WE MIGHT HAVE BEEN!
B L E. LANDON.
e A
1) um) . i
:&?:’ah‘ those finer chords |

hose tones reverberats, when umavailing—
We might have been!

have been s happy, says the child,
Pont in the drear;’ achool-room's stifling beat ;
When the rushes, 'mid the marshes wild,

green
Reocal joys, and with vain repeat—
pst Woml have been!

We

We

It is the thought that darkeus on our youth,
When first experience—sad nce—teaches
What fallacies we have believed for truth,
And what few truths our best endeavor reaches—
We might have been !

It is the motto of all human things—
The end of all that waits on mortals’ seel ing—
The weary weight upon '-ﬂqling .
Itis the cryof ﬁ.wm' illll!arln‘—.
We might have been!
What in this bleak wide world can e'er restore us,
The hopes, and fancies, left
Had we but the bitter path before ns,
Alas, how different from what we are—
We might have been!

A “CAT.FISH” STORY.
HAetree scated himself in our

Ben Snagg!
society the other day, overburdened with a
Mississippi yarn, which embraced one of his
hair breadth 'scapes, and which he had re.
solved on relieving his memory of by having
it chronicled.

Ben was an old Mississip’ roarer—none of
your half and half, but just as native to the
element as if he had been born in a broad
horn. He said he had been fotched up on the
river’s brink, and “knew a snappin’ furile
from & mag without larnin’.”

«One night,” says Ben, “about as dark
as the face of Cain, and as unruly as if the
elements had been untied and let loose from
their great captain’s command, I was on the
old ippi. It was, in short, & night

ly en to make any natural born

ristian thifik of his prayers, and a few
converted saims tremble. I walked out up-
on the steam-boat * guard” to cool off from
the effects of considecrable liquor doin’s, par-
ticipated in during the day, but had scarce-
ly reached the side of the boat when she
struck a snag, andmade a lurch, throw.
5 me about six feet into the drink. I was

ntly cool

y b r, when I came to
the surface, but | had nigh in & short time set
the Mississippi a bilin’, my carcase grew so
hot with wrath at observing the ‘old boat
wending her way up stream, unhurt, while
1, solitary, unobserved, and alone, was float-
ing on the old father of waters. I swam
to the head of a small island some dis-
tance below where we struck, and no sooner
touched ground than I made an effort to
stand erect. You may judge of my horror
on discovering my landing place to be & Mis-
sissippi mud bar, and about as firm asa

d, into which I sunk about three
in & moment.

« All was dark as a stack of black cate—
visible save the lights of the rece.

no obj
dm—m sound smote upon the ear but

the lessening blow of the 'scape pipe and
the plashing of the surrounding waters.

The first sounded like the farewell voice of
hope, while the latter, in its plashing and
purling, was like to the jabbering of evil
spirits, exulting over an entrapped victim.

to mu%gle. but that sunk

“] attem

me faster. [ cried out, but hi':l':l?d that too,
forced me deeper into my Yyielding ve.
Ere d:yllgmn\rned 1 felt sure ofgl:lng
out ht, and the horrid thought of thus
sinking into eternity through a mud-gate,
made overy hair stand ‘on its own hook,’

yamn allot
out—my oske was all mud/ I prom
old Hiul-l'wml, if permitted to escape this
time, 1 lick anythin’ human that said
a word agin’ her; but it was no use—she
was sure of me now, and, like old ¢ barebones’
to an expiring African, she heid on, and
gper and r I sunk,

'foroed to elevate my chin to keep out
‘'my mouth an ww&{ of the temper-
m{lqﬂiﬂ. whlolj'! was flowing s0 coaxingly
about m eyeballs were sta A

Iut{l:’nd had wasted to &
ty shadow, when

o R

my

ft—it
olb—

of froe.

