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Irritated at Away, then, let me hasten and sink,
her conduct, | appreached her rudely; unremembered, down, down, down,
and snatched from her-hand the book to———! Father, Oh, father,!” ex-
she had been reading. [ cast it into claimed a sudden and wild voice. The
the flames which ro<e brightly fromthe knife fell to the ground! a ragged,
hearth. It was the volume which you though lovely boy rushed into his

ANO

writhing beneath me. It seemed as if rious as it may seem, is less te be drea- disguised abhorrence.
| an infant’s strength could have subdu- | ded than the awful realities with which
| ed him. 1 am surrounded,

“ Wretch!” I exclaimed, as I held, ‘I have little strength to tell vou
his own pistol to his bosom, *“ whatis | the story of my fall.. Let me be brief.
your object? Are you a common mid-| You know how we parted from each
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BY J. G. WHITTIER.
HENRY ST. CLA(R. |

Henry St. Crair!—How at the |
mention of that name, a l{musandi
dreams of friendship and youth—and
of the early and beautiful associations |
which linger like invisible 4pirits a-|
round us, to be called into vﬁvw only |
by the magical influence of memory,
are awakened! How does the glance
of retrospection go back torthe dim |
images of the past—from the|childish
merriment to the manly rivalship from
the banquet-hall and the pleasant fes-
tival, dowa to the silent and uhbroken
solitude of the Tomb.

We were as brothers in childhood—
St. Clair and myself,—brothdrs too in
the dawning of manhood; an¢l a more
ingenuous and high-minded |friend |
never knew. ‘Yet he was strangely
proud—not of the world’s| gifts—
wealth, family and learning+—but of
his intellectual power—of the great
gift of mind which he possessed—the
ardent and lofty spirit which shone out
in his every action. And he might
well be proud of such gifts. | I never
knew a finer mind. It was as the em-
bodied spirit of poetry itself—the
beautiful home of high and|glorious
aspirations.

Heory St. Clair was neven at heart
1 christian. He never ener_yed the |
visitations of that pure and blpssed in- |
fluence, which comes into uI;: silence

night robber—or bear you ought of jother. You know the lofty hopes and
private malice towards Roger All- the towering feelings of ambition,
ston?”’ which urged me from your society;

call sacred. [ saw the smoke of its|
consuming go upward like a sacrifice |
to the Demon of Intemperance, and |

! thier!

and lonelines of the human liusnm, to
brild ap anew the broken altars of its
faith, and revive the :drooping flowers |
of its desolated affections. He loved
the works of the Great God|with the
love of an enthusast. 3111 beyond
the visible and <ytward forms—the
passing magnificence of the héavens— |
the beauty and grandeur of the earth, |
and the illimitable world of waters,
bis vision never extended. his soirit
never overlooked the clouds which|
surrounded it to catch a glimpse of the
Better and more beautiful land.

1 need not tell  the smr}y of my
friend’s young vears. It hagnothing
to distinguish it from a thousand oth-
ers;—it is the briefaad sunay biogra-
phy of one upon whose pathway the
sunshine of happiness rested, unshaa-
owed by a passing cloud. We were
happy in our friendship,—but the time
of manhood came; and we were parted
‘by our different interests, ajd by the
opposite tendency of circumstances pe-
culiar to each other.

It was a night of Autumni—a cold
and starless evening—I remember it
with painful distinctness, ‘thlmugh
ygar afler year has mingled with Eter-
nity,—that I had occasion te pass in
uy way homeward, through one of the
darkest and loneliest alleys of my
native city. Anxious to réach my
dwelling, I was hurrying eagerly for-
ward, when I felt myself| sudden-
ly seized by the arm;|and a
voice close in my ear whispered
hO’"‘SEly—“Stop——or you are a dead
man !’ _

I turned suddenly. I heard the
cocking of a pistol,~—and | saw by
a faint gleam from a neighboring win-
dow, the tall ficure of a man—one
hand grasping my left arm, the other
holding a weapon at my breast.

I know not what prompted me to re-
sistance;—I was totally unarmed, and
aliogether unacquainted with the
siruggle of mortal jeopardy. But I
did resist—and, one instant I saw my |
assailant in the posture I hay- -
ed,—thenext, he was disarmed and |

ORerie |

“ Allston!—Roger Allston'”’ repea- ' from the enjovment of that friendship,
ted the wretch beneath me, in a voice the memory of which has ever since
which sounded like a shriek, as he lingered like an upbraiding spirit at
struggled half upright even against my side.

the threatning pistol.
has it come to this?
like this meeting!

earnestness in his manner, which sent
the hot blood of indignation cold and-
ice-like upon my heart.

me'”’

A horrible suspicion flashed over
my mind. 1 felt a sudden sickness at
my heart—and the pistol fell from my
hand.

