A FINE OLD’ tOEM.

A | have learned,V says tho melancholy Pos-
talozzi, “ thatjhi this wide world 110 oub hearl
M.mble or willing to help another.”

© say not we through life must strugglo,

Must t&H sMd mottrn alone i * =

That no oiVelmman hiart can answer

3*The beating3 of our olvil

The Stars look down from the sHerif heaven!
Into the quiet stream, ,*

And *eo themselves from its dewy depths
In fresher beauty gleam

fhe, skv with its pale or glowing hues,
Ever painteth the wave below :

And wlie sea sends up. its mist to form
i3righi clouds and the heavenly bow

Thus each does "of the other borrow

“} A beauty not lls own ;

And tells US that no thing in Nature
Is for itself al6ti6.;’

Alonr, anjio life’s griefs and perils,
'Fhe stoutest souj play qual ;

Left to its own unaided offoits,
‘I'ne strongest arm maj fail;

And tho’all strength still comes froift Ilenvei
AJj light Ironi God above*
Yet we may sometimes be his angels, »
TI*p apostles of his love. . t'un

Then let us learn to help each other,

~Hoping unto the diid :

Who sees in every man a brother.
Shall find i'i each a friendl

X itm iturr.

LOVE L\ THE CLOUDS.

*And tliisjis the fellow that wants
tomarry my daughter! A pretty
fool i should ho to give Annie to a
coward iike hnn '"; Su shouted Hon-
est Master Joss, the sacristan of the
cathedral of Vienna, as he stood
in the public .to'oiw of the * Adam
and Eve’ inn, and looked after the

.vfangry retreating figure of Master
Ottkar, the head-mason.

As he spoke, an honest young
gardener, named Gabriel, entered ;
and for a moment the youth’s hand-
some face flushed high, as he thought
the sacristan’s words were directed
at him. For it was the old, old story.
Gabriel and Annie had played toge-
ther and loved each other before they
knew the meaning of the word love;
and when, a few months before they
had found it out, and Gabriel pro-
posed to make Annie his wife, her
father rejected him with scorn.  The
voung gardener had little to offer
besides an honest heart and a pair
of industrious hands, while Mastet
Ottkar, the mason, had both houses
and money. To him, then, sorely
against her will, was the pretty
Annie promised; and poor Gabriel
kept away from the sacristan’s plea-
sant cottage, manfully endeavoring
to root cut his lovj while extermi-
nating the weeds in his garden. But
somehow it happened that, although
the docks and thistles withered and
died, Ihat olher pertinacious plant,
clinging and twining like the wild
convolvulus, grew and flourished,
nurtured, perchance, by an occasion-
al distant glimpse of sweet Annie’s
pale cheek and drooping form.

So matters stood, when one day,
as Gabriel was passing through a
crowded street, a neighbour hailed
him:

‘Great news, my boy! glorious

news | Our Leopold has been cho-
sen emperor at Frankfort. Long
ityc tho House of Austria! He is

to make his triumphal entry here in
a day or two. Come with me to
.the * Adam and live,” and we will
drink liis health, and hear all about
it.”

In spite of his dejection, Gabriel
would have been no true son of
Vienna if he had refused this invita
tion ; and waving his cap in sympa-
thy, with liis comrade’s enthusiasm,
he hastened with him to the inn.

We have already seen how the
unexpected appearance and moie
unexpected word of Master Joss met
him on liis entrance. In the height
of his indignation, the sacristan did
not observe Gabriel, and continued
in the same tone :

‘1 declare, I'd give this moment
full and free permission lo woo and
win my daughter, to any honest
vouug fellow who would wave the
banner in my stead—av. and think
her well ri i of that cowardly mason.”

From time immemorial, it had
been the custom in Vienna, when-
ever the emperor made a triumphal
entry, for the sacristan of the cathe-
dral to stand on tiie very pinnacle of
the highest tower, and wafe a ban
ner while the procession passed.
But Master Joss was old, stilF, and
rheumatic, and such an exploit would
hqgtve been quite as much out of his
line as.dancing on a tight-rope. It
Wias; therefore needful for him to pro-
vide a substitute; and it never oc-
curred to him that his intended son-
-in-law, wlw professed such devotion
in his interests, and whose daily oc-
cupation obliged him to climb to
dizzy heights, and stand on slenJer
scaffolding, could possibly object to
take his place.

