tales of the heroes ot other
days. I lingered not long, however, for but few
of my sex were there; yet ere Ileft I'looked upon
the name, and found that it was Homex.

Farther on, there was another vessel, on which
was the name of Virgil. AgainlI listened awhile
to the interpreters; and then I passed on by
many other- vessels, until I came to those in-
-scribed with the language which I knew. I
saw the names of Churchill, Chatterton, Spencer,
Dryden, ‘and -others; but one particularly
attracted my attention, by its size and beauty,
and the vast multitudes gathered around it.
Among them were interpreters of different
tongues, but I could now look upon the noble
ship itself, and read with my own eyes its nu-

merous inscriptions, and admire its richly traced

imagery.. I read the tales of other climes. and
gery { s

I heard -

The Sea of Genius.

other days; and wondered at the vastness and
versatility of the talent of him who could thus
enrich aud beautify this majestic ship. 'The
name of it was Shakspeare.

I'looked alsooun another noble ship, on which
wastlie name of Milton. 1 there saw depicted

~earthly scenes of more than earthly beauty, and

also viewed the pictures of other worlds.

I saw, too, a darkly colored vessel, inscribed
with many melancholy thoughts, the name of
which was Young. And another, upon- which
were delicately traced many sad and many
pleasing thoughts, and scenes of sweet domestic
life. The name of it was Cowper. -And one
which bore the name of Thompson, was cover-
ed with copies of Nature’s loveliest scenery, and
inscribed with many pleasing sentiments.

I gazed with pleasure on a ship which at first
I thought a very ancient one, for it had been
covered with old moss and withered leaves, and
the inscriptions were of Jong past times. The
name of it was Ossian.

There were also two beautiful ships, in whose
construction Inepiration had evidently been pro-
digal of his instructions. 'I'he names of these
were Burns and Byron. 'The first was built of
Highland oak ; and its rough appearance indi-
cated massy strength, and promised durability.
The other, though evidently as strong, was
smooth as polished metal. Both were inscribed
with beautiful thoughts, and on both were de-
picted scenes on which it pained me t6 look.
‘“Thou didst much for them both,” said I to
Inspiration. “And much in vain,” was his
reply.

I'looked also on muny other vessels, for they
had become more numerous as I passed on, and
the shore was more thickly strown with the
remains of those which had gone to wreck.—
Some had crumbled to atoms, and others were
loosely holding together. ‘¢ These,” said Inspi-
ration, as he picked up some scattered remnants,
‘““were the productions of those who vainly
imagined they could build a durable ship, with-
out my assistance. Fools are they who long to
embark upon those stormy waves, unless they
know that my voice will cheer and encourage
them. Look again, vain mortal! on the Sea of
Genius, for thy more accustomed eye can discern
the inscriptions on the vessels which are now
careering there.”

So I looked again upon the sea, and the ships
thereon; and I now saw that the waters were not
alike rough on every part of its surface; but
while in some places the tossing waves foamed

_angrily, in others they were almost calm and

placid. I saw, too, that above us was not one
single cloud, but a mingled mass of lighter and
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darker vapors, thonugh all of a sombre huie. The
winds were not alike favorable to all the vessels,
but some were gaily wafted on, and others im-
pelled with violence. 1 fixed my eye on a bark
remarkable for its beauty and dimensions. [
thought at first that the name of it was The
Great Unknown ; but after looking longer, I saw
that it was the Walter Neott. It skimmed light-
ly along the rough waves, and it was evident
that a buoyant heart and skilful hand were at
the helm.  Many througed the shore to watch
its beauteous career,and listen to the voice which
could sing so many ditlevent lays. But at length
a dark cloud gathered above that noble ship:-—
strong winds arose to retard its course, and agi-
tate the sea around it. Yet proudly on it went
over the dark waters, and new energies were
put forth to hasten its course. Further on was
a lighter sky and smoother sea, and a gazing
multitude hoped soon to sce that glorious strug-
gle over; but at length the voice ceased, the hand
dropped, the form had vanished, and the ship
came Lo the shore amidst a long lond wail from
many hearts.

‘“ He was thy favorite.” said I to Inspiration.
““ Yet he was not wholly devoted to me,” was
his reply. “ When those [ have thus cherished,
look to worldly pomp and splendor to enhance
their happiness, I often desert them—but I never
left him. I enwld not leave him.”

Again [ looked upon the sea, and saw alovely
ship with snowy sails, wending its way across
the dark waters. The name of it was Hemans,
and beautifil was the imagery with which she
had adorned her bark, and plaintively sweet the
voice which proceeded from it. The sky was
lowering, and the winds blew rough, and none
seemed to favor her but Inspiration. Bright
was her course amid the storm; and deep was
the sorrow of an admiring crowd, when the
deserted vessel struck the strand.

I saw another beautiful ship playfully bound-
ing over,the waves, on which was the name of
Howitt; and another on which were the initials
of L. E. L; but a dark cloud came over the
latter, and with a sudden plunge, it sank into
the sea, and then tloated a deserted vessel to the
shore, beautiful even in ruins.

I looked also on others which seemed even
nearer to me, and which bore the names of
Irving, Cooper, Willis, Bryant, Gould, Sigour-
- ney, and Sedgwrick. And once alittle fairy skiff
appeared on the Sea of Genius. A childish form
was at the helm, and a sweet voice arose upon
the breeze; but the sea was too rough, and she
too devoted ; and soon, too soon, that light bark
came to the shore, amid the sighs and tears of
many disappointed friends. The name of it was
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Lucretia Muaria Daridson. “ She also wus a
favorite,” said I turning to my guide; and it
might be because my own eyes weredimmed, that
I thought I saw tears iu those of Inspiration.
There were also some other vessels, whose
peculiar appearance attracted my attention.—
'They were painted black, so that it’ required a
closely discerning eye to read the inscriptions,
which were in a langnage unknown to me:
but I conld read thie names—and among them
were those of Goethe, Schiller, Herder, Krum-
macher, §-c. ¢ Listen to the interpreters,” said
Inspiration, ““and then tell me how .thou art
pleased with their words.” I replied, “The
voices of some of them come to my ear like the
songs of beings from another sphere ; there is in
them a vague, indistinct sense of beauty, which

[ can neither appreciate nor understand. Others

again seem tp me like the sounds of well known
music, as it comes gently stealing over moon-lit
waters. Others again seem to me like jargon
and nonsense.” . “I like thy sincerity,” said
[uspiration, “but thon betrayest much igno-
rance.”  “I know I am ignorant,” was my
reply ; ““but I fain would know, and thou canst
teach me. Let me be thy pupil—nay, even thy
slave, though I may never be thy favored child.”
“It cannot be,” was the answer of Inspiration,
‘““for I have not willed it.” ¢ And yet,” said I
to him, ‘there are none upon that sea who
would be more attentive to thy voice, nor more
grateful for thy insiructions. "Teach me also to
build a ship, and let me launch upon the Sea of
Genius.”

Inspiration replied, ¢ Neither tears nor pray-
ers have ever prevailed with me to bestow my
counsels on those I myself had not chosen. Ma-
ny wounld be on that sea who now stand watch-
ing on the shore, if their own wishes and unaid-
ed efforts could avail them. * And it should bea
cause of rejoicing to thee, that I have this once
deigned to show thee my face.” '

I had fallen at the feet of my conductor, but
now I arose in my hopelessness to leave the
place. But the gloom: was changed to brilliant
light, and the form of Inspiration had vanished
in the brightuness. I looked on the sca, but its
waters seemed changed to liquid gold, and the
waves rolled on in sweet harmony.

I lifted my eyes to the sky above, but the
clouds were now a waving flame; and when I
raised my hand to shade me from the dazzling
sight, the motion awoke me, and behold ! it was
a dream. :

I was still sitting by the window from which
the stars had disappeared the night hefore; but
now it was morning, and the rising sun had
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thrown his first beams on my unshaded eyelids.
The birds had commenced their joyous carols,
and their matin songs had mingled with the voi-
ces of my dream. The opening flowers shed
around a sweet fragrance, and the dew-drops
were sparkling in the sun-light. The beasts had
awaked to their morning pleasures; the husband-
man was cheerfully commencing his labors ; and
all nature was alive to joy and beauty. 'The
stars of the night had subdued me to placid re-
signation, but the morning sun aroused me to
buoyancy and gladness. The oppressive hea-
viness ol that strange dream had passed away ;
and when I saw all around me so contented and
checrful, I resolved that I too would go actively
about the humble duties of the day, and never
more repine because I might not steer a bark
across the black and stormy Sca of Genius.
’ ELra.

NATURE COLORED BY OUR FEELINGS.

*“ All the broad earth is beautiful
To hearts attuned aright;

And wheresoe’er my steps have turned,
A smile has met my sight.”

It has been remarked that ¢ our thoughts and
feelings gather much of their coloring and char-
acter {rom the objects by which we are surround-
ed;” which observation we feel to be measurably
true. But does not the thought come to us that
there must be other and stronger influences
giving character to our feelings, than that of
objects in the midst of which we are placed ?
Very seldom indeed should we be sad, were we
so only when we reflect the shades of gloom from
the world of nature around us. Nature’s color-
ing is not the sombré hue of melancholy, but
that of the bright rainbow of-hope and gladness.
Her lessons are not those of repining and discon-
tent, but deep and silent ones are they of grati-
tude and love. Are not our own hearts rather
the mirrors in which everything we behold is
reflected ? as these are dimned and obscured, so
also will be the shadows they reflect; if they
are clear and bright, eveniso will be the cbjects
they present.

Let us.go forth in nature’s loveliest season ;—
be it when soft winds tell of springing flowers
and opening leaves; or when gentle summer
greets us with her swcet roses and greed woods;
or be it when the pensive shades of autumn
gather over the verdant hills—let us gaze on
these bright scenes with hearts full ‘bittemess
or grief, and how dimmed is all its brightness,

how sad a change has come over all these scenes  p

ofheauty ! The,deep blue sky has lost its splen-
dor, the sweet teachings of the flowers are all
hushed, or breathe in tones of sorrow ; the once

-us of One who through
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Joyous songs of the birds come now like the
sighing wind over broken harp strings; and all
nature seems but a mournful altar, at which we
may only kneel and weep.

