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THIRTY-FIVE. .

As one who climbs a mountain steep,
+ . And pauses on the way -
With backward glance his path to sweep;
Se would I pause to-day,
N " Half-way.

Half-way ! and looking down the road,
The stones that hurt my feet,

Thie wayside thorns, the tiresome load,
Make.this shiort rost seem sweet ;

,’ Hali-way.

g

- / Half-way ! a hazo obscures my sight ;
My eyes grow dim with tears,
Ay, looking downward from this height,
I count my buried years;
Half-way.

) Ah, me ! how bright and bappy some !
Their graves are strewn with flowers ;
But others shroud me in their gloom
*And bring back heavy hours;
Half-way.

How many a treasure from my grasp
Has dropped along the way !
Father ! Thy strong and steady clasp
1 seck anew to-day ;
Half-way.

Hialf-way long ! I look above,
But nothing ¢an I see !
My Father's guidance and his love
Are all in all tome ;
' Half-way.

Half.way ! and‘I may never count
My ‘“three-scorq years and ten !”
And looking down on life’s rough mount,
Think that this might have been
Half-wiy.
Aye, looking down! If e're my feet
May tread the mount of God,
I fain would stop for rest se sweef,
And drop life’s weary load
Half-way.

TRUE TO LIFE.

Yes, Eddie, you can play Papa,

And I will bs Mamma, ; and Huss
{Don’t bark so old fellow,) is Katy.

‘Ang the dollies—poor things—must be us.
Now Eddie, just take up the paper,

And scowl atit. No, that ain’t right;
Hold it up closer and higher,

And pucker your forehead up tight.

And Eddie, don’t laugh when the children
(The dollies you know) have their fun,

But stick your teeth tight to each other

~ And tell me that *‘ Topbets begun.”

And then, when I rustle their dresses,
Just slam your fist on the sill,

And say, “There's no rest for the weary,”
And **Whby can't those young ones be

still 2’

Then ’twill be my turn ; but Mamma
Don't say muen, you know. so I'll sigh,
And take them up stairs out of hearing,
Though I would like to stap and tell why
‘We—I mean they—can’t be quiet,
But Mamma don’t answer, you sce,
For Papa goes on with his reading,
And you must do that way with me,

" Aud then we'll have dinner ; but Eddie,
You mustn't say dinner tastes good,
Nor ask for some more of the pudding ;
" That ain’t the way a gentleman should—
" But make up a face at the gravy,
And say that it stuck to the pan,
And tell me, if Kate can't get dinner,
I'd'better got some one that can.

And then T'll say softly, ¢ But, Edward"—
And you must break in—'tis such fun ;.
- And lift up.the meat from the platter,
"' And say, “ Do you call that well done?”
* 1 guess I'll cry then, and you grumble,
+  Say “ Women don't have any sense,”
" And you'll ¢ get; along to the club-house,”

And—well, now it's time to commence,
L4 : .

A CHEERFUL HOME.

A smglo bitter word may disquiet an enhre
family for a whole dsy. One surly glance
caste a gloom over' the  household, A while s
smile like & glédin of sunshine; .may. Jight up
\hdu-kelt and weariest hours. - Like unex-
flowers, which - spring up -along our
fall of freslmeu, iragunoe, and beauty,
nd words and gentle actsand sweet
geitions make glad thobomo where peace
‘b]gi.mg dwell. .No mtter how humble!
abods,’ x!itbothnsg.rmhhed ‘with grace

'unohmd with kindness’ and smiles; the
et will torn lonngly toward it from all the
.the 'world, and: homo, ‘be it ever so

hud " pnllowod in the dust of death
ﬁlm-ly kindness ﬁndl its: ooho in tho
' _co_trtuy ot sons.: who como 22

y-_nllrbot.ho deareot spot bonnth the :

Toward tho chool'ful homo tho ohldron

: ptheruoloudnud“udonsto their win-~

dows,"™ while 'frori'the Home whieh is the
abode of discontent sud strife and h-onblo
they fly forth as vultures to rend their prey.

