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’VAYFABERS

The way is long, iny duhng,
The road is rough and -teep, .
© And fast acioss the evening sky
I seo the shadows sweep. ,
But, oh ! ‘my love, my darling,
No ll-to us-can come;
No terror turn us from the path
For we are going home,

Your feet are tired, my darling—
So tired, the tender feet ;
But t ink, when we are there at last,
How sweet the rest ! how sweet?
For lo ! tho lamps are lighted,
And yonder gleamiiig dome, -
Before ua, shining like 4 star,
Shall guide our footsteps home.

‘We've lost the flowers we gathered
So early in the morn ;

And on we go, with empty hands,
And garments soiled and worn.

Bup oh 1.the dear All Father
Will out to meet us come,

And fairer flowers and whiter robes
There wait for us at home.

Art cold, my love, and famished ?
Art faint and sore athirst ?

Be patient yet a little while,
And joyous, as at fixst ;

For, oh! the'sun sets never
Within that land of bloom,

And thou shalt eat Alie broad of life
And dnnk hfo s ‘wme at home,

.The vxnd blowu eold, ‘my darlmg.
Adown the mountain steep,
And thick across the evening sky
~ The darklmg shadows creep ;
But, oh ! my love press onward
‘Whatever trials come,
For in the way the Father set
~ We two are going home. ,

THE WESI'ERN ‘WINDS.

A suiden eat on an ocean steep,
8he gazed on the place where the sun went
down ;
Wer face wad'mild 29 an infant’s aleep, .
Hor silken hair was a wavy brown.
" She murmured aadly, softly and low,
As the soothing tone of the gentle dova,
¢ Of all the winds the heavens can blow,
‘The weat, the west, is the one I love.

]

Last night I dreamed that a summer eve,
Brought back my long lost love to me,
He clasped me cloge, and * no longer grieve,”
He whispered me aoftly, ‘a stor machree.’
~ Alag! alas ! and her voice was low, .
* As the plaintive tone of the gentle dove,
The sun is gone and the west winds blow,
Yet where, oh! where is my plighted
love.

¢ *Tiz ¢ long dark dream, like 2 funeral hymn,
‘Will it ever end—will it pass away ?

"My heart is sad and my eyes are dim ;

'Will it ever behold hope’s dawning day ?”
Hor voice sank down to an accent low,
As the soothing tone of the gentle dove,
How sweet the rush of the wcst wmds
blow ?
But where, ah ! where is my only love ?

¢3¢ Eoghan comes will he bring to me
The heart that away from Erin he bore 2
They say that all in that land are free,
Amd perhaps he may love its maidens more.
¢Oh no, oh no !’ she murmured low,
Assoft as the tone of the plaintive dove,
¢The western wind is the one I know,

That will bear me toward the heart I |

love.’

“Sad was the hour that saw him sail—

" *Twasforlife, dear life, he was forced to flee;
Dark was the ship when she bent to the gale,

For she bore my world, my all from me.

<A gtor !’ she murmured, sad and low,

As the soothing tone of the gentle dove,

.* Why did not I to the black ship go,’
Aud be near you for ever my absent

love ¥’

Weep not, sweet maid, for his face you will aee,
He will clasp that hand in his own once
more ;
Mo will troad et his native hills as free
As hé does even now on the distant shore,
For their ranks are full and their hearts
- are true, " ‘
And their arms are young and bold, and
brave ;
_Wewill see theirshxps when the sunsinks
tlu'ough
The golden brim of the western waves.

' HEROISM.

In Plymouth Churc:l;rook.lyn, a short time
ago, Rev. Henry Ward Beecher took for the

subject of his discourse, *‘Heroism,” whichhe.

defined to be “‘the sacrifice of one’s self to some
moral sentiment; the sacrifice of the animal
man; the putting in peri, if need be, the sacri-

- fice of our lower life.for the'sake of evincing

“our faith in our higher life. This could not
ran from good to bad, but must always irom

. the Jower to the higher.” Tt was not the domg

of great things for the sake of a higher man.