Has the spirit of darkness indeed gone forth
over all the fair things of earth ? Listen—there
comes an answer to thy question: * 'Thou frail
and erring one, over thy heart alone has the
spirit of darkness gathered; all earth is still
decked in radiant smiles to cheer and gladden
thee; the bright flowers, the sparkling waters,
the dancing leaves, all are calling thee to throw
off the burthen of sorrow and care, and mingle
in their scenes of joy. Thou hast come forth
with a spirit borne down by the cumbering dust
of earth, casting deep shadows over all her
brightness. Thou hast come bearing a sad heart
amid her joyous scenes, blending with her bril-
liant hues the mournful memories of the past,
until thou hast filled the woodland shade and
glen with visions of sorrow. If thou wouldst
again behold the lovely things of nature, as thou
wert wont to do, wipe from the mirror of thy

‘heart the mist and shadows which have gather-

ed there, and the ‘spirit of darkness’ shall have
disappeared.”

True, thou gentle teacher; we feel that too
soon, too despondingly, we yield. When the
passing clouds are over our pathway we have
allowed the darkness so to shroud our eyes, that
we cannot see the sunghine which pierces
through it. We will liften to the birds and
flowers, who better, swgeter lessons may teach
| changes protects t/em,
and who surely will e/er watch over us for good.
And we will not forget that the sunshine and the
clouds of life are from the same high source,
and that ‘‘by beauty and by grief alike we are
training for the skifés.” Margy.

TIME.

“0 Time, that ever with resistless wing,
Cuts off our joys and shortens all our pain;

Thou great destroyer, that doth always tring
Relief to man,—all bow beneath thy reign.

Nations before thee fall—and the grim king
Of death and terror follows in thy train.”

Oh Time ! how rapid is thy flight ! How swift-
ly art thou passing by, still hurrying on with una-
bated speed!  Another year has joined the long
line of past ages, and lives but 1n memory ; days,
weeks, months, and years, roll silently on, follow-
ing each other in quick succession, and each mo-
ment, however unheeded by us, is adding to the
ast, while it has shortened in the same measure
the allotted time of our sojourn upon earth.

Still, how little is this serious truth realized by
the great mass of mankind ; how little regarded by
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the young and light-hearted, who are full of thought-
less hope ! Their buoyant spirits are ever on the
wing, in search of happiness ; and if at times, the
reproving and saddening thought of misspent time,
which can never be recalled, comes over their
souls, with its deepening shadow, it is almost as
quickly dispelled by the bright gleams of the fu-
ture. They turn to the sunny dreams which their
roving imagination has pictured to their minds, be-
lieving that much of happiness is yet in store for
them ; thus, for a season at least, successfully dri-
ving all sad and melancholy thoughts away.

But will it always continueso ? Does time, in
his onward course, pass unheeded ? Does he leave
no memorials of his progress ? DMany are the evi-
dences he leaves behind.  Nothing remains un-
touched by his magic wand.  Youth and beauty
are transformed to old age and delormity ; each
face and form bear evidence that time has power.
Our feelings, also, are continually changing ;—
thought is always busy ; and not an hour passes
without effecting some alteration in our sentiments,
however trifling it may be ; and I would it could
be said, they are always for the better.

We have just welcomed in the new year ; and
may it be one of peace and happiness to us all.—
May the experience of the past year aid us in the
right fulfilment of the duties enjoined upon us ; and
as ‘“ we know not what a day may bring forth,”
may we live prepared to meet whatever shall await
us, whether of good or evil.

Many who, at the commencement of the last
year, were in the full enjoyment of health, with the
expectation of a long and happy life, have been
called to that ‘“undiscovered country, from whose
bourne no traveller returns.”” And knowledge of
the uncertainty of life, should teach us to be sted-
fast in the truth,—*¢to deal justly, love mercy, and
walk humbly with our God.” ErizageTH.

A MORNING LAST SUMMER.

¢« O what a beautiful morning,”” exclaimed Auro-
ra to her cousin Flora, as they walked forth into
their garden, to gather flowers, and 'to enjoy their
morning exercise. The sun had arisen with unu-
sual splendor ; the mountain-tops were glowing
with its golden tints, and all nature seemed awa-
kened into a new and happy existence, by its cheer-
ing and invigorating influence. ~ Well miight they
exclaim, in view of so lovely a prospect, ¢what a
delightful abode is this world of ours !’
s O lose not the brightest of morning’s young beams,—
The beauties of nature are sweeter than dreams.”
For a time, their thoughts were busy contempla-
ting the rich loveliness which nature ‘presented to
the eye on everyside. Above, the broad blue sky,
/
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with here and there a cloud to vary its beauty, pre-
sented a scene at once magnificent and glorious :—
beneath, the earth’s surface, enamelled with frag-
rant flowers, and adorned with ever-springing ver-
dure, appeared even.more lovely. A bright glow
of health o’erspread their countenances; not a
shade of sorrow clouded the brows of those fair and
devout worshipers of nature. 'They were, indeed,
nature’s own children, on whose minds the idle
gaieties and foolish fashions of a changing world had
not exerted their baneful influence. How pure and
elevated are the sentiments which animate their
bosoms, while thus engaged! What noble aspira-
tions swell their souls, as they contemplate the
sublime grandeur and beauty of the creation of
God! ‘

«Tt is a lovely scene which morning presents,’’
cxclaimed Aurora. ¢ Behold the mighty monarch
of day, ascending his throne in the sky, arrayed in
his gorgeous attire—the dispenser of light and heat,
the source of happiness to a world of inhabitants !
How thankful we should feel to the Author of na-
ture, for creating this inexhaustible source of en-
joyment ! ¢ And these beautiful flowers,” said
Flora; ¢“what can be more lovely ? Do we not
here behold the varied manifestations of the Divine
perfections 2 All his works show forth his wis-
dom, love and power ; and every thing is designed
as a source of improvement and blessedness. Look
at these blossoms just expanding into bloom.—
Their brilliant, though varying hues, are presented
in delightful contrast. ~How emblematical of the
innocence and purity of youth ! Buds and flowers
are the song and poetry of earth. Priceless gens
are they in nature’s garden. Although the novel-
ties of art may appear more fascinating than the
heauties of nature, yet they are not half so delight-
ful ; they afford only a momentary gratification ;
while to the refined taste and cultivated mind, the
scenes which nature presents are ever new and
pleasing. It is a true saying, that ‘there is neith-
er waste nor ruin in nature.’””  Thus the friends
passed an hour in glad contemplation and instructive
observation, communing with nature and with na-
ture’s God.

Every one should cultivate a taste for the beauty
of nature. It is a source of the purest and holiest
terrestrial pleasures that man is permitted to en-
joy. It furnishes a feast of which all can partake;
and yet, how few even of those who most ardently
seek happiness, realize that it surrounds them on
every side! They are constantly lookibg forward

.for enjoyment, whereas they neéd only hearken to

the voice which hature utters, to possess the prize
they so earnestly desire. ~ Her influence gives a
cheerful tone to the spirits, while at the same
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time it strengthens and purifies the character—for
no reflecting person can gaze on the broad expanse
above, or the thousand varied charms which earth
Presents, without feeling his mind raised above the
darkness of the world-pilgrimage. May we ever
realize and acknowledge with humble gratitude,

our dependence on.the God of nature for the many ~

blessings we enjoy.

L. R.

“NO.

They say it is too hard a word
For coward lips to speak ;
Th‘?' tell us it i8 seldom heard
here moral power is weak.
"Tis but two letters though, at most,
Two harmless creatures, N & O:
And sure he has not need to boast,
Whatever of applause is lost,
If nought of principle it cost,
And truth and duty tell him so,
‘Who cannot promptly answer, No.

But that it is too hard, sometimes,
[ts simple power to try,

Bear witness, all ye ills and crimes
That stain humanity—

Too hard! and would that told it all ;
But nay, it is too easy too!

When suffering and sorrow call,

It echoes from the rich man’s hall—

The sighs that rise, the tears that fall
From virwue’s lids, too plainly show,
How easy selfishness says, No.

I've seen upon the orphan’s cheek
The eloquence of grief, .
Betokening mfore than words can speak,
And pleading for relief.
That look was changed to wild despair,
. And hope’s last vestige sold to wo;
Nought but keen anguish lingered where .
One ray had mingled with her care;
_For the dark frown which met her there,
Forbade the soothing tear to flow,
And said, in direful acceats, No,

I’ve heard the voice of love
Soft sighing on the breeze,
And, gentle as the timid dove,
Each tone was framed to please.
It sought the wanderer’s feet to lure
‘Where once it fondly loved to go;
It talked of pleasures that endure,—
Ennobling, lofty, simple, pure,
Aund fain the tempted soul would cure;
But 1ts rich music sunk in wo,
‘When sullen hatred muttered, xo.

I've felt the movings of a Hand
That touched to win the soul—
I wonder how I could withstand
So meek, so mild control.
The Hand that led my early feet
~ Through fields where streams of mercy flow; .
The hand that made my life replete
With ']1? and hope and blessings sweet ;
*Twould lead me to a safe retreat,
An humble vale, a heaven below,—-
But my proud spirit answered, xo.

No....A Marvelous Incident.

That hand of love, unwearied still

By such ingratitude,

Has been my guide through good and ill,

And daily life renewed.

And now I can but love that Hand,

My strength to conquer every foe,
My life and shield ; and I may stand
On the sure rock'of his command,
Despite the passions’ lawless band—

When tempted fron my rock to go,

Its length and breadth shall echo, ~No.