The class of men that distarb and: duordor
and distress the world are not those born and
nurtured awdd the hallowed: influences of
Christain homes ; but rather those wheass

ation—who havestarted wrong in thé pilgrim.
age, and whose course isono ef disaster to
themeelves, and tronble to those around them,’
~—Friend's Inkllngen«r.
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CIVILITY IS A FORTUNE.

'Civility is & fortune itself, for a conrteous
man always succeeds well in life, and even

famous Duke of Marlborough is a cnse in
point. Tt was said of him by one contempor-
ary, that his agreeable manner often converted
an enemy into a friend ; and by auother, that
it was more pleasing to be denied a favor by
his grace than to receive one from other men.
The gracidus manner of Charles Jomes Fox
preserved him from personal.dislike, even at &
time when he was politically tho most nn.
popular man in the kingdom. The history of
the country is full of such examples of success
obtained by civility. The experience of every
man farnishes, if we but recall the past, fre-
quent instances where conciliatory manners
have made the fortunes of physicians, lawyers
divines, politicians, merchants, and, indeed,
individuals of all pursuits. In being infroduc-
ed to a stranger, his affability, or the reverse,
creates instantaneously a prepossession in his
behalf, or awakens unconsciously a prejudice
againat him, To men, civility is, in fact,

passport to favor, aletter of recommendation,
written in language that every atranger under-
stands.  The best of men have often injured
themselves by irritability and consequent rude-
ness, a8 the greatest scoundrels have frequent-
1y succeeded by their plausible manners. ~Of
two men, equal inall other respects, the
courteous one has twice the chance for for-
tune,

RIDICULE.
——

There - is 80 great a charm in the sportive
play of fancy and wit that there iv no danger
of their being neglected or undervalued, or
that the native talent for them will remain
undeveloped ; our chief solicitude must be to
keep them, even in their wildest fights, still
in subjection to duty and benevolence.” We
maust not allow ourselves to be be betmyed in-
to an approving smile at any effusions of wit
and humor tinctured in the slightest degree
byxll nature, A child will watch the expres-
gion of our countenance, to see how far he
may venture, and if he finds he has the power
to amuse us in spite of ourselves, we have
no longer any hold over him from r:spect,
and he will go rioting on in his sallies until he
isjtired, and seek &t every future opportunity
to renew his triumph,

Wit, undirected by benevoleace, generally
falls into personal satire—the keenest instra.
ment of unkindness ; it is so easy to laugh at
the expense of our friends and neighbora—
they furnish such ready materials for our wit,
that-all the moral forces require to be arrang-
ed againat the propensity, and its carliest in-
dications checked. -We may satirize error,
but we must compassionate the erring, and
this we musk always teach by example to

fore them, but in our treatment of themselves.
We should never use ndicule toward them,
except when it is ovidently good natured, that
its spirit cannot he mistaken ;. the agony
which a sensitive child feels on being held up
before others as an object of ridicule, even for
atnﬂmg error, & peculiarity, is not. soon . for-
gotten, nor easily forgiven. When wa wish,
therefore, to oxcite contrition for a -serions
tault, ridicule sahould never be employed, as
the feelings it raises are dxreotly opposod to

' self-reprooch

FLATTERY o

| deuplu it more than I can find words to
express. The silly;, senseless menmgloss
flattery that is so provalent i in soemty. But 1
believe in mented praise ; we find many
things to' cemu-o, and the most of us are not
backwird about dohg %0, but .on'the other
hand, when'¥re seé things to commend, should
we not, i love’ md jnlhce, be more. . ready to

honnhold, it we beliove thein {o be tomporate,
honu, industrious and eboorfn‘l, is xt ﬂattory
for usto tell theni‘se ?

