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traiture which at present are only to be
ound in the pages of fiction—can that de-
Partment of literature cease to be the letter it
NOW is—the barren catalogue of facts and fi-
8ures, unreal because unlife-like. Thus much !
O the jmitations ; let us turn mow 1o the
Works of the great artist herseli—to those pa-
8¢s from which the painters and poets of
:oz‘ery age have made it their boast to bor-

Perhaps nothing reveals the infinite resour-
€S of the only creative Power in the universe
mMore cverwhelmingly to human perception,

1an the amazing variety apparent upon all
18 works. So, remarkable a feature is it,
that While he who ¢ runs may read.’ the most
InWearying research has hever assigned its
Mits ; and we may confidently say never
1““”- . Marvellously various as are the ‘mani-
estations of the external world—the aspects of
Tature—the wonders of animal and vegetable
1l"'(:’lrsr’ec_les that bafile classification, and
p: ™ Which a still more astounding variety
3 Individual types surpass wonder as do
h‘ese‘*shrelylhe conditions of spiritnal life,
; €0 £0 far as they come within the limited |
1ange of our experience, are more wondrous
SUITY T'hese all endure for a moment ; gene.

Yalion after generation passeth away, and the
Material resolved into its elements, retains
10 longer the individuality of its myriad
orms. and the types consequently which
oW fill their places may be in all respects
the versimilitudes of those which have perish-
'?’;‘-_ A glance, however, will show—the spir- |
“slmmortality being pre-supposed—that no |
3uch explanation will bold good in relation to
1€ Worlds of spiritual existence. The indi. |
Vidual being of any man to day, must be as
IStinct fiom all the generations of the past as
those that, under the same conditions of ex-
IStence, immediately surround him. We
Wantnot proof of this, 50 faras the experience
Olthe present is concerned. Which of us
SVer saw two faces—heard two voices—came
Mo contact with two 'minds, similar in fea-
sure and expression—undistinguishable in
one—alike in all their workings? How as-
lounding then the conclusion, supported as it
'S, alike by necessity, experience, and analo-
8Y, that of the untold myriads of the human
*icealone, entering not” upon wide ground,
€ach was, is, and must be, diverse and dis-
tinet from all his fellows,
It is this never ending variety of mental
s“"ICIure and moulding, cast amidst circum-
Hances and associations equally diverse, yet
¢onnected as so many links with the myste-
Nous chain of human sympathy and brother-
100d, that gives to the study of individual
He and character its deep poetic interest.
Often has the pride of man preached forth |
edoctrine, and the degraded lives of multi- |
tudes, half sanctioned the belief, that, if souls |
Are common to all men, the use of them is |
¢onfined to the few. A lying invention of |
the father of lies 1o blind ‘men to their res- |
{’““E"“Uesa and in :9‘doing, partly work out |
1s own fulfilment. The vojce of the false
Drophet is even now ringing in a thousand
‘:“,"Y echoes—feeble imitations of its own in-
Dired yavings—ibrougl  the longth and
teadth of the land, teaching that the slavish
erd cannot look upward—that the nations
ust be governed by a 1od of iron by heroes-
elect herlded through the land after the ap-
Proved fashion of the son of Nebat, with the
Proclamation, ‘ These be thy gods, O Israel.
tuly we much question the revelations of
ourLatterday Apostle! Itis mot thus that
e look for the redemption of our race ; nei:
ther doth the scorn of this man accord well
:;'.;‘h the gentle teachings of the Nazarene.
leTe are however, holier and more consola-
oY Voices—sweet ones like that from the
'8tant west, which, while singing that
‘ Life is real, life is carnest
And the grave is not its goal,’
;’365 notits sympathy with,and affects not to
15¢ above. our common humanity ; strong
2065 like that so glorious in bewailing, the
Urden of whose teachings is the immortality
Sf ove; yea, and like those amongsc ou-
‘)EI"?#, Wwho strip off the trappings of illustri-
% Us Vice, or discourse with giowmg enthusi-
:;m of earth’s truly great. Listening to
(%8, and such as these, and ‘reading, by the
.“% L they hold, the volume whose revela.
508 lie open to all the lowliest, life will be
U¥ested with a rich interest, whose genial re-
Clions shall go far to ennoble our own.
«ife in all its stages, however fraught it is
YIh that poetry which is the soul of our en-
;"Vment of it! “Childhood comes forth with )
iss eaming eyes and sunny locks, and iis path s
N Strewn with flowers, and overarched with i
\Mbows ; it glances over our pathway like
fam of light,and the music of Eden seems
INe in jts jovous utterance. Youth withits
Ward jookings, its fervent love and bound-
tt‘ts faith, Manhood, when the clouds are ga-
ling, and even the strong-hearted, look
Stfully back, and, recalling the sunshine of
Hiey days, half falter a prayer that * the cup
Y pass'from them.” The mature mid-day
fu“bustence, when armed and batthng in ‘l'he
onsciousness of strength, life’s soldier
810%S warm in his harness. The calmness
ﬂo‘;"entid_e, when the contest slackens, and,
4 hed with light as with a garment, the sun
\Xistence goes steadily on to its sefting.
ece Serene departure, when the tried and per-
do fed ‘rest {tom their labors, and their wozks
the ollow them. Surely there is beauty in all
p(\:e aspects of our mysterious pilgrimage—
X try, surely, for all but those who having
‘yes see not, and do not undertsand.’
1y Ve spend our lives as a tale that, is told”
wi"me, there are strong contrasts, the vivid
ha fing, the brilliant l_lghls, and darkening
OWs of romance; in others the tale is
¢of little variation, of ordinary trials, of
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l“"if,'yiﬂg love, of noiseless endurance ; but