- hiood, . Not to steal in an nge when, as in Sparta,

everybody stole, waz very herdié; and con-
tinued Mr, Beecher, 1 don’t know but what it

" would bo’ st;ll——-(langhter)--not b Ar S country
nllago, to be sure, but here in the revenue ser--

vice, in_the Custom House, or ina. plzce of
-pblwtnut R - >

A mlm may lx, a hem m S bad canse as well
as in a good one! ™
in Now York to-day, and, acéording to the
measure of their intelligencs, they are horoic;
but they are working in a'bad cause. Strikes
are not -the road to victory, yet they think'’

they aro; and therefore thoy inaugurate thom.

They think that' by their aid the workingmen

-{ will be raised to- higher .culture, and to: more

power of manhood, Seekirig that thing,
though they mistake the road, they seek it
with great suffering, for it is no easy matter to
see wife ind children want. bre-ul or raiment
growmg threadbare, snd not know where to
geta change ; it is not .an easy thing to sse

'| the summer going aiay, and he standmg idle

‘and all his household wanting bread ; and I
can admiro many meu whom I think wrong.
It is'not by mechanical means that labor will
be successfil ; it must be by honesty and in-
tegrity. Nevertheless they think that is the
road,: and they suffer in'a way that is heroic, I
think. Oftentimes we see amidst their mwany
faults, their carelessness of morals, when their

.| class or order.depend upon their suffering, they

are willing to suffer for others, and that is
heroic. -

Mr. Beecher then alluded to tho present
condition of South Carolina, as contrasted with
her days of prosperw and said,—

“The times _ xcxten‘fﬁﬁt are gane by, and
I think youn wi pathize with me when I
say that, nlthough they were in a bad corner,
there was great heroism among that people.
It would * be” hardly right for me, when the
pnblic indignation is:s0 justly excited against

Indians, to say that there is heroism thore ;
hut ‘there is.

There is cmclty and meaucss and revenge,
and almost every vice that disgances mauhood ;
and nevertheless there are somo among them
that rise superior to the ;.verage of their fellows
and really love thieir nation, They are atand-
ing for what they regard to be right in a way
that shows thom to be heroes. In their dark-
néss, in their narrow limits, lot us not .fully
despise them. Iam glad tofind among the
bad something better ; I cannot - bear to see
bumsn life go out without a struggle ; and

‘therefore when I read that in a San Francisco

stenmship there went down numbers of court-
oaans, and that in the hour of their supreme
peril they were brave and cool, helping cach
other and helping others—terrible as theirJives
had been, it has brought tears to my eyes to
hear that as they came at last to the end of
their guilty lives they rounded out the circle
and died bravely.

There were multitudes of heroes when the
Atlantic went upon.the rocks, but there was
one—nor ain I sorry that he brlongs te my own
profession, the Rev. Mr. Ancient—under cir-
cnmstances sufficient 4o daunt even a profes.
sional seaman, amid the storm and raging sea,
who went out in the boat and unclasped the
man bound to the rigging and brought him in.
That was heroic.  The man was no relative of
his ; but he said: What is my life to his
humanity—it is good for nothing. That man
was ordained then ; before that he had some;
body’s hand put upon bim, and so his name
will go down in story forever upon the roll of
honor. Itis proposed to raise a purse and
send it to Mr. Ancient. Well, T have no ob-
jection to that ; I presume a settled pastor on
that rock is not overburdened with revenue,
yet I should be sorry that he should think
that was the only reward he had. His name
we will teach it to our children ; his name, like
that of Mary who broke the alabaster-box, shall
be known and revered forever; and we will
8ay, that in the storm and the peril he did an
act that made him dear to the race and to man-
hood.

Another one, nearer to our deor—I don’t
know his name, but I mean the engineer on the
ill-fated Stonington train—when he was found
in the morning he, unwarned, standing out
mpon his éngine, dashing forward at all speed,
saw by the head-light the danger tliat wasap-
proaching, and he was found upen the engine
with one hand upon the throttle and the other
upon the break. Instead of leaping off, he
stood and died athispost. Rushing into death
he was a hero. He did not know it ; it was
not*for the sake of having men say he was
a hero that he did it, It was easy for him to

die; but being dead he yet lives, for such men |

shall not be forgotten.