W hat, then, was his cagrin and
indignation when, on broaching the
matter that afternoon to Master Ott-
kar, lie was met by a fiat and not
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ovcr-courleous refusal! The old 1
man made a hasty retort; words rat)
high, au'li the parting volley, levelled ;
at. the retreating mason, we have al-
ready reported,

*Would vou, dear Master
eyould you. indeed do, so?  Then,
with the help of Providence, Il
wave the banner for you as long as
you please from the top of St. Ste-
phens to.wer.’

You, Gabriifl V said the old man,
looking at him a™ kindly as he was
wont to do in former days. ‘My
py.or ti'jy.L.j'ou never could do it ;
you, a gardnp/, who never had any
practice in climbing.’

«Ah, now you vvant to draw back
from your word " exclaimed the
youth, reddening. ' My head is
steady enough; and if my heart is
heavy, why, it was you that made
it so. Never mind, Master Joss.
Only promise tne, on the word of
an honest man, that you’ll not inter-
fere. any more with Annie’s free
choice, and you may depend on see-
ing the banner of, our emperor,
whom may Heaven long preserve |
‘vaye gloriously on,the old pinnacle,’

‘1 will, my brave lad; 1do pro-
mise, in .the presence of all these
honest folks, that Annie shall be
yours I’ said the Sacristan, grasping
Gabriel’s hand with one of his, while
he wiped his eyes with the back of
the other.

' One thing | have to ask you,” said
the young man, «that you will keep
this matter a secret from Annie.
She’d never consent ; slic’d say 1
was tempting Providence ; and who
knows whether the thought of her
displeasure might not make my head
turn giddy, just when | want to be
most firm and collected.’

‘No fear of her knowing it, fori
have sent her on a visit to her aunt
two or three miles in the country.”

“*And why did you send her from
honte, Master Joss V

*Because the sight of her pale
face and weeping eyes troubled ne;
because, to tell you the truth, I was
vexed with myself. Gabriel, 1was
a hard-hearted old fool, Isec it now.
And | was very near destroying the
happinesso! my only remaining child;
for my poor boy Arnold your old
friend and -school-fellow, Gabriel, has
been for years in foreign parts, and
we don’t know what has become of
him. But now, please God, fVnnie
at least will be happy, and you shall
marry her, my lad, as soon after the
day of the procession as you and she
please. There’s my hand on it.”

There was not a happier man tha!
evening within the precincts
Vienna, than Gabriel the gardener, j
although ho well knew that lie was
attempting a most perilous enterprise
and one as likely as not to result in
his death. He made all necessary
arrangements in case of that event,
especially in reference to the com-
fort of an onlv sister who lived with j
him, and whom he was careful to|
keep in ignorance of his intended I
venture.  This done, lie resigned
hiiiiselt to dream all night of tumb-
ling from terrific heights, and all day
of his approaching happiness. Mean-
while, Oitk;ir swallowed his chagrin
as he best might, and kept aloof from
Master Joss; but lie might have been
seen holding frequent and secret com-
munications wilh Lawrence, a man
who assisted the sacristan in the care
of the church,-

The day of the young empet'or’s
triumphal entry arrived. He was
not expected to reach Vienna before
evening; and at the appointed hour
the sacristan embraced Gabriel, aiid
giving him the banner oi the House
of Austria gorgeously embroidered,
said ; “Now, my boy, up in God’s
name! Follow Lawrence; he’ll
guide you safely to the top of the
spire, and afterwards assist you in
coming down.’

Five hundred and fifty steps to the
top of thfi'tower I Mere child's play
—the young gardener flew up them
with a joyous step. Tnen came two
hundred wooden stairs over the
clock-lower and belfry; then five
steep ladders up the narrow pinnacle
Courage | A few more bold sleps-* -
:half an hour of peril—then triumph
reward, the priest’s blessing, and the
joyful “Yes I' before the altar. Ah,
how heavy was the banner to drag
upwards— how dark the strait, stony
shaftl Hold, there is the trap-doof.
Lawrence, and an assistant who ac-

Joss,,

companied him, pushed Gabriel
through.

