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DECELVIANG.
The Future, with ber wide domuin,
Tu eager, yuulhful vigm,
1s stretehing, far ncross the plain.
Her mirnge ficlds Elysiun.
Oh buoyant youth, this flattering dream,
To wild, high hopes, entreating you,
This bright, This transitory glenm—
Alaa! young heart, is cheating you !

Lo! now, the durk'uing clouds that rise,
Above thy pathway bending,
That to thy fearing, tenrful eyes,
Their shadows black, are lending.
Fear not the dark, impending doem,
That now seems sternly meetivg you,
With all their fulse, and threatening glhoom,
They too, sad heart, nre cheating you!

Hope on, for grief, as joy, must fide,
Yet, still, be not too trusting,
With every Bght there is o shade,
In Nature's wise sdjusting.
And fear not sorrow, every diy,
Tts petty cares are greviing Yok
But press on bravely, while you wiy,
Lest life, iteell, be cbeating you!
C.
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ATRUE STOKY,
LOVE AND I'I'St(};th\':iliql'l-l.\‘t.'li:-.i.
(CONCLUDED.)

Fairy Seymour had never loved him,
and turning upon bim a louk of colil dis-
dain, fathoming with ber penetrating vye
the secret workings of his soul, wld luw
that she had huped that lime aud ui:-mm.:v
had long since effaced her name frow kis
memory, and that even in (his happy us-
sembly, under the sweet influences ol
heaven, she could nut but refuse him tie
proffered honor.  "Though his seusitive
nature was somewhat dampened by tuis
reply, be was not altogetier devoud ol
that feeling of pride which badever char
acterized him in past troubles aid auver-
sities.  So while maddencd with ungoy-
ernable emotion he tarved W speak, and
his face flushing with the tinge of indig-
pation, he bid her a lust furcwell; tuly
her that his destiny was not yet decided,
and that so long as the auimating sparh
of life still flickered in bis bosowm, Lo
would return to the oppusing worli, &1
in another clime, With & strung arm uhu
resolute heart he would crush tiwe rislug
spirit of human frailty, and detest lorey-
er the name of Fairy Seywour.

It was now growing late; the king of
day, clothed in his brilliant garh, was
sinking beneath a clvadiess horizon.—
Evening was drawing her shadowy cloak
over earth, and a thousand spurkling fu-
oces Jooked down in smiling beauty from
the concave heaven. This little group
had adjourned, and all, with the excep-
tion of one, with a lightened heart, were
returning to their respective homes.—
Qlarence was long in reaching home.—
He was thinking of by-gone duys und
years, of the scenes of the irrevocable
and buried past; the unhappy hours of
the present, and the untold and inevita-
ble future. In taking a retrospective
view of the vicissitudes through which

he had passed, he saw nothing but the
withered flower which had bloomed to
gladden his youth, but had perished un-
touched in the path of his boylhood. He
bad ever been chained down by the yall
ing fetters of recklessness and discon.
tent, yet he had straggled hard and of-
ten to olimb the eminence where delights
bung out in luring beauty, and where
hope, basking in the sanshine of happi-
pess, with one wave of her golden wing
bad bid bim come. But alas! when he
would reash out to bug the wished-for |
treasures to his bosom the turhll waters
of disappointment would rush hefore him,
and he was lost forever in the vortex of
despair. With all these troubles weigh-

Lluh‘will ion

ing upon him, he had, with an inflexible
will, surmounted every obxtacle which
bad been thrown as barriers across the
bighway of his existence. Truly now
did he say :

|
!‘which returned  the miseries of hix Tife.
| But bis imprisonment was of short dura-

“ "Twas ever thus fiom chililbood’s hour,

I've veen my fondest bupes decay ;
I never loved o tree or flawer,

But "twas the first to fude away."
. . . . ® .

Day succeeded day, and when a month
had rolled rannd, Fairy Beymonr, having
drank deeply from the fount of pleasure,
and wearied with town life, was now re-
tarning to her home and all its endear-
ments, in the lavely prairie of Mississip-
pic She felt sad at the idea of leaving
her friends and associates, bl exlisosted
nature hespoke a tmely rest,  Thongh
robibedd her cheek of the
emblem o Lealil, she was now restored
to the artms ol a loving mother, who had
ever blessed and watehed with pride and
gatisfuetion the wants of ber gifted daugh-
ter, Wlile sevlnded i this temporary
haven of rest, ler the fl‘ﬁ!l'lillj.' vire
antd vigih ot exe of w mather, the wonted
e soon veturned to her ehieek and now
shie is the hoasted beanty of the conmtry,
and Tooked Hpon s the sweelost flower
shiecd its fea

tivit ever hiossmn sl anld

st e ov e The Bioseme ot e pr =
Cond © Clarene see B wew bt dagpgy
posacssion of all those winming ways, he
wotthd Fall prostrate at Ler feet, atid ask
h-r;_ri\--n s iy a0 word B haal s ke

thi-

Hera e | s,

inllicnee of an e
atil

i

whon uner
aciuutéd, as L
thamizhity by s e, Mony Hines
ave 1 owished tiat he eonlid see ler, as |
have dune, i the = stilly bonr of wizht,"
at heer prairie home, ©wmching her sweel
guitar,” or thuping the keys ol her
plana, whilis her voler vied b sweelhess
thie serenales of 1he noct il sugsrs,
It has been long sinee their last separa-
o, ad now bis nane is pever mentions
wil, save whon her mind reeirs to st
associutions with which in Lis youth Le
But
i was not so with hine, for everywhere
his rechlessness wonlid deive Ling, ber ime-

was almost indissolubly connected.