In that one word is magic power,
Aslittle as it is:

It would have guarded Eden’s bower,
And cherished man in bliss ;

It would have thwarted many a plan,
Deep-laid, for deadly overthrow.

Decision oft has rescued man

From snares himself could hardly scan ;

And often since the world began,
Hath peace, like a pure fountain’s flow,
Accompanied the steadfast yo.

Then let me wield the weapon well,
And make its power my own,

Nor fear for what the world may tell,
Though I shall stand alone.

But that same word, when out of place,
Has been to worth the overthrow—

Then let me with a soothing vEs,

My warmest sympathy express,

The tear from sorrow’s eyelids chase—
For where kind words of love should flow,
Why should these lips speak cruel xo?

ADELAIDE.

A MARVELOUS INCIDENT.

In the days of our grandparents, scarcely a per-
son could be found who did not give full credit to
all stories concerning signs and forerunners. And
the person who should have dared to question the
reality of these things, would have been considered
a truth-daring and impious rebel. Notwithstanding
all this, a generation of people has arisen, who at-
tempt to explain all wonderful sights and sounds by
the aid of philosophy, either natural or mental.

But all have not yet discarded a belief in signs
and forerunners. Therefore, 1 will tell you what
I have seen.

In the summer of 1836, while on a visit to my
own ‘‘sweet home,” I was engaged in conversa
tion with my step-mother, about ghosts and witch-
es. It was g dreary, rainy day—fit time for such
discussion. I labored in vain to convince her that
ghosts were phantoms of a disordered imagination,
and witchcraft merely a system of deception.

The rainy day was succeeded by a night exceed-
ingly dark. My two sisters, who were much young-
er than myself, desited me to lodge with them—
which I gladly did, being desirous of enjoying their
company as much as passible during my brief stay. .
As we were engaged in sisterly converse, sudden-
ly two lights appeared in the opposite corner of the
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room,—one of them the size of a man’s hand ; the

other was smaller. They were beautiful rather

than terrifick, yet they were singular ; and we ga-

zed in silence, until, in a slow noisless manner, they

had nearly approached our bed. Then I said,

““Well, I do not believe in either ghosts or witch-

es.” Instantly, as though my voice had broken

the charm by which they were suspended, both
lights fell upon our bed.

I do not wish to be thought superstitious, but I
am inclined to gratify the love of the marvelous for
the time being. :

Now, O ye wise ones ! how will you account for
this strange appearance ? unless you admit that 1t
was a sign of some awful calamity. It was no illu-
sion ; our eyes were wide open, and our brains
were free from all disease. I will explain :

My brother had been out that evening ; and when
coming home, he discovered some rotten wood,
containing a portion of phosphorus, which has the
appearance of fire in the dark. He wished to show
us a curiosity, and at the same time surprise us ;
therefore, aided by the darkness, he came to our
room, dropped the ¢punk-wood,’ and quietly de-
parted. Then he went to the room adjoining, and
exclaimed, ¢ You do not believe in witches, eh ?”’

If this shall prove an instructive story, or induce
any one to discard superstitious fears, 1 shall not
have written in vain. I believe that incidents of a
more trifling nature than this, have been magnified
to scenes of terror, by superstition ; when a little
common sense and investigation would have easily
explained the whole matter. M.

REFLECTIONS AT HOME.

WRITTEN DURING A VISIT TO MY KINDRED AND FRIENDS.

It is now ten years since I first bade adieu to
the home of my childhood, the guardians of my
infancy and the friends of my youth—and sought
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With these fancied dreams of the future, T
whispered the parting adieu to kindred and
friends—‘‘ with a spirit as buoyant as air,”’—
altho’ the silent tears coursed each other down
my face, as the soothing voice of maternal affec-
tion gently breathed her imploring benediction,
that He whose eyes never slumber might watch
over me continually, and be my constant sup-
port while walking through youth’s slippery
paths; that I might return to her fond embraces
with the same warm affections and innocence as
when I left her maternal care.

Not only then did that prayer vibrate upon
my ear; it sank deep, deep in the silent recesses
of my heart—it has ever since been my guardian
monitor, when sin has tempted or vice has lured.
And though I would now cover my face in sack-
cloth, at the recollection of time misspent in the
pursuit of youthful chimeras, the music of that
voice still echoes in my ear, and that counsel still
stands engraven on the tablets of my heart, un-
obliterated by the ravages of time, which has
since set upon my brow the signet of many
years.

1 have learned much from mingling with
different classes of society—many profitable and
indelible lessons, and in allthe vicissitudes of life,
in whatever situation fortune has elevated, or
disappointment hasdepressed me, 1 have invaria-
bly found that Virtue alone is happiness. Whe-
ther it be found in the obscurity of the cottage,
or amidst the dazzle and grandeur of a lordly
potentate—whether it shines in the child of pov-
erty and misfortune, or sparkles in the diadem
of royalty, its value is invariably the same !

And now, after a pilgrimage of many years—
with feelings changed—with the wild fancies of
youth and inexperience matured by care and
disappointment to the more rational and sober
endowments of age—from the false delusion that
this world is all made of sunshine and roses—to

among strangers an avocation by which to gain e experimental knowledge, that, * from our

the livelihood the paternal roof had before affor-
ded me.

Well do I remember the momn of that day,
when I turned my face from the hallowed spot
of home. My youthful heart beat high, lured
by the syren song of expectation. The heavens
above my head were serene and blue—the earth
beneath my feet was green and beautiful—the
silvery streams of imagination pursued their
windings unobstructed, and no lowering clouds
ebscured the mental horizon of my hopeful vis-
ion. I dreamed of future happiness, that all be-
yond was calm and sunshine, that the smiles of
friendship were never intercepted by disappoint-
ment, nor darkened by the blackening clouds of
envy and deception.

own selves our happiness must flow,”—with
such feelings, I am once more at wowE, the dear-
est of all places—an asylum alwaysopen, when
shut out {rodevery other retreat. And now
that I have escaped many of the dangers which
have beset and wrecked the hopes of some of my
companions while launched on the broad ocean
of youthful exposure—I would raise an altar to
the Kind Protector of my being, who has thus far
watched over me in a strange land, and whose
providence has again brought me in safety to
the arms of those kind parents, whose ardent
solicitude and unceasing prayers have constantly
followed ‘me in all my wanderings.

Yes, in the recollection of these blessings my
heart melts into tenderness, and my eyes are
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flooded with tears of gratitude; and in the full-
ness of my soul I exciaim, Oh Lord! how great
is thy goodness in thus preserving me from the
snares of the enemy! May the residue of my life
be devoted to Thy service. DoroTHEA.

BIRDS AND TREES.

From early childhood the birds and trees have
been my favorites. With joy, I have beheld the
opening buds of spring, and day by day watched
their expansion, until the trees were robed in
the luxuriant foliage of summer. Often have I'
risen from my bed at the dawn of day, to walk
beneath my chosen trees, and listen to the birds,
as one after another théy poured forth their
rich strains upon the air, until the whole grove
was vocal with their music; seeming by their
animation as though they could not express half
the gratitude and joy they felt for the returning
light. How beautiful was the scene as the rising
sun burnished the eastern clouds, and imparted
to every dew-drop a brilliancy which no gem of
earth can surpass—how full of devotional in-
fluence. My young heart felt that everything,
whether animate or inanimate, was offering
up to its Creator the sacrifice of praise. My
soul was in unison with the scene around me,
and fervently joined in the song of thankf{ulness
and joy- .

When at noon I sought the cooling shade,
there was a quietness so consonant with my
feelings that I was again moved to love. The
songs of the birds were hushed; no sound was
heard but the soft whispering winds among the
branches. Each tree gave forth a peculiar tone,
yet all blending in one beautiful and unbroken
harmony, elevating the soul to the Great Spirit
who sweeps the strings of nature’s harp. And
again, when the moon and stars came forth and
cast their pale beams on the forest trees, and no
sound broke the stillness of their solitude, but the

lone, plaintive notes of the ‘Whip-poor-will, will

seemed the guardian of their shades, they were

clothed in such mysterious loveliness, that, in
fancy, I peopled them with spiritaapot of earth.

Wsilen 1 have seen the leaves MFautumn fade
and die, I have wept; for I beheld in their decay
an emblem of my own mortality. But Hope,
that blessed messenger from heaven to earth,
wiped away my tears, and pointed onward to a
coming spring, when the trees should again be
renewed in beauty and bloom; and whispered,
‘‘Se man, after he has passed the “winter of
death, shall be ushered into the spring of Im-
mortality, and be clothed with garments that
shall pever fade nor decay.” . ,

Years have passed since I roamed through

Birds. and Trees ......Christinas.

the loved haunts of my childhood, y¢t those hol
associations are with me still ; and I desire tha{
when the angel of death shall come, it may be
when the leaves are falling from the trees, and
the last song of the summer birds is heard in
their branches, SARAH.

CHRISTMAS.

I was always taught to regard Christmas-day as
the hest day in the whole year; but it.is not my
intention at this time to relate the effect which this
instruction has had upon my mind. I will merely
say, that Christmas has its present joys, and it also
brings to remembrance scenes of ¢‘by-gone days”’—
one of which, (a reminiscence of auld lang syne,)
I will proceed to narrate.

T was at that time living in a small-manufacturing
village, where there was quite a number of Eng-
lish and Scotch families. It was my fortune to
live in a cottage of two tenements, one of which
was occupied by a Scot who had married an Am-
erican girl of my acquaintance. With this family
I lived on terms of intimate friendship.  This nat-
urally introduced me to a number of persons who
spent their early years in countries where the man-
ners, customs, and general state of soctety, differed
from those of New England.