‘That’s it! cried Lawrence,
“you’ll see the iron steps and the

clamps to hold on by outside—only
keep your head steady. When ’tis
your time to come down, hail us,
us, and we’ll throw you a ropeladder
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with hooks. Farewell T Ashesaid  *O no, the old man is too busyM may, not be too late,’
these words, Gabriel had passed with his son, who came home unex-j

through the trap-door, and with feet
and hands clinging lo the slender iron
projections, felt himself hanging over
a tremendious precipice* while the
cold evening breeze rt'ffled his hair.
He had still, burdened as he was
with the banner, to steady' himself
on a part of the spire sculptuied in
the similitude ol a rose, aud then,
after two or three daring steps still
higher, to bestride the very pinnacle
ane! wave his gay gold flag.

‘My God be merciful to mel”
sighed the poor lad, as glancing
downward on the busy streets, lying
so far beneath, the whole extent of
his danger Mdslied upon him. He
felt so lonely, so utterly forsaken iu
that desert of tlie upper air, and the
cruel wind strove with him, and
struggled to wrest the heavy ban-
ner from his hand. ‘Annie, Annie,
*tis for Iltee I' ho murmured, and the
sound ol that sweet name nerved
him to endurance, lie wound his
left arm firmly round the iron bar
which supported the ‘golden star,
surmounted by a crescent, that
served as a weather-oock, aid with
tlie right waved the flag, Which nap-
ped and rustled like the wing of
some mighty bird of prey. The
sky—how near it seemed—giew
dark above his head, and the lights
and bonfires glanced upwards from
the great city* below. But the cries
of rejoicing came faintly on his ear,
until  one long-continued shout,
mingled with the sound of drums
and trumpets, announced the ap-
proach of Leopold.

‘Huzza ! huzza ! long live tlie em-
peror!” shouted Gabriel, and waved
liis banner proudly. But the deep-
ening twilight and the dizzy height
rendered him unseen and unheard by
the busy crowd below.

The deep voice of the cathedral
clock lolled the hour.

‘Now my task is ended,” said
Gabriel, drawing a deep sigii of re-
lief, and shivering in the chilly
breeze. ‘Now | have only to get
down and give the signal.’

More heedfully and slowly than
lie had ascended, he began his de-
scent. Only once he looked upward
to the golden star and crescent, now
beginning to look colourless against
the dark sky.

‘Ha I’ said he, ldoesn’t it look
now as if that heathenish Turk of a
crescent were’ nodding and wishing
me an evil *goo 1-night V. Be quiet,
Mohammed I’

A few courageous steps landed
him once mure amid the petals of
the gigantic sculptured rose, which
ofl'ered llie best, indeed the only
coigne of vantage for his feet to rest
ou.

He furled his banner tightly toge-
ther, and shouted : *Hollo, Law-
rence | Alberti here | throw me up
the ladder and the hooks.’

No answer.

More loudly and shrilly did Ga-
briol reiterate the call.

Not a word, not a stir below.

‘Holy Virgin ! can they have for-
gotten me ? Or have they fallen
asleep 1 cried the poor fellow aloud ;
and the sighing wind seemed to
answer like a mocking detnon.

*What shall  do! What wili be-
come of me T
Noly enveloped in darkness, he

dared not stir one hairbreadth to the
right or to tbe left. A painful sen-
sation of tightness came across his
chest, and his soul., grew bhitter
within him.

‘They have left me here of set
purpose,” he muttered through his
clenched teeth. ‘The torches below
will shine on my crushed body.”

‘Then, after a moment :

‘No, no; the sacristan could not
find it in his heart; men born of wo-
man could not do it* They will
come ; they must come.”

But when they did not cOmc, and
the pitiless darkness thickened
ardulid him, so that he could not see
his hand, his death-anguish grew to
the pitch of insanity.

«God I" he cried, ‘ the emperor
will not suffer such barbarity.—
Noble Leopold, help! One word
from you would save me*'

But the cold night-wind, blowing
omniously around n;s tower, seemed
to answer i -

‘Here | alone am emperor, and
this is my domain.”

While this was passing, two men

stood conversing' together at the
corner of a dark street, aloof from
the rejoicing crowd.

‘Haven’t | managed it wellV
asked one.

Yes s he’ll never reach the

gronncl alive, uolgss the saerisjttth’

peatedly an hour ago.
think of that tool Gabriel until”

“Until ’tis too late, Ilow did you
get rid of Albert.'!”