If 'wo see many noble qualitxe- in onr fnond
‘or meghbor isit flattery . for usto tell them

until distance aep;utu or death divides, md
then, with the shadow of the far distant ome
‘clinging to our hearts as- we are standing by
the euket thotoontum all that is Joft to us
of those once so. fair and beautiful o' éur eyes,
‘snd havemade the joy sad - ltuuhim of our
hurto and homes, or by tho nond mound in
| the ‘cometery whers mother earth: has hndly
'opomd Jler heart to' receive thon nad poitr
forth.our words of life and uppncutwn, (thas
wé Nive beon -o olury of,) whioh wonld have -

_ bm hr mou gncofnl to thou' bniliol

N

early life has boon & soeng of trouble and vex.-

when perscns of ability sometimes fail. The

what beauty isto a woman ; it is a general ]

children, not only in what we say of othera be.”

#ive a word 'of prilise, if wo sce many beanti |
ful traits oi character in the members of our {

that we appreciate , thom ! or must. we wait |

hearts when hnng, than the oasis in the
devort ie to the wearicd und thirsty tmv&
ler?

sympathy, charity and_kindness, but whilst
we are journeying along together through ‘ the
rugged pathways of lifo, let us spmi flattéry
as wo would a viper, but never withold the
word of praise whether ior great or noble
deeds or seeming triflos, for itis the small acts
thet make up the sum and asubstance of our
existence.
- -—‘W.*—“‘

DREAMS AND DREAMING.

Early in the present century a Wiltshire
farmer had & dream soon after midnight,
thrice repeated, to the offect that there was
something wreng going on in & certain field of
his, and after dreaming this the third tims, so
strong was his impression of its being & real-
ity that he arose, and, taking his gun, set out
for the spot. It was Summer time, and an
hour or two beforc dawn. © On reaching the
field, he saw, in a remote part of it, a faint
glimmering light, toward which he directed
his steps. On approaching, he found a man
digging what appeared o be intended fora
grave, the light being at the bottoin, ‘¢ What
are you doing there,” ‘demanded the .farmer.
but without replying, the fellow bounded off
at the top of his speed, leaving behind him his
jacket, in ®pocked of which was found & mur-
derous weapon in the shape of a knife. The
farmer did not pursue, but retraced his steps,
and on approaching his house mot one of his
servant girls carrying » bundle. He inquired
whither she was going at that unseasonable
hour, But having formed her plan she seem-
bent on carrying it out, and showed a disposi-
| tion to avoid him, This, however, he wounld
not permit, and insisted upon an explanation.
It appeared that the wretched man who had
just been surprised in the -act of preparing
for his wicked design had promised to marry
the girl, and the arramgement was that she
should leave her place and meet him at a spec--
ified hour and spot in the field in question,
bringing with her the mouey she had saved
while in service. It need hardly beeaid that,
after being apprised by her master of what he
had just witnessed, the poor girl was only too
glad and thankful to retura with him, thos
doubtless escaping, through the interposition
of a merciful Provxdenoo, an untimely and
violent death.

