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who are uot touched and soﬂencd by kindness and courtesy.
A civil word, a friendly remark, a.gencrous compliment, an
affable bow of recognmm)——ali Have an iofluence—while
surliness, incivility, batshness and ill-temper, naturally
enough; produce an effect exactty the reverse. The!
American people, as a whole, are perhaps not remarkable for
courtesy. They are so actively employed in the bustle ol
life, in the coward movements of commerce and trade, that
they have little leisure to cultivate and practise these.
polished refinements, which aro the results of education, of!
travel, and of enlarged intercourse with sociely. Neverthe-|
less, we are not a discourteous peopleyand in the great cities|
ihe proprieties of a manner, and the civilities of form are!
attended to with a commendable degree of exactness. Stilly’
we arc bound to confess that we are deficient in many of the
little courtesies of life—conrtesies that are admirably calcu-:
tated to sweeten the intercourse of society, the interchange'
of friendly feeling, and the generai communion that takes,
place from day to day, between neighbors and companions. |
The excuse with many is, that they have not time to prac-
tise the civilities (o whick we refer—tbat they are too much:
engaged in more important matters.  “Thus a friendly visit,
will not be repaid, a polite note will be left unanswered, a’
neighborly call will be disregarded, a pleasant smile wiil be
et with a cold Joek of indifference, and a cordial grasp ot
the hand wiil we responded to with 1eluctaace, if not surprise.
Ail this may mean nothing, and yet the effect upon the mind’
sad the heart is chilling and painful.—Phile. Enguirer.

Powkr or Music.—One storiny night, a few weeks since-
vo were wending our way homeward near midnight.  The
storm reged vielently, and the streets were almost deserted.
Occupied with our :hougbts, we plodded on, when the sound
of music from 2 briiliantly illuminated mausion, for a moment
airested our foolsteps. A voice of surpassing sweotness.
and britliancy commenced a well-known zir—We listened,
% a few strains, and were turning away when a roughly-:
tessed, miserable-looking nan, brushed rudely past us.—.
But s the music reached his ears, he stopped and listened.
intently, as if drinking in the melody, and s the last soundi
died sway burst into tears.

We inquired the cause of his gtiel,

For a moment, emotion forbade ulterance, when he
said ;—

« Thirty years ago, my mother seng me to slesp wxlh
*hat song~-she Las joag been dead, and {, once mnocen!‘
and happy, am—an otlggek—a drunkarde———r0>">

e} know it is unmanly,” he continued, after a pause, in!
«which be endeavored tc wipe away with his sleeve the.
fastly-gathering tears, « I know it is unmanly thus to give)
‘vay, but that sweet {unc brought back vividly the thought oi

childhood.  Her form seemed once more before me—-—I-—~1'
ean’t stand it—1 »

And before we could stop him, he rushed on, snd ente"cd
a tavern near by, to drown remembrance in the mtovzcaung,
Sowl. While filled with sorrow for the unfortunate,
=1n, we could not help reflecting upoa the wonderfal power !
of music. That simple strain, coming, perchance from sO’ne}
385 thoughtless girl, and sung to others equally as thought-|
‘es3, still kad its gentle mission, for it stirrid up deep feel-
.nge in an cutcast’s heart, bringing back happy hous kmgl
goae by.~ Albany Anickerbocker.

What is foe?
(From the Herold and Journal.)

$her + catno and sported by mv side,
A little child, with n wibning grace;
Lior cyes wero fuii of innocencs,

An angoi's look upon her face;

1 ssked her while she gaily smnlnd
@ what ig lifc, thou fairy child o
Then soft and swoet hor acconts fell,
She answered mo, *¢ I cannot tell,

It soems to we a boliday

\Which T ust sing and sport away."

A youthiui maidun passed me by

With sunny biow aad golden tress;

No shadowy sin nor guilty thought

Eree yot had rteincd her lovilencss;
And thus I esked of her the vhile,

Rhe answered with a joyous smule,
And raised her eyen so bright with bliss,
¢ *Tis but a sccne of huppinces,

Al filled with sunshinc and with song,
And thus I hope "twill inger long.”

b wot a toureer, one and sad,

Hor heart’s pure joy furever fled

Gone was the brightness of her lllc
Her hopes were buried with the dc\d
} ssked het ere 1 passed her by,
Sheanswered with a tutter sigh,

04 few bright houre, yet theee arg bref,
And then l.)'\f’ days uf lonely grief;
‘They cheat who say that tife 18 fair,
"To me’Us nanght but dark despair.”

With fa'tenn steg gnother camo,

In wham Lfe’s palse was beating low ;
A slave was tie—a gray haired man,
Carcworn and bowed with toil and woe;
Ah ! he was vne of those who feel

'The grinding of eppression’s heol,
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Whoge lives—rwhose zery souls arc bought
And aold s uxough they were but nought §

¥ asked him with a shrinking fear,
« 4 carse ! fell on my Psiening ear.

i met with one who:c eager eye

Tald of a restless heart withing

And in his glarco and on hig brow

1 read a talo of crimc and sin 5

No peaceful thought nor quiet rest
Could dwoll within hie guilty breest :
But yet I asked of him tho eame,
And trombled while his answer came:
He whispered as he hurried by,

A dresm, a feorful mockery,”

keaw, withh awe, the dying year,

An old and feebls man come near;
And soon I kuew the midnight beli
Would toll for him with solemn kacli H
§ asked of hiin, * O whut is life 17
e anat\'crcd.“ *Tis a bittoer strifo

Between falso hopos and maddening feats,

A time of sorrow and of teers ;
I8 fifled with darkness und with gloom,
Aund ends but with the shadowr tomb."™

An angel came tu me in dreams,

A beautcous angol, puie and bright ;
She wore & orown of snning guld,

Mer formn was clothed ia haavenly light;
And then in tones of melody

She spake sw cet words of love to me,
And wh nfacred ere she took her fhight
Back to that werld of radiznt ight,

¢ Lefe i a spoaca 1o mortals given,

To 6t their sau'e for ¥on pute beucer.
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