In & short time |the

« | goon discovered I had made captive a
mammoth ¢atly, huge enough to be the pa.
triarch of his tribe.,dulad a set of an:‘:lit);“
was quickly adopt n my mind, that he!
oonld(lm lr{val further m{houl company. '
A dosperate start and vigorous wriggle to

was made by my friend the cauy,
but g;n was six fect in Imrlh of desperation’
attached to his extromity that could neither
be coaxed nor shook off. Soon succeeded
another start, and out | came-like a cork
from a bottle. Of started the fish, like a
comel, and after him | went, a muddy spark,
at the end of his tail. By a dexterous twist
of his rudder, I succeeded in keeping him
on the surface, and steered him to a solid
landing, where I set him loose, and we whook |
ouml’:u, mutually pleased at parting com-

p.?'):l‘hlt will do, Ben,” said we, *“all but
the tail.”

«“Tail and all, or none!” wid Ben; so
here you have it. Ben swears he'll father
it himself.—St. Louis Reveille.

LABOR

For there is a perennial nobleness, and
even sacredness, in work. Were he never
so benighted, forgetful of his high calling,
there is always hope in a man that actually
and earnestly works: in idleness alone is
there perpetual despair. Work, never so
{ Mammonish mean, iz in communication
|with nature ; the real desire to get work
done will itself lead one more and more to
regula.
L

truth, to nature’s appointments and
tions, which are truth. *

It has been written, ‘an endless signifi.
cance lies in work ;" a man perfects him.
self by working. Foul jungles are cleared
away, fair fields rise instead, and state.
ly cities ; and withal the man himself first
ceases to be a jungle and foul unwholesome
desert thereby. Counsider how, even in the
meanest sorts of labor, the whole soul of a
man is composed into a kind of real harmo
iny, the instamt he sets himself to work !
| Doubt, desire, sorrow, remorse, indignation,
' despair itself, all these like helldogs lie be-
leaguering the soul of the poor dayworker,
'as of every man ; but he bends himself with
free valor against his task, and all these are
stilled, all t shrink murmuring far off
into their caves.
|'The blessed glow of labor in him, is it
|not as purifying fire, wherein all poison is
burnt up, and of sour smoke itself there is
made bright blessed flame ! ’ .

Bl is he who has found his work;
let him ask no other blessedness. He has a
work, a life-pu ; he has found it, and
will follow it! How, asa free-flowing chan.

sour mud-swamp of one’s existence, like an
ever-deepening riverthere, it runs and flows;

:lll from the root of the remotest grass.
|

i

lntzl!', let the stream and its value be great
or small! Labor is life: from the inmost
heart of the worker rises his

so soon as work fitly begins. Knowledge!
The knowledge that will hold good in work.

acorgdits that, says yea to that. Properly
thou hast no other knowledge but what thou
hast got by working: the rest is yet all an
hy is of knowledge ; a thing to be ar-
gued of in schools, a thing floating in the
clouds, in endlesa logic-vortices, till we t
it and fix it. °* , of whatever kinz
can be ended by action alone.”—Carlyle.

Homuz Epvcation.—~Another “important
rule in home education is, that we should
aim at evolving the nature of a child,
by suppression, but by expression. Bri
forth all the , and the evil will pe

of itself. patent modes of education
all adopt the plan of taming down, checking,
pruning; they all resolve themselves into

command—Do not; the undone in a
crowd of petty particulars passes for the
vl::ou; and the soil is : n?h.l;lu..d' thu}
it not strength to a frui 0
grand and geuro!:uuﬁ':u Most books on
education sre written by old maids who
know much about education as about

i

[
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St i, thodelhd miouta sad sy

The man is now a man. |

| curtains, with the trimmings o

nel, dug and torn by noble force through the |

; making, instead of pestilentiul swamp, |
& green fruitful meadow with its clear-flow. | distructing in this, end as it wou d,of a Wal. |
stream. How blessed for the meadow |ter Scout writing daily with the ardor of a

god-givemoree, |
the sacred celestial life-essence breathed in-

to him by Almighty God ; from his inmost’
heart awakens him to all noblerss—to all |
knowledge, ‘ self-knowledge’ and much else, | tract after tract of moorland in the shire of

ing, cleave thou to that ; for nature herself

nﬂthe world ; what is it, come, tell.”