‘OUR MO'].H'ER

Round the idea of one's mother, the mmd of-
2 man clings with fond affection. It is the

first deep thought stamped upon our infant-

hearts when yet soft and capa.ble of receiving
the most profound. lmpresnon. and. the aftor
feehngs of the world are more or less light in
comparison. Even inour old age we look back
to that feeling as the sweetest we have theough
life. Our passions and our wilfulness may
lead ‘us far- from the object of our filial love ;
we learn even to pain her heart, to oppose her
 wishes, to violate her commands; we may
‘become wild, headstrong and angry at her
counsels or opposition ; but when death- has
stilled her mdnitory voice, and.nothing but

still memory remains to recapituninto hervirtues
and good decds, affection, like a flower beaten
to the ground by a past storm, rises up her
head and smiles among our tears. Round the
ides, as we have said, tho mind clings with
fond affection; and evon when the early
period of our loss forces memory to be silent,
fancy takes the place of remtembrance, ond
twmea ‘thoiinage of our dead parent with a

‘gnrland of graces and ‘beauties, and virtuos

‘}'whioch we donbt not she possessed.

“Cheroarc a i\:)eat inony men |

A ’I‘RUE SKE’I‘CH FROM LII‘E

the Litble village of 8——. ' All nature wad
hushed in deep ‘repose, and nanght was heard
sive the peaceful murmur of & distant water-
fall, and the hourly striking of a clock on »
distant church

One light only was nsxble—and that faintly
glimmered jfom an open casoment in a lovely

cot! uated in the southern extromity of
th ge. It was almost concealed from the
ot by by the numerons vines and shruba,
ar it, and from its dream-like seclusion it
h g borne the name of the “Huppy Re-
treat,” and until o fow years previous it had

mented thia cognomeh "

But now gorrow is at work in the hearts of
that hitherto happy family, and the angel of
death is hovering round them.

A dearly loved son and brother has been cut
down in the prime of life by that scourge of
many sections of our country, typhoid fever,
and is now struggling in the arms of the fell
destroyer.

The pale, heart-stricken mother is knceling
| by the conch of her first-born son, earnestly
praying that this cup may pass from her. She
belicves there is no sorrow like her sorrew,
and in her agony she forgets all save the dying
one, For a long time she has remaiued in this
posture, and hope had began to revive in her
breast.

A feeblo voice pronounces the gentle word
“Mother ! She springs up, and bending over
her son, her worst fears are all confirmed. She
aees the cold, ¢clammy death-dew upon his no-
ble brow, and her heart tells her all hope is
vain.

The lips of the sufferer slowly move, and she
strains every nerve to catck the almost inarti-
culate sounds: **Mother, doar, I am dying
now, but do not weep for me for I do not fear
death. My heavenly father is only calling me
Lome a little before you and the dear ones
here. God has been very merciful to me thus
far, and even now he is with me in the shadow
of the dark valley of death, and I fear no ill.”
He paused a moment and then eaid: “Iam
going now, and I wish you to bury me in the
arbor where we have spent 50 many happy
hours in holding communion with our Mulker.”
- The promise was given, and cre another
hour was numbered upon fime’s rapid revolving
wheel, his pure spirit had fled from the earth,
and, we $rust was reposing in its heavenly
home.

The sun rose with all its resplendent ma- |

jesty, but it shed no joy in the hearts of this
mourning group. The unfeeling tyrant had
entered the hxtherto unbroken circle, and a
dearly beloved one had passed away forever.
Yet they wept not as those without hope, for
they felt that their Joss was his etefnal gain.

Ere the morning had passed, the bereaved
family had gathered around the death-bed of
the father and husband. He, too, had fallen
a victim to the aamé disease, and well he knew
that he must die. He had oalled his family
around him to receive his parting words. It
was hard for the friends to boar this, especially
at this time, bat they felt it to be the hand of
the Lord who was thus dealing with them, and
they dared not complain.