My Scotch and English neighbors appeared like
one family.  The fact that they were so far from
the home of their early years, and in the midst of a
people who were more than willing to treat them as
strangers, increased their affection for each other.
They frequently met at my Scotch friend’s, to talk
of the happy days they bad spent in “‘merry Old
England,” and in ‘‘the land o’ cakes,”” killing time
(as they called it,) by living over their happiest
days. These good people often insisted that I
should be one of their umber at these friendly and
social parties ; and being naturally social myself, 1
frequently spent an hour with them ; and I have no
cause to regret my acquaintance with them—for the
tales of ‘‘other days and far away,” to which I then
listened, were not only instructive, but many of

them really amusing ; and the remembrance of them

has since cheered many an hour which would oth-
erwise have been spent in gloomy sadness.

On Christmas Eve, my Scotch friend inquired
if I should be frightened if I heard any uncommon
noise in the night—at the same time remarking,
that his friends intended to spend the night some-
what after the fashion of their own country. I as-
sured him that they would not disturb me, and
wished him and his friends a happy night.

I had engaged to finish a piece of needle-work
that evening, and it was nearly twelve o’clock be-
fore T completed my task. I had extinguished my
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light, and sat looking at a handful of embers on the
hearth, having sent my thoughts upon a Christmas
excursion.  Soon after twelve, my reverie was
disturbed by a noise in the entry, which resembled
the bleating of sheep, the barking of dogs, and the
confusion of human voices. T'his noise soon ceas-
ed, and the following conversation took place :-
«Who watches the cote to-night 2 ¢ Hugh,
Allek and Peter.” ¢ Peter cannot watch, for he
isin love.” ¢« Will, how do you know that?”’—

<« Because hc has been making rhymes all day.”

“« Why,

¢ And is that a sign that he is in love

he has composed a whole love song, and ‘T have
gotten it away from hini: Ay, here is the new
song, which Peter singeth to the once admired,
but now old fashioned, tune of the Lass of Rich-
mond Hill.”’ '

«Who will help me sing it?” <[ will,”—
 And I will "—¢ And 1T "—were the answers.—
<« Will, begin. Listen to Peter’s song.”  Seve-
ral voices then joined in singing the following song:

1. In vonder grape-bemantled bower,—
Close by the sloping green,
At evening’s mild and moon-irt hour,
The village belle 1s seen.

Cuores. This nymph so fair, so debonair,
With silent magic art,
As gay and vain T passed the plain,
Entranced my vagrant heart.

2. H.r auburn hair in tresses ows
Adown her ivory neck;
1er cheek with beauteous crimson glows,
Her eyes divinely speak.’
Crorus. This nymph so fair, &e.
3. With majesty she moves along,
The pride of every swain;
For her each shepherd tunes his song,
And pipes the rural strain.
Cnorts. The nymph so fair, &e.
4. Such is her unaffected way,
She charms where'er she moves;
v And all with willing mind obey
The nymph whom virtue loves.

Cuorts. The nymph so fair, &e.

5. Discretion marks her even course,
While reason lights her soul;
And mild persuasion’s winning force
O’er passions bears controi.

Crorus. This nymph so fair, &c.

6. Grant me, kind fate, with her to share
The remnant of my days;
And holy peans I'll prepare,
Of gratitude and praise.

Cuorus. Since shels so fair, so debonair,
With silent magic art; _
As gay and vain, I passed the plain—
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Here the singing ceased, or rather it appeared
to be drowned in ashrill cry of horror.  Then the
sound, as of a heavy weight falling on the floor,
was succceded by groans, and then all was silent.

Scarcely a minute passed, erc I heard the clear,
musical voice of my Scotch friend, singing the fol-
lowing hymn : ’

1. * Shepherds, rejoice! lift up your eyes,
And send your fears away ;
News from the regions of tie skies,
Salvation’s born to-day.
2. Jesus, the Lord, whem angels fear,
Huas come to dwell with vou
To-day he makes his entrance here,
But not as mortals do.

(o8]

No gold, nor purple swaddling bands,
Nor roval shining things ;
A maneer tor the eradle stands,
And holds the King of kings:
4. Go, shepherds, where the infant lies,
And rec his humble throne;
With tears of jov m all your eyes,
{10, shepherds, kiss the son.”
Here there was a moment’s pausc,—then more
than a dozen voices broke out, singing,

¢ Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good
J bl b o bl
will toward men.”

The people i the entry now marched out of
doors, and across the street, to perform the same
ceremony at another house.  As soon as they had
departed, two voung ladies who boarded with me,
and slept in an adjoning room, ran out, half fright-
encd out of their wits ; and catching liold of me,
eagerly inquired the cause of the noise they had
heard. I bade them not be frightened, but go with
me to the window, and hear the Christmas seren-
ade, at neighbor Hall’s door. I raised the sash a
little, and it being a still night, we could distinctly
hear the whole performance.  The young ladies
agreed with me, that our neiglibors appeared truly
devotional, although they had rather a rude way of
performing their religious exercises. Having no
disposition to sleep, we seated ourselves arouad
‘the hearth, to talk over the affair.  The serenade,
rude ds it was, had given our feelings a truly devo-
tional turir and our thoughts wandered back to
that auspicious morn which gave birth to the Me«-
siah.  And we followed hun (in imagination) frons
the manger to the cross ;—stopping by the way,
at each striking incident, to examine its beauty and
the instruction which it contained. And then we
traced the progress of the Christian religion, from
the days of the apostles to the time then present ;
and we were astonished to think that its march was
so slow, until we examined our own hearts, and
there we found a clue to the cause.  And wa re-
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solved, that from that time we would makeit a part
of our daily employment, to study the life of the
Prince of I’eace ; and endeavor to fashion our
lives according to the perfect pattern of righteous-
ness which he has furnished, not only i precept,
but also in example. Iow far these resolves were
brought into practice with regard to my compan-
ions, I cannot say—for time and distance have
made us strangers to each other.  As for myself,
I always find that it is much less difficult to make
resolves than it is to put them into practice.  DBut
if my life has not been in strict accordance with
what [ purposed at that time, the impressions made
upon my mind are not erased; and cach returning
Christmas reminds me of them, and also of my
Scotch friends. TasiTHA.

THE ROSE BUSH.

As I was sitting at my work. mnsing on the
beauties of nature, I turned my eye to the win-
dow to view a rose bnsh which had been placed
in my care. [ did notlike the way it grew: for,
while the leaves were growing grcen on one
branch, they were fading and falling off on the
other. I wished to see it all clothed in green.
But as I could not have mny way in this matter,
the rose bush suggested thoughts of lifc and death.
Some of mankiud grow up and arrive at the age
of three or four score years: there are otliers
who, while in the bloom of youth, arc visited by
the messenger of dcath, and go down to the grave
in the morning of life. Perhaps we thus lose
one of our near and dear friends, or one to whom
we are bound by the strong ties of friendship.—
We mourn the departed: for thus saith the
Preacher, ¢ Man goeth to his long honie, and the
mourners go about the streets.”

But how soon are the dead forgotten ! While
in the gay scenesof life, where all is lovely. and
the merry heart is filled with gladiess, /ien the
departed are forgotten. For is it not natural for
the cheerful mind to cling especially to that
which hath life, and ministers pleasure? It is.
If we walk into a garden of flowers. we do not
search for those that are faded and gone, but for
those that are in full bloom, and thqnost beau-
tiful and lovely. And if we pluck them from
<he stalk, how soon are they withered !’

In the lone hour of meditation, when pleasure
1s scattered and gone, and the heart is fifled with
gloom and sadness, then the departed revive in
our memory, and we mourn and weep as freely
as ever. Can we wish their return? Nay, we
cannot; for they are at home—a horme thatis far
better than we can have, while in this world of
care and sorrow.

While I was viewing the rose bush, I found

Christinas.....Rose Bush.....Loce of Nalure.

on one of its branches a small bud, T watcehed
it from day to doy, and it centinned to grow,
while the feaves were fdime and falline one af-
tor anothier. This reminded ne of o Christinn
on o hed of Tangaishing: for while the body-is
vochedowith disease and pain, the hlisstul hope
ol the Christian urows hrichter and fresher, as
the cartiily frine is weiring away.

Ghe morning when yepaired tomy work, the
moon which had not celosed its morning walk,
shere i o che window inall its Toveliness: and
the first object which met my eveo was o full
blown rose. The sim presently shiad its dazziime
riys o it and it was very beauttul and love-
Iv. But owhere was it at the setting ot that
sl A dviend so meh admived it that Teut
1ot the stalky o cave 1t to Fers Alas!
how soom wos it nbed ondd come T P shoudd hove
thousht 1t an embleg of an juaaorial exisicnce,
had it ror Gedodls Undihe the vesel the soul shall
bloom to fade no nore Torever ! G010 we hind
Hot the asstrnnee of menoral e and
ness with our heaventy Fathero who conbl say,

Pl ssod -

“ O who would live adways away Hoem his Gad,
Away tfrom von beaven, that hlissful ahode - —
Where the rivers of pleasare How o’er the bricht pleins

And the noontide of glory ciernadly veren- 17 LA

CSOh vouve ao o conl T osaid o centleman to
Lis witeo i a tone of naneled veproseh ond «dis-
appointient. He hadeatted Tiev to the window,
to admtire o clorjons stinsete Dot instead o en-
Joving the rapturons delehit with whieh the seene
bad inspived by she edtd e vemart od, L eonld
never see ony bearity o the elonds”

Sheisnot atbue. How many there are whao
seem not to know that they are moa world of
meleseribable lovelmess, and who kbnow not the
bliss of drinking tfrom one of eavth’s purest foun-
tains of pleasure ! "Fo be imsensibie to the chiarms

L e, s to treat with inditierence the good-
*SS ot Hinn whose will it is thot ol his inteflicent
oifspring should be happy. in the hichest posgie
ble dearee; and who has therciore not only
placed us in o world of beanty, but hasoiven ns
the faculties necessary tor s enjoyvment.  But
there are those who gaze with emotions of plea-
sure on these revelations of the Invisible Creator.
without hfting a thought to Hium, of reverence or
love.  Such persons have yet to learn nature’s
sweetest charm.  None rightly and fully enjoy
its vast displays of wisdom, power and Jove, but
those who, humnbled and adoring,

* Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye,
And smiling say, My Father made them all.”
AuNES.
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MY GRANDMOTITER'S FIRESIDE.