““ Sheot you |
. were once my friend—in mercy kill

“ Great God! | destination; and aided by
Hell has no pang |ductory epistles of my friends, and the betrnthed—her sinking down in a MOUIG B
Shoot!’’—he ex- influence of my family, I was at once State of insensibility—the tears of ma- '"at}"RJ"dSmf‘m have
claimed, and there was a dreadful received into the first and most fash- | ternal anguish-—the horror df-pictedllf’“'“!z

““ Whoever you may be,” 1 said,

‘“ and whatever may have been your"onable disipation.

there—even there—byv that Chris-|
'tian fireside, I cursed the Book and|
its Aunthor! I

““ The scene which followed beg-!
The shriek of my

I arrived at my place of’

the intro- gars description. |

ionable circles of the city. | on the countenance of the old man—
‘““ | never possessed those principles ‘all these throng even now confusedly
of virtue and moral dignity, the eflect! over my memory. I staggered to the
which has been so conspicuous in vour door. The reception I had met with,
own character. Amidst the flatteries and the excitement thereby produced,
and attentions of those around me, | hadobviated in some measure the ef-
and in the exciting pursuit of pleasure, | fect ofintoxication; and reason began |
the kindly voice of admonition was un- | t0 assume its empire. The full, round
moon, was up in the heavens; and the

heard; and I became the gayest of the |
Y Istars, how fair, how  passing beautiful
| they shone down at that hour! I had

gay—a leader in every scene offash-

The principles

motive in attacking me, | would not | of my new companions were these of | loved to look’ upon the stars; those

stain my hands with your blood. Go
—and repent of your crimes.”

““ You do not know re,” said the
robber, as with some difficulty he re~
gained his  feet, ‘‘ even you have for-
gotten me. Even you refuse the only
mercy which man can now render me
—the mercy of death—of utter annihi-

lation!”’

Actuated by a sudden and half-defi-
ned impulse, I caught hold of the
stranger’s arm, and hurried him to-
wards the light of a streetlamp. It
fell full upon his ghastly and death-
like features, and on his attenuated
form, and his ragged apparel. Breath-
less and eéagerly I gazed upon him,
until he trembled beneath the scruti-
ny. I pressed my hand against my
brow, for I felt my brain whirl like the
coming on of delirum. 1[I could not
be mistaken. 'The guilty wretch bhe-
fore me was the friend of my youth—
one whose memory I had “cherished
as the holiest legacy of the past. It
was Heury St. Clair. Yes—it was
St. Clair!—but how changed since
last we had communion with each oth-
where was the look ofintelli-
gence, and the visible seat of intellect
—the beauty of person and mind!
Gone—and gone forever—ito give
pla(‘.e to the . «thsomeness of a l‘]t’],)l‘:l-
ved and bri: .0 appetite—to the vile
tokens of a dlsgr.sting sensuality, and
the deformity ot disease.

“ Well may you shudder,” said St.
Clair, ¢“ I am fit orly for the compan-
ionship of dewmons; but you cannot
long be cuorsed by my presence. |
have not taswd food for many days;
hunger drove me to attempt vour rob-
berv—but, I tee! that I am a dying
man. No human nower can save me,
—and if there be 2 Ged 2ven He can-
not save me from y-<l/f—from the
undying horrers of remorse.”

Shocked by lus words and still more
by the increasing ghastliness of his
countenance, I led the wretched man
to my dwelling, and, after conveying
him to bed, and administering a cor-
dial to his fevered lips; I ordered a
physician to be called. But it was
too late: the hand of death was upon
him. He motioned me to his bed-
side after the physician had departed;
he strove to speak, but the words died
upon his lips. He then drew from his
bosom a sealed letter addressed to my-
sell. - It was his last effort. He star-
ted half upright in his bed— uttered
one groan of horror anfi mortal suffer-
ing; and sunk back, still and ghastly,
upon his pillow. He was dead.

I followed the remains of my unhap- |

py friend to the narrow place appoint-
ed for all the living—the damp and
cold church-yard. 1 breathed to no
one the secret of his name and his
I left it to slamber with him.

I now referred to the paper which
had been handed me by the dying
man. Witha trembling hand I broke
the seal of the envelope, and read the
following, addressed to myself:

«If this letter ever reaches you, do
not seek to find its unhappy writer.
He is beyond the reach of yourneble |
generosity—a guilty and dying man.
I do not seek for life. There is no
hope for my future existence,—and

death—dark, aud terrible, and myste-

guilt.

infidelity, and I embraced them with |bright and bless:ed e\;idenc_'es of a bm}.i:
my w hole soul. . ‘*ou know my former l and all pt‘r\‘adlng lntt'nlgt'tl(.‘(‘; but

disposition to doubt—that doubt was | that night their grandeur and theirex- |-

now changed into a settled unbelief, and
a bitter hatred towards all which I
had once been taught to believe sacred
and holy.

