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[From Waverly Magazine, ]

L?mns by the Wayside.

Turn to the right; what right have you
To thrust me up against the wall?

To stop or run me through and through?
Good breeding says, ‘no right all.’

Besides, ene’s safety gives no right,
And all that’s just proclaims it rude;

“While reason, common sense, and light
Protect, you should net thus in'rude.

’Tis plain, in meeting, none should seek
The wrong hand on the plank or stone,
While every horse, though he cau't speak,

By instinet to the right is prone.

You surely would not be mare rude,
Or duli and thoughtless than an ass;
While they would scorn thus to intrude,
You certainly should let one pass. -

Besides, Enod breeding tells you so—
None but the course and rude will say,
‘It matters little how we go,
So that we blunder on our way.?

| Ouae cannot fuil to know the kind,

In meeting on the road of life,
Whether of low and vulgar mind,

Or, those with sense and breeding rife,

The gentleman you'll ulways know,
The lady one cannot mistake;

For they will, bowing, let you go
Oa the left hand for breeding’s sake.

Turn to the right; ‘*us right to turn .
When once you find you're going wrong;
And let each one this lesson learn, s
Be kiud, be courteons, not too strong.

And when you're right don’t loose the sight,
But if yoa're wrong forsake the way;

For wrong you never can make right,
So leave it off without delay.

If you’ve been *tight,’ do so no more;
t Temperance and you be friends;
Then wealth and peuce will crown your store,
And time for alrwill inake amends,
And now we’ll jostla on the road,
Nor drive each other to the wall,
Bat safely pass on alamode,

And learn good breediug, one and all,
Ropert Jomnsoxn.

—— i —
[From Waverly Magazine.]

The Young Mother —Or Annt Tor-
rey's Opinion of Children.

BY MARTHA HAINES BUTT.

‘Say, isn't it a little dear, Aant Torrey? Ouly
see its lovely eyes of hesven’s own blue; the
tiny dimples in its little checks; I tell you, Aunt
Torrey, that there is nothing, to my miod, so
sweet as this dear child; wow I know what it is
to love.

‘Just the way with all you foolish girls,’ said
Aunt Torrey, as she gathered the folds of her
elegant brocade still closer to herself, as if fearing
the little babe might touch it. <Yes, yod are all
foolish alike. Now what is there about that fus-
sy child to love? Buat I sappose it is natural
enongh for you to loves it # little while.!

‘For a little while! exclaimed the young moth-
er inutter astonishment—'Why, I will always
love Byroa.’ | g

‘Byron! justlike all the rest of the feolish, ro-
mantie, novel reading, poetry-mad girls! yes, he
is named Byron; why dida’t you name him some-
thing scnsible—James, or Jolin, or even Bill, rath-
er than Byron? &

h

th‘(}h, they are entirely too common; 1.dd hate
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ose kind of names.’ Ly
‘Yes, 1 suppose yon do,’ said Aunt Torre

she gave little Bruno (her lap dog) an affection-

ate pat upon the head.

alking. He isthe dearest child in the waf
said its mether. . S o

‘So every other young and foolish mother
think; 1 don’t see anything so wonderful abot
him; I eunly hiope he will have better sense than
his mother has; bul I think it likely he will, for,
as a general thing, men have mors seuse.’

‘Why, Aunt Torrey, hi's father makes just as
‘much fuss over him as I do. You ought to see
him sometimes.’

“Well, as for my part, I cannot see any beauty
in babies; they are so troublesome; all the time
squalling and making such a noise. If they take
a notion to have the muon, all ereation eould not
persuade them they couldn’t have it. To me
children are nothing but nuisances. Some people
make. themselves perfectly ridiculous about then,
and cannot pass a baby without kissing it.’

‘Ab! Aunt Torrey, that plainly shows that they
are fond of children, and kuow tull well how to
eppreciate them. Bless their dear hearis! it seems
to me that the world would be.d perfect blank
without them.’