‘By tolling him that Master Joss
had undertaken to go himself, and
fetch the gardener don”n. The
trap-door is fast, and no one within
cajh, But;l think. Muster Otfakar,
you and | may as well keen out of
the way till the fellow has dropped
down, like a ripe apple from the
stem.’

And so the two. vi‘iains took their
way down a narrow street, and ap-
peared no more that night.

Meantime, a dark shadowy fiend
sot on one of the leaves of the sculp-
tured rose, and hissed in Gabriel’s
ear ; ‘ Renounce thy salvation, and
I will bring tlfee di-wn in safely.’

May Gol preserve me from such
sin,” cried the poor lad, shuddering.

‘Or only promise to give me your
Annie, and I'll save you.’

* Will you hold your longue, you
wicked spirit I’

“Or just say that you’ll make-me a
present of your first-born child, and
i’ll bear you away as softly as if
Vou were floating on down.’

“Avaunt, Satan | I’ll have nothing
to do with gentlemen who wear
horns and a taill cried Gabriel
manfully.

The clock tolled again, and the
gardener, aroused by the sound and
vibration, perceived that he had been
asleep.  Yes, he had actually slum-
bered, standing on that dizzy point,
suspended over tiiat fearful abyss.

“Am 1really here V he asked him-
self, as lie awoke; ‘or is itall a
frightful dream that | have had
while lying in my bed V

A cold shudder passed through his
frame, followed by a burning heat,
and he grasped the pinnacle with a

convulsive tightness. A voice
seemed to whisper in his ear :
‘Fool! this is death, that un-

known anguish which ho man shall

escape. Anticipate the moment,
and throw thvself down.’
‘Must I, then, die P murmured

Gabriel,while tho cold sweat started
from his brow. ’Must | die while
life is so pleasant ? O,Annie,Annie,
pray for me ; the world is so beau-
tiful, and life is so sweet.”

Then it seemed as il soft white
wings floated above and around him,
while a gentle voice whispered :

‘ Awake, awake! The night is
far spent, the day is at hand. Look
up, and be comforted.’

Wrapped in the banner, whose
weight helped to preserve his equili-
brium, Gabriel still held on with his
numbed arm, and, with a sensation

almost of joy, watched the first
dawn lighting up the roofs of the
city,

Par below, in the sacristan’s
dwelling, the old man sat, fondly

clasping the hand of a handsome sun-
burnt youth; his long-lost son Ar-
nold, who had sat by his side the
livelong night, recounting the ad-
ventures which had befallen him in
foreign lands, without either father
or son feeling the want of sleep.

At length Arnold said ;

*| am longing to see Annie, fa-
ther. 1 daresay she has grown e
fine girl. How is my friend Gabriel)
who used to be so fond of her when
we were all children togetherV

The sacristan sprang from his
seat.

‘Gabriell  Holy Virgin 1 |1
quite forgotten him.”

A rapid explanation follow. Mas
tgr joss and hig son |laslslied to-
wards the cathedral, and met Albert
oh their way.

had

‘Where is Gabriel V cried the
sacristan.
‘1 don't know ; | have not seen

him since he climbed through
trap-door,’

‘But who helped him down ?

‘Why( you yourself, of course,’
replied Albert, with a look of aston-
ishment* Lawrence told me, when
we came down* that you had under-
taken to do it*

“Oh, the villains, the double-dyed
Scoundrels I NOW 1 understand
all,” groaned the old man. “Quick (
Arnold, Albert! Come, for the love
of Goi; look up, look up to the
Spire

Arnold rushed towards fhe square,
and his keen eye,accustomed to look
out at great distances at sea, dis-
cerned through the gray, uncertain

the

morning twilight something flutter-
ing on the spire.

“’Tis hj 1 1t must be he, still
living.'

‘O God ! cried Master Joss,

‘where are my keys? 0 that we

Tlie keys were found in the old

through the cathedral-gate,darted up
thq stairs, the sacristan, in the dread
exjcit&metit of the moment, moving
as swiftly as his young companions,

Albert, knowing the trick of the
trap-dour, went through it first.

4Call out to him. lad I exclaimed
Master Joss.

A breathless pause.

‘1 hear nothing stirring,” said Al-
bert, ‘nor can | see anything from
this.  I’ll climb over the rose.’

