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Have you gazed Into the dre,
Nor dreamed of things gone byj
Nor seen the castles forming,
And quickly fitting ba?
Wiith battlement and LoWET,
Now llmaed in Wues of goid,
Bright, briiliant, snd enirancing;
Now faded, pale and cold?

AlL! there we view the ralubow,
To myriad Lues of Hight,
Encircl'ng A:wing fonutains
01 Hgaid walers bright;
There raised (be huge, b'gh moun'aln,
Toere desert’s expapse crosred,
And there, In crocked windings,
Our pathway now is lost.

@hare reared the high Parnassus
We hope ere long Lo climb,

Wuere hangs the lavrel gariand,
The noblest gift of time,

¥ B g are our bopes and wishes,

As picturcs lu the fire;

Bright all our Joys and blessings,
Yet stlll we more desire,

Fhere 1 ywers of brightest promise
Invite our ardent gaz-}
As sparks ot fire fly upward,
Wa view Lthe ruddy blaz 3
An ! dream of thinzs iu future,
And dream of things long past,
E’cr hoping that propitions,
Qur bark may ride at last.

Have you secn no loved ones’ faccs,

In ehinlog bues of health;
- Nor wished 1o vlew them nearer,

As clothed In love®s deep wealiL?

Ne'er viewed them as retrealing,
They let space vacuu! there;

Aod sadly telt Lthe vision
H.d faded into sl:?

As dreams meet us in slumter,
A- Qowere fade away,

Ye view the glowing embers
Of the evenlng fire at play;
Aud dream of Joy avd eplendeor,
We speak In gentlest Lone,
While grasplug a* thom nearer,
We Aad they all have flown,

And as the emberg smoulder,
While aghes hide the light,
Wa tlink of vseless struggles,
Of hopes no longer bright;
A2l sadly twrnicg from Lthem,
We parting heave a sigh,
To think t1at) we's f. lrer
. Mu:t blegm, so svon to dle,
OR1OY.

INEW PIASE OF CRIME IN ENGLAND.

A system of garroting Las 'ately exhibited
\self—especially in London —in adlition to
the usual awmount of crime chronieled in the

Eunglish journals. The system is thus noticed
and described in the New York Sun:

“A couple of ruflians, armed with heay
bludgeous or perhaps pis‘ols, sudden!y dart
from behind upon some ‘pedestrian, seiz: his
arms, and, if he makes any resistance, slun
him with a blow, when a ¢ nfederate advan-
ces to the front, and in a twinkling riflés the
pockeis of the victim of wateh, purse or
jewelry, and then the whole band instantl
deeamp in various directions. With ladies
the process is more simnp'e, provided they do
not give theala m by shrieking, and submit
q'iietly to be robb 4. But, as few of them
Lave presence of minl for this, they are
generally knocked in the head, as in the case
of the sterncr sex. Usually they are seized
firmly by the shawl, whichis drawn tightly
around them, so as to confine the arms, and
enable the ruffians ¢, rifle the pockels with
impunity.

About twilight, er in the evening, the streels
ol Ly ndon and the outskirts are especially un-
sife. Even brave men gnail at a danger.
against which it is impossible to gnard, and

the alarm of the people is described as being |

pometimes lud crous. Itis dangerous even
for fricnds to accost each otherin-an uufre-
quente | place. Lately, we saw an account of
a gentlemas who aecosted another in the
sireet, and receiving a terrible blow in the
head for his puing, rushed off, leaving his hat
behind him. The a sailant picked it up, saw
the name of his dearest friend w.itten on the
juside, and at once repaired to his house with
a miggiving of the truth. The wife of the
wounded man opened the do r, and exc'aimed
w th tears in her eyes: “Ob, I am so glad you
Liave come! Poor, dear Harry—how dreadful
~—hag been atfacked bygarrolers, and scarcely
escaped with bis life. He got home covered
with bleod. He is in bed now, and the doec-
tre are with him- how good of you to cali to
gee him!?

These depredations are represented :sbein

pe——
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AN OLD MAID’S SOLILOQUY.

