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IDEALS OF EVERY-DAY LIFE.

Is it yet settled what life is? Has ex-
perience long since tried and made the
most ot it? Shall the son plod on iIn
the footsteps of the father? Shall the
first child’s blunders be fastened upon
his children’s children, and the experi-
ment of the ignorant first comer be law
to all them that come after? [s there no
room for improvement? May not life
in all its forms be lifted up, and hack-

Litgrature,

neyed drudgery be inspired with an
idea, an energy, a heartiness, which

shall make it drudgery no longer? Must
man forever continue the slave of habit,
doing things for no more convincing rea-
son than custom, and positively making
life a dull thing, lest he should be guilty
of finding it in his experience not quite
so dull as represented (for it would be a
shame to differ from all the world 1n
such a comforting conclusion)? ’

Let us see then. There are ceriain
things which fall to the lot of all hu-
manity; certain things which man must
do and bear. In what spirit does ke do
them and bear them? In what spirit
does he work, walk abroad, talk with his
netghbor, bury his dead, store himself {
with knowledge, betake himself to the
house of worship? Aecording to the
spirit with which he does these things,
will the field or shop, the school or study,
the walk, the fireside circle, the church,
the scene of suffering be to him daull,
discouraging and degrading, or beauti-
ful and full of ever increasing 1inlerest
and hope.—The Christian finds bis hea-
venin each of these; and each of them
may be enumerated among the pleasures
of religion.

First, then, behold the religious man at
work. The first question asked about
every one is: What does he do? What
is his business? And this very justly;
for, until a man have something to do,
he has no right to be thought off in any
other relation.

It is the law of Nature that man must
work. An outward necessity, 1f not an
inward one, compels him to it. Two
causes keeps us always active. A restles-
ness of our own, aninward nataral ten-
dency to do things,or what is called an
active impulse, keeps us busy always,
with one or more of our faculties, creat-
ing or destroying; keeps us working for
the pleasure ofit, whether profitable or
not. But should this inward impulse
fail, Want, our stern taskmaster, threat-
ening to cut off our sapplies, still warns
us from without that we must either work
or die. Atl men work, “then, somehow,
either because they love to do so, or be-
cause they must. Labor affords the only
means of keeping ourselves alive; and
when lite is secured, labor is the first
condition of enjoying it. Yet labor is
fall of hardship. It is oftentimes degrad-

ing, narrowing and enslaving to the
mind. It is so precisely as it is the la

bor of necessity, rather than of choice.
Man’s daily occupation may be a dall
routine, to which he dooms himself, al-
though a weariness, or it may be a cheer-
ful, entertaining, instructing and im-
proving exercise. Most men only sup-
port themselves by labor. A wise man
both supports and educates and amuses
bimself by it. 'To one it is ail drudgery,
to another a delight. -One man by the
Jabor of his hands is rendered coarse and
ignorant, the slave of babit, slow to de-
tect opportunities of improvement, una-
ware of his ewn resources and capabili-
ties, blind to the beauties there arve
around him, uninteresting for lack of
thought, with nothing to say for himself
when he meets his friends, a weariness
to himself and others, a mere kand on the
field, a mere eater and sleeper at home,
to whom life is an old story altogether,
slightly varied from day to day, but al-
ways duller, want and vexations of all
sorls continually pressing upon him,
without balanced by a little mental (a-
culty or cheerful occupation of the mind
within. The slave of circumstances, he
in these dull arts of keeping himself
alive. Another man from the same labor
gaing strength and dignity and intelli-
gence, and becomes more and more a
man, to every task to which he stops.
His observation grows more active, his
judgment more sound, his heart warmer
and stouter, he learns to rely upon him-
self; he finds the resources he has within
hiwself to draw from, he sees the signifi-
cance of common sichts and sounds. Na-

ture becomes full of meaning to him, the
beaunty of the world Increases upon bim, |
God is manifest in every shifting cloud, %
or opening flower; in the mysterious!
processof growth he traces unalogies and

o

correspondences with bhis own mental
and moral growth, his soul fills with
wisdom. his heart with hope and confi-
dence, and to him life becomes more new
and beautiful and interesting, the longer
he lives.