At the mention of that beloved fiveside, the
magic power of memory conveys me back to
childhood, and 1 live over the past. T heholl
my. aged grandmother sitting in' her easy chair,
knitting ; and a group of happy children gather-
ed around her, listening to some traditional tale
sheis relating. or to the narrative of eveits which

‘have taken place during her life.—Belore com-
mencing her siory, her favorite grandchild is
scated by her side, looking up into her face, in
all the trust and innmocence of infaney: while
she, in endearing foudness. gently parts the dark
curls on his brow. T'he rest are seated around
the blazing five, eagerly waiting for the story.—
Incidents of the Revolution interested us most.
and espeeially the one so beantitully described
by Whittier, as the “Spectre Warrior.”™ My
grandmother related it in the following manner:

“your grandfather heard the alarm, and had
gone to meet the toe.  Feeling lonely and sad, 1
took my children. and went home to my mother.
As I was lichting a candle for the nissht. I heard
a horse gilloping towards the hbuse : a loud rap
quickly followed, and upon going to the deor. 1
heheld a man on a large grey ‘horse. ¢ Are
there any men here I’ demanded the “straneer.
“Only two old men,” was py reply.” ¢ "Then yon
will he all dead hefore morhing: tor the English
are landing on the coast atmany places, de-
stroying property. and kiiling the inhabitants in
their march.”  While he was talking,'his high
mettled horse was chanping the bit of his foam-
covered bridle, and prancing abong like the train-
ed charger upon the field of batile. impatient for
the carnage to conunence.  As the rider tinished
his conunission, he struck his spurs deep in the
sides of his restless beast, and rode ofl' as furi-
ously as he came. Sleep was a stranger (o
many an cye that night: for he called at every
house, giving the same alarming intelligence.

All night I sat by my sick mother and sleeping
children, in fearful expectation every hour woufl
bring the tramp of soldicrs, and the torch and
sword. But morning came, and brought no foe.
Your grandfather soou returned, and assured us
that the English had retreated to Boston.  kFrom
that time until the close of the war, he was
wholly absorbed in the interests of his country.
Long months he would be absent, and the whole
cardof our farm and family devolved upon me.”

After finishing her story, my grandmother
would draw a deep sigh, bend forward, lean her
head upon her hand, and appear to be commun-
ing with the past. But she was soon aroused
from her reverie, by some one of her auditors de-

siring to know who the stranger was on the grey
horse. As she raised her head, there was a mys-

- where death 1s unknown. .
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terions expression upon her countenance, and
her answer was. “ Child, we never knew., My
sister B.. who lived several miles distant, saw
the some grey horse and furious rider, at the
sunc honr of twilight, aid he spoke the very
same words that [ heard him speak.  Every
hody saw him. bt none could tell whence;he
came, nor whither he went.—A long war was
now before us: and many and great were the
privations we endured in the contest for frecdom.
T'he peor soldiers were not half clothed or fed ;
and to add to their wretchedness, they knew
their families were suglering at home.” ,

As we listened to the long catalogue of mis-
eries they endured, our young hearts thrilled
with emotions of gratitude and. veneration for
those noble patriots, who had so frecly shed their
Wood in the struggle for liberty, and-tsapsmit-
ted so rich a legacy to their descendants.

My grandmother is at rest: but her grand-
children Jove and revere her memory ; and never
will her instructions be forgotten, while one heart
shall beat that gathered around her fireside.

Where, () where is now that happy band?
All are seattered.  One has made her home be-
side a western lake; and more Iuxuriant fields
will meet her eye, and sofier breezes fan her
brow, and kind (riends will press around Yer,—
vet witl her thoughts come back to those who
watched her infancy and childhood,and the joy-
ons ones that met around that fireside.. One has
sought classic halls; and as he sits”beside his
midnight lamp, his mind will wander from his
hook, and “home, sweet home,” and loved ones
there, will take its place. One roams the forest
and the prairie, and at night rests his head with
strangers. and sometimes in the red man’s hut ;
but the long lezendary tale he heard around that
dear familiar fiveside, flits at times across his
memory, and the bitter tear starts for those he
never more may greet.

All have sought new homes, and some are
with the dead. One fell the victim of consump-
tion. Day after day, he faded like the wither-
ing flower. and at last calmly sank to his rest.
And he, that favorite one, Owhereis he! Gone,
forever gone! We saw him growing up to
manhood, all that our love could wish him; but
suddenly we saw him robed for the grave, and
placed within its narrow limits. lu agony of
soul we wept and mourned, and never more can
our stricken hearts know the joyousness of for-
mer days.

Strangers now crowd around that fireside.—
Not again shall gather there that happy group;
yet do the living hope again to meet each other
and the departed, where parting is no movre, ba,nd

S, W. s



44

OUR DAILY PATHS,

There is glad beauty thronghout the widely-
extended field of nature. e can trace it in
every familiar object which meets the eye, even
in the humblest ower that blossoms in onr path-
way.  We behold it. as we wander thro™ the
fields on a brizht summer’s morn.
feaves and grass ave glistening with the dew-
drops which the thnstv sun has not vet absorb-
ed: or lingering at mid- dav beneath the aged
tree, whose foliage shades from the scorching
imt —the spring shining clear. cool and re-
freshing: or, at the decline of dav watching the
sun while takmcr its tarcwell (onartm(' Olldmv
every cottage wm(lmv with its last ved llL’ht

And we also find much of glad l)uutv in the
cold season of winter, while we gaze at the leaf-
less trees, laden with frost-work. every spray
olistening with diamond brightness.  And how
beautiful do the brooks and rivers look with
their glass-like cover! '[rue. their music is
hushed,—but then we hear the merry langh ot
the - school- boy. as he resorts to his favorite
amusement of skating or sliding—and we hear
the merry chime of the sleigh-bells.

“Yes! beauty dwells in all our puths--
But sorrow, 100, is there!
How oft some cloud within us dnns
The bright, still summer air,
When we carry our sick hearts abroad
Amidst the joyous things,
That through the leafy pl‘ues alance,
On many-colored wings !
“With shadows frows the pust, we il
The happy wood-land <hades,—
And a mournfui memory of the dead
Is with us in the glade\ ;
And our dream-like fancies lend the wind
Of the echo’s plaintive tone,
Of voices and of melodies,
And of silvery huvhter gone.” “

Aflliction and sorrow will vistt us. however
bright and glad our path may scem: and how
often do our spirits becenie depressed with sad-
ness and gricf! But do we not yield tco soon
to the fluence of aur feelings, arising from a
false education of the heart? Are we not taught

a better lesson by the flowers ¥ even the hhus of

the field,—for has not our Saviour said. that
Solonion in all his glory was not arrayed like
one of these? and doesnot the sweet grove-choir
sing the praises of Him who takes care of them?

¢ Shall not this knowledge calm our hearts,

And bid vain conflicts cease ?

Ay, when they commune with themselves,
In holy hours of peace;

And feel, that by the lights and clouds
Throuvh which our pathway lies,

By the be'mty and the grief alike,
We are training for the skies! ” S.

while the -
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LESSONS OF THE HEAVENS.

“The heavens declare the glory of God ; and the fir-

mament showeth his handy work.”

"T'hese are the words of the psalmist of Israel,
—one who ever delighted to trace the hand of
God in the works of creation. Although tew
astronomical discoveries had then heen made,
vet, to the devotional mind of David, the starry
world on high afforded sufficient proofs of the
power and wisdom of the Supreme Beme.

T'o an unenlightened mind. many things in
creation appear as defects; but on examination,
the error is corrected : and ev ery thing in natuw
1s discovered to be wisely arranged and benevo-
lently ordered, for the harmony (m(l good of the
whole.

As we gaze on the beauteous orbs that deck
the sky, and strive in vain to comprehend their
immense distances from us. their number, and
relative sizes, we are led to think with awe of
that Being. b\ whose word these worlds were at
first spoken into existence, and by whose power
they are still kept in their proper spheres. We
see the infinite wisdom of the Deity dlspl.n\((l
in the harmonious laws by which the material
universe is governed: and wherever we turn
our eves. we hehold every objeet in nature adapt-
ed to the situation in which it is placed by the
Creator.

The rays of the sun (whose genial mfluences
mpart lite and beauty to our otherwise dark and
cheerless cartly,) instead of paining our organs
of vision, as they might have done, are adapted
to the eye. and reveal to us scenes the most de-
lightful and magnificent.

From the stars. that ¢ nightly thelr vigils
keep " over the siumbering inhabitants of carth,
we may gathier important lessons of instruction.
As they move larmoniously in their orbits, they
reflect the glory of the Most High': and the 'y
teach us that we should walk in tie path which
Heaven has marked out for us; and if favored
with worldly advantages, to improve those bless-
ings in making others blest. By obedience to
this teaching of the heav ens, we shall fulfil the
end of our being, and secure theapprobation of the
Father of :Lll, while we glorify His name.  A.

(;OLD \VAT(‘HES

It is now nearly a year since an article ap-
peared in the Ladies’ Book, in the form of a
tale, though it partakes more of the character
of an essay. It was written by Mrs. Hale, and
exhibits her usual judgment and talent. Her
object evidently was, to correct the many errone-
ous impressions_ which exist in society, with re-
gard to the folly of extravagance in dress, and
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all outward show. 1 was much pleased with
all of 1t, with the exception of a single sentence.
Speaking of the impossibility of cousidering
dress a mark of distinction, she observed, —
(addressing herself. I presume. to the ladies of
New England,)—* How stands the difference
now ! Many of the factory girls wear gold

watches, and an mmitation, at least, of all the
ornaments which grace the danghters of onr
most opulent citizens.”