“Dear, oh! what a bo e it must be to have
a husband' a real genuine, bearded six-footer
bothe ing round a bedy, and making a slave
of one generally, under the pretence of being
ene’s pro‘ector and provider!” excliimed Miss
Cleverbody, a sbarp-feaiured spinster, with
an abundance of false hair, a set of false

penny whistle,
“Here’a one that will never

get foole ?
Nary a time, gentlemen!

Here’s one that can

yonr studied words, bows and grimaces;
could ¢ I tell whal was coming when Widoav-
er Green us d to come every evening, and
praise my garden, my housekeepirg, and my
way of talking to little Cousin Sue, and mak-
ing her mind? Did’ut he get his answer,
though, when he ventured to pop Lhe question?
Yeés, sure, he did! and the old fellow bas
never Jooked on t' is gide of the road s'nce.
Then oll Jonas Grindhard, after makirg
great speculations for starting a dairy, came
over here with his compliments and sly winks,
but the old codger couldn’t get me for his
spouse and dairy maid. Hel he! how he
hung his under-lip when I gave bim his an
SWer, i :

“Then the way m rried women carry on is
a caution,sure. Now, there’s Mellissy Neel,
always spitting of her spite on old maids, as
though she be any better off than me, with
her fine little dirty-nezed frizzlr-headed young
ones, and her grea* h.bberly husband; couldn’t
I have booted him last Siturday evening
though, when he sat down at Mellissy’s feet,
a d instead of rocking the cradle, or seeing
after the cows, laid bis great chucklehead
deliberately in her lap, right before me, and
there she sat, strok ng his ugly red locks, and
looking down at him as thcugh he was the
greatest treasure in existence,

“Then if it ain’t actually disgusting to see
that young Kate Gibson, cut round with ber
J m, a smirking, and a twit'ering, and talk-
ing their nonsense to one another, Law! if
[ ever draw a prize in the m trimonial lot.

it shall be a rare ene,now [ just tell you

te
1—[2!}&!1 have my eyes op n when I take my

chance, -

“Will T ever forget the day I came back
from sister Fan’s? Pshaw, how mortified I
| was by that young couple who had the scat
just aliead of e in the ears, bow they whis-
Eared and tittered, with ber head resting on

is shoulders as though she was tired to
death; my face burns yet, when I thivk of the
look that young fellow gave one time, and
then turned around to Lis foolish little wife,
and whispered some'hinr, then she began to
snicker too; but somehow [ couldi’t feel
wralhy at the chap for all, breause he put me
so0 much in mind of S———. Well, no matter
n w—no matter,” said Miss Cleverbody, her
glistening needlea dashing swiftly throngh the
stiches in the mitten she was knitting, but the
shaded yarn, winding through her busy fingers,
was a type of the clounded thread of destiny,
fate h_s spun fur the old maid.

Tue Fronc#a Coox AND THE Prize Ox —1
remember an amusing anecdote of a certain
nobleman who wa- a great farmer, and also a
great ep cur>, He kep' a famous prize ox; he
kept also a famons French cook. Once ou a
time he invited some distinguished f.iends to

Y |accompany him to his enuntry seat, and s nt

the cook on a few days before to prepare for
the entertainment. As =oon as he arrivel, he
was impatient to sho v his friends his prize ox,
a d carried them off te the farmyard.  When

' he came to the stall in whieh the ox was kept,

Jo and behold the ox was gone!  He called to

Y | the herdsmen, “Why, where is my priz= ox??

“P ease your lord«hip,” said the man, *‘“he

French ecook came to look at him two days

ox has d sappeared.”’

Much astonished, my lord has'ened to seek
anexplanati n of the cook, and found himvery
buay in his private room pear the kitchen.
“What is this slory about my prize ox—what
have you doe with my Durham ox?”

lagu and admired him greatly; since then the’

““Ab, my lord,” said t'e cook, #1 have him

=12

here, safe and soun';”’ and so saying, he open-
el a cupboard anl on one of the shelves
showed his lordship a small ja~.  Pointing to
the jar, he said, with great complacency,