‘A blank indeed. T wish there were no chil-
dren in the world. Ouce or twice every week I
am Enrueuutad; the children upset my work-box;
my knitting needles are taken out of the stock-
ings I am s0 intent on kuitting. Toys, and the
dear knows what, all strewn over the floor by
those troublesome little vixens, my nicce and
nephaws; [ on'y wish sister would not briag them
when she comes to spend the cay; il 1 was mis-
tress of that establishmeut she should net, Bat
as [ am ouly a boarder, I must bear it patiently.
| 'll;im narsery is the most proper place for chil-

ren. :

‘You havs mueh to learn yet, Aunt Torrey;
life can have no charms for you if you do not
love children.’

‘Well, I do not imsgine it possible for me ever
to love them now, as I never have all this time.’
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‘Oh! do listen! how sweetly little Byruu$
3
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‘Aunt Torrey, you remember how much the
Savior loved little children. There is something
truly interesting and lovely about the little crea-
tures. T'hey are like sweet flowers springing up
in our pathway. Only think what the world
would be without them.’

‘It would be a great sight better off. I tell vou
there would be less vexation amd tromble. You
might talk to me till Dooms-day, aud then never
get me to think as youdo. No, no, I am much
older than you, and know too well the folly of
such things.” (Clara wonders to herself how
Aunt Torrey knows anything about it.)

‘Do look, do look, Aunt Torrey! Byron has
fallen asleep; oh, can anything be more Jovely ?

Lovely did the cherub-like child lock as it fny
nestled in its mother's arms; the very picture of
innocency and happiness—a smile lingered *round
its ruby lips, or nestled in the dimples of ils rosy
cheeks. The bright eyes of blue were gently
closed by some unseen hand; oh, what a pride
und joy did the young mother feel as she gnzed
upon.a picture drawn by the Creator’s own hand.
It keld converse with angels during its slamber-
ing hours; for what seraph would not court the
smiles of one so lovely and [lair?

S e il s =

Abh! ‘Bruno’ knew too well the meaning when
she raised one of her managing digits; he knew
Just how far he could go by u single glance of her
cat-like eye. But children now ure notso easily
governed, and are apt 1o do preity much as they
fancy, | :

Aunt Torrey was sadly deficient in one par-
ticular; she was inconsistent, too; for she seem-
ed to think that little children—the very sun-
beams of the world—ought never to bave any-
thing except what was of the plainest and cheap-
est kind. Snoe prononuced-all mothers foolish if
they lavished nothing wore than the ordinary ca-
ress=s upon their little gems.

There was indeed a dark film over the eyes of
Aunt Torrey, through which she could not see.
Her heart had not been educated in the right
school, or else she might soon have discovered how
and why it was young mothérs muke so much of
their children, She had never loved aunything
apart from a lap dog, or she might have looked
with more admiring eyes upon what she so much
disliked. Tustead of looking frowningly upon
children, she might huve had a smile or a kind
word,

Depend upon it, Auut Torrey, all is not right

Yes, Aunt Torrey, that was a picture upon
which you might gnze with admiring eyes, and
say in your heart—earth hath some who are in-
nocent. x L = = *

‘I must go, Clara, I want to finish that silk bed-
quilt. It does seem to me it will never be finish-
ed. Ilove to do patch-work; I think, Clura if
you had semething like that to employ your time,
it would be better for you.’

‘Little Byron tukee up ell my time.?

‘So 1 suppose. What good is there then -of
your having a nurse? But I quits forgot; it is
fashionable, you know, to have a nurse—a piece
of extravagance, that is all. If it takes wup zll
vour time to tend to him, youn hiad better discharge
Bridget.’

g glm could tuke him out, then, during these
lovely mornings?’

‘Oh, 1 forgot he had to be taken out for a show
onee in a while.

‘No, uo, Aant Torrey, not for that. He must
have the fresh air. Flowers cannot thrive with-
out it: neither could little Byron.!

“Y es, I suppose they would walk ou', teo.

‘Aunt Torrey, the nurse is not the proper in-
structor for children, either.’

‘I suppose not, But what can such a child as
you teach him? 1t is just like the ‘blind leadiug
the blind.??

T coufess I am not a very good instructor; but
still, for all that, I can learn Lim to talk.?

‘Can’t Bridget do that?