throughout the scenes of all is traced the
guiding hand, appearing in moments of danger
to guard, of sorrow to c_or_lsqle. And in eagh,
the most surprisingly vicissitous, or the quiet,
even path, trodden with undaunted energy,
sanctified by suffering, or [Ilummcd by lo_vu,
the wonderful and strange is not only strict-
ly “natural,” but true. When will men.leayn
to believe as well as say that ‘ truth is far
stranger than fiction ;’ in fact, that little of the
fictitious has not been true ?

Let us not be told that the ¢ poetry’ of which
we speak consists mainly in false lights and
unreal views—that it is only to the dieamer
and enthusiast that this stern life can be so
clothed with beauty, and fraught with inter-
est. This is only one of the many delusive
modes by which the sleeping endeavour to
convince themselves that it is they who are
awake. It is to the highest style of man,
just in proportion to the clearness and activi-
1y of his mental vision, that life appears
most sublime and wondrous in all its aspects.
View this state of being—this *life,) however
lengthened—as but the babyhood of an im-
mortal spirit—the faint, gray dawning of an
eternity of existence ;—believe tha: the man
bowed down with age, and Jaden with the
dear-bought experience of the _lhxeescqre and
ten years of our sojourn is, in the light of
that ifnereaﬁer, but an infant of days. with all
but everything to learn, and do you lessen the
wonder, or disenchant life of its interest?
No! no! these are not the dreamers who.
searching now ‘as through a glass darkly,
where are discerned the liveliest foot-prints’of
the Eternal, await the clearer Jight which
shall be vouchsafed to them beyond, for lhes‘e
are but ‘ part ot his ways,” and much which
is now dimly hinted at, shall then be reveai-
ed in full. ;

Let us cultivate, then, the attentive earand
the observant eye, that we be not among
those whose ¢ talent is laid up in a napkin,’
whose facalties, diverted from their highest
uses, rust through neglect, or are wholly oc-
cupied with the cares and trifles of this
strangely mingled being. But, while thirst-
ing after knowledge, and the higher enjoy-
joyments of our nature, and while satisfying
that thirst from the richest fountain of crea-
tion, let us not forget the 'skill that fashioned,
or the hand that governs.
¢ Let knowledge grow from more to more,

But more of reverence in us dwell,

That soul and mind according well,

May make one music as before.” *

Amen, beautiful theologian! Most heartily
do we bil thee God-speed on thy glorious
mission.,

From the London People’s Journal.
THE RIVER.
BY CHARLES H. HITCHINGS.