In June, 1752, Mr. Robert Aikenhead,
farmer in Denstratb, of Arnhall,in the Mearns
about five miles north of Bechin and seven
from Montrose, went to a market callad Tar-
renty Fair, where he had a large sum of money
to receive. His eldest son, Robert, a boy be-
tween seven and eight years old, was sent to
take care of the cattle, sud happened to lie
down upon a grassy bank, and before sunset
was fast asleep. Although the boy had never
been far from home, he was immediately car-
ried in his imagination to Tarrenty market,
where he dreamed that his father after receiv-
ing the money, set out on his return home,
and was followed all the way by two ill-look-
ing fellows, who when he had got into the
western dykes of Inglismanldy ( the seat of
the then Lord Halkerton now Earl of Kintore)
and a little more than a mile from home, at-
tacked and attempted to rob him ; whereupon
the boy thought he ran to hia assistance, and
when come within a gunshot of the plase cal-
led out tosome people, just going to bed who
put the robbers to flight. He immediately
awoke in a fright, and withont waiting to con.
sider whether it was a vision or a reality, ran
as faat as he could to the place he had dream-
ed of, and no sooner reached it than he saw
his father im the very spotand sitnation he
had seen in his dream, defending himself with
& '8tick against the assassine. He therefore
realized his own part of the visionary scéne by
roaring out *‘ Murder” at the top of his voice,
which soon brought ouf the people, who, run-
ning up to Mr, Aikenhead's assistance, found
him victor over one of the villians, - whom he
had previously knocked down witha stone,
after they had pulled him off his horse, but
almost overpowersd by the other, who repeat-
edly attempted to stab him with a aword,
against which he had no other defence than
his stick and his hands, which were consider-
ably mangled by grasping the blade. Upon
sight of the country people, the villian who
had the swerd ran off, but the otha¥, ot be.
ing able, was apprehendod and lodged in jail.
Mesnwhile there wassa hue and cry after
young Robert, whose mothér mising him &nd
finding the cattlo among the corn, was: in the
utmost ankioty, coucluded he had . fallen into
some water or pest moss. But her joy and
surprise were equally great when her husband
returned and told her how wonderfully both
his monoy and his hfe bad beon saved by lns
son's dream. | i

Not less remarkable than the lbovo was &
ease mentioned by Dr. Abercrombie:of a most
,respectable clergyman in & country parish in
Scotland, who made a collection in his church
.for an abject of public benevolence, in which
'he felt deeply interested. The amount of col-
lection; which was received in ladles carried
tbrough the church, fell grntly short of ex.
pectations, and during the evening of the day,
.he frequently alluded to the fact with expres:
{uou .of much disappointment. ' In thefollow-
ing night he dreamed $hat three one pound
'notes had been left imona of the ladles, hav-

1ing been 80 compressed that they stuck in the

_ oorher when the ladle was emptted. He was
-o iropressed  with the vision, that an mly

. It is not after we are deo_d that we need |

.hour he went to tho church, fSund the ladle
tio had seen ir his dream, and drew from one
‘of the.coPners of it three one peund notes.
The asme writer tells of another clergyman
who had gone.to Edinburgh from a short dis-

tance in the ¢ouutry, and was slecping at an’

inn, when he dreamed of seeing a fire and one’
of his children in the-midst -of it. e woke
with the impression; and instantly returned
home, When he arrived within sight of his
houte, he fouud it was on firs, and reached
the spot just in time to assiat in eaving one of
his childven, who, in the alarm and confusion
resulting from the fire, had boon loft in a state
of danger.

A lady dreamed that anaged femalo rehhve
had been murdered by a celored servant, and
the drcam occured more than once. She was
then so impressed by it that she went to the
house to which it related, accompanied by a
gentleman, whom she prevailed apon to watch
in an adjoining room the next night. About
three o'clock in the morning the gentleman
hearing footatops on the atairs, left his place
of concealment and met the servant carrying
a quntity of coals. Being questioned as to
where he was going, ho replied in a confused
ond hurried manner that he was going to
mend bis mistresa’ firs, which at three o’clock
in the morning in the midst of the Summer,
was evideatally impossible, and on further in-
vostigation a knife was found concealed be-
neath the coals. -

A lady in Edinburgh bad sent her watch to
Do repaired ; a long time elapsed without her
being able to recover it, and, after many ex-
cuses, sho began to suspect something was
wrong. She now dreamed that the watch-
maker's boy, by whom the watch was sent,
had dropped it in the street aud injured it in
such a manner that it could not be repaired.
She then went to the master, and without any
allusion to the draam, put the question to the
boy directly, whon he confeased that it was

| true.