Bravely did he surmount'the peri-
lous Rrofection;'ana' after a tew ™ mi -
irients ot iggense anxiety, fie reapr
peared at the trap-door

‘There certainly is a figure stand-
ing on the rose, but ’lisn’t Gabriel-—
’tis a ghost I”

“A ghost! you dreaming dunder-
head,” shouted Arnold. eLet me
up*’  And he began to climb with
the agility of a cat.

Presently he called out: «Come

on, come on, as far as you can.
have him, thank God ! But quick ;
time is precious.’
ASpeedily and deftly they gave him
aid ; and at length, a half-unconsci-
ous figure, still wrapped iu the ban-
ner, was brought down iu safety-.

They bore nun into the ‘Adam
and Eve,” laid him in a warm bed,
and poured by degrees a little wine
down his throat. Under this treat-
ment, he soon recovered his consci-
ousness, aiid began to thank his de-
liverers. Suddenly his eye fell on a
mirror hanging on the wall opposite
the bed, and ho exclaimed:

*Wipe the hoar frost off my hair
and lhat yellow dust off my cheeks!

In truth, his curled locks wore
white, his rosy cheeks yellow and
wrinkled, and his bright eyes dim and
sunken ; but neither dust nor hoar-
frost was there to wipe away— thal
one night of horror had added forty
years to his age !

In tlie course of that day, num-
bers who had heard of Gabriel’s ad-
venture crowded to the inn and
sought to see hin, but none were
admitted save the three wiio sat con-
tinually by his bedside— his weeping
young sister, the brave Artiold, and
Master Joss, the most unhappy of
all; for his conscience ceased not to
say, in a voice that would, be heard,
“You alone are the cause o! all this.”
By way of a little self-comfort, the
sacristan used to exclaim at intervals:
‘111 only had hold of that Lawtence !
If 1 once had that Ottkar by the
throat!” But both worthies kept
carefully, out of sight; nor were
they ever again seen in the fair city
of Vienna.

“Ah I’ said Gabriel towards even-
ing, ’’tis all over between me and
Annie.  She would shudder at the

ght of an old wrinkled gray*hai:ed
follow like me.”

N-o one answered. His sister iiid
her face on the pillow, while her
bright ringlets mingled wvith his poor
gray locks; and Arnold’s handsome
face grew very sad as he thought—
The poor fellow is right; there are
few tilings that young girls dislike
more th in gray hairs and yellow
wrinkles.’

‘1 have one request to make of
you all, dear friends,” said Gabriel,
painfully raising himself on his
couch— 1do not lot Annie know a
word of this. ~ Write to her that |

-

am dead, and she’ll mind it less. |
think; then I'il go into the forest,
and let the wolves eat me if they

will* | want to save her from pain.'

“ A fine way’, indeed to save Annie
from pain " cried a well-known
voice, while a light figure rushed to-
wards the bed* and clasped the poor
sufferer in a close and long embrace
‘My own true love | you were never
more beautiful in my eyes than now.
And pretend that you are dead ! A
likely story, while every child in
Vienna is talking of nothing but my
poor boy’sadventure. And let your-
self be eaten by wolves | No, no.
Gabriel you wouldn’t treat your poor
Annie so cruelly as that I’

A regular hail-stol in of kisses fol-
lowed; and it is said—how truly I
know not— lhat somehow in the ge
ueral melee Arnold’s lips came into
wonderfully close contact with the
rosy ones of Gabriel’s little sister.
Certainly he was heard the next day
to whisper into his ftiend’s ear: ‘A
fair exchange is no robbery, my boy;
| think if you take my sister, the
least you can do is to give me
yours.’

ft does not appear that any objec-
tion was made in any quarter. Love

jand hope proved wonderful physi
for although Gabriel’s iiair jSo with the acts of our lives.—It is

cians

o the end of H?life remained as
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white as snow, his cheeks arid ej”es,
jere the wedding-day arrived, had re-

lie’ll never ImauM poc;ket ; and all three,rushing Isutned their former tint and bright-

;ness. A happy man
|Joss on the day that lie gave his
"blessing to the two young couples
j—the day when Gabriel’s sore-tried
,love found its reward in the hand of
| his Annie.

was Master

R ational Pi.EASPUES.~-What tiro
the objects of life, as far as regards
this world 1 Its first wants,1answer,
namely, food and raiment. What