So different a thing may the same
work be to two men working side by
side. It is the end that dignifies the
means. The meanest occupation through
which shines a lofty purpose, becomes

glorious. No work is low or degrading
in itself. The coarsest handicraft is as

honourable as the most respectable pro-
fession, when the laborer respects him-
self, and is working for a noble end,
namely, the perfection of his own na-
ture, or the happiness of those he loves.
Let a man propose to himself the higher
object for which to live, and all he does
partakes of the dignity of his life-plan,
of his being’s end and aim. Then the
toil which looks immediately to bread
and subsistence, looks farther oo, and
becomes in a higher sense part of the
eternal culture of the soul; and the fruits
of one’slabor are not only bread to eat,
but bread of life.

The religious man lives for one great
object;—to perfect himself, to unite him-
self by purity with God, to fit himself
for Heaven by cherishing within him a
h2evenly disposition. He has discover-
ed that be has a soul; that hissoul is him-
self; that it changes not with the changing
things of life, but receives its discipline
from them; that man does not live by
bread alone, but that the most real of all
things, inasmuch as they ave the most
enduring, are the things which are not
seen; that faith and love and virtue are
the sources of his life, and that he realizes
nothing, except he lay fast hold upon
them. For these, then, he lives. And,
whatever may be his trade, to whatever
work, impelled by phisical necessity, or
the habits of his neighbourhood, he turns
his hand, this purpose of his life appears
in it. He extracts a moral lesson, a les-
son of endurance or perseverence, for
himself, or a new evidence of God and
of his own immortal destiny, from every
day’s hard task. He builds up not only
his fortane, but himself by it; he stores
not enly his garrers, but his mind As
he drops the seeds into the earth. all in-
stractive Natare having caught his eye,
drops other seeds that bear fruit more
than once, into his soul. As he clears
the ground of weeds, with unseen hand
the while he pulls awey the weeds of
prejudice and wrong desire that are
growing up to choke the plants of para-
dise within the garder of his heart.  The
sunshine on his {ertile fields looks doubly
clear to him, because of the sunshine of
conscience in his own breast, And, as

he reaps his gelden grain, his soul reaps !

golden hopes and golden approbation in

the field which he is tilling for s God. |
True labor is ;
No man has any right to be a |
made for |

Drudgery is one thing.
another.
drudge; no man was ever
that.  If true to himsel(, he cannet but be
somethine more. Theseeds of something
more are in him. In his

verv nature )

there wait faculties to be unfolded, which |

he has no right whatever to neglect, fa-
culties religious, moral, intellectual, ex-
ercising when he lifts himsell above the
sense of want, above the power of fear,
of fortune, or of death, feels his immor-
tality, becomes bimself, what God inten-
ded him to be.—In any kind of business
or labor he can find sphere for the exer-
cise of these, his greatest {aculties; if he
cannot, he 1s boand to labor somewhere
e No one has any right to live, mere-
ly to ¢ get a living.” And this is what is
ment by drudgery. Drudgery is not con-
fired to the labor of the hands, not to
any one class of occupations. There
are inteliectual and fashionable deudges.
And there are hard-working, huam
laborers, more free, more dignified anc
manly in all they do, or look, or think,
than any who look down upon them.
Some soil their hands with the earth;
others so1l their minds indelibly by the

pride and vanity which keeps theiwr hands
man ¢ stops fo

so delicate. The true
conquer.’

aloft, while the ro is wasting from
under his feet, and the glow of disinter-
ested activity, the beauty on which he
prides himself, [ades {rom his face.

