s

“Number its millions of dailies; its hundreds of

',"" Which we breathe. The press supplies the

“Jone

o
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wonderful art >~~Who can cry to the immense i
stream, even when it seems mingling under the |
strained vision, in the dita horizon of far away
cycles—thereto ¢ shalt thon go and no farther!
and there shalt thy proud waves be stayed!”
In truth the effects of Printing are almost infi-
Rite; but we may endeavour to make an ap-
Proach—a feeble approach towards a scale.

. And first of the periodicals. How vast the '
influence of the press in this metropolis alone! '

thousands of weeklies; its thousands of month- ;
lies—and their myriads of readers! They sit
13 every hamlet; they throng the thoroughfares |
every town; they wander in every wood, |
float on every wave. The sheets of our
Press are flung on the billows of the deep and
by all winds into all ports. Wherever
sonorous Saxon is heard, there are they
found~recording the discoveries of science and
improvements in agricalture; uttering the
slraing of poesy ; giving the rich episodes of his-
tory; pouring out, like a world-heard trumpet,
bold notes of Freedom, or chronicling our
in improvement and emEire. So wide,
80 deep, and so lofty is the power of the
Press. g dwell on its usefulness and its ne-,
cessity is like dwelling on the virtues of the

phere to the lungs of the mind. i
[Mr. Wallace then entered into a comparison
ween the Orator and the Newspaper; after
Which he continued.]
d nooxs! ¢ Happy is the man who find-
Wisdom and the man who getteth ander-
$tanding!  She is more precious than rubies;
d all the things thon cans’t desire cannot be
Compared with her.” ¢ How great then,” ex-
«Claims one who knew the value of books, * are
2ur obligations to the inventors of printing, who
Ave rendered wisdom easy of attainment and
Bi¥en us an  immense advantage over the an-
Cents, who

. wlldcﬂng from clime observant strayed,
Their manners noted, and their states surveyed.’
Lik_‘ the bees, they were ob'iged to collect 1
sweets by roving from flower to flower,
Yut we come at once to the hive and get our
8l without difficalty or, Jabor.’ Indeed the
'.‘dllily and wealth required, before the inven<
Son of printing, in attaining knowledge, was
Mot incalealable. flosophers  were
kfown o travel thousands of miles for
the sake of perusing a single  manpscript,
‘but we are comtemporaries of all time
.20 tage citizens of all nations.—Books! what
Panions! what friends! what brothers!—
Y are with us at the fireside; they accom-
Y us in our travels; they cheer us in misfor-

e; they solace us in sickness; they walk
With us to the grave, and they prepare us for the
*bourne’ beyond. When you would wish to
Sitimate the pleasure they ‘have afforded hu-
Manity, think of the Waverley novels, or of our
Own countryman’s (Cooper’s) romances; of
their instruction, number Bacon's Horum orga-
Aum ; of their power of producing pleasure’ and
Wsttustion, combined, turn to Shakespeare,
Bat for priuting, and all these and all those would
be up on rolls of parchment in the libraries
2f the mog wealthy. What eivilized man is not
u"*‘d 10 the arf? Does the christian point
%0 the cro blazing in the land and scattering
the cloudy of heathenism? The iastrament
Ptht Planted pecmanently there was  the

RESS! T)oes the student #tart with trans-
POrt over (he process by which Newton .
troc
Nature’, bright pathway up to Nature's God?
. Poiat him 1o the Press which has preserved

Circulated the * Prixciria'! Does the
One Wwho would see truth throngh the golden
83t of poney, glow over that muse which sits
OH'K'! on a throne of roval state which far

Utshines the wealth of Ormus or of Ind,

Ba Whea the gorgeous !'ast showers on her Kings
Le{h“}"c pearl and gold.’— : :
hitn behold the press which has lifted Mil-
from the guif of oblivion! Does the lover
o liberty rejoice to see her feet gradually pres-
Siag every spot of earth? Point him to that
°r which is sowing over the world History
W, Bancroft and a Botta, and Biography of a

AMpden and 2 Sydney; a Washington, n
Franklin, o Jefferson anda Heary! Would
’"‘ Yenerate that which is one of "the gregtest

\orators of mankind—that which teaches
hagian being the importance of his life
And the glory of his desuny? Come! eome

me and let us hang our hrightest chaplets
Prgss!

