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The cemembranes of Yeuth is & sigheeill.

Man hath a weary pilgrimage

As through the worl! he wendey
On ¢ vory stage from vou o apm
Rl diseontent atton
With heaviness he custs his rye

un the roud before,

And still remembers with « sigh
The days that are no more,
T'o school the litile exile

Torn from his mother's arms, o=
What then shall soothe his carlicst woety
When novelty hath lost its chars
Condewned to suffer through the dsy
Rostiain's which no rewards repay,
And cures whers love has no coneets,
Hope lengthens as she counts the hours,
Before his wish'd return,
Form hard control and tyrant rufes,
The, wnlveling discipline of schoolsy
)n thought he
Aud tears will struggle in bis eye
Wlile he remembers with a sigh
The arts of his home.
Youth eo the toils and eares of tife
Torment the resthess mind ;
Where shall the tired and harrees'd heat
Its consolation hud 1
Then is not youth, 2 faney toffsy

loves 10 roum ¢

Lile t
Ah!uo! for hopes too long delay'dy
elings Masted of betray'd,

fabled bliss destroy 5
) embers with 3 sigh
The carcless days of infauey.

Matarer manhoud now arrives,
And other thoughts enme ont
But with the baseless Liopes of Yol
" rous Ward bs e
Cold caleulating cares sueceed,
The timid though!, the wary devdy
The dull realities of truth ;
ack on the past he turns his eve,
Re nembering with an envious sigh
The happy dreams of youlh

8¢ reaches he Liw latter stage

Of this our mortal pilgeima,
With feeble step and slow

New ills that latter st [0 y

And old experience learns 100 latg
‘That all is vanity below.

Life’s vain delusions are zone by,
Ity idle hopes are o'er,

Vet age remembers with a sigh,
The duys that ure no more,

SOUTHEY.

A HOLE IN THE POCKET,

In this lies the true secret of economy—the
care of sixpences.  Many people throw them
without remorse or consideration—not
reflecting that a penny a day is more than
three dollars a_year. We should complair
loudiy if a head tax of that amount were laid
upon us 3 but when we come to add all that
we uselessly tax oursclves for our penny ex-
penses, we shall find that we waste in this
way annually quite enough to supply a family
with winter fuel.

It is now about a year since my wif* said
to me one day, “ Pray, Mr, Nlackwa have
you that half dollar about you that I gave you
this morning [ felt in my waistcoat pocket
and 1 felt in my breeches pocket, and I turned
my purse inside out, but it was all em ty
space—which is v different from specie
s0 [ said to MrsgSlackwater, “ Pve losi it
my dear; positiely, there must be hole in
my pocket ! <1l sew it up,” said she.

An hour or two after, 1 met Tom Steb-
bins,—* How did that ice-cream set?" said
Tom; © Itset,” said I « like the sun, glo-
riously.” And, as [ spoke, it flashed npon
me that my missing half dollar had paid for
those ice-creams ; however. Lheld my peace
for Mrs Slackwater sometimes makes remarks 3
and, even when she assured me at breakfast
next morning that there was no hole in my
pocket, what could I do but lift my brow *nd
say, “Ah! isn’t there! really I

‘Before a week had gone by, my wife, who,
like a dutiful helpmate assh: is, always gave

mo fer lonse change fo keep, called for a 25
cent piece that had been deposited iz my sub-
treasury for saf, keeping, * there was a poor
woman at the door,” she said, * that sne’d
proimised %t to for certain.” ¢ Well, wait a
moment,” §eried 3 so 1 pushed inquiries first
in this direetion, then in that, and thenin the
other ; % but vacency retuned w horrid
groa . = On my soul,” seid J, thinking it |
best ta show a | front, # you must ker,
my pockets in better renair, Miv. Slackwater ;
Uus piece, with { know not how many more,
is lost, because some comer of sewn in my
plagny pockets s left open,*”

“ Are you sure 1 said Mrs,

¢ Sure' py, that I am, 1% gone ! totally
gone MMy wife dismissed her promise, unu
then, in ber quiet way, asked me to change
my pantaloons hefore § went out, and to bar
alt argument, laid ancther paiy on my kn

That eveni

Stackwater,

« allow me 1o remark, gen-

Hemen of the species * hushand.” | was
v ti t e 1o tea; § had half o
win ore come bachelor friend 5 and when

hunger aud habit, in their unsssuming man- |
ner, one on each side, walked me up tomy |
own door, the touch of the brass knob made
my blood run cold

canse I thus shrunk from Fome, the fact was
that I had, while abroad, called to mind 1!
fate of her 25 com pic. e, which T had in.
vestedy in smoke—that isto say, ecigars § and
§ feared to think of hes commeats on my pan-
taloon pousets

These things went o for seme months § we
were poor to begin with, and grew poorer, or,
At ary rate, no richer, fast. Times grew
worse and worse ; my pocket leaked worse
and worsey even my poc
foner to e trmsted, the page elippad fram ¥
in @ manner most incredible 4 relate 3-8 an
Prish song says.