O the times! O the manners! Alas! how

very sadly the world has changed ! "The time
was when the ledy could be distinguished from
the no-lady by her dress; as fur as the eye could
react; but now, you might stand in the same
room, and, judging by their ontward appearanee.
vou could not tell *“which was which.”
gold watches are now no swee indication
they have been worn by the lowest.
Sy of the factory gl No lady need
carry one now. for any other than the <i|n[]<'
prrpose of easily ascertwmining the thne of da

or night, itsshe so please!

But seriously @ why is the wdea so prevalent
that dress appears more objectionable in the fac-
tory girl than in any other female ! Fxtrava-
gance should be oh]m'tcd to in any one: hut the
exercise of taste in dress, should not be denied
to them; more than to other young females.

A gentlernan may receive a thousand dollars
per annum, and have half a dozen daughters,
who all think they should dress in a style supe-
rior to that of the factory girl, who receives one
or two hundred dollars per year. And when
they find this impossible, they say. O dear!
how the factory girls do rig up!  We cannot
get any thing but they will imitate ns.” What
n dreadful evil! But it is a part of my belief
that out of evil good may eventually come: and
if the impossibility of making dress a mark of
distinction, induces the conviction that fudics
must attain some higher distinctive trait. this
deplorable evil must result in a great benefit.

Those who do not labor for their living, have
more time for the improvement of their minds.
for the cultivation of conversational powers, and
graceful manners; but if, with these advanta-
ges, they still need richer dress to distinguish
them fromn s, the fault must be their own, and
they should at least learn to honor merit, and
acknowledge talent wherever they sec it.

I pity the girl who cannot take pleasure in
wearing the new and beautiful bonnet which her
father has presented her, because, forsooth, she
sees that some factory girl has, with her hard-
won earnings, procured one JllSt like it. I said
I pitied the girl; but I fear there is too much of
contempt and mdignation in the feeling which

Fiven
for
even by
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swells my heart, to render it worthy of the gen-
tle name of pity.  Yet much things are said by
Lowell girls. whose fathers are as dop( ndent on
the factories as any female operativesin the eity,
and who, if deprived of them, would perhiaps he
obliged to labor themselves.

Aml now I will address myselt to v sister
operatives in the Lowell factories. Good advice
should be taken. from whatever quarter it may
come, whether trom friend and part of
the adviee whieh Mrso Hale has given to the
readers of the Ladies” Boolk, may be aof advan-
taze to Is there not wnonye us. as a elass,
too much of this strivine for distinetion in dress?
[ it not the only ann and object of too many of
s, to wear somethine o htele beiter than others
can ohttun ! Do we not sometines see the virl
who has halt o dozen silk gowns, toss her head,

or foe:

1S,

as it she felt herselt six times hetter than her
netghbor who has none ! Ol how they will
sometimes walk, - mincing as they go” as i

the ground was hardly cood enougeh for then.
And many of them can pnt onan air of hanghty
contempt. which would do honor (or diserace)
to the proudest Tady in the court ot Vietoria.
And all thas, beeause their Florenee honnet s
finer. and their shawl much more costly. than is
usually worn! I have often been reminded of
the words of the Seottish bard--

S0 wad some power the giftie sie us,
To <o oursels as ithers see s, —
It wid frae mony a blunder tree us,
An’ foolish notion ;

airs i dress an® gait wad lea'e

An’ e'en devotion.”

Sie s,

I have often thought that we should hiave more
common sense ahount such thines. than those who
brave bheen brought up-in higher cireles. We
cannot expecet all girls to overcome educational
prejudices.  The mind which can do that,
a higher order than is common.  But we have
not this to do.  ¥e see things more as they
really are, and not through the talse medium
which misleads the aristocracy.  Oh, how tool-
ish 1s the feeling which prompts some among us
to neglect or ridicule the poorly clad girl, who
has just come from her country home, to seek
among strangers a toilsome subsistence! Too
often the first things she learns are, that she
must assume an air of self-confidence or impu-
dence, and buy fine clothes as fast as she can
earn them; or she must hang her head with a
feeling of inferiority, and submit to the insolence
of the vain and worthless. 1 do not say that
this is often the case, but fo0 often—for it is
sometimes so—and even once is too often.

We all have many opportunities for the exer-
cise of the kindly affections, and more than most

s of
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females.  We should look upon one another
something as a band of prphans should do. We
are fatheriess and motherless: we are alone, and
surrounded by temptation. Let us caution each
other; let us wateh over and endeavor to im-
pmw cach othier: aud both at our boarding-
houses and in the Mill, let us strive to prouioie
cach other’s comfort and happiness. Above all,
let us endeavor to iniprove ourselves by ma]\nm
good use of the many advantages we here pos-
sess. I say, let us at least strive to do this; and
it we succeed, it will finally be acknow lcdwd
that Factory Girls shine forth in ornaments far
more valuable than Gold Watches.
A Pacrory GIrL.

TIME'S CHANGES.

The dearest spot on earth, is the home of our
“early'years. Around it gather the most pleasing
associations, innocent amusements, and happ\'
hours. Memory, faithful to its task. still brings
back those scenes, and we live them over agam.
The joyous laugh, the light heart, and sunny
brow, over which no shadow has passed—these,
like some happy vision, come back,—and how
pleasing the recollection! The scenery is often
painted in such living colors, that we fancy we
can almost taste the cool water from the spring
on the hill-side ; or see the rich green meadow
with its rivulet, whose meandcrin0 stream Jm-
parts such freshness to the valley throuuh which
1t passes,—bearing in its bosom the Deautiful
lily, that shows its modest head among the rushes.
Or still farther in the distance, we “half fancy
that we see the well known lalxe, with its clear,
smooth surface, and the small boats, with their
white sails, gliding rapidly along,—or perchance
the groups of wild ducks playmg sportively in the
clear, deep water; or the screeching loon, with

its quick dive, and its rapid flight.

These were familiar scenes of our childhood.
Who can review them, and not feel that they
are closely allied to our present happiness! It
was then we received our strongest impressions

“of the good, the beautiful, and the true. And as
memory calls them up in review, one after an-
other, the heart asks—

Where are the friends of our early years 79—
Oh, -where are they 2 Many of them are gone

tothe land of shadows—some to the far west— -

and some few are left among our own former
happy homes. Time has wrought
changes, but still the realities of the past are pre-
served by the power of the mind, with all the
vigor of youth, and the buoyancy of a happy
heart. I cannot refrain from giving a quotation
from one who has wriiten well on time’s changes.

many -

Gold Waliches....Tune’s Changes...Thc Party.

“YWhere now are those sunny days
That wreathed their brightness round my brow ?2
And where are all those minstrel lays,
That memory beckons round me now ?
Ol cruel Time, why tak'st thou all,
Save tender memor) 's shadowy pall‘

Where are the {riends, so very dear,
So kind, so lovely, and so blest ?
Why dims my eye the silent tear ?
W hv such wild anguish heave my breast ?
Oh Tine! T ask not ‘IU"'ht from thee,
Save these—oh ! leave these friends to me ! S. .

THE PARTY AT IIOME.

“ Mine be the joys which gleam around

The hearth where pure affections dwell,—
Where love, enrobed in sintles, 1s found,

And wraps the =pirit with its spell.
I would not seek excitement's whirl,

Whicre pleasure wears her tinsel crown,
And passion’s billows upward curl,

"Neath hatred's darkly-gathered frown.”

Oh, Sabilla ! said Charles Morton, as he enter-
ed the drawing room ; have you seen the bills
for the play to-night > The cclebrated Mr. and
Mrs. Wood make their first appearance for the
season, in the Somnambulist ; and as you have of-
ten expressed a wish to sce the play of the night-
walkers, T should be happy to have you accompa-
ny me this evening.

Brother, you are aware that father does not wish
us to attend the theatre. Though he says but lit-
tle, I well know it does not please him.  Besides,
we have received cards for Mrs. Howard’s party.
It is expected that it will be superior to any thing
we have had, as they have just returned from thelr
tour through Furope. They are near and dear
friends.of father’s, and he will think a great deal of
making one of the party, and T shall expect you to
be my partner.

I will attend you any where to bring you into
company, said her brother ; for you confine your-
self so closely at home, that the fashionable and
the gay have ceased to enquire after you. 1 real-
ly shall be quite proud to be your partner this
evening.

Thank you for your compliments, brother.—
But here comes father. Father, are you en-
gaged this evening ? If you are not, we will all
attend the party at your friend Howard’s. The
cards were handed in a few moments after y0u
went out this morning.

My dear, said Mr. Morton, how sorry I am
to disappoint you ; but Iqve invited a few friends
to spend the evening with us, and we will have a
party at home ; and I shall most assuredly want
your company. It would be a lifeless affair, I fear,
should the star be absent.—By chance, this morn-
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ing, I met with our venerable friend Murray. 1e
is stopping a few days in the city, and has his
daughter with him. They are on their way to the
south for her health. It will be of no benefit, I
am confident ; but I did not tell him so. He says
she has been failing ever since she buried her hus-
band ; but a change of scenery sometimes does
wonders.

Oh then, Mr. Murray is to be here, and his
daughter also, said Sabilla. How happy I shall
be to see her; it is two years since we met. It
was at her wedding ; and do you recollect, father,
what she said, when some of the company laugh-
ed at her about thinking her intended was faultless ?
-She replied, I do not love him so well that T could
not see his faults, if he has any, (which, by the
way, I do not admit.) I shall have plenty of time
to correct them.