“There! you cee, my lorl, he was rather too
tough for a roast; but I have stewed him down

into a famous sauce!?—Sir Edward B. Ly ton.
- 50— =

RemArRkABLE W RE3.—N i neveh was fifteen
miles long, eizght wiile, and forty miles round,
with a wall one hundred feet high, and thiek
enough for three chariots abreast. Bahylon
was filty miles with n the walls, which we e
gevenly thick, and four hundred feet high,
with one hundred brazen gates. The temple
of Diana,at Eplkesns, was four hundred years
in building. The largest of the pyramids is
four bundred and eighty-one feet high, and six
hundred and fifty three on the sides; its base
covers eleven acres.. - The stones are about
thirty feet in length, and the layers are three
hundred and eighty. It employed thre: hug-

dred and . thity thousand men in buildiog.
The lab; rinth-in Egypt contains three
glchambers and two

ndred
undred and fifty hal's.

committed by “ticket-of-leave-men,” astbey | Thebes, in Egypt, presentsruins twenty-seven

are called, Theseareconvicted prisoners who

were sentenced to transportalion, bat after’
- -serving a short time ix an Ecglish prison, wp!‘.&‘

liberated upon giving evidence of g=od con-
ducti. Carlyle long .ago . arsued that they
ehonld be blown frow the mouth of cann n, or
otherwise made away w t1 f om the eaith,
but this course would de; op ilate the country
89 much if rig.idz'curriqd out, that it has not
ygt been adopted,’ s A

sand slaves.

{away from it two hundred statutes.

miles roun ], and contained three hundred and

it y thousand citizens, and four hundred thou-
rich in donations that it was plundered of five
bundred thousand dollars, aud. Nero carried
| The
w.lls of Rome wese thirteen miles round.

- o o

—Rag: in the East are now worth from fivs

{ o eight cen s.2pound,
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THE V.RTUE OF GENIUS.

Genius possesaes an aslonishing virtue. It

Jifts its Lero above ‘the common soirings of

mankind, and eclevates him to a stand-point
from which, like a beacon light, he diffuses

‘every day objects of our experience, we p-r-
read the villany of your hearis through ail|ceive men, allotted with the ordinary sbhare of he

'douhtful

The temple of Delphos was so |

around his dazzling beams of radiaucy, thus
'iluminating the forlunate age in which he
flourishes, and serving, like a signal house at
teeth, and a little round mouth, like a tin sea, as an object claiming the attention and’
Genius shorteus

respect of his fellow men. _
the path to glory and r nown; and while, as

abiliti+s, entangling themseives in a maze of
and eritical ecircumstances,
emerging into fair prospects,

gling against the waves of alvern:iy, the

man of genius, without such reverses, sails

into the port of Immortality with a compara-
tively sinooth sea and favorable wind.
Genius i3 imperishable.

It stares death in

rage an ! defiance, bids him perform

alive, floats down, as it were. the ceaseless
stream of Time in the bark of Immortality,
through successive generations, wondered at
and applauded, as it eails along.
suh men as Shakspeare, Milton,

many othe:s have long ere this found their

final resting-place, where they await, in all |2 solution

than!

and again 8 rug- :tlla copy so well, he might, perhaps, like to

the face, and, with looks of undaunted cou-,
his work
of desolation, 7The form in which it display=s |
i's brillianey, ?tis true, is soon laid cold and |
lifeless in the narrow tomb; but genius, ever

GIOTTO'S MODEL.

Gi»tto, intending to make a paiiting of the
erocifixion, induced a poor man to be bound
to a eross, uider a promise of being set at
liberty in au hour, and handsomely rewarded
for his paivs. Instead of this, as soon 2s Gi-
otto had®made his victitn secure, he 8 ized a
dagger axd stabbed him to the bearl! Hs
then sent about painti g the dying agonies of
the victim of bhis foul treachery. When he
hat fiuished bis picture, he c rried it to the
Pope, who was so well pleased with it that
resolve | to pluce it ab.ve the altaref b s
own ch pel.