¢‘Oh, yes, but—-" -

‘Bat what? just nothing at all; only you want
to be dangling him all the time, just as a child
does a mere toy; and, after a while, get tired of
it. He will be a spoiled ¢hild, I tell you.?

‘It is most likely he will, Aunt Torrey.’

“You had bettertry to find something better
to occapy your time than nursing children.’

¢But there are its little clothes to mauke.’

‘It is your place to do that: I suppose you do
make them, DBut such a quantity ﬂg‘uﬁﬂh‘_ﬂ! stuff
as you do put-on the a—edgiog, and fixings and
the d=ar knows what.’

“T'hat is all right, though. Women need some
employment to keep themselves out of mischief.
' Why, sure as I am alive, he has a gold chain.

‘Well, Aunt Torry, that was a gift from his
papa.’ . -
‘I suppose it was. I 1ell you that you are go-
ing fo bring that child up to be euntirely too ex-

agant.’ —

‘Let me gsk you some questions, Aunt Tor-
rey: thereigiBruno, your pet dog, with a gold
collar around his neck; now, do you call thut ex-
travagancel® . |

‘Lor bless you, child, no! why that chain will”
last him his life-time.’

‘But that is the second one he has had sinee my
knowledge.’ .

“The other was stolen.’

“That stards the same chance. And, Aunt
Torrey, just look at the jewelry you purchase;
the elegant dresses you wear at your time of life.’

 ¢At my time of life!” exclaimed Aunt Torrey,
| sitting up more erect; ‘1 hope you do not call me
ola’’ |
$0h, no,’ said Clara, perceiving she had touched
eak point. *I ouly thought you lectured me
too severely about Byron.?

«Well, that is a different matter altogether; a
baby is a baby, no matier what you put on it.’

‘I cannot see how you can lavish so much af-
fection on a lap dog.? :

‘No, I suppose not. But a dogis no trouble;
[ only hLave to have his food cut up, water given
him, washed once a day in the winter, twice in
the summer, take him out for a little stroll once

e
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with yoa. Perhaps il you had not resigned your-
self 1o a life of single blessedness, you would
love the little creatures, too, and thiuk with Clara,
thut life would be a desert withoat them. Biless
the sweet little creatures—may you ever find
- some one to noties your innocent prattie, and have
‘& kind word ol encouragement to ¢heer you on.
There are some in the world who do not lock
upon you us ¥ nuisance or treuble; but rather
tuke a delight in catering te your every wish.

-
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The Tea Table.

‘Well, sir, I can take care of myself, said
Julia Pellow fo her husband, as they were

taking tea together in their little parlor, one |

delightful summer  afternoon, =~ Just at that
moment, and while the words were yet on her
| tongue, the door opened and Miss Polly Gaw
ientere the roomn, on one of her .lying after-
noon visits. Julia could not aveid coloring up
- ®@little at this sudden intrusion, and Miss Gaw
evidently saw, or suspected, she had dropped in
at a momnent when her company was not the
| most desirable,

However, she got herself seated, and enter-

tained her good neighbor with a history about
 three hours long, of the home concerns of every
family in the neighborhoad.
There was a minute and detailed account of
 Mr. D’s party, with a list of 21l who were
not invited, among whom she was careful to
mention that Julia was one; then the progress
of the courtships in the country; the domestic
nabbles of her acquaintances; the scandals
the week; the motions of the old widower
who lived on the Appleby farm, belokening an
approaching upion with the Squire’s daughter
and who were jealous thereat; and a hundred
other topics equally interesting and profitable,
were spread out on the carpet.

Mr. Pellow had made his escape as soon as
he arose from the table, and Miss Polly did
not fail to comment largely on the savage un-
sociability of husbands, insisting they were as
restless and unhappy in the marriage noose as
caged up tigers, and instancing how gay, and

‘oung, and spruce they immediately became on
nsing their wivesy kindly and most sympa-
thetically adding *if you were to drop off, my
dear Julia, Mr. Pellow would in ten days be
the most pleasant and agreeable man in the
village.?

Aflter'enjoying herself, and entertaining Ju-
lia thus defi htfully until it began to grow late,
she gathéred up her knitting, and sallied out
to make a call or two more before she went
home.