On through time there rolls a river,
Fed with thought’s eternal dew—

Rolls for ever, 1esting never,
Toward the perfect and the true:

Barriers broken, checks defeated,

Darkness scaltered, lets down hutled,
Truth and Ireedom, nrmiier seated,

Mark its progress through the world.

Trace it to its source; it rose in
Darkness of abysmal night,
Shades of error round it closing,
Pervious to no purer light;
Shallow then, but deepening ever,
From the glooms it burst its way ;
First a streamlet, then a river—
From the darkness to the day.

Wave by wave for aye increasing,
Still victorious, still sublime,
With an impulse never ceasing,
O’er the rocks and shoals of time :
Toward the vanward hurrying onward,
From the old unto the new—
Rolls it ever, resting never,
T'oward the perfect and the true,

Woe to.them that, idly rearing
Old obstructions in its track,
Taught by all the past no fearing,
Fain would turn its cuirent back ?
They but tempt their own undoing ;
Like a giant in its wrath,
O’er their barriers, rent to ruin,
It will thunder on its path.

For it rolls resistless onward,
Deepening, widening, on its way;
Pressing stronglier toward the vanward,
Stronglier towuid the perfect day—
Lit with light from heaven, and aided
By the earnest hearts and true—

By the soul to God that made it,
Struggling on {rom old to new.

Sigh not, then, for the departed—
It hath passed and gone for aye :
But, with impulse nobler-hearted,
For the Future clear the way.
Help to flow this mighty river.
~.Fed with thought's eternal dew ;
Till it merge at last for ever,
In the perfect and the true.

e L e T
From the London People’s Journal.

AUNT SMITH’S ADVICE TO HER
NIECE.

Miss Smitn was usually designated an old

maid, but could not be said really to belong

to the c!:\ss, lhpugh rather a prim and parti-
cular kind of individual. She had a niece

whom she called her dear Angelina, who was
a very prepossessing and fascinating young
lady, in whom she took great interest.

* My dear Angelina, said she, ‘what a sad
pity it is that our neighbors, the D—s, are so
unhappy! Iam really gricved to think about