Marrying and the rear-
mg of ehifdreU ;Yand in general, “;he
cultivation ol the aflections. So ar,
|Purftans would agree wilh us. But
suppose all these things to be tem-
pered with gayety and festivity ;
what element of wickedness has
nechssarily entered ? None that |
can perceive. Self-indulgence takes
many foims ; and we should bear in
mind thal there may be a sullen sen-
suality as well as a gay one. But
the truth is, there is a secret belieT
amongst some men that God is disr
pleased with man's happiness ; and
in consequence they slink about cre-
ation, ashamed and afraid to enjoy
anything. They answer, vve do not
object to rational pleasures.. But
who, my good people, shall exactly
define rational pleasures! You aie
pleased with a flower ; to cultivate
flowers is what you call a rational
pleasure : there are people, how-
ever, to whom a flower is somewhat
insipid, but they perhaps dote upon
music, which, however, is unfortu-
nately not one of your rational plea-
sures—chiefly, as | believe, because
it is mainly a social one. Why is
thero anything necessarily wrong in
social pleasures ? Certainly some
of the most dangerous vices, such as
pride, are found to flourish ui soli-
tude with more vigour than in soci-
ety ; and a man may be deadiy
avaricious who has never even gone
out to a tea-party.— Companions of
my Solitude.

Irony op the lkon Duke.— INn the
new volume of the * Supplementary
Dispatches " of ihe Duke of Wel-
lington, is the following quiet hit of
irony in one of his letters from
Spain :— ‘1 have had the honour of
receiving your s letter of the
3rd instant, and it is impossible not

fcol for the unhappiness of the
young lady, which you have so
well described ; but it is not so
easy as you imagine to apply the re-
medy. It appeal's to me that |
should be guilty pf a breach of dis-
cretion if 1 were to send for the for-
tunate objact of this young lady’s af-
fections, and to apprise him of the
pressing necessity lor his early re-
turn to Fmgland/ the application for
permission to go ought to come from
himself; and, at all events, the of-
fer ought not to be made by me,and
particularly not founded on the se®
cret of this interesting young lady.
But this fortunate Major now com-
mands his battalion, and 1atn very
apprehensive that he could not with
propriety quit it at present, even
though the life of his female should
depend upon it ; aud therefore |
think that he will not ask for leave.
We read, occasionally, of desperate
cases of this description, but I can<
not say that | have ever, yet known
of a young lady dying of love. They
contrive, in some manner, to live
and look tolerably well, notwith-
standing their despair and the con-
tinued absence of their lover ; atid
some even have been known to re-
cover so far as to be inclined lo take
another lover, if the absence of the
first has lasted too long. | do not
suppose that your proteges can ever
recover so far, but | do hope that
she Will survive the continued ne-

cessary absence of the Major, and
enjoy with him hereafter many
happy days,’

Silent Infiuence.—It is the

bubbling spring which flows gently,
the liltle rivulet which runs along
day and liight, by the farin-hoyse,
that is useful, rather than the swol-
len flood or running cataract. Nia-
gara excites our wonder, andj we
stand amazed at the power anu great-
ness of God there, as ho ‘poured it
from the hollow of his hand.” But
one Niagara is enough for the con-
tinent or the world, while the same
world requires thousands of silver
fountains and gently flowing rivu-
lets, that water every farm and mea-
dow, and every garden, and that
shall flow on every day and every

iglil with tlieir gentle, quiet beauty,

not bv'great deeds like those of the

martyrs, that good is to be done; it

is by the dailv and quiet virtues of

life—the Christian temper, in the

husband, the‘wile, the father, the *
mother, the brother, the sister, the

friend, the neighbor, that it is to be

done.

The Litti.o Ones.—Now that
the warm weather has coine, lot
vout children amuse themselves out-
of-doors. Don't keep theni shut-up
like house plants, until they become
as pale and thin as ghost. Strip off
the finery, put op cgarse garments,
and turn them out to play in the sand’,
to make ‘mud cakes,’—to daub their
faces with anything of.an *earthly
nature’ which will have a tendency i
to make them look os though ihey
liadenterod intoa co-partnership wvith
dirt. Keep them in the heUseland
they will soon look like, and be of
«>bout as much value, as a potatq
which grows in the cellar, pale.pnViy,
sickly, sentimental wrecks of huma-
nity. Turn them out, we Say, boys
and girls, and let them run, snuff the
pure air, and be happy. Who cares
if they do get tanned »— Leather
must be tanned bpfijre it is fit for use,
and boys and girls must undergo a
hardening process, befo.re ihey aiv
qualified to engage in the arduous
duties of life.