The hour of mldmght arrived and again the
pious mother is knecling by the couch of the

‘dying. She is weeping bittorly, and her low

sobs alone distwrb the silence of the sacred
place. At length she exclaimed, *“ Oh, father
of mercy ! can I'endure all this?”’

A hand of the invalid waa placed caressingly
upon her bowed head, while the single word
¢t Mary,” broke from his lips. It was spoken
in a slightly reproachful tone, and the poor
woman was silent. ¢ Dear Mary I am dying.
The dark-winged angel is even now busy at
my very heart-strings--striving to break the
brittle thread of. life—and the work will soon
be finished. But be ealm and trust in Him
who doeth all things well, for he has snid, ¢ As
the day, thy strength shallbe.” A little while
and we shall meet where parting scenes are
upknown. Live faithfully and mourn not for
those who are free from the sufferings of earth.
1 cannot see’ you now, darling, but celestial

music is all'around and bright angels are wait- |-

ing to bear my spirit home to God.”
Calmly and pezcefully as the sun sinks to
rest at the close of day, did the spirit of this
good man pass away from earth.

Ten days rolled quickly by, and again the

.| solemn hour of midnight finds this poor, sor-

row-laden widow kneeling by tho side of
another son who is about to emter upon the
untried reslities of the spiritland.

After a longsilence he said : ¢“Is this death,
mother 2 'Say, mother dear, can death bo zo
pleasant as shis? I am Wblind, but oh, the
sweot peace I fecl in my very soul.  Iam
going now dear mother and brother, Bury me
by the side of father and Willie, and meot me'
in Heaven. Father and brother I come ;” and
with & triumphant shout his disembodied spirit
fled to God, and the lifoless clay of the once
Jovely Clement was all that remained to his
sorrowing friends. -

Days, weeks and monthsrolled slowly along,
and this same mother is closing the eyes of her
darling Honry indeath’s long, dreamless sleop.
Calmly she says, *“not my will, but thine be
done. Teach me to patiently wait thy time.
I shall reccive thy sammons with joy and not
grief ; for we shall all meetin the better world
at last, never more to be separated.”

Now she patiently waits her summone to
join the loved ones, and cre long & crown of
ugbteouaness will deéck her pure brow in tho
realms of bhu.-—BY Anmﬂ.r. '

" It was the calm, still hour of xmdmght, m'

‘was his only means of sustenance.

‘ THE MAD EN GINEER

Daniel Dupont was an’ Engmcer on the ——
Railroad. A good natured, brave, honest and
hardy young man. Tndustrious and attentive

to his business; he-had become ‘quite a pet of;

the compony.- His locomotive, the Prairie

Star, was kept in good order, and -made the.

best time of any on theroad. He was large,

powerful. of frame, sud the very picture of

good health ; but he had a wife who was di-
rectly his opposlte, to whomn he was moat
tenderly attached.

Minnie Dupont was a palo bub pretty little.

woman, twenty-five yeurs of age, who we
might say had scarcdy enjoyed a day of good
health for five years. It was natural for he
to cling to her manly husband, who was
three years her senior, a8 hor superior in every-
thing.

On Monday morning, as Daniel was leaving
his pleasant little home for his’ regular trip,
his wife complained of feeling unwell, and
expressed a wish that he would get some one
¢lse to run that time.

The young Engineer, with his hand on the.

door knob, paused and glanced at his wife.
She looked no paler than usual, and he could
£ee no useii femammg.

o Mmme,” he said, *“I have agked leave
g0 often to stay with you, shat I fear the com-
pavy will become tired of it, and Ilose my
position.”

Daniel Dupont was poor, and his professxon
Minnie,
patient, darling Minnie, only heaved a sigh,
but said not anothier word.

Her husband went. Ilis conscience felt a
pang ; but engrossed in the management of
his engine, he forgot his-suffering wife. The
trip was made to the entirelength of the road,
and two days after Dupont’s departure from
T , the train was within 240 miles of his
home. Ae it thundered into a station tho
operator ran out waved his handkerchief, and
shouted :

 Dupont I”

¢ Aye, aye,” responded the individual black
with coal, and grim with soot, leaning out

‘from the engine room.