The Christian makes his business, of
whatever sort, contribute equaily to his
acqu'sition of knowledge, to his amuse-
meat, to che trial of his faith, the growth
of his afections, no less than to his
health and his support. Into all his work
he eavries thought. He makes it a sci-
ence; and so saves time for other things,
while b2 makes his lapor interesting, not
the same old story every day, but full of
new and valuable suggestions to his
mind. To bhis curious mind the work
of his hands be a practical illustra-
tion of prineipl and so the thorough
going doer becomes the hea'thy thin

The vain man wears his head |

He thinks for whom and what he labors, |

a quiet enthusiasm kindles in the heart
of the farmer, and a new source of hap-
piness is unlocked to him. An intelli-
gent farmer is certainly the happiest
of men. His daily toil is reconcilable
with every kind of higher culture. , He
may make himself in every sense a man.
He need not be a mere kand. He may
trace out the laws of Nature, and let the
sight of principles inspire him. He may
be a philosopher on the field. He may
caltivate a sympathy for all men, while
every thing around him may fill bim with
sweet gratituade to God. 'The ullsur-
rounding beauty may take possession of
his soul, tillin his heart unconsciously he
becomes a poet. F'o insure this, 1t only
needs a religious spirit, a spirit of con-
stant self improvement. For religion un-
locks all the fountains of the soul, and
puts & man gradually in possession of all
his powers. He first finds out what he
is and what is in him, when he devotes
himself to God. If he is truly religious,
he will grow intelligent, {ree and happy:
and life to him will never lose iis interest,
rest will not be idleness; toil will not be
drudgery. But while he bends to his
work, he will be seeking truth, loving
his neighbor, and commuuing with his
God.

In labor, too, the Christian feels a
sweet remuneration, when he makes him-
self independent of his  comforts; and so
1s he hoth happy in himself without them,
enjoying the triumph of his own spirit;
and he returns to them with keener
zest. We know not the sweetness of
any pleasure, until we can forego it;
we appreciate none of our advantages,
until we cease to depend upon them. All
things become more beautiful to us,
when we find we can do without them.
There can be no rest where there has
been no labor, There is no sabbath to
him who has not had his week of work.

From the Ledies’ Companion
FORMS OF THE PAST.
Sometimes, to cheer me, as I pass
This vale of 1ife adown,
In various forms o’er Fancy’s glass
Flit shaves of old renowa—1
Shapes that, in history or romance,
Thronged round the anthor’s brain—
The haaghty chivalry of F'rance,
The high grandees of 3;

I lovo npon the magic scene
in dreamy mood to gaze—

For lo! before me lies the scene
That most I wish to raice.

I see, if such my bold desire,
Grey Kings by nges hid —

Whose tomb, 'till Natare’s finul fire,
The mighty pyramid!

I see the menarch of the East
With natiens at his call
I am, Balshazzar, at thy feast,
And view the lurid wall,
Darkness fell on the b!
And from its shroud there cai
An armless, bloodless hand to write
Strange syllables of flame.

Uriah's wife—oh, fair, too fair!
Pale, statue-like she stands

Veiled only by her golden hair,
And by her marble hands.

Wild with the vision, Israel’s king
Forgets his holy lyre,

Or from iis chords his fingers fling
But sparks of passion’s fire.

And, if I will, to classic land,
The land of gods and men,

I tarn, and witn advent'rous hand
Bring heroes to my ken:

A chillis sitting by tha shore—
As solemn watch he keeps,

And listens to the billows’ rour—
In lonely sadness weeps.

Urge on thy cohorts, Camsar, urge,
Tha day end Rome are thine:

Beat backward, as the rock the earge,
The old Helvetian line.

Triumph has built her trophied arch:
The laarel’s on thy brow—

And monarchs by the shariot march—-
Jove! who has empire now?

If prone, to later days I tarn,
‘The days of Englind’s story;

And inmy sght in splendor barn
Ihe deeds und times of glory.

Come, R chard of ths Lisn Heart;
Come, warrinrs sheathed 10 mail;

Come, Barons beld, lor {reedom’s part,
The tyraot to assail!

Come lords and lovely ladies brizht,
It is tha tonrney’s sound:

Tha sitken punnons wayve in 3?;;hi,
The | sts are ranged aroond.

Strike, winstrel, strike thy harp, te swell
The praise that aone gainsay,

And in fit-fulling meas
Who bore the prize away.

are teil,

Last in the glass that Fancy lends,
My native land ] see;

i Lo! lost ia thought the hero bends,

¢ *Tis done! we must be free!’

He grasps the simple seroll that gives
Him power to lead them on:

Ob, in that face what wisdom lives—
"The patriot, Washington!