BURIAL OF THE AGED IN THE
'ISLANDS. «

I« llie Fiji'lslands, where tlleirpsftctt-
eel father of a family becomes-too bi<t-to
fish. -w. fivht™ liis.,.aflectionate> sous iequin:
“iflie don’t think it is time he should be
buried.”  After some thought lift generally ;
replies, “that as a consuii nlious, law abid-
ing citizen he cannot deny that it is,” and
then ensites a cheerful conversation, sufch
as this : Miidrt * jirt fiat 11to

* Well, father, when would you like the
tuneral V

‘ me see—| can’t be/conven-
iently buried this week, my souv but nextil:.
wetsk .1 believe, | have no engagements!’

1¥'he.", suppose we say, Thursday.’

‘ Ve,ry good—very good. I'ut remem-
ber my children everything in the best
style.”

* Why father 4
one’s feelings V

And so when Thursday coines.the friends
of the family assembled at the house, a
procession is formed the old man walks at
llie head, supp.orted by his children, and
all proceed to the nearest Fiji cemetery.

“All'! is this the grave 7 ,

‘Yes, papa ; and dq you th'inVit suits'!”

*Admirably ! admirably | this is indeed
amost excellent tomb.”

And all .the middle aged fathers present
lift up tlieir eyes, and pray that tlieir sous
may be as dutiful and kind. Then, comes
the funeral service and the leave taking;
the old man gets down into his grave ; his
sons take their shovels and cover him up,
stamping down his earthly quilt as affection-
ately as a mother ‘tucks in’ the bed
clothes of her children.

Do you want lo hurtva

Decalogue op Canons,— Never
put off till to-morrow what you can'
do to-day. Never trouble smother,
for what you can do yourself. '‘Never
buy what you do not want, because
it is cheap; it will be dear to you.
Priie costs us more than hunger,
thirst and cold. We never repent
of having eaten too little. Nothing
is troublesome that we do. willingly.
How much pain the evils havo co=t
us that have never happened. Take
tilings always by their smooth 'han-*
die. When angry, count ten before
you speak; if very angry, an hund-
red.—7'Atis. Jefferson, a jul

110\V to Judge O CitARACTr,!l.—
It has been shrewdly remarked, that
what persons are by starts, tlioy are
by nature.  You see them, at such
time, oft' their guard. Habit may
restrain vice, and virtue may be ob-
scured by passion; but intervals best
discover the man. We fancy this is
strictly true,

(People,” says a modern philosopher,.
‘go according fo tlieir brains; if these lie
in tlieir head they study ; it in their belly
they eat and drink ; if i_. their, heels, they
dance.”

Law and Grammar.—Wiien a lteiv
tucky'judge, some years since, was asked,
by an attorney, upon some strange riding,
“Is that law, your honor?™? lu; replied,
“If the court understand herself, and she
think she does, it are I”

When Sir William SCrrtpc was about to
charge with his troops at the famous: con-
flict of Kdgehill, at the openiag hall of the
parliamenlai-)’ campaign with King Charles
1, he said to his young sisajiegai'ce of 3
son,:*Jack, if | should be kilfedi, lad, you
will have enough to spendto which the
witty rogue answered, ‘and, egad, lather,
if 1should be kided, you’ll have enough
lo pay.”

A yotlng lady asked a gentleman the
meaning of the word surrogate, “ ft is,”
replied he, “a gale through which parties
pass on their way to get married.”
“Then, | suppose,” replied she, “ that it is
a corruption of sorrow gatei” “ You are
right, miss,” replied the informer, “as a
woman is an abreviation of wo to man.”

“Pat, do you love your country ?’
“ Yes, yer honor.” “ What's the best thing
about ould Ireland, P atf “ The whiskey,
yer honor.” “ Ah, | see, Pat, with all her
faults, you love her still.”

Tr.UE i'on once.—A traveller an-
nounces as a fact (and, though lie is a
“traveller,” we believe him) that lie
once iu his life beheld people *“minding
their own business!” This remarkable oc-
currence happened at sea—the passengers
being “ too sick ” sto attend to each oth-
er’s concerns,