‘““ Yet amidst the baleful principles
which I had imbibed, one honoura-
ble feeling still lingered in my bosom,
like a beautiful angel inthe compan-
ionship of demons. There was one
being—a youngand lovely creatuye,
at whose shrine all the deep afifections
of my heart were poured out in the sin-
cerity of early love. She was indeed
a beautiful girl—a being to bow down
to and worship—pure and high-
thoughted as the sainted ones of Para-
dise, but confiding and artless as a
child. = She possessed everyadvantage
of outward beauty—but it was notthat
which ‘gathered about her, as with a
spell, the hearts of all who knew her.
It was the light of her beautiful mind
which lent the deep witching of soul
to her fine countenance—flashing in
ber dark eye, and playing like sun-
shine on her lip, and crossing her fair
forehead with an intellectual halo.

““ Allston! I look back to that
Springtime of Liove even at this awful
crisis in my destiny, with a strange
feeling of joy. Itis the only green
| spot in the wilderness ofthe past—an
oasis in the desert of being. She lov-
| ed me, Allston—and a heart more pre-
cious than the gems of the East, was
given up to a wretch unworthy of its
slightest regard.

‘“ Hitherto pride rather than princi-
ple had kept me above the lowest de-
gradation of sensual indulgence. But
for one fatal error I might have been
united to the lovely being of my affec-
tions;—and, oh! if sinless purity and
persuasive love could have had power
over a mind darkened ind perverted
as my own—I might have been re-
claimed from the p#thway of ruin—I
I might have been happy.

¢« But that fatal error came—and
came too, in the .abhorrent shape of
loathsome Drunkenness. 1 shall
ver in time or eternity, forget that
scene; it is engraven on my memory in
letters of fire. It comes up before me
like a terrible dream; butitis a dream
of reality. It dashed from my lips the

dark aspect of my destiny.

«« | had »een very gay, for there
were happy spirits around me; and

ness. For reliefI drank still deeper
—and I was a drunkard—I was deli-
rous—I was happy.
ated assembly, and directed my steps,
not to my lodgings, but to the home of
her, whom I loved—nay adored above
all others. Judge of her surprise and
consternation when I entered with a
flushed countenance and an unsteady
tread! She was reading to her aged
parents, when with an idiot’s grimace
I approached her. She started from
her seat—one glance told me the fatal
trath; and she shrunk frem me—aye,
from me, to whom her vows were
plighted and her young affection giv-
en—with fear, with loathing, and un-

ne-.

' the wise and the good?
"wasled;constitution destroyed; affairs
'in rdin; friends absconded; children
cup of happiness, and fixed forever the |

Il
had drank freely and fearlessly for the |

first time. There is something horri- | hilated! '—My acquaintances pass by
ble in the first sensations of drunken-|

ceeding purity came like a curse to
my weary vision. I could have seen
those beautiful lights extinguished;
and the dark night-cloud sweeping o-
ver the fair face of the sky, and have
smiled with grim satisfaction, for the
change would have been in unison
with my feelings.

““ Allston! 1 bhave visited, in that
tearless agony which mocks at conso-
lation, the grave of my betrothed.
She died of‘a broken heart. From
that moment, all is dark, and hateful,
and loathesome, in my history. Iam
now reduced to poverty—I am bow-
ing to disease,—I am without a friend.
[ have no longer the means of subsis-
tence; and starvation may yet antici-
pate the fatal termination of the dis-
ease which is preying upon me.”

Such was the tale ofthe once gifted
and noble St. Clair. Let the awful
lesson it teaches sink deep inthe hearts
of the young and ardent of spirit.
| Let them remember that ¢ rnﬁde]ily
and Intemperance go hand in hand;”
and that those who have once yielded
themselves to the fascination of vice,
are hurried onward, as by an irresisti-
ble impulse, in the pathway of suin; al-
though conscious of their danger, and
knowing that the gulf of utter dark-
ness is widening and deepening before
them.

-
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To MAKE Goop BEeer. Pour
I 1-2 pints of Molasses, and two-thirds
of a tea cup of Ginger into a clean|
water pail, then fill it up with boiling |
water; to this add 1-2 pint yeast, and |
let it stand one night or about 8 hours
in a cool place; then turn it into a keg |
or bottleit, and it will be fit for use. |

em-
braces— Plymouth Memorial. '

From the Oxtord Examiner.