Giotto observed th .t as his holiness liked

gee the original. -

The Pope, shocked at the impiely of
the idea, uttered an exclamation of surpris~,

¢] mean,” said Gio to, “l1 will show you
the jerson whom 1 employed as a model in
this picture, but it must be on co dilion that
your holine-s will absolve me (rom al pupish-
ment for the use I bave made of him.” ‘

The Pope promised Giotto the absolulion

for which he s ipulated, and accompanicd the

artist to his studio, _ |
On entering, Giotto drew aside a c:riain

'which huog before thedea ! man, still strefched
Though |I
Bacon and |

on the ¢ oss and covered” with blood. The
barbarous exhibit.on struck the pontifl’ with
horror; he told G etto he could never give him
for so cruel a deed, and that he

the fearful sublimity of death, tue blast of must expect Lo guffer the m st exemplary pun-

to existence, and announce that the
judgment day has come; yet, do they
now live among us? Yes,
forms stand before our vision in all their
greatness and majesty, and speak in loud
tones of their genius,

¢«Thesa shall reslst the emp're of decay

When Time Is o®.r and woilds have pussed away;
Cold in the dust the perished heart mey be,

Bua that which warmed | ence can never die.”
—

Wuy Sarr 1s Heacrraruvr. —From time
immemorial it has been known that without
salt men would miserably perish; and amoeng
the horrible punishments entailing certaino
death, that of I'eeding cu'prits on saltless food
is said to have prevailed in barbarous times.

soine writers as the distressing symptoms

| which salitless food engenders; but no ancient

or unchemical mode n could explain ho v such
sufferings arose. Now we know why the ani-
mal er .ves salt, why it sulfers discomfort, and
why it ultimately fa Is into disease if salt is
for a time withheld, Upward of half the sa-
line matter of th= blood—fifty-seven per cent—
consists of common salt; and as this is parlly
discharged every day through the s.in and
kidneys, the nccessi'y of coutinued supplies
of it to the healthy body becemes sufliciently
obvious. = The bile also contains soda as a
special and indispensab e constituent, and so
do all the cartilages of the body. tint the
supply of salt, therefore, and neither will the
bile be able prope ly to assist the diges'ion,
nor the cartilag=s to be built up again as fast
as theynatu.ally waste—[ Prof. Johnson.
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tune itself, for a co rtesus man always suc-
ceeds well inlife, anl that whe ; persons of
ability some imes fail. The famous Duke of
Marlborouzh is a case in point.,
of him byjone con'emporary,tha’ his agrerab e
manners of en converied an epnemwy into a.
frie.d; and by another, that it was more
pleasing to be depied a favo- by his grace,
than to receive one from any other man. The
gracious manner of Coarles James Fox pre-
<erved him from dislike, even at a time when
he was, politically, the most unpopalar man
in the kipgdom,
of such examples of success obtained by
civility. The experience of evvry man fur-
nishes, if we recall the past frequen: instances
where coneilitary manners have made the for-
tunes of physcians, la vyers, divines, politi-
cans merchants, anlinde/d ind viduals of all
parsui's.  To meun, civilitv is what beauty is
to woman—it is a general passp rt to favor —
a letter of intreduction, wri ten in a lapguage
that every oné undsrstanda.

- B o

How BEceiNG CH!LDREN ARE DISPOSED OF
IN MusicH.—At Murich there prevails a sin-
gular custom. Every child found begging in
the strests is arresteld and carried to a chari-
table establishment, . The moment he entors
the hospital, and before he is cleaned and
g-ts the new clolhes intended for him, his
portrait is painted in his ragged dress, and
precisely as he was found begging. When
his elucalion is firished in the bospital this
portrait is given to biw, and be promises by
an oach to keep it all-his li‘e, in order that he
may be reminded of the abject condition fromn
which he had been rescued, aud of the obliga-
tions he owes to the ins itution which. sayed
bim from misery, ard gave hium the meauns by
which he was enabied to avoid it in future,

AN Army Joxg.—An exchange has the
fulfwinn: T ”

rm haplain—*¢ oung
f;ie_ud.}::an ygul:ead?" }' i
Contraband—*Yes, sah,”

_Army Chaplain—“Giad to hear it Shall T

gjve you a paper?” . s

Con'raband---"Sartain, massa, il  ¥you
please?’ '

Army Chaplain--“Very good. What paper
would you choore, now?" el

Contraba d--“W:ll massa,if you ciews,'ll

take a paper of terbacker. Yah! yah?Y'.

that trumpet which shall awaken them again |ishm b,

'said he bad culy one [avor to ask that his ho-
gr:ﬁ ‘| ness give himy leave to finish the piece be-

Their shadowy 1.