“ And such was the fate of Poor Padly (*More,

That his purse had the morn rests, as e had the

fiwer.”

) oue day my wife came in with a
subscription paper for the Orphan's Asylum ;

But do not think Mrs 1\';,-.1..|1 the
Slackwater is a Tartar, my geod friends, be |

ket bock was no | might mention seem notto have an idea, even
+ \ ¥ \
\ # f

yours; and ti-a he buys me cigam, of ice
cream, oF app. 4 at 100 per cent, on market
price, or oranges at 12 cents apiece, of candy,
or new novels, or rare works that are stll
more rarely used 3 in short, my dear Mr.
Slackwater, Le has no hole in his pocket,”

t was the “cst word of suspicion my wile
had uttered on the sulject, and it cut me &
the quick! tme? [should rather say it
sewed e up, me and wy pockets too 3 they
never have been in holes since that evening,

e < —
Orarory 0i Lorn Cnarinase—He eontrol-
led the purp «es of others hecause he was
strong in his own obdurate self-will.  He con~
vinced his folb wers by never doubting himself,
He did not a £.c, but assert ; be took what he
chose for granted,instead of o aking a question
ofit. He was not a deales in moof-points.
He seized ou some stronghold in the argument,
and held it f. + with a eonvulsive grasp—ot
wrested the weapons out of bis adversaries
hauds by wmon force. He entered the lists
like a gladintwr. He made political contro-
versy a coml of political skill and eourage.
He was not o1 wasting time in long-winded
discuszims with his opponents, hut trie d ¢
y a wond, by a glance of hiseye,

so that they
confiont his
pailiate, cr «
r-.n tothe:

iis opinions

again.  He did not wheedle, or
genmvent, or make a stud ed ap~
Mens or the passions—he dictated
ythe House of Con. nons, ¢ He
having authority, ~nd pot as the
§ " Jutif he did not produce such an
effect either by reason or imagination, how
did he produce it t The principie by which
he exerted us influence overothers fand it i
a principle of which some speakers that I

|
: P "

evidently had a strong possession of his su
jecty a thorough conviction, an intense inte

anner, from the tones of his voice, fiom his
commanding attitudes and eager gestures,

instinetively and unavoidably to his hearers.
His will was surcharged with elect.ical matter

1 looked at ity and sighed, and picked my
teeth, and shook my head, and lunded it back
to

“Ned Bowen,” said she, « has put down
ten dollars,”

I'he more shame to bim,™ § replicd, % he
ean’t afford it ; he can but just scrape along
any how, and in these times it aint right for
him to do it.” My wife smiled in her mild
way, and took the paper back to hi that
brought it.

The next evening she asked me if 1 would
go with her and see the Bowens, and as | bhad
no ohjection, we started.

I knew that Ned Bowen did a small busi-
ness that would give him about $600 a year,
and 1 thought it would be worth while 10 s
what that sum would do in the way of house«
keeping. We were admitted by Ned and wel-
omed by Ned’s wife, a very neat little body,
of whom Mrs, Slackwater had told me a _reat
deal, as they had been school-mates, All was
as nice ns wax, and yet as substantial asiron;
comfort was written all awer the room. The
evening passed, somehow or other, though we
had no refreshment, an article which we neve
er have at home, but always want when else-
where, and I returned to our own establish-
ment with mingled pleasure and chagrin.

“ What a pity,” said I to my wife, “that
Bowen don’t keep within his income,”

“ He does,” she replied,

“ But how can he on $600 7 was my an.
swer; “if he gives $10 to this charity and $5

too ?

Shall T tell you ?” asked Mrs. Slack-
water,

“ Certainly, if you can.”

“ His wife,” said my wife, ¢ finds It just as
casy to go without 20 or $30 worth of ribbons
and laces, as to buy them. They have no fruit
but what they rai e and have given them by
country frie

like a voltaic battery; and all who stool
hock.

within its reach felt the full force of the
Zeal will do more than knowledge.
| the truth, there is little knowledge,—
genuity, no parade of indiv idual details, not
wuch attempt at general argument, neither
witnor fancy in his speeches—but there are a
| few Jul.un tiuths told home : whatever he says,
he does not mince the watter, but in the most
|,..“~‘_...\<.~. al manner, and with the fullest
sense of its importance, in ¢ lear, short, pithy,
lold Eoglish sentencess  The most obvious
| thinze, as he puts them, eppear like anxioms
| —s0 that he appears, as it were, the genius
{of commeon sense personified § and in turning
{0 his speeces you fency that you have met
with [al last) one L nest statesman !
Chathiam eommenced his career in the in.
trigues of a camp and the bustle of a mess-
room ; where he probably learnt that the way
to govern others is to make your will your
warrent, end your word a law. i he had
spent the early part of his life, like Mr.
| Burke, in writing a treatise on the sublime
| and beautiful, andin dreaming over the abs-
! tract nature and cawses of things, he would
| never have taken the lead he did in the Bri
| tish service,— Hazlitt.