Tug EVILS OF THE PRess CANVASSED,
+Batsome Iament the evil which the art has
in giving to bad men a vehicle for their jun-
Son| P'“l:dunc".iom; and some have gone so far
2810 dogirg the destraction of the press. But
Yth the game reason, they might dvocate the
"""'lc'ioa of food, because some men are

Ons: or the demolishment of vineyards,

-Ause some men are drunkards: or the abo-

nt of all orators, becanse some speakery
“"’Wﬂguu, or the banishment of bards,
breayy, some men sing the basc pleasures of
"‘P‘Mme-: or the expulsion of all water
the economy of nature, because imm.da-
oryt . OMelimes sweep over cultivated plains:
fhe-very blotting out of the Sun from the fir-

ment, bocause. his fercont rays sonietimes
P*oduce malaria! What a glorious world, phy-
‘:"' moral and mental, these wiseacres
Ould give ne!  Whatover evil the press may

BEING A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A PASSEN-

%

Vain dream! I wither, soul and stem;

n

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. |
THE DYING FLOWER; |

GER AND A FADING VIOLET,
PASSENGER.

Droor not, poor flower—there’s hope  for

thee:
The spring again will breathe and burn,

And glery robe the kingly tree,

Whose life is in the sun’s return;

And once again its buds will chime

Their peal of joy from viewless bells,

Though all the long dark winter-time

They mourned within their dreary cell.

FLOWER.

Alas! no kingly tree am I,

No marvel of a thousand years:

I cannot dream & winter b}',

And wake with song when spring appears.

At best my life is kin to death;

My little all of being flows

From summer’s kiss, from summer’s breath,

And sleeps in summer’s grave of snows.

PASSENGER.
et grieve not! summer may depart,
And beauty seek a brighter home,

But thou, thou bearest in thy heart

The germ of many a life to come.

Mayest lightly reck of autumn-storms

Whate'er thine individual doom,

Thine essence, blent with other forms,

Will still shine out in radiant bloom!

FLOWER.

Yes!—moons will wane, and bluer skies

Breathe blessing forth for flower and tree;
know that while the unit dies,
The myriad live immortally:

But shall my soul survive in them?

Shall T be all I was before ?

I die! and know my place no more!

The sun may lavish life on them;

His light, in summer morns and eves, |

May colour every dewy gem

Thatsparkles on their tender leaves;

But this will not uvail the dead:

The glory of his wondrous face

Who now rains lustre on my head,

Can only mock my ‘burial-place!

And woe to me, fond foolish one,

Totempt an all-consuming ray'

To think a flower could love 2 sun

Nor feel her soul dissolve away!

Oh, could I be what once I was,

How shoald 1 shua his fatal beam!

Wrapt in myself, my life should pass

But a3 a still, dark, painless dream!

But, vainly in my bitterness

Ispeak the language of despair:

In life, in death, T still must bless

The sun, the light, the eradling air!

Mine early love to them 1 gave,

And, now that yon bright orb on high
lamines but a wider grave,
For them 1 breathe my final sigh!

How often soared my soul aloft

In balmy bligs too deep to speak,

When zephyr eame and kissed with soft,

Sweet-incense breath my blushing cheek?

When beauteous bees and batterflies

Flew round me in the sommer-heam,

Or when some virgin's glorious eyes

Bent o’er me like a dazzling dream!

Ah; yes! I know myzell' a birth

OF that All-wise, All-mighty Love,

Which made the flower to bloom on earth,

And sun and stareto burn above;

And if, like' them, T fade and fiil,

1 I but share the common doom,

Let no lament of mine bewail

My dark descent to Hades' gloom.

Farewell, thou lamp of this green glohe?