&

them ; their dwelling is more like a place of
misery than an abode of happiness. How
promising everything looked when our res-
pected friend Sarah married Thomas D—;
how changed is the aspect of affaiis! How
she used to talk to us about her dear Tho-
mas, and how happy they should live tooe-
ther; but, alas, alas, such is not the case.
The thought of matrimony, domestic bliss.
and the prospect of having a home of herown:
induced her to marry him. I fear she did
not know sufficient of her husband previous
to her marriage, for you remember it was a
very short courtship—I think she had only
known him three months previous to the fa-
tal knot being tied.
. " Some people say that matriages are made
in heaven, though 1 cannot believe such to
be the case, especially when they turn out as
this has done. The failing appears to be this,
my dear Angelina. A young man and wo-
man become so enamoured with each other,
that often their eyes are blinded to the advice
of their friends; they heed not their counsels,
and will have none of their reproof; they
rush headlong inté misery, forgetting to look
before they leap, and soon find themselves in
a gull from which nothing caa release them
but death. But, on the other hand, if after
mature deliberation and searching investiga.
tion, both of the motives and the pecuniary
state of each others affairs, the decision is
come 1o, that two individuals shall be joined
together in holy matrimony, then there is
more chance of ‘a happy union being effected,
thao when no foresight is exercised. I had
at one time serious thoughts myself, of en-
tering into the marriage/state. Since then I
have decided on leading a single life, for I see
so much unhappiness that I am convinced I
cannot be happier than I now am. It is true
that some men and women Jive happily toge-
ther, and it is the want of knowing more of
each other previous to marriage that is the
cause of so much unbappiness. 1 hear, dear
Angeh‘na, you have decided on wedding Mr
John Stokes ; well, T am glad to think I have
given you my advice on the subject. and feel
it will be your own fault if you are not happy.
You have known each other for these three
or four years, and must be acquainted with
each others failings. Well, I hope you will
b_e happy; but whatever you do, be sure to
give your husband no cause to be jealous,
Be circumspect, do not flirt with young men,
whaich will cause your husband 1o lose his
affection for you; bear and forbear; try to
please him inevery thing, and T have no doubt
you will meet with the same return {rom
your dear John. I know him to be a worthy
young man. I have heard ot his kindness to
those around him, especially 1o his dear mo-
ther, who has brought up seven children. He
Is very steady, and does not fiequent the
haunts of iniquity. But men alter, you know;
and not unfrequently this is caused from a
lack of confidence in each other. Have no
secrets, Angelina. Let your husband know
all, and then there will be a mutual inter
change of feeling, Ah, our neighbours—I
cannot forget them, I pity poor Mrs D—;
choio awoman of very riervous temperament;
and I fear she is jealous of her husbaud, and
perhaps there i3 no cause; though they do
say he goes 1o see the two maiden sisters a
little higher up the street too often. There
is no harm in your being friendly with your
neighbors.  How far this operates on his wife
1 cannot say, nor do 1 know the reason why
he is not comfortable at home, bat they do say
that it weuld be better if he was not quite so
familiar with Rosa, By-the-bye ! T have seen
them walking out together of an evening,
when his wife has been at home ; and this
does not look well for a married man. Only
1h1r}k, wl}en ke sits down to his meals, that
he is obliged to take up a book ora newspa-
per, and his wife there too ; well, I do pity
him; I think there must be great fault on his
wife's .S{\ie, for they cannot get a servant to
stay with them.  Qur neighbour D loves
music, and they have a piano at Rosa’s, which
her sister plays. Whether this is the attrac-
tion I know not; but T really think if he were
to make his visits less frequent, there would
be less cause for scandal ; and he would bet-
ter fulfil the duties of a parent by staying at
home than spending his evenings with the
Misses S——s. My dear Angelira, steer clear
of this rock, and strive to make your home
comfortable.

“I would advise you to have an eye to
economy. Do not have more furnitare than

‘is really necessary; in fact, avoid extrava-

gance bothin dress and everything connected
with a domestic establishment. Many begin
extravagantly, and are obliged to retrench in
after years, to the injuiy]of their offspring,
But a word respecting servarts : be kind to-
wards them, and do not expect too much
work from them. - ] fear many people look on
their servants as slaves rather than fellow-
beings ; and in many instances, like the slave,
they are treated worse than the dog or horse.
Think, then, that a life of happiness is before
you il ali is well. Begin as you mean to go

on; so that life may prove a blessing 10 your- ,

selves and all around you, is the advice of
your dear aunt Smith.”
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A FLUE OF FLURS.

In course of operations in {he Tamar Sil-
ver Lead Mines, on the borders of Devon and
Cornwall, it became latterly essential either
to erect a powerful steam-engine at the foot
of a subterranean inclined plane, 2000 feet in
length, and running right below the river,
which flows over the mine, 10 a perpendicu-
lar depth of 80 feet below irs bed ; or, failing
that, to shut up the mine, and throw 1500
people out of employment. 1t was' therefore
determined 10 adopt the former alternative,

: and a twenty borse power steam engine, one

of the patent combined hydraulic engines
from Walker’s manufactory at Oiiver's yard,
{ City Koad, was accerdingly fitted up at “that

debth. Flues were of course requisite, and it
was found advisable to conduct these across
to the furthest band of the river and in a se-
ries of horizountal levels, united by pendicular
shafts, so that the flue in sections rises like a
flight of stairs to the surface. The flueis no
| less than two miles long and upwards, proba-
| bly the longest flue in the world. The result
l was quite successful—7"he Builder.

COAXING UP AN EXPRESSION.

A brace of ¢ lovers,’ anxious to secure each
other’s shadow ere the substance faded, step-
eed, says Neal's Saturday Gazette, into a da-
guerrolype establishmen®, recently, to sit for
their ¢ picters.” The lady gave precedence to
her swain, who, she said, * had got to be tuk
fust, and real nat'ral!