Oh yes, I remember it well, and thought at the
time I had never seen one with so few faults. But
nature was lavish to him both in mind and person.
His mind was filled with lofty and noble ideas ;
and so pure were his feelings and actions, that he
was often ridiculed, and laughed at, by his gay
and thoughtless companions, {or his romantic no-
tions, his visionary way of talking and thinking.—
This is too generally the case, when a person’s
mind and feelings are a little above the common
place of life ; and if there be in his character same-
thing clevating, and ennobling, he is laughed at, as
romantic. Would to God there was much more
such romance in the world ! It is the better part
of our nature ; a part which leaves the cold, dull
realities of life, and seeks its communion with the
pure and holy in heart ; it is the breathing of the
spirit of God in the soul of man. And yet the
one who can sce in the glorious world around him,

aught that seems really spiritual —if he sees in the

flower the goodness and wisdom of Him who cre-
ated all the flowers—il he gazes on the star-span-
gled sky, and feels that there is in his own heart an
answering voice to all ; and if his soul rises with
the sublime grandeur of the scene, till his wonder-
ing spirit is buoyed up to the great Source of all,
—he is looked upon by his companions as a vis-
ionary ! Obh, how I pity the man who can gaze
on this fair creation, its wonders, its beauty and its
harmony, and yet feel none of these emotions ;
who looks on Niagara with a spirit which would
make it nought but a mill stream, and on the snow-
clad mountain as a cumberer of this fair earth, and
not a manifestation of goodness, order and love !
Well, said Charles, I should like to know who
this young widow looks like.—1Is she a beauty ?
Her beauty, said Sabilla, is of nc peculiar kind,
but such as is to be met with often—where fea-
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tures perfectly delineated, are set off with a cer-
tain simplicity that charms the observer. No lily
whiteness, nor vermilion tinge, dwelt on her cheek ;
but at the least emotion, it always became enrobed
in a blush of purity which scemed divine. But
what is a pretty face, Charles, if the mind has not
been culivated ? Ot Mrs. C. I can say, that in
the circle of my acquaintance, there is not one with
a mind so highly cultivated. I will say no more,
for you will judge for yourself.

I will try to keep my heart safe, said Charles,
as he left the roon.

I have received a letter from Stanley, said Sa-
hilla, as she seated herself by her father, and put
it into his hand. I shall not give my consent with-
out yours.

I once heard a young lady say, said Mr. Mor-
ton, that she would never marry, and she appeared
to be in earnest when she made the remark !

I think that marriage is like sin, in one respect :
if we often allow it to be presented to our view,
we look on it without aversion, said Sabilla.

I shall give my consent, said her fathtr, on con-
dition that he makes my house his home. I have
enough, and to spare ; and as to parting with the
flower I have cherished in the sunshine, and shel-
tered from the storm, it would be hard, very hard.
Home would be home no more, were you absent.
Could I not hear your merry laugh, and the song
of ¢ladness, to cheer me in my loneliness, T should
almost cease to consider life a blessing.  But,
said he laughing, it will be time enough for me to
refuse after I am asked.

1 shall not think of leaving you, father ; and I
am sure he will notask it.  He has just finished the
study of the law, and this city will be as good as
any other for his profession.  The poet says, all
15 well that ends well, and this will end as you wish,
I hope. But I must hasten away to make prepa-
rations for the entertainment of our f{riends.

In passing through the hall, she met Charles,
who was out of humor, because he could neither
visit the play, nor take his sister to a (ashionable
party. Here, said he, we must both stay, to en-
tertain some half a dozen old folks. I really wish
I bad not left college, or that college days would
always last.

You must not speak so, brother, replied his sis-
ter. If you will strive to enjoy yourself, the even-
ing will pass pleasantly, I know. And I do as-
surc you, I shall enjoy myself much better at home,
than I should at a crowded party, or even at the
play.

Before eight o’clock, the company had all arri-
ved, and pleasant it really was. It was composed
of old and young, and much of beauty and fashion
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also. The elder Morton seemed to have renew-
ed his youth—he was so gallant, promenading the
room first with one young lady, and then with an-
other. Charles was in a corner, ¢playing the
agreeable’ with the young widow. Each did his
part to make the evening pass pleasantly, and of
course there were none of those disagreeable
calms which ‘make many parties so tiresome and
tedious.

Well, Charles, said Sabilla, after the company
had retired, how have you been pleased this even-
ing ? and how did you like Mrs. C.?

I was highly pleased with her, said her brother.
At first sight, I was almost sure I should not like
her, she was so homely ; but she is an exception.
There 1s a vivacity about her, which makes her
very interesting.

I am happy, very happy, that a PARTY AT HoOME
has pleased you so much ; and now we must bid
father good night, she sald as he entered the room
to bless his clnldren ere he retired to rest.

Do you not think they were happier for spend-
ing the evening at home ?  As they parted for the

night, thelr prayers went ujpto Heaven, that they
might long enjoy each other’s society, and that dis-
content might never enter their happy home.
Emma.

We have taken the liberty to shorten this article, by
expunging a part of the dialogue. We hope the writer
will approve this exercise of editorial privilege.  Eps.

PLAN FOR MUTUAL RELIEF.

The expenses incident to sickness among the Lowell
operatives, frequently make sad inroads on the savings
of the sufferers; and in many cases, restoration to health
is accompanied by the prospect of long months of toil, to
liquidate debts contracted for boarding, nursing, physi-
cian's attention, and the like.

The several Corporations have jointly purchased and
fitted up an elegant Hospital, in which the total expense
is $4 for men, and $3 for females, weekly. The Super-
intendents constitute a Committee of Management; and
their reputation is a sufficient guaranty that matters will
be rightly conducted.

But 83 weekly for a few months would greatly dimin-
ish, if not wholly absorb the savings of many of the oper-
atives, The expenses incident to sickness in a boarding-
house are generally much larger than the Hospital char-
ges; and in many cases, the sick prefer being taken care
of in their usual abode, even at the greater cost..

The evil referred to may in part’be remedied, by adopt-
ing a plan for mutual relief. The following outlines are
suggested : the details may afterwards be considered.

1. The operatives shall allow a certain sum to be de-
ducted from their wages monthly—say 124 cts for males,

Party at Home........ Mutual Relief.

.and 10 cts for feinales—to constitute & Fund for Mutual

Relief.

2. In cases of sickness, (certified by a physician, or a
committee of overseers,) females shall receive $3 per
week, and males $4—not as a gratuity, but as a RiGHT.

3. A joint committee of three operatives from each of
the Corporations, shall constitute a Board of Control—-
one of whose duties shall be to see that the weekly sum
above noted is regularly paid, so long as it shall be justly
due.

4. The Treasurer shall be chosen by the Board of Con-
trol, and he shall give ample security for the faithful di--
charge of his trust.

The annual sum that would be raised on this plan,
would probably be as follows :

Say 6000 females at 81 20 per annumn, $7,200
3000 males at $1 50 per annum, $1,500
52 weeks, at 3225 per week, 811, /00

It 45 females and 22 males were constantly on the sick
list, this sum would pay the demands stipulated in item
2d of the foregoing outline.

Several objections may be urged. First of all, Would
the operatives accede to the proposed deduction from their
monthly wages? We answer, A few would probably
demur—but we cannot think that any considerable num-
ber would object to so small a premium for insurance
against the expenses of sickness.
three-fourths of a cent on a dollar.

In the second place, Would the Superintendents en-
courage the plan? Of this there cnnnot be a doubt. [t
would cost them a little trouble to make the monthly de-
ductions aforesaid; but they would be abundantly com-
pensated by the pleasure enjoyed in promoting the object
herein recommended.—Eps.

Tt is alittle more than

NO THEATRE IN LOWELL.
We perceive that the theatre influence in Boston, New
York, and Philadelphia is waning. Even the most bril-
liant “stars” find great difficulty in procuring a well-

_filled house.

This state of affairs jsrightly regarded as an indication
that the inhabitants of the cities mentioned, are begin-
ning to realize at least the inutility, if not the demoral-
izing tendency, of theatres as they have for ages been
conducted.

But in the matter of rightly-directed public opinion on
this subject, Lowell is far in advance of any other city
of equal population in the land. We have 21,000 inhabi-
tants,—yet we have neither Theatre nor Circus! A num-
ber of years ago, a Theatre was built—but public opinion
indignantly opposed it. Its doors were very shortly
closed; and recently it was pulled down to mdke way
for shops of honorable (because useful) calling.

Let those who wish to judge of the moral tone of Low-
ell, diligently consider these facts,
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A. B. Willcax,
t41Continues to give' instructions in the art of
WRITEN G, at hig Academy, No- 20, Mergimack Strgetn»hem
he will be happy to wiit on such as may need his ‘Services,
at any hour i in the day, from 9o *elock, A,~M. to. 10 P. M, —
Hijs system is taught on ' sdentific and progreaslve principles,
in easy, interesting’ Lessons, and adapted to the common bu-

siness of life.
Ai G nB&gle"lw

&1$ Has opened a BOOK STORE -at 21 1-2
Central Sirset, next to Govdhue’s Carpeﬁ Store. ‘Books of
all kinds; Stationery, such as Paper, Pens, Ink, VVafeu, blk
Sand, Qullls &c. Come apd see for. yoursehdﬂ

Oﬁice oﬁba 3TAR o¥ BLTHLEHEM

Amirew C. anht CeL

L4

1% 59 Metrimatk Street, (Wyman’s Exchange;) :

Pealer in BOOTS & SHOES, where may be found a first,

rate assortment of Boots & 8hoes, adapfed to the present

and cormng season, which will be sgld at vary Low Prices.
I\ B. Purchasers are respectful’ly invited to cyil. ...