A physician, writing in the AUl the Year
Rovnd for 1839, relates a curious story, and
suggests as curious & theory to account for it :
“One night,” he says, I hada vivid im-
presgion ina dream that & man-servant who
hed lived with him many years was present-
ing me with some strange object that looked
like a screen, over the whole of which wasa
scallopped pattern. In my dream I was' im-
mensely puzzled to make oat what it was that
produced the pattern ; whether shells, or mar-
bles, or any other variegated thing that would
effect o tesselated appearance. The next
morning I said langhingly to the man ‘‘John,
what would it be that I dreamed last night
you were making me & present oftit wasa
sort of screen, with a pattern on like this,”
and I rapidly sketched with a pencil on the
back of a card, which I still preserve, the pat-
tern I had seen in my dream,

** Why,” said John, looking blank, ‘¢ then
you know all about it, sir? My wife, I sup-
pose, has been showing you the screen we are
making for you.”

¢ No, indeed, I assure yon she has not, and

I have nover scen nor had any hint of such a
thing.”

John's answer was to dart from the room
and to bring back with him & carious piece of
unfinished work. It was acanvas in the form
of a square screen into which John's wife had
sowed feathers of a water fowl which Johp
had shot by a large marsh near which we were
living. The scresn which had made consider-
able progress, was the joint effort of the in.
genious pair, and the feathers being assorted
with many various colors, sewed into the an-
vas by the quills, with their teps overlapping
each othor, produced a fantastic and agreeable
mosaic, which at least had the merit of com-
plete originality. .As I had never' seen any-
even remotely liko it, the inference was strong
that John's brain was deeply preoccupied by
hisscreen and its approaching presentation
(he was retually cutting a feather at tho time
Irsng my bell), and had impressed on my
‘brain the dominant idea. Nothing could more
exactly resemble the pattern I had drawn to
show Jobn what my dream: had been, thau
the real pottern.  The acreen has since been
mounted under glass on a fine gilded frame,
and is at this time an ornament to my draw-
ing room. Itis singnlar to observe how it
puzzles everybody who sces it fer the first
time, just, as it did me in my dream, as to
what the matenal is that produces xts curious
mosaio.

’

STRAIGHTFORWARD.

All the delay aud ceremony which precedes
motrimony among s _is avoided in India,
where the wedded ntate is considered more in
the light of an advantageona partnership'than
ad & matter of sentiment.  When amanina
decent rank of life wishes to marry, and can
prove that he possesses the means of main-

taining a wife, it is customary for him t6 ap- |

ply to the mistress of the Byculla nchool, state
his wishes and qualitications, and inquire }nto
the number and character of the marrisgeable
girls. Aninvestigation immediately follows
as to his eligibility, and if all promises satis-
factorily, he is forthwith invited to - drink tea
with the school-mistress, upon an appointed
ovomng. to give him an opportunity of imaks
ing. his selection. ;The elder girls aré then in-.

list opme fonurd, and signify  their . wisk to

joug the’ p‘rty. Frequently fout. or five .oom-

»

-——tha&'u all tho ance
formed of his mtonded visitiand -ite purport, |-
and thooo who-desire to enter the matrimonial §

potiters mko their appearance en thoss ocome
sions, in the mistress’ room. The gontlomn,
while deing his beat to make himsslf univer.
nally agreeable, yot contrives in the conrse of -
the eovening, 40 mark his preference to ome .
particular lady. Should these aymptoms, af
budding affection be favonbly received, he
tenders his proposals’in duo form on the foi-
lowing morning. “But it often occurs that the
selected lady does not participate in the idam.
ovata’s sudden flam.e, in which case she is at
perfect liberty to decline the bonor of his al-
liance, and reserve horself fer the mext tes-
party exhbmon.

A STARTLING METAMORPHOSIS.