“FARMERS’' ARITHMETIC.”

PROFITS OF AGRICULTURE.

If the great Franklin had ever liv-
ed in the country, his observing eye
would have noticed, and his disc run-
solved the fol-
difficult problems: * 1N
Farmers are more imposed on
than any other class of the community;
they pay vearly the whole expense of
the Siate Government; are oppressed
by a heavy tariff and other enormous.
measures of the General Govegnment,
and by the commercial regcu! ons of
foreign nations; never have much mo-
ney—yet every industrious prudent
farmer grows rich !

2.  The mechanic receives &
cents or a dollar a duy, vet 5o rg
poor : the fnrmvr. t':.fl;s I:is SRR | N
cents a dav, and grows rich !

3. Merchants, Physicians, | aw-

yers, and others, receive their thou-
shands per annum and die poor, while
the Farmer scarcely receives as many
tens, yet dies rich! .

How are these strange results pro-
duced ? All calculators in dollirs and
centsfailtoaccount forit. These who
aré determined to bring every thing

pronounce agriculture to be wholly
unprofitable, when the fact that near-
ly all the wealth of the country has
been obtained by agriculiure stares
them in the face. In the opinion of
these calculators agriculture is the
proper pursuit of such omnly as have
not sense enough to pursue any thing
else ! . ; =
The mischiefs which such calcula-
tors are doing in our country, first
induced me to call the public attention
to the Farmer's JAvithmetic. But
having been more accustomed to hand-
ling the plough than the pen, | am
altogether unable to do justice to the
subject. If séme abler hand would
take it up, dispel the mist now resting
on the subject and shew us clearly
the whole truth of the matter, it would
do sufficient good to compensate the
labors of the ablest;patriot. '
When the mechanic lays down his
tools and the professional man is.idle,
they are sinking, because their expen=
ses are going on and their profits are
suspended. Not so the farmer; while
he sleeps, his crops grow and his

The drunkard’s Soliloguy. A
Fragment. Having passed by the|
inn, I observed some one at a short|
distance, beneath a lofty button-wood, |
apparently holding a dialogue with !
himsell. 1 drew near, unobserved, |
and heard the following:

““Who am I?7 Aye,and whatam 1,
but a wretched out-cast, shunred by |
My estate

naked and hungry; wife in tears and
comfortless; appetite, none; visage
bloated and | disgusting; hands and
knees tremulous; reason debased; and
manners become vile; character anni-

me like strangers! I am tormented by
disease, harrassed by law suits; teased

| short,

‘with that of others, who must give

_ Journey through life. _ ;
by creditors; collared by sheriffs; mOoc- | farmer appear in company genteelly
I left the inebri- ' ked and hunted by truants and black- ' dressed in homespun, I'think of Solo--

stock continues to increase, and w
he spends a soctial evening with™his
neighbor, every thing continues to ac
vance.  The Farmer’s Arithmet
shews that the farmer grows rich
saving, while others continue poor
spending. Others have first to mak
money and then give it for m
drink, and raiment, the farmer ob
tains all these at home. If he wants
a fat lamb or pig; he. has it wi
loosing a day or two in (rying to
one. If he wants a new coat, the i
dustry of his wife supplies it. [
he wants but few, ve :
things which cannot be obtained
his own farm. Why then should t
farmer repine because he has not
money to buy abroad? Or meas
his wealth by comparing his

all, for. things he has without buying ¢
Surely a farmer may without a- sig
resign to others the gaudy fabrics
foreign artists, while he is clothed b

the labor of the bhand that sooths his

cares and strews with pleasure his

guards! I am a hated, filthy sot, com-! mon’s description of a good wife, ‘her

panion only to the lowest brute! Nay, ' husband is known in the

gates when

the vile brute is exalted, is noble com- he sitteth among the elders,’ and most
pared to a wretch like me! In all that lcordiall_y do 1 congratulate the pos-

is esteemed honorable, respectable and sessor of such a prize.

worthy in society, I am a mere cinder
of a cracible; the very paliry dregs of |
an alembic! Cursed intemperance,
these are thy fruits! Oppressed na-
ture can hold out no longer! She is
about to resign her worthless charge'
The horrid grave opens upon me and
yawns for its prey’ Despair! Des-
pair seizes me'w=My brain is on ﬂrf!

!

JACK PLANTER.

Spinsters —Formerly it was a maxim

that a young woman should not get ﬁar.l.
ried until she had spun herselfa set of bo-|
dy and table hoen.
nomarried women werc termed spi
—an appellation they still retain in Eng-
Nacd in all deeds and legal procecdings.

From this castom all
s

=

to the standard of dollars and cents,

,!I.

When 1 seea