Thy light is on—my dying face;

. Ple commingled ; the winds were sleeping,

- everything; that he it was that made her Jittle

'} canal a thovsand miles long'and fifteen hun-

The large, red sun was just sinking away  be-

hind the western hills; the sky was goldand pur- |
and !
a soft, solemn stillness seemed to hang over the
carth. 1 was watching the sun as he sent his
his yellow rays ' through the trees, and
felt a Lind of awe, though T knew not where-
fore. Just then m moﬁler came to me, She
was raying with frenzy; for reason had long
since left its throne—and her, a vietim of mad-
ness.  She came up to me, wild with insanity.
I pointed to the glorions sun in the west, and
in a moment she was calm! She took my
little hands within hers, and told mae that * the
great: God made the sun, the stars the world—

boy, and gave him an immwortal spirit; that yon-
der sun, and the green fields, and  the world
itself, will one day be burned up, bat that the
spirit of her child will then be clive, for he
maust live when heaven and earth are gone;
that he mast pray to the great God, and love
and serve him for éver!’

She let gomy hand—madness réturned—she
hurried away.” I'stood with my eyes filled
with tears, and my little bosom heaving with
emotions which 1 eould not have deseribed ;
but T can never forget the impressions which
that conversation of my poor mother. left upon
me! Oh! what a blessing would it have been,
had the inscratable providence of God given
me a mother who could have repeated these
instructions, accompanied by her prayers,
through all che days of my childhood! But,
* even so, Father; for so it seemeth good in thy
sight!’—7Todd,

WESTERN RILLS.

Tue Rev. Dr. Beecher said, on a public
occasion, that he had had a dream, which, like
other dreams, did not wholly explain itself, and
in which some of the natural objects had the
power of speech. He was travelling near the
sources of the Menongahela, and in passing
over a rough country, at every short distance
met little streams which he could step over; but
all of them were going the same way. At last
he asked one where it was going. “Why,’ re-
rlicd the little rill, “Lam going to New Or-
cuans. T heard the people there want a great

dred feet wide, and I am going to help to
make it.”  And pray, what can you do? <«
don’t know what 1 ean do, but I shall be
there.”  And so saying, it hutried on. ¢ He
came to another, and usked the same questi-
on, and received the same answer. All were
hurrying on tv make the grand eanal, on which
steam. fpips of the West, with théir heavy bur-
dens, were to be transported. 'On the “heads
of the Alleghany, the Scioto, and the Missis-
sippi,  he foind thousands more of fitful
streamg, hurried on by the same impulse, and
which, while he &el spoke to them, hur-
ried ontof sight.  None knew what it could
do, but all were determined to do something,
He passed on the mighty Mississippi, and
thore he found the canal was made! 'I'he noble
steam-ships rode proudly on its sorface, and ag
its waters diminished, they were ngain replen-
ished to the brim by every mountain-spri
make the

thewervant. - A wife is answerable to her hus-
band for her servants,  It’s her business 10 hire
proper people: if she doesn’t, she’s Hot fit tobe
a wife, 1find the money, Mrs Caudle, and [
expect you to find the cookery,
“ There you are with Your pocket handkee-
chiel again; the old flag of truce ; but it doess’t
trick ‘me. A ‘protiy “honey-moon? Meney.
moon, nonsense! People can’t have twéh::ly
moons in their lives.  “Chere  are feelings—
find it now—that wecan’t have twice in ‘oar
qxistence. There’s no making honey 'a second
time. :
‘“ No: 1 think I'bave put 'tp ‘with your
lect long enough; and there’s nothing like'be-
inning as we intend to g0 on.. "Thetefore,Mrs
audle, if my tea isn’t mude a little ‘more tomy
liking to-morrow—anid if you insolt me with ‘a
herring fike that—and beil m eges that *
might fire *em out of guns—why, perhaps,
Caudle, you may see'a man in a passion. ‘It
takes n good deal to ronse me, but when ¥ am

up—I sy, when'I am up—that’s aif.
*“Where did 1 put my gloves?  You dow’t
know? ' Of

course not; you know nothing.”*

CHAPTER 111,
Showing how Mr Caudle would 5o out and
enjoy limself. :

!By the bye, Sarah, jost put half a' dezen
shirts; ond all that sort of thing, “in my. port-
manteau. ‘1’m'going*—There you are with your
black looks again! "1 can never go anywhere,
Just a Jitile 1o enjoy myself, but you look like
thunder.  What! 7 might somelimes take “you
oud?  Nonsense; women—that is, women
when they’re “married—are best at
What can they wan’t to go out for? - Jpg
enough for them to go out to hunt for husbands:
when they’ve caught *em, let *em sit at home,
and sing with the kettle and the cat; their bost
place is their fire side.