dowils, whiali, if invariably and serupulous-

ly observed, would crush the greatest geni. |
us that was ever sent by Heaven to brighten, '
or the divinest excellence that, ever was sent
by Heaven to gladden the world. What
would Newton and the whole host of Fng.
lish wortheis have been, if they had thus
been educated 7 But, God be praised, hu.
inan nature is stronger than books. [Pl
ants, male an:! female, may speculate about
it as they like ; they may give a long cata.
logue of triflng maxims, and of tedious pre.
scriptions, by which it is to be fitted for
the conipiny of decent, respectable, and
twaddling people like themselves; it way
submit to their lessons for a time, but anen
it laughs at all their foolish frrmnlisins, ri.
ses 1o its full height of glory, and rushes with
invineible and Tuminous wtep oward its des.
tined supremacy. Lvery child has a s
tinctive nature of s own; aml that (s
tinetive nature should be the Tnw of its edu.
cation, I we adopt the principle of o lucs
ting children not by suppression, hut by ex.
pression, not merely will it be Fand that no
one family can be educated like any other
family, but that no two chilidren of the same
family can be educated precisely in the same
manner.  All the childeen of the same fam.
ilv have a different character; why should
they all be cducated alike ! I due chiid
has a brilliant imagination, another the most
exquisite sensibilities, another the most logi
cal capacity—why should they all e edu.
cated in the same way, merely beenuse they
happen to dwell under the san root' 7 Not

—— e ——————  —

[only would it be infinitely better for ench 1o

be educated according to his distinetive s
ture, but infinitely better for them all.—
Maceall.

Tue Fearrvn Mavapy oF AumrmioNn.—
Scott had some L2000 a year without wri.
ting books at all.  Why should he marufac.
ture, and not create to make more ey
and rear mass on mass for a dwelling to him. |
self, till the pile toppled, sank, and biried §
its ruins, when he had a safe, pleasant dwell.
ing ready ofits own accord? Alas! Scott, with
all his health was infeeted ; sick of the fear.
fulest malady, that of ambition! Tosucha
length had the king’s baronetey, the world's
favorite, and * sixteen parties a day,’ brought
it with him. 8o the insane racket must be
kept up, and rise even higher and higher.
So masons labor, ditchers delve ; and there
is endless correspondence altogether about
inarble slabs for tables, wainscoting of rooins,

. curtains’ |
orange colored or fawn colored ; Scott, one |
of the gifted of the world, whom his admir.

ers call the most gifted, must kill himself

'that he may be a country gentleman, the

founder of a rauce of country lairds. It is
one of the strangest, most tragical historics.
ever enacted undoer the sun, So poor a pas. |

draining off the sour festering water, grad.  sion can lcad a man into such mad extremes.

Surely, were not a man a fool always, one
might say there was something eminently

stcam-engine, that he might make £150,000
a year and buy upholstery withit. Tocov. |
erthe walls of a stone house in Selkirkshire
with knicknacs, ancient armor, aml genca-
logical shields, what can we name it, but a
being bit with a delirium of a kind? ‘That

Selkirk should be joined together on parch.
ment and by ring fence, and named ufter
one’s name, why it is a shabby small type
of your vulgar Napoleans, Alexanders, and
conquering heroes, not counted venerable by
any teacher of men.—Carlyle.

A Secrer.—* How do you do, Mrs. Tome,
have you heard that story about Mrs. Ludy?”
“ Why, no really, Mrs Gad, what is it-—do
tel' 7 % Oh, I promised not to tell it for
all the world !—No, 1 must never tell on't,
I'm nfraid it will git out.” “ Why, I'll nev- |

er tell on’t as long as | live, just astrue as |,
4

“ Now |
you won't say anything about it, will you 1"
“ No, I'll never open my head about it—nev.
er. Hope to die this minute.” *“ Well, if
you’ll believe me, Mrs. Fundy told me last
night, that Mrs Trot told her that her sister’s
husband was told hy a person who dreamed
it, that Mrs. Trouble’s oldest daughter told
Mrs. Nichens that her grandmother heard
by a letter she got from her third sister’s
second husband’s oldest brother's step.daugh.
ter, that it was reported by the oa;llln of a
clam boat just arrived from the Fecjee lsl.
ands, that the mermaids about that section
wore shark skin bustles stufled with pickled
oels’ toes.”