|
|
|
|
|
|

is the subjec of a fable almost universally be-
lieved throughout the empire. It is supposed
| there aever were more struck than three, the
| die breaking at the third, and consequently

to that, and live so snug and comfortable !lhnl a Quecn Anne farthing is, ‘rom extreme
)

rarity, the most valuable coin in existence.
How this notion should have been impressed
at first, and since become so prevalent, is in-
comprehensible.  Inreality, there were seven
coinages of farthings in Anne’s reign, and the
numbers of each were by no means small,
hough only one was designed for circulation.
‘Wpe:imrns of all these may be seen in the
British Museum, and a collection in London
possesses {rom fifteen 1o twenty of that de-

signed for circulation, On one, dated 713,

should not dare to contradiet or |

esty and th's communicated itself from his |

-Lord |

Query Ane's Fanrminas.—This coinage |

there isa figure of Peace iu hor ear, with the

inscription Pax Missa Per Ovbeni—Peace sent

thronghout the world=—no doubt a boast meant
| by her majesty’s anpopular ministry to brazen
out the ignominy which they incurred by the
seitlement of the affairs at Utrecht. In cone
sequence of the prevailing belief, it often Lap~
pens that a poos peasant in some remote pait
of the country, who has chanced to obtain &
Queen Anne farthing, sets off with it to Lon.
dong in the hope of making his fortune by sell«
ingit. Fven from reland journies of this
kind are sometimes undertaken ; on cne eccae

sion, a man and his wile travelled thence to
London with a Queen Anne farthi Mis
needless to sag that these poor people are ine

variably disappointed, the ordinary f
of this sovereign being only worth ahout
shillings to a collector. Nz, Till, the 1
listywentions in his work on the Ron
narius, that he has only heard one origin as.
signed to the superstition.  Many years since,
| @ lady of Yorkshire, having lost a Queen Anne
‘t.‘.v‘lm g, which, for some particulir reason
{ had a great value in ker eyes, advertised for
ity offering a considerable rewerd for it

an De-

res

| covery. The vulgar ie lily trensmuted (h
| sentimental into 2o ebsolute velue, and as
usual soon conceived @ reason in fact for what

was nothing but a fallacy of their own under-
| standings,

Moy Stxat—-Among all the stupendons
works of Natnre, not a place can be selected
more fisted for the bition of Ahuighty
power. T have stood npon the summit of the
' giant Etna, and looked over the ¢ I« float-
| ing beneath ity upon the bold scenery of Sie

cily, and the distant mountains of Calabria
Iulu n the top of Vesuvius, and the ruined ar
| half-recovered cities at its foot ; but they are
| BOMIIE Lompaled Wit Oh
and bleak majesty of Sinai.
| traveller has well calledit ¢ a perfect sea of
desolation.  Not atree, or shrub, or blade of
| grass is to be seen upon and ragged
sides of innumerable mountains, heaving
theirnaked summits to the skies, while the
crumbling masges of gravite around, and the
distant view of the NSyrian desert, witn its
boundless waste of sands, form the wildest
and most Ireary, the most terrific and deso-
late pictare that imagination ean conceive
The tevel smiface of the very top, or pinnacle
| is about sixty feet square. At one side is a
single rock, about twenty feet high, on which
as said the monk, the spirit of God deszended,
while in the crevice beneath, his favoured
servant received the tables of the Law. The
tuins of a church and a convent are still to be
| seen upon the mountain, to which, before the
| convent below was built, monks and hemits
ed to retire, and sing the praises of
| God upon Ifis chosen hill. Near this, also in
ruins, stands a Mok edian mosque ; for on
| this sacied spot the followers of Christ and
Mohammed have unit=d in worshipping the
| true and living God.  Under the ¢ miwl isa

| hermit’s cell, where, in the iron age of fanati-
days in

1 solitudes
An observing

| eism, the anchorit> lingered out )
| fasting, meditation and prayer,

| Ssorrerr’s Testimony 18 vavew or Tewm-
PERANCE.—A correspondent hes ditected our
attention to the following extiact fiom Smel-
lett’s Travels through France ard laly, pub.
lished in London in 1776, This testimony in
favour of total abstinence from all inln\im‘lmg
| drinks, from so eminent a man and physician

as Tobias Smollet, at so early a period, onght
I tobe generally known. in letter 39, p, 260,
| he says:

“ It must be owned that all the peasants
[i. e. of France] who have wine for their or.
| dinary drink, are of a diminutive size in com-

parison to those who use milk, beer, or even

water; and it is a constant observation that
whei there is a scarcity of wine, the common

| people are always more healthy than in those

| seasons when it abounds. ~ The longer I live,

| the more 1 am eonvinced, that wine and all
fermented liquors are peinicious to the human
constitution : and !harfor the preservetion of
health and exhiliration of the spirits here is
no

beverage comparable to simple water,