““ Half a dozen shirts, 1 say, and my shav-
ing tackle. Do  you heir me, Mrs Caudle?
Perhaps, when you have done counting the
legs of that fly on the ceiling, you’ll attend 1o
me. Eh'? 1 think you never want to 80 out?
Quite the contrary; it's my belief you'd always
be out. ' If'you wanted 10 go nbout like a June-

fly, wh{’did you mnr?-?
*“¥ shouid have told you where I was going ;
ut a8 you've-shewn your temper, | won’uzﬂ

u a ljllbble.. Noj; nor I slian’t tell yon'who

am . going with, or when I shall LM
When yousee ma then You may expect me;
and not before. And mind all the buttons are
on miy shirts—that’s all. G g

¢ IU’s miserable alwapc being left by yowr-
self I Yoursell, indeed? Arn’t there

in
¢ housé?  There’s capital company on the
sholves, if you’d only '.etpnequnint:; ‘{nlﬂhm
I’m sure you’d be none the worsg for em. Be-
‘sides, there’s the Cookery Book: read that. "A
wife ean’t stidy anything better, ‘
““'The fact is, Mrs Caudle, I've indulged you
too much, I’ve made a fool of you. Mo, /
have’t?  Well, then, who has? If | hawn’t,

| somehady hag, that's plain, Going out, indeed!

I’ve no opinion of any woman who wanty o go
outatall. Women were never intended togo

ing and
every stronm.  Thag do the little rills
stream, the streamy the viver, till the united
waters of the whole pour on their-way rejoicing
to the gloriogs vcenn, * 4 ;

| better in the East,

out; only the fuct is, we’ve. let e your
own way  Ha! !h'ay_ manage w’m{t:a
“I'm generally a' quict Mag;’un Gandle,
and you know it.  Nvvertheless, 1 have a

Ho is man to the mass, and the 'mass to the
grand tide of fioman afftirs,  Each little mor-
tal, weak and wenry theugh hg.be; ean do
something in making up the mi@xy stream of
buman events as it rolls to the océan of eternity,
—Clhvistian Treasury.

Puach’
MR CAUDLES TABLE TAUK. i

CHAPTER 1T, |

e —
e il

s Almanac 1856

How Mr. Caudle begins 1o.show romething |
" *of the Fiend that’sin im."* i

“It is mather extraordinary, Mrs. Cuudle,
that we have now been marrivd four, weeks—1
don’t exactly see what you have 1o sigh about
—and yat you can’t make me a proper cup of
tea. However, I don’t know how I should ex-
peet it.  There never was but gne woman who
couldmake tea to my liking, and she is now in
Heaven. Now, Mrs Caudle,  let me hear no
erying.  1'm not one of the people to be melt-
ed by the teurs of 2 woman; for vou cian all
cry—all of you—at a minnte’s notico.  The
water’s alwaya laid on; and down it comes if'a
man only holds up his finger.

‘¢ You didn’t think I could be' so brutal?
That’s it. Let aman only speak and he's bru-
tal. It'sa womon’s isst duty te makea decent
cap of tea,  What do you think T married yoq

Thy glory tints—my faded robe,

ne in—a-death-embrace!
And clasps me in—a-d )

Farewell, thou balsam droppiog spring!

Farawell, ye skties that beam and weep!

Uriioping and unmurmaring,

I bow my head and sink to sleep!

EARLY IMPRESSIONS.
You ean hardly be aware how deep may ba

cither from malignity or ignomnce, the | the imptession which you may rake on’ the

Must far counterbalance it: for the presa
:,""‘:'t entiroly, tlevoted to the
- motions; #o eternal in
thy,
ey, vhe

.