Human Livg—A Parable.~Two pilgrime
were jnumerlug together over the desert—
one mounted on a camel; with a lofty pad.
ded cushion, and a canopy above his head,
‘I'ne other, with unsandled feet, lacerated
nml seorched by the burning sands, and un.
turbaned head, which throbbed alinost tor
bursting with the sun’s fierce rays.

‘God is great!” ojaculated the poor
wretch—" Oh! that: he would relieve me
from this dreadful agony! For what erime
um | thus severely punished 1"

“Poor hrother, how 1 pity thee !’ replicd
the wellanounted traveler, * but thou know.
est that sutlering is a necessary discipline
for human bgings.  Be content with thy lot."

“ Alus! il thou wouldst but let me mount
thy beast, and ride one hour, my life might
perhaps be saved.  “I'hy sandals would pro.
teet thy feet, and turban shield thy head,"

“ My soul s grieved for thee,” waid his
svmpathetie triend with o deep sich ; b,
verily, il a camel hadd been best for thee, the
wise sovercign ol the carth would fiot have
withheld it. 1t is our duty to bow 1o the be.
Liests of Providenee.”

Onward they journeyed—one feeling an
much compassion as o heart overflowing with
gratitude could contain ; the other trying to
solve the |lru|a|c-m. why such strange ine.
qualities would exist,

Another hour—anl the Wleeding foet, and
aching brow, and bursting heart, were at
rest om the desert,

‘he favorite of Heaven—ar Fortune,
looked down from his comfortalile seat anl
exclaimed,

o Untortunate frien!, would thi Heaven
hid bestowed on thee nocamel, that T night
stll enpov thy eompanionship and not be
n!l]l_’_"l-!l 10 e ross the ll’ﬂ('kh--n disert alone H
but the good Gosd be praised that he has pre.
served me from so dreadfiel o Coe as thine !

Stanisties wortn hxowive.—In Great
Rritain, the number of individuals in a state
1o hear arms from the age of sixteen to six.
v, is 2,744,517, The number of marriages
i= about 93,030 vearly; and it has been
reckoned that in <ixty.three of these unions,
there were only three which had no issue.
The number of deaths is about 842,700
vearly, which makes nearly 25,502 monthiy,
6,308 weekly, 914 duily, and 40 hourly.
The deaths amonyg the women are, in pro.
portion tomen,as fifty to forty-five. The mar-
ried women live longer than those who eon.
tinue in cclibaey. rn the country the mean

Herm of the number of children produced

by each marriage is bur; in towns the pro.
portion is seven for every two marriages. The
number of married women is, 1o the goneral
number of individuals of the sex, as one o
three ; and the number of marricd men o
that of all the individuals of the gpale sex,
us three to one ; but the number of widows
who marry aguin is, to that of widowers in
the same case, a< seven to four,  ‘Uhe indi.
viduuls who inhabit elevated stations live
longer than those who reside in less elevated
places. ‘The halt' of the individuals die be-
fore attaining the age of seventeen. The
number of twins is, to that of ordinary births,
as one to sixty.five. According to calcula.
tions, founded upon the bills of mortality, one
individual only in 8,126 antains the age of 100
years. The number of births of the male
sox is, to that of the female sex, as ninety.
six to ninety.five.— Edinburgh Phil. Jour,

Fonus or IntEMpERANCE.~There is the
intemperance of mirth, and then its victim is
a silly buffoon.

The intemperance of seriousness, and then
he is a gloomy ascetic.

The intemperance of ambition, and then
he is the laureled hero of & hundred fights,
a mud.cap poet, or mountebank statesman.

The intemperance of love, and then he is
a good for nothing driveler.

The intemperance of anger, and then he
ia & frothing madman,

The intemperance of dress and manners,
and then he is a glittering fop.

The intemperance of the purse, and then
he is a sordid miser.

The intemperance of the plate, and then
he is a filthy glutton.

Wno Swarrows ?—A novel way of
catching rabbits is practised on the southern
coast of England. They scatter a quantity
of snuff at the-mouth of their holes, cover.
ing it with green plruleg.uof which the

fond.

is remarks pertakin the
de;icio;u he y they ‘;.r; lgud with n;lz
afit o ‘ll‘ilu’

their draine owt rocks. '
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