"Kimball g' Wheeler.
' West Judia Goods, Mernmack Sqodre. A
large and Well' 8elected : Stock of artictes: in theu' hne of
husiness. anxheu promptly supplivd. -

 Geo. 'W. "Wendell,
1§t 82 Merrimack St. oppasite:the. Lowell Bank

Deajer in Foreign apd Domeitie ﬂRY GQODS, congisting of

French, English and American PRints, Silks, Shawls, Lace
Veils, Alpines, Merinoes, Camlets, Lhons SllkVelvets' Hdlkfs,
Kid and 8ilk .Glaves, Challigs, M De.feines, Scarfs;- Bead
Bags, Silk, Woolen and Conon Hose. Besides the usual
variety of light and dark, thick und this, dearand cheap arncles
u«ud}y found in & Dry Goeds Sore. Wnlk in

' James Nowsll,

NI Tm-plate artd Sheet Tron Wo:ker,‘comer of
Central "and Tyler Sfesets.” Keeps cbmnlly on haed all
kinds of Sheet Tron, Tin and Japan WARE; Mwn!lpmmpt-
_ly execute all-orders for Cookmgsmvéshnd Bheet’qun Stoves
fof every descriptign. -

C'ucliing @

Mack

§EI Hare on hand a- geqeral ASSOTtment of Parlor,

TOVES, anp) ol af ;Bryaps, and: Hermsan's, and
the Olmsteed'é' Pait k%' %.‘ho "1 nndOmmqnwiAm
TIGHT STOVES, for Pittor They have alsc

a large and mtﬂ ahot"tﬁmn (:'l‘cddkm&S!oves F; _
James -B} Pealod

5:}557 Merrimack St il ;mﬂ s,
of W TER:GOODSdt. Cost, toplose ﬁﬂ*nm
B Pim:hsah mn gleuemxpme 3

- ‘ *Q mms
'H'hls Cm"s@mﬁ ,

nrg Stoel{

. ...

-General Bbox 84
- msowmz .

. ment;of Man’s, Youth’s and" ehxldrdn?s
"and 3k

- cuted ia.the best manner at - shioxt notice:

. LEVIS, BABTLETT, M.D.
I§j;E_avmg been for the last ‘eight years ixr the

Prattice of his Profesuxon,, at ngston, N. H., now respect-
fully offérs his servicee te.the  citizens of Lowell, as Prrsi-
c1ax-ind Suraxen. Office 18 1-2 Central street, between
Goodhue’s Carpet Store and the Post Office, where he may
be; foukd. dayfand night. Residence No. 8. Hurd street:

© 0 Alovzae S Dams,

tit Lowell Cap and -Stock Manufactory, corner
of Central and Warren Streets, has on band a splendid assort-
th,’Velvet, Merino
QAPE; oFtiathost Fashionabls Siy]e Caps and
Stocks made (o order. . Also an assortment of 'Crunks, Valises,
Travelling Bags, Umbrenas Parasols,’ Hos:ery, Hdkfs Glov‘es
Dickies, &c. &ec., at prices adapted to the times.

Charles Smith, .

Hf Corner of Central and. Hurd streets, has on
hand a large assortment of Fig'd and Plain’ 8ilks,, do. do.
Alapimes, Satin® Striped Challey Mous de Laine, French,
Eugihh and American PR_{NTS “Laces, Linens, Muslins,
Hosiery, Gloves, &ec., all of . whxcb will be sold at ver5 low
prices, unul after the fourth of March next:

Cha's W, Thompson & Co.

1§ 23 Central street, 2d Door orth.of Lowell st.,

Watch Makeér & Jeweller; offtra for sale Gold and Silver
Lever, Lepire and Gomimret ' {me Bilver Spoons, Gold
Beads, Gold Chains, Bar Rings, Fmgcr Rings, Breast” Pine—
all warranted good Geld.. Also Catlery, Perfumery, Faney
Goods, &ec. Clocka, Wﬂtchea and Jewelry carefully Re-
paired. ' i

.

A Hopkinson,

i§i 59 Merrimack street, has on hand a good as-

" sortment of HATS, GAPS, gnd. Fhﬂi FurfTx immings for
br

Cloakn, Collm Mnﬁ's &ec.; Stocks, ellu, ahd such other
articles ‘ax aré mal}y kept im slmdnr esubhshmonu-—-A]l
which he offers forsalé ascheap: as-can’ be obtained in tha city.

! George Hedmk

i Slgn and Qrnamental Painter, Central street,
oppositaithe Warshington-Hutel, Lowell. S16Xs or ¥vriy
yascripTaoN, Military Stasdards. and Batmery, Cloek -ang

- Time-pisew Dials, Glass Painting, Glass Door Plates, of nich

and, plainsPattens, Oil Gilding,’ &¢., all of whick willbe exe-~
"Alid,: ‘Astiat and
Mantel anps Re-Rroezed, and made tolook-as wcll 88 new.

" Isaac W. Seribres,

PBYSJCIAN ARD Svnsnon, John St Lowell

& B Eliet,
";t* 16 Merrnmack Street, Lowell, offers for sala,
at the lovyest prices, Gold and-Silves W-A TCHES, Time
“Yieces; ﬁvaoons,ﬂmmmwmm Catle-
oy, &ec. Watchea. Jevulryud Combs rbpured. Call and
Extumne _

~

EZ‘%‘.Z’.@,..,



French & Bozse,

+$1 Marchant Failors, corner of Central and Hurd

streats, have made large additions to their stock &f extra super
Geaman & Frexcy Crotus, Black, Blue, Browa, Olives
&ec. for Frock and Dresa Coats; London Black and Blue,

» large variety of fancy Cawmeres, and Duo-ckml, and an
assortment of low-priced Cassimeres and Sattinets; 10 pmceo
Diamond and plain Beaver and Pilot Cloths of all colazs nnd
gualities, New style of Veotings, in groat variety. The tai-
loring depcnment yader the care of L. D. Boise.

Miss Simpkins, -

t§1 Oppostte Tremont Corpdration, Merrimack st.,
iemros to say that she feels grateful to the Ladies” of Lowell
wnd vmmty for their patronage, and begs leave to inform them
that she keepe on hand a good assorimeat of FrLonxnce and
IrRAw de‘ ~w~xTs. Millinery and Dress Making utteuded
0. Ladies leaving their old Bonnets at the above eatablish-
neat, can have tham cleansed and altered in a lupenor nylc

J. & J. H. Kimball,

t}+ No. 27 Merrimack street, have on hand a large
wd fashionable nssortment of British, French, India and Ame:-
can Staple ynd Fancy Dry Goops~—all of which wiil be
ffered at exceedingly low prices for cash. The citizene of
Lowell and vxcuuty are respettfully invited to call.

David Tapl m%’
L§I Merchant Tailor, 19 Cent street, has jee

sceivéd a new and splendid assertment of FALL & Wintru
igope, for Gentlemen’s wear, consistiog of Broadcloths, Pilet
dlothe, Plain and Diaménd Beaver cloths, Cassimeres uad
Festings of all kinds; Lambh’s Wool and Flannel 8hirts, Cru
rats, &e. All kmdn of Gentlemen’s Garments made in *'.e
»eat manner. :

. & T P. Goodhué,

128 Cen al street, sell CARPETS, Feathc'
Bhnkotl, Comfosters, Quilts, Be&-npmads, Damukp; Aur
“loth, Moreens, and otber articles usually kept for, sale vy
Jrnour:n:m They also mnnnfaczuq*lhmmu, &c.o

Benjamin Hutchmson,

Ht 16 Central street, Dealer in Hardware and

W,oox.ns Goops i alj.their miatwu He especially invitss
Jué attention’ of Carpestars to his amortment of-Bench Planc.s,

Ordass, Tools, &o.; beipg confident that it anbraces sll ¢ ey
:9: } in varioty qulhy
| W. Clifford, -

fHSﬁk, Cotton & ‘Woolen sta, Andover st
East end of Chureh sty Bridge, LowelI . ff‘

' - Bent & Bush, o

1112 Cen!ral street,. opposite the Blmiltou Prit,
Works, Lowell, Hat & CA¥ Manuftetum, ‘and. Dealaa
Fancy Fare, Bnﬁoe Roth e, e : R 1

e A‘ ﬁ Dtmtm,
rmﬂ’s

Amog Upton .
,I'?Book Store, No. 18, Central. Street Lowell.

. George W. Ward,

1%*1 Dentist, 14 Central street. All operations
warranted to bs of the first arder. The most beautiful Pore
celain or maorrnphhle Teeth aet, on pivet or gold plate, in
« style which, in respeet ta imitation of nature, firmness, du-’
rability and &leganca, is not surpassed in any of the American
or Eurepean cities. Children’s "Testh regulated. Charges
reasonable.

"« Francis B. Cobb,

1% 120 Merrimack strect. A” large assortment of
Boots and Bhoes just received, and for sale at a very low
price. Don’t mist+ke the number.

George Mansficld, M. D.

1% 18 Merrimack st. Lowell, Manufactures and
inserts Artificial Mineral TEETH, from one to a fall set, with
gums ; fills, clennues, extracts, and attands (o the Denml
branch of Susgery in all its parts. Teeth fiiled with Litho-
deon, if desm:d

" ' 4
A. B. French.

1’61 No. 21 Central street, Dealer in Fruit, Cakes,

Confectiomary and Fancy Goods of every dommpuon

N. B. Wedaing Cake made to order, and trimmed i the
latesat sty'e. ,

Charles B. Cobum, ’

1] Dealer in West India Gopds and G‘rOcene;,
Central o(n.‘t, Lowcll s Mass.

B F Wal(l .. '
pj Exchange Book Store, 87 Mivimack .street,
«op- oo hand a generil pssortment of Bilifes, Tustaments,

n Books, QuumB«h 8cheol Books, nd Miscellas

Books of a m and Literary charaater.'
* Seationary of all kinde— r Hungipgs. A cmu-
hg Library is kopﬂi with this Swn

AbnerW Buureck

$§1 Southwick’s Buildinga, Lowel! street, Diealer
. West tadia Goeds and Comtry Produce, best Winas,
'.’bu and !’uml Gto«mn Litetved 1o keep aad sl Gun-
t rouellhg Prestisim Sm-ch W lesale

4 Frigit,

(3 “IY'M" Fe: \

144 Dosler in Bobd g Mabos, Csral S,
wader e Fir Usfroemlt D W*""’"n’)h.

F 'S. P. Howes,"

Pori:an;t and ‘Miniptare Pmm;x, Lfan
H’ﬁ“ Buﬂdmg, %mml st., ImWe 1L s_u“.