Matare, and w0 God-like in her majeaty, | her renson.

Must in time win the hearts of all | yery litte child, 1 was standing at the o
{ window, at the close of a lovely summer’s

wind of your child, even in B fow moments of
dlways be somewhat, and in the main time.  Focooe, | can truly say, [ have never
pmp:ﬁi‘"n of met with any loss so g}nnt as that o: losing the
—and she § xquisité in her ty:! ‘eare and instructions of my mother' during my |
harmonions i:;re . B c;\ndw. m consequence of her having lost

Bat I ean recollect. that when a '

Y.

for 2 It%sall very well with your tambour work
and such trumpery.  Yeon can make butter(lies
on kittle-holders; but can you make a pudu’iug
ma’'am! 1'll be bound not,

* Of course, as usualj you'vo given me the
corner-rollz because you know I bate a corner-
roll. T did think I wust have scen that, 1 Jid
hope I should not be obliged to speak on so
paltry a subject—but it’s no use to hope to be
mild with you, 1 seo that's hopeless,

““And what a herring ! And youn call it a
bloater, T suppose?  Ha! there wwas a wonign
who had an eye for a bloater, but—sainted
creature'-—she’s here ne longer, -~ You wish
she was?  Oh, § understand that,  'm sure if
anybody should wish her back, it's—but she

was 100 good for me, . * When I'm gone, Cau-
die’—she used to say—* they you’? know the
wife I was to you.” * And kuow I do know it.

[ a twellth eake image;

“* Here’s the eggs ‘boiled 1o a stone afg}in!
Do you think, Mrs Cavdle, 1'm u eabary bird,
to be fed upon hard eggs ?  Don’t 1éll meabout

little of the lion ‘in me: justa little. Don’t

! rouse it, that’s all, '

** There you nre, with the pocket handher-
chief again.” Always hoisting that siggal of
distregs,  No, no; 1'm notmade of sugar, like
: Pm not ta be melted
with tearss let them be ns many and as. bot as
they will, . Besides, ns I say, you can all do it

{ when you like—every, mother’s soul of you.

But I'm not to be washéd off niy legs by “any

river of the sort. : i A
“ AlLT sy to you is—stay at home. You’ve

a needle apd"thrend, haven’t you? and I’ll be

[ rworn for it, plenty of things to make or to

mend.  And if you hiaven’t, cut holes and sew
"em up ugnin.

“Now, see when I come home that ‘my
portmuntean’s, ready. + What’s o’clock? * ¥ou
wanl five piinutes to —=? - No doubt : the
old stery; you’re always’ wanting something, "’

CHAPTER IV. |

Showing how Caudle, having ' lost money ai
cards, determines to abridge the house ex-
penses,

* I dont kmow how it is, my déar, but whn
1 remember that there’s only you and wysell
—just two of us, and I eat and drink next; to
nothing-—and when 1 see what other people do
with balf our money, I do think yowmmight be a
littla more careful, ' sure I spend no mo-
ney on myseif-—none, Nobody can be more
watchful of every sixpence; but, of course, a
man can eave but lttle when he kuows—or,
that is, when le fiars he knows that every-
thing’s going to waste at home. Besides, it'e
a  womun's place—particularly a woman’s
place—to save. Women are designed for it.
Feonomy is oné of the noblest virtues bound
up in matrimmony.  There ean be ver¥ little
roal love, Mrs. Cuudle, where economy’s neg-
lected. A woman can’t truly care for o
man’s heart, uhless she has an equal regard for
his pocket: the things go together, and ulwuy.
did from the first,

‘¢ No, Mrs. Caudle, T did not lose at my
whist club Jast night—that is, only next to
nothing; in other words, nothing to speak of,
Now, that’s like your sex. You always et
abeut hunting for some foolish, shabliy metive
for whatever your husbands complain abont.
Becnuse | lose at cards 1 don’t want to get the
money back out of your cupbourd.  No: 1
want to save. ihoney, that, should, I be taken