Civ:rity 18 A ForruNie.— Civility is a for- |

Giolto, with seeming resignation,

fore he divd. The request was too important
an object to be denied; the Pope readily grant-
ed it; and in the meantime, a guard was set
over Giotto to prevent his escape,

On toe painting being replaced in the Artist’a
hands, t.e first thing he did was to take a
brush, and d:pping it into a thick varnish, he
daubed the picture all over with it, aund
then annou ced th:t he hid fiished his
task.

Hi: holiness was greatly incemseld at this
abuse of the indulgence he had givens, and

'threatencd Giotto thiat he ehou!d be putto the
‘most cruel death unless be painted an ther

picture equal to the one he had destroyed.
“0. wha availis your threat,’”” repiied Gi-

Maggo's an! corrupltion. are spoken of by otto, “lo a man whom you baye dousm:d te

death at any rate?”? :

“But,” replied his holiness, “I can revoke
th «t doom.”

“Yes ? continue! Giotto, ““bul you cannot
prevail on me to trust to your verbal premise
a second time.”

“You shall have pardon under my signet
before you begin.”

Oa toat condition pardon was accordingly
made out and given to Giolto, who takin: a
wet sponge, in a few minules wiped off the
coating with which he had bedaubed the pic-
ture, and instead of a copy, restored the origi-

'nal in all 1ts beauty to his holiness.
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LONGEYTY OF LITTLE MEN.

L

Yourlittle old menabroad live, when theyare
to be found extant at all, to a prodizious age.
They seem to be subjeel to the same mummify-
ing influences as the bodies of the old monks in
Sicily. They grow very yellow, very witheed,
their bones seem to ciack as they walk, but

Y o | for instance.
t wis 8aid { po remadura ever sicee I can remember the

|yeas.

The world’s history is full | 5¢ the door.

they don’t diz. Takemy friead, Estremadura,
Ihave kno n Senor Rivon de

knowledge of anything., That H.dalgo knew
iy papa, aud he has been dead five-and-thurty
Estremadura was 80 old when I was
a child that the nurses used to frighten me
with him. Thavemethimofladon, in alwmost
every capital in Europe.: Oaly this summer,
drinking tea with certain friends, thore came
a b:isk though tr-mulous little double kpnock
. “Ecoutez,”” cried the lady of the
honse; that sure'y is Es remadura’s kneck.”?
Estremadura! Ther: was a ery of derisive
amizement, Everybody agreed that he had

been dead ten years. Sum:boedy had seen an
accouunt of Lis funeral in the newspapers.

B it the door epened, and Estremadura made
his appearance, e was the sam= as ever.
The same y llow face, black, bead-iike eyes, .
inpumberable wrinkles, fixed grin; the same
hat, grass-green coat, wiite trousers, and b

L-L-Jc‘n-:!z:;- -his uuvary'ng costume eversince I ha

known him. “How you do?”? was my saluta-
tion to bim. . “Ver well since. 1 saw jou
lasse.” Ihad net seen him for fi'tven years.
He chatted aud talked and drank tea. He
wai asked whence he bad come? F.om Rome.
Whither he was going? To Siockh lin. He
was charming; yet we could not help feeling,
all of us, as thouzh we were silting in 'bhe

presence of a facetious phantom, of a jocular

ghost, It was rather a relief when he skipped
away, and was seen no more. 1 wonder
wheiher he will ever turn up again., It is
cear that Estremadura is ninely. if he is a

'day old; yet Idare say ie wiil read the ac-

count of my death, if anybody takes the
trouble to adyerlise that fact in the news-
apers, and say, “Ahal and so he die, EL!"
Y'k_ugw his g od papa ver well,”
Sure'y we should be careful in keeping wp

colored .

the breed of little cld men at home as weéll aa
aboad. To me they are irfizitely more
agreeable{ban big men, ycung or o!d. Bt
they are dwindling away, they are vanishing
fast, Tle little o d ticket-porters, with {h-ir
white aprons, are being superseded by burly
middle-aged messengers, or else by bearded
commissionaiies, Arlists gel into the Acad-
ey before they are fyrty; and the little old
painter who remembéis Norihicote, and to.

whom the Princess Amelia sat for her por-

Itrait, is a rera avis—[ All the Ycar Rouud,

N
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