Mr. and Mrs. Pellow were young, and hag
been married but about a year, and were mu-
tually as happy in their union as love and vie-
tue, and aimij'ar tastes and dispositions could
make them. Ke was engaged in a business
which, with industry and good management

ielded him a genteel living; he embarked in it,
iowever, without capital of his own; but Ju-
lia had a considerable amount of property,
which, thongh tlre principal was not under her
control, afforded a basis upon which her hus-
band was enabled to gain the credit necessary
in his business; and he had dgne so.

This amiable family had numerous relatives
and acquaintances—were looked upon by the
good and sensible part of the neighborhood as

atterns of virtue, and were generally much
Belnved and admired. ,

forgotten in a day or two; but things began be-
fore long to wear rather a strange aspect.
Time after time Mrs. Pellow observed that her

or twice a day. Thatis all, you see. But a child | visitors, who began to be much more numerous

is so much trouble;’ (Clara counld not help smil-
ling to hersell while Auunt Torrey enumerated
the only trouble a pet spoiled lap dog was )

‘Wel{, -morninz, Clara; come and spend
the day with me; butden’t bring Byron.’

«Oh, I could not leave him for the world.’

«] suppose not. Good morniag.’

gl ). ® - »

Aunt Torrey was one of those persons whom
the world calls an old maid. She had. ber own
peculiar notions abcut everything, und one had
as well try to call the wind as to tarn her opin-
jon. Children were her abhorrence, and she oftn
said she could tolerate anything exeepting a child.
One great consideration with her was, when they
came near her, she thought of some serious de-
triment they migat do her dress, or else get
her collar awry, or get one strand of her hair out
of the right place, where she had been so careful
to put it.

Her affections were luvished apon lep dogs!—
Ouly thiuk! a lady to prefer something ijncapable
of speech, to that to whom God hath given a
goul and breathed in it his own image! But Aunt

it grew worse; at last his creditors

than before, put on long faces, and in a con-
doling strain lectured on the trials of the mar-

| riage state, the necessity of forbearance, and

the exercise of Christian patience, mingled
with sundry hints about the sovereign rights of
the sex, and the best method of mn.nas:inF un-
ruly husbands, with now and fhen a half ex-
pressed sympatlietic pity for her. She eduld
not for her life understand what.all this meant;
and attributed it to every cause but the right
cne.

Nor was Mr. Pellow to escape this new and

feeling among his neighbors, towards them,
The first symptom he saw was a coldness and
shyness on the part of his wife's relations—
some of them even refusing to speak to him.

| The female part of his acquaintance scolded

at him; and what was worse, he thought his
customers began to neglect him. Da{ y day

egan to
ngh; he was alarmed; he had never before
ecn asked for mongy; his eredit had been per-
fect; he wondered, and waited the issue; it

Torrey had Lier own views about such matters.—

came in half a dozen prosecutions, judements
and execulions.

The visit of their friend, Miss Polly, was P

to him unaccountable change of the current of

-t

It was now time to rouse up. As these
things were in progress, hg appeared to be in
utter sarprise, and te view them with perfect
incredulity, being scarcely willing to Eeliere
the evidence of his senges. Now he demanded
the cause of his strange treatment, and with
some difficulty ascertained that it arose from
the unhagry separation about to take place
between him and his wife! He demanded the
anthor of the story, and was referred to an old
gentleman, who had told his informer. The
old ma.n‘faﬁ his wife—his wife her neighbor’s
wife, and so the tale was traced down, through
about five and twenty mouths growing rather
less at each, until it came to Miss Polly Gaw
—she had aflirmed that she heard Mr. Pellow
and his wife engaged in a violent quarrel, and
even heard a distinet affirmation, on her part,
that she would leave him.

Mr. Pellow now hit upon an expedient to
bring matters to a close ‘at once. He invited
all such of his and his wife’s relatives, his
neighbors, his creditors, &c., 2s-were within
his reach, to meet at his house on business of
the utmost importance. About fwenty as-
! sembled, among them Miss Gaw, and half a
dﬁ?en of the principal mouth pieces in the
village.