Some one who has been viewing tho Sismess
jugglers says: ‘‘One trick which Minhman
performed was a very superior version of the
mango-tree feat of the Indian jugglers. He
toelr an orange, cut it open, and produced a
soake. Thishe took down into tho audience,
and borrowing a robe from one, cut the
snako's head off and covered it with the robe,
When the robe was lifted again a fox was in
place of the anake, The fox’s head ‘'was cut
off, two robes borrowed, and when they wore
raised there was a wolf, which was killed with
s sword. Threerobesand a leopard appeared;
it was slain with a javelin. Four robes
covercd a most savage looking buffalo, that
wag killed with an axe. Five robes covered
in part bat nob altogether a lordiy elephant
who, when the sword was pointed at him,
seized Minhman by the neck and tossed him
violently up. He mounted feet foremost, and
finally clung by his toes to the capitol of one
of the columns. Tepada now leaped from the
stage and alighted on the elephant’s shoulders,
With a short sword he goaded the beast on
the head until, shriekiug, the unwieldly ani.
mal reared upon his hind feet, twined his
trunk about ono of the great columns, and
seemed trying to lift itself from the ground
and wrap its body around the great pillar.
The music clashed out barbarously, Norodom
flashed forth a dazzling firework of soms sort,
and the elephant had disappeared, and Tepada
lay upon the stage writhing in the folda of a
great boa constrictor and holding up Mmhmn
upon hik feet.”

THE DIFFERENCE.,

Genius rushes like a whirlwind, talent
marches on like a cavaleade of heavy mem
and heavy horses, cleverness skims like a
swallow in the summer evening, with a sharp
shrill noto and sudden turning. The man of
genius dwells with men and with nature ; the
man of talent in his study; but the clever
man dances here, thers and everywhere, like
a butterfly in a hurricane, striking everything
and enjoying nothing, but too light to be
doshed to pieces, The man of talent will at-
tack theories, the clever man will assail the
individual and slander private character. The
man of genins despises both ; he heeds none,
heo fears none, he lives in himself, shronded in
tho conscionsness of his own atrength ; he in-
terferes with none, and walks forth an exam-
ple that ¢“ eagles fly alone—they are but sheep
that hord together.,” 1t is true that should a
poisonous worm cross his path he may tread
it under his foot ; shonld & cur snarl at him
he may chastise him ; but he wll not, cannot
attack the privacy of auother. Clever men
write verses, men of talent write proso, but
the man of genias writes poetry.

FOR YOUNG MEN.

James . Parton, the noted author, inan
article on Chas. Browne (Artemus Ward)
closes thus, and he ngea good advice to young
men :

¢ I thonght I ought not to conclude this
article without letting the reader know why
thia'bright and genial apirit is ne longer hore
toadd to the world's amusement, Well, thig
‘was the repson :—

‘ Wherever he lectured, whether in New -
England, California or London, there were
sure to be a knot of young fellows  to gather
around him, énd go homse with him to supper,
and spend half the night in telling stories And
singing songs. . .

"4 To any man this will be fatal in time, but

‘when the nightly carousé follows an evening’s -

performance befors an audience, and if suc-
ceeded by a railway journey the next day, the
waste of vitality if fearfully rapid. Five years
of such a life finished poor Charles Browne,
He died in London, 1867, aged 33 years@nd he

now lics baried at the home of his chxldhood
in Maine.

< Ho was not a deep dnnker He was not
a man of strong appetites. It was the nights
wasted in conviviality which his system need-
ed for sleep, that sent him to his grave forty
yoars before hia time. For men of his profes- -
sion and character, for all editors, literary
men and artist’s, therd.is only one safety, tee-
totalism,  He should have taken the advice -
of tho atage driver on the plains, to ‘whom he
offered some whukey ; andl commond it
strongly to the countless hosts who see thu _
paper every week. '

“T don’t drink-) won’t drmk And I
don't like to.40e.anybedy elso drink.. " I'mof -
the opinion of those mountains—keep yourtop .
cool! They" va got anow, and I've. .got, braing
— American Paper.
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