A telegram for you,” and handed him a
slip of paper. He took the paper and glanced
at it. It was brief, but contained enough to
drive the blood from his cheek to his heart.

¢« Your wife is very sick ; she cannot live.”

. To which was added :

< Oh, come home to your dying Minnie.”

“Come ! yes, 1 will " he cried as with his
hard, brawny hand be dashed the tears from
his eyes. ‘‘Jake,” he shouted to the negro
fireman, * uncouple us from the train.”

* Why marse, what—"

‘¢ Quick, I say ; and ask no queations.” The

faithfal negro obeyed, and quick as lightning

—the work was done.

The engine sprang forward with a Jurch
that sent the darkey to his master’s feet.

YWhen he recovered his equilibrium they
were leaving the train behind and speocding
forward like the wind.

The frightened African glanced at the En- {
gineer, whoss face ,was the picture of stomy
firmness ; his strong hand or the lever told

‘that he was putting on every ounce of ste&m

there was to spare.
< More coal,” ho shricked in harsh-sepul-

chral tones. The negro heaped the furmace

full. The black smoke rolled in one vast
cloud- Faster and faster thoy flew. The En:
gineer leaning out, his face although black a.nd
grim, displayed a deathly palor,

although sxgnal ﬂags were waved no heed was
paid to them. Jake glanced out at the éarth
which appeared a mere shimmeriug shadow.
Ho thought of meoting some up train and tho
fearful collision'it would produce. Fasterand
faster the locomotive went until its fearful
roar became a groati. It reeled and staggered

from side to ‘side; the spindles became.hot.

and melted drops of iron ran {rom them. " The

negro’s face was haggard with fear, and his

master's eyes blazed like those of o’ lunatic.
The wire flashed news to a station ahead :

¢t A mad Engineer- is -on tho road ; throw
open the switch.”

Ere it could be: done, the engine rushed by
the station, and was speedmg, groamng, stag-
gering on.

Several trains had been passed, but luckily
all were on the switches. and 'no impediment

had been met. A telegram was next flashed

along the whole length of the line :
" ¢ Keep the track. clear ; a mad Engineer is
on the road.”

Dupont spoke not a wond, except to com-
mand the fireman and get more speed, or oc-
cnsionally exclaim :

¢ Oh { Minnie, I'm coming.”

The groaning locomotive was now running
at the fearful rate of seventy miles an hour.
Trains were rapidly run off the track, and in

lese than four hours he stopped in the towx of.

T. He was

, and ran up to his house.

only in time to clasp his darling wife in his-

arme, and receive her last kiss and parting
blessing ere her spirit fled. To -express his
wild grief would be impossible, For months
his life and reason were despaired of ; but
gradually he became reconciled .to his fate,
and returned to his bnlmess

It was only a few days ago, as I was wait-
ing at the depot for the. train, a fellow-passen-
ger pomted toa sud-faced looking porson busily
employed upon au engme, with hsir prema-
turely grown gray, and apid, - Therae is the
Mad Engmeor."—Awm ican Journal.

| the fanlt.

NE WOMAN’S IDEA

Mms Margo,ret Budmnm, in her “ Queen of
the Kitchen;” sets'up an srgument with those
of her sex who are compelled to rely upon their
own exortions for a living, that lt s more
hedlthful, honorable and profitable w do the
work of a: family- then to work" behind the

counter-of a store, teach: school or labor in a
mannfacturing establishinent, - Says she :—

* Housework iz admirably calculated to pre-
servo a robust womap, and to strengthen one

better than a vial of ivon.”"'For a woman not
obiliged to support herself, housework is a
duty. Housework is easier than running
sewing machines, or making dresses. It is
ensior then teaching ; and, while engaged in
its lighter forms, a young lady may find more
time for mental culture than teachers do.
Housework is the natural physical occupation
for all women. It is not only women’s right,
bat it is their duty to bold exclusive possession
of the kitchen and the dining-room, It gives
them great powor. Upon the administration
of tho kitchen bangs a world of weal or woe.
An innumerable train of diseases is concealed
in the sideboard. No bodily diseases merely,
but hypochondria and hysterics, and their blue
and stunned offepring. A Iady is the mighti.
ost sceptre on earth.”

y—g

A RULING PASSION.