He brushed up his tow head of hair, gave a
twist or two 1o his handkerchief, asked his
gal if his collar stood about X, and planted
himself in the operator’s chair, where he soon
assumed the physiognomical characteristics
of a poor mortal in a dentist’s hands, and
about to part with one of his eye teeth.

. Now do look purty,’ begged the lady, cast-
ing at him one of her most languishing. glan-
ces.

. The pictwie was taken, and when produced
it reminded the girl, as she expressed it, * jist
how Josh looked when he got over the mea-
sels? and as this was not an era in our sui-
tor’s history particularly worthy of their com-
memoration, she insisted that ‘he should
stand again.” He obeyed, and she attended
him to the chair. :

¢ Josh,” said she, “jist look like smilin’, and
then kinder don’t!

The poor fellow tried to follow the indefi-
nite injunction.

* La,’ she cried, ‘you look all puckered up.’

One direction followed another, but with as
little success. At last, growing impatient,
and becoming desperate, she resolved to try
an expedient, which she considered infallible,
and exclaimed, ‘ I don’t keer if there is folks
around.’

She enjoined the operator to stand ready
at his camera ; she then saton her fellow’s
lap, and placing her arms around his neck
managed to cast a shower of flaxen ringlets
asa screen between the operator and her pro-
ceedings, which, however, were betrayed by
a succession of amorows sounds which re-
vealed her expedient. When this  billing
and cooing’ had last a few minutes, the cun-
ning girl jumped up from her lover’s knee,
and elapping her hands, cried to the astonish-
ed artist— "Now you have got him, put him
through.

A country school teacher preparing for an
exhibition of his school, selected a class of
pupils, and wrote down the questions and
answers to the questions which he would put
to them on the examination day. The day
came and so came the young hopeluls, all
but one. The pupils took their places as had
been arranged, and ail went glibly on unil
the question for the absentee, when the teach-
er asked :

‘ In whomdo you believe 2’

The pupil who sat next to the vacant
seat, without noticing whose question it was,
answered :

¢ Napoleon Bonaparte.’

* You believe in the Holy Catholic Church,
do you not ?’

¢ No.” replied the pupil. amid roars of un-
controllable laughter, ¢ the boy who believes
in the Church hasn’t come to school, he's sick
a bed. |

A farmer attending a fair with a hundred
pounds in his pocket, took the precaution of
depositing it in the hands of the landlerd
of the house at which he stopped. Having
occasion for it shortly afterwards he resorted
to mine host for the payment ; but the land-
lord, too deep for the countryman, wondesed
what hundred was meant, and was quite sure
no such sum had ever been lodged in his
hands by the astonished rustic. After ineffec-
tual appeals 10 the recollection, and finally to
the honor of Randolph, the farmer applied to
Curran for adyice.

. Have patience, my friend, said the coun-
cel; ‘speak to the landlord privately, and
tell him you must have left the money with
some one else. Take a friend with you, and
Jodge with him another hundred pounds, in
the presence of your friend, and then come
to me.’ .

We must imagine, and not commit 1o pa-
per the vociferations of the honest dupe at
such advice; however, moved by the rhetor-
ic or authority of the worthy CO"“S‘?L hle fol-
lowed it and returned 1o the legal friend.

< And now sir, | don’t see I am to be any
better for this, if I get my second ’};\'Jn'.!?td
again. But now whatis 19, be done 4

¢ Go and ask him for it when he is alone
: said Curran, ; ;s ;

¢ Ay, sir, but asking for it ‘won’t do—I'ze
afraid without my withess at any rate,’ said
the countryman.

¢ Never mind, take my advice) said the
counsel ; * do as bid you, and then return ‘o
me. .

The farmer returned with his hundred, glad
at any rate to find that safe again in his pos-
session.

<1 don’t see a8 Lam much better off’

« Well, said the connsel, ‘ now take your
friend with you, ask the landlord for the hun-
dred’pounds your {riend saw you leave with
him.

Sin like a disease is often caught by infec.
tlon,

e A S