Here let me drop the veil, nor try
With lesser lights to mar,
On glory’s clear and lustrous sky,
T'het one superior star!
All heroes of the past above—
[is name, on history’s page,
Shines out, most worthy of the love
And worship of our age.
PARE BENJAMIN,

from the Ladies’ Companion.

THE WAR-WOMAN'S CREEK.

Ix Georgia and North Carolina, there
1s hardly a river, creek, or stream, that
has not connected with it some old In-
dian tradition. The title of the present
sketch is taken {rom one of these--I be~
lieve one of the principal tributaries of
the Notahalee River, in the Cherokee
Nation, North Carolina. The story, as
told by the few Indians remaining since
the removal in the fall of 1833, runs
thus:—

Many years ago, in the first settlement
of the country, a wandering party of
their tribe attacked the house of a sciunt-
ter somewhere upon their borders, dur-
ing his absence, and massacred all his
chiidren, and left his wife covered fwith
the mangled bodies of her butchered ofi-
spring, scalped like them, and apparent-
ly dead. She was not, however, wound-
ed so badly as they had supposed, and
no sooner did she hear the sound of their
retreating foctsteps, then disencacine
hersell from the heap of sluin, hnr:r_rg_;\rd_’,
pale, and drenched with her own and
the blood of her children, she peered
steathily from the door, and finding her
cnemies no Jonger in sight, hastily ex-
tinguished the fire, which before leaving,
they had applied to her cabin, but which
had, as yet made very little impression
on the green logs of which it was com-
posed. Woiping frem her eyes the warm
blood which was still reeking from her
scalpiess head, she directed her aeo-
nized gaze to the bleeding and dishi-
gured forms of those who scarce an hour
before were playing at the door, and
claddened her maternal heart with their
merry laughter, and as she felt, in the
full sense of her desolation, the 1ast ray
of hope die within her bosom, there stole
over her ghastly face an expression us
savage as was ever worn by the ruthless
slayers of her innocent babes. Her eye
gleamed with the wild fury of the ti-
gress rohbed of its young,” as closime
her cabin carefully bebind her, with a
countenance animated by some desperate
purpose, she started off in the same path
by which the murderers had departed
Heedless of her wounds and wasting
blood, and lost to all s2nse of hunger and
fatigue, in the one absorbine and feli
purpose which actuated her, she paused
not upon the tail of ber foes, until, at
night, she came up with them encamped
at the side of the creek, which is indebt-
ed to her for its present name.

Emerging from the gloom of the sur-
rounding darkness, on her hands and
knees she crept noiselessly towards the
fire, the blaze of which, as it flickered
upwards, discovered to her the prostrate
forms of the Indians, five in number,
who overcome by an unusually fatiguing
day’stravel, were wrapped in deep sleep,
with their only weapons, tomahawks, in
their belts: Her own stealthily advan-
cing figure, as the uncertain light of the
burping pine fell upon it with more or
less distinctness—now exposing its linea-
ments clotted with blood, and distorted
by an expression which her wrongs, and
the sight of the desolators of her hearth-
stone, exaggeraled to a degree almost
fiendish, and now shading all, save two
gleaming, spectral eyes—was even more
striking than the swarthy faces which
she glared upon. Assuring herself that
they were fast asleep, she gently removed
their tomabawks, and dropped all but
one into the ereel, With this remain-
ing weapon in her hand, and cool reso-
lation in her beart, she bent over the
nearest enemy, and lifting the instru-
ment, to which her own and her chil-
dren’s blood still adhered, with one ter-
rific and unerring blow, baried it in the
temple of its owner. "T'he savage moved
no more than partly to turn on his side,
casped a little, quivered a minuvte like an
aspen, and sunk back to his former po-
sition, quite dead. Smliog ghastly in
his rigid face the desperate woman lelt
him and noiselessly as before despatched
all the sleepers, but one, to that long
rest from which only the last trumwp can
awnken them. 'T'he last devoted victim
however, was aroused to a conscious-
ness of his situation by the death-strug-
gles of his compamons. He sprang to
his feet and felt for his weapon. It was
not there, and one glance explaining