A few sensible remarks concerning the pre-
valent love of c¢laborate dress: The passion
for dress, which is at once the expression of
and stimulus to vanity, tends to all manner
of illusions,pervading all classes ; in the firat
place to preposterous faith in its efficacy,
Passion for dress leads to the ignoring of all
unpalatable truths ; it blinds a woman to her
own defects ; and consequently betrays her
into Letraying them ; it deadens her to the
harmony of things, and tempts the old and
plain into humiliating self-comparison with
youth and grace, deluding them into the no-
tion that dress makes beauty—that the cowl
makes the monk., This it is that tempts the
poor into rivalry with the rich ; into frippery
—content with the barest seeming and radest
imitation ; imto spending their small means on
the merest outside show. And in all ecases,
passion of this nature is ‘excited and kept
'alive by a - mistaken view, often fatally mis-

most say that no woman will be too fine, or
in any marked degree unsuitably attired, who
isright in the cyes she wishes to satisfy, and
who confines heorself to her legztxmate sphere
of attraction. =

WHAT BECOMES OF THEM.

What becomes of all the men, who in youth
exhibit high talents, and give promise of a
brilliant future? How suggestive the ques.
tion, and how much truth there ig in the
statemént that they may be seen enveloped in
white aprons, with hair parted 'in the middle,
‘dealing out mixed drinks, as bar tenders,
The voices that once gave evidence of Ciceronic
talent are now heard selling cheap jewelry or
prize candy oun the sireet corners. They com-
mand canal boats and street cars, and occa-
sionally one with more ambition. than the
others becomes & manufacturer of root beer,
lemonade, and other pleasant and rcfrcshmg
summer drinks.

“Ten chances to one the hoy who left school
at the head of his class, astonishing the facnl-
ty, and making proud the parents by the bril-
liancy of his genius, has not found his real
level in any ono ‘of the high positions their
hopes had assigned him. . More' than likely,
he is keeping a peanut stund, oris employed
in some menial service, at poor compensation.
The girl that is always correct, prompt and
studious at school, seldom marries well, nor
fully meets the expectation of her friends. On
the contrary, she connects hersclf with a man
who cannot sppreciate worth, and the Jduties
and cares of her position gradually uswmp the
intellectual aud elevating tastes and: associa-
tions of former years. Tho rough hands, bul.
ky form, careworn features and commonplace
remark, all belong to the one who graduated
with sncl: high honors at-—-—Semmmry

.| that is weak. An hour in the laundry is -

taken, as to the objects to be placed and at- .
‘| tracted by the display, so that we mighi al-

There is something wrong about this way

our promising young men and women are
surning out. The brilliant genins with which
they have been credited must have been &
mistake, and their:acquirements as scholars a.
purcly mechanichl: matter, or else tlie whole
system of - edutation, so far as they are con-
terned, is a failure.’

Which isit? Is the brain’ ta.ught to store
up useful knowledge by the systems in vogue
at our schools, or is it used like a slate—rub--
bed out when filled? We- beliove this to be-
All the essontials of a perfect edu-
cation have been traced upon the Lrain, but

"when ‘the examination or recitation has passod,

all theso impressions have bosn rubbed out or
forgotten. We fecl snfe in saying that a large
portion of our modern graduates are no better
fitted for successful competition with the
world, than those who have had the advan-
tages of & country: schiool for a few terms., The
professors and principals of the larger schools

not thank us for this opinion. But we point
them to the fact, undisputed and melameholy
ag it is, that three- fourths of the. young men
and women who graduate at their institutions,
never fulfill the hopes and expectations enter-
tained of them. They promise well, but don't

pay worth a cent.

and academies we expect will differ with and .