He then stated to them his business—re-
coutited the stories be had heard—traced them
all down to their origin, and demanded of Miss
Polly her reasous for the report she had
raised? ;

Cornered so unexpectedly and suddenly, she
candidly confessed that the only foundation for
what she had said was, that en the afternoon
she had paid the visit first mentioned, she had
heard, as she entered, Mrs. Pellow say *Well,
sir, 1 can take care of myself.” And she
-.ai*i_ahcd to know if Julia Pellow would deny
this.

Julia replied she would not. She barbacued
a pair of fine fat quails for her husband’s sup-
. per, and had been helping him to a choice bit—

e had pressed ber to keep it herself, sayving
she was too kind; and she did on the occasion
'utter the oifensive words, ‘Well, sir, [can take
'care of myself.?

A burst of astouishment succeeded, Miss
| Gaw ran out of the room like a woman who
had lost her senses, ~

The worthy couple received the congratula-
| tions of "all the hgnest people present; and

though the knaves pretem{ed to be mighty glad
the truth had come out, it was with a grace
that but half concealed their sorrow. There-
after, not a syllable was ever lisped about the
befere much talked of separa'jon.

But thus it is, gentle reader, that one-half
‘of the tea-table stories originate; and who
. would think there were, still, as maiy ready
to believe them and trumpet them about, as
there were in Alesbury in Polly Gaw’s time.

™,

L

BoarpiNg Hovuse SceNe.—One day, when
butter was scarce and high, Mrs. Wiggins hit
upon the economical plan of spreading with
her own hands the butter upon the allowance
of bread she doled out to her boarders—merely
to save trouble. Mr. Jordan came home to
tea rather late on the first evening of this new
dodge, sat down in presence of all the other
boarders, and received a slice from Mrs. Wig-
glna, who had gone through the eeremony of

uttering it before his eyes. DMr. Jordan eyed
the bread inquisitively, and began to turn it
from side to side, and scrutinize it closely thro’
his spectacles, - 54

‘What is the matter with your
butter?’ demanded NMrs. Wiggins.

‘Nothing—nothing—nothing,’ said Mr. Jor-
dan, still turning the piece over and persisting
in his scrutiny.

‘Fm positive, Mr. Jordan, that yon do see
nnmethmg. Now, I want,” said Mrs. Wiggins,
her face becoming ﬂushgcf with excitement, ‘I
want menrdern to tell my right out when their
?ityl$’a sen’t sute! Now, Mr. Jordan what
Is Il:

Mr. Jordanlaid down the slice upon his plate,
raised his spectacles to his forehead, and with
great deliberation said: ‘Mrs. Wiggins, there
is nothing the matter with the bread, I assure
you. But, Mrs. Wiggins,”—and hiere Mr. Jor-
dan glanced mischievously down the vista of
attentive faces,—*I have lived in this world for-
ty-eight years,and find myself this evening such
a simpleton, that I can’t tell, for my life, whieh
side of my bread is buttered.?

=
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To Creax Sroxcrs.—The best sponges ifi-
orted are received from Smyrna, and from the
shores of the islands in the Grecian Archipel-
ago. When imported, they are fell of sand,
and in this state it is the best way to purchase
them;- then afterwards to beat out the sand
with a stick, and well rinse them in cold sprirng
wafer.” .- -

Nothing is better adapted for cleansing the
skin than a good sponge; hence surgeons pre-
fer it to any other material. In the regular
way cf using a sponge with soap for washing,
they rapidly become greasy, and are then fre-

uently thrown aside before half worn out.

8 Pecu]iar cellular fibrons tissve of sponge
enables it to decompose the soap, retaining the
grease and oil, which render it slimy; when
such is the case, a ley of soda ahuuh{y e pre-

ared, of the strength of half a pound of soda
halt a gallon of water, and the sponge placed
to soak in it for twenty four hours; it should
then be washed, and well rinsed in spring

witer, and afterwards in water containing a
little muriatic acid (a wine glass of the acid
to half a gallon of water is strong enough.)

Finally, again rinse the sponge in plenty of
spring water. The best sponge being worth
from 40s. to 80s. per pound, renders it fully
werth while to keep them elean. If trouble
be taken to well rinse a sponge every time after

using, the cleansing process will” tarely be
|HEEEBEETY-. ’
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