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exalted the station of ary individual me may be, or
extensive and conspicuous hia-sphiere of action, the duration
of that sphagekxs« ex!remely pliort; the revolation of afew
years will pht an‘end ‘o all artificdl distinctions, and-place
the high and the low, the rich and the poor, the victor and
the vanquished, on the same level. It is abvious,therefore,
that, as in a dramatic representation, it is of little conse-
quence to the actors which of them appears in the cbaracter |
of the piince, or which in that of The peasant, since all will
be equal as «oon as the play is ended ; so it 18 of litile im-
portence.what part.we are destined to perform in the drama,
of human life, provided that the part be necessacy, and thal;

it be acted tveil. |

Tur Harpy Man.--The beppiest man § have ever known,l
15 one far enough fram being rich 1 money, and who wm,
never he .much neaser to it.  His calling fits him, and he
likes it; rejoices in its process as much as in its resnit. He'
hai an ective mind, welf filled. He reads and he thinks.
He, Jends bis garden before sunrize every morning, then
doea}us tes hours’ work—whence heﬂ returns happy and
chees;ful. With his own-smile, he catches the eatliest smile
of the morning ; plucks the first rose of-his garden, and goes
to Work witb the Title flower in his hand, and 2 great one

)

bloommg out of his beart. He runs over with charuv. and |

ss & clond with rain; and it is with him as it is’ with the
cloud—what coming from the cloud is rain to the meadow,
is a rainbow of gloriesto the clogd that poursit cut. The
happiness of the affectivns fills up the good man, and he
rans over with friendship &nd love,—connubial, parental,
filial, friendly oo, and philentropic besides. His lifeise
perpetual ¢ trap to catch a sunbeam®—and it alweys ‘springs’
to take it in. I know no man who gets more out of life ;
and the secret 'of it is {iat he deos his duly to himself, to his
bmiber_, and to his God. I know rich men, and lestged
men; men of great social position, and if there is genius in
Americd, I know that,—but & happier man I bave pever
knpwn.—Parker.

Instroction and informstion are nexbanstihie sources of
heppiness, and of the sweetest pleasures ; snd were it even
true, which is ras from being the case; that the world offered
rsel enjoyments, the astore of those enjoyments is only
rdepipd-{o youth ; what then must become of as in the de-
cling of life, when we become weary of the woild, and dis-
gasted with its pleesare ? It is then too Jate to acgquire 8
taste for Tatiopal employments. Habivuated toa long course
of trifling, 1the mind becomes absolately incapable of rationel
applicstion. To remder study the delight of evesy futare
pericd, we should be devated to it jnyouth, The eatlier ap-
plxcet‘bn is attempted the more strong will the habitbecome
in riper yearm.

Dissipation of mind, and & length of time, are the remedies
to which the greatest part of mankind frast in their affiic- !
tions ; Bat the first of these works & lempomary, the sscond ;
8 slow cffect, end both are untworthy of & wise man.  Are!
we to iy from ourselves tha! we may fly from obr mrisfar-
tuncs, and fondly imagiane the disease is cured bdecause we'
findmeany lo get some fow minuotes from pain 7 Or shell we
expect from Time, the physician of brutes, s lingering and
niriain defiverance ¥ Shall we wait to be happy, or
c2n we forget we are miserable ? and owe to the weakest of
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Rowever or "ucu”!tnes a tsanqu‘hty wh-ch ought to be the effect of

our strength?  Far otherwise ; let us sct all our and
pregent afflictions at once before our eyes ; lal:u% r%?ve to
dvetcome them, instexd of ﬂymg from them, or weaung out
the sense of them by a long and ignominious pafience ; in-
{stead of pelliating remedies, let us seg the incision knife and
the canstie ; search the wound to the bottom, and work an
immediate 20d yadical cure.

The True Warrior.
lY JMRDMC YRLAD.

He pams not in vile war's array,
With aword and 8aming brand,

Nor with a lawless, recialess tnrong,
To devnetute our Jand,

He cane nat in war's glittering pomp,
Wath ita bluod-siuined, guailiy train,

Fresh reeking from the field o!' fight,
*Mid martiel mumc’s strain,

No etam of bloud wae on the fag .
That waved aboye his heed ;

No mourpag mother's shriek went up,
In wailing forhey doady

No sister’s tdar bedowed the cheak
For n lov'd, lost brother's doom ;

Nou aged sire turn’d pale with fear,
At muaket’aring, or canon's boom.
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No mourning widow preased hsr babs
Still eloser to KgF headt,
1o rgony of wild deapair,—
Nor grasped, with nervous gjatt,
‘Tho boy, ber first-iorn, by her gide,
Who watched her vuiceless wos,
And child-likka agk'd with quivering lip,
** Where did myp father go 7"

No®arning homestead aent up its glare,
Ta redden on the ngdg?ghc sky ’g

No startled maiden hid in fost,.
From-aun'd men prssing by-

No dyng ﬁgroan, nor rending ehrick,
Nor sufled word, or half-bieath'd pray’r,

Escaped from msngled victim'e tongues,
To thrill with horror an the eas

o

tle was o bloudless victory, —
Ths viotory of Rigur—

The vittory of the tricd and trae,
O'er the connzless hoels of AT,

He came 'mid stalwart forms end hearts,
That medes tho wolking ring

With Joud hurzas, and ye5ous words, -
* God save the Ternperance King I”

No scalpiered marble speaka hig prase.
No siatote tu his honot's gizen,
Bat a nation's vaice in nraiss gacsdipg
Re-ethp'd by the ohoirs of heaven.
A mllion heans his image wesr,
A mtlion vnices breathe his name,—
From Ean 10 West, from North to South,
Has spreed b s nevor dyng fame.

Orn E.n lapd’s sbores, o'er froland's il
On Scom s hilla bx; name o heardy
While in ovr own blesi, heppy Jand, .
1t hes beocome a haguehuld word-
Tho young, the old. the grave, the gay,
Beloro hrs name in revtend: borw,
And million vorces biend at ones,
To speak thy Jueting praiec, Neak Dows
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