e, Dl a tant dizing denone w uhil ful-
P s A0 b ek Bime for bis weakness.,
He nad never eujoyed woquiet life, hut
ot the contratey, had always encouraged
a spirit of adventure,  Home cares anil
Bome enjoyments hecotiing o Lim dull
andd insipid, be turned Bis wanslering foot-
S (] towitrds e Northiern w ilds ol Kun

aits 3ol there he thunght while liwzuril-
ing liis Tifie in hatiling for Southern rights
andd Seuthern principles, he might win
for Bimsell nntald Lorels of honor aud
fme, andl then coulid e dothis, be wonlil
return and Lay them at the feet al Fairy
Sty manr, as testimoniils of & lomg cher-
ished Jove.  DBut uan is ever doomed to
disappointment, Unfortunately,  Clar

ence, with such fiery passions burning in
his Dosom, was prone to eneourge hopes
which conlil never he readized, ad wish-
i for some eml which was nnal taina-
ble. Henve, ax was Lis usual fate from
varly pevollections, he had again fallen
a vietim by the rathless hand of disup-
pointinent Lif hadl now become almast
a burden- to Lim, and not apprecicing
the lives of his fellow men, hoe wis nrg-
ad on hy madness to perpetrate deed
which the lealing waters of time can
pever wash from his guilty conscience.—
Flying from justice, with the foul stigma
of retribution upon his soul, he deter-
mined to visit the promise land of Nica-
ragua, and there to place an anchor to
his life on her wave-lashad shores, Not-
withstanding the act which he had com-
witted, and which was unproveked, be
wax yer a brave and andlannted spivil—
Andd shouldering his musket that never
betrayed him, he marched on with the
gallant sous of Walker to the crimsanel
field of hattle,  The loss of life was nu
considerajivn with Lim; he was always
at his pust, true to himself sud compan-
jons in arnes and for this was awarded
himy a just meed, as the bravest of Walk-
er's hand.  Amid the din of battle, anl
shouts of a suppesed vietory, all past re-
collectiuns were hanished from his mind,
and he thought he had guelled his spirit
of discontent, and curhed forever his pov-
ing clispu:iliul’l. But again he was sally
After many wecks of trials
he was taken captive, with

mistaken,
and privations
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tion. - When he was released from the

the hotds of captivity, determining to
ohey the promptings of his nature, he
resolved to hunt the object of his love,
who had cansed him to drag throngh a
a world of sorrows and disappointments,

When he had reached his home on the
hanks of the Tennessee, he made many
inquiries respecting the home of Fairy
Seymour.  Finally learning that she lived
i the praivic of Mississippi, he forwarded
a letter, telling her from an agonizing
heart, of his sorrows, sufferings and mis-
fortunes,  What hardships he had passed
through in order that he might forget
her. But alus! her soft blue eye was
ever upon him, and its piercing glance
had sent home to his heart a wonnd for
which there was no halm, save the offer-
ing of her own. 1o told her of his mis-
fortunes in Kansas, und how the love for
fer bl nerved his arm to strike for fame

o the Wood=stained feld of Nicaragua.
His lotter wis receivd by Fairy Sey-
iotte, and wswered i silont contempt,

Mony months lave passed sinee then,
aned Clarenes thinking limself a nuisunce
to e enyied .-u-'i-'|_\' in wideh hie liviad,
fas selected an island spot in the Ten-
pessery Hiere to live aut his days alone,
aind at last sink duwn jnte a premature
Srave,

wOb, what is life when not beloved !
A world without o plessure,”

Live on unfortunate man amid the sol-
itndes of your istand home, and your ca-
rect will soom cease in the narrow limits
of the grave.  Amd when Time, the un-
tiving monitor, calls out in thunder tones
from the rockbound caverns of Eternity,
may you arise, aseend, and be blessed

jrr nnuther world, ALBERT.

Self Appreciation—Dr. Holmes, in
the last of nis Auntoerdt papers, says:

Scllappreciation is a slow and graduo-
ul process, AU frst chilil thiks he can
do everything. 1 remember when ]
thotght 1 could Tt a house i 1 only
pried Lord enougl, So 1 began with the
Bind wheel of a heavy old family counch
built like tiat in which my  Lady Boun-
titul cartied livtle King Pippin, if you
appen to remember the illustrations of
that story. L lifted with all my might,
and the planet pulled down with all irs
mizht. Tue plinet beat.  After that,
iy ideas of the ditference between my
will and wy wuseular furce Were more
aceurately defined,  "Then came the il-
lision, that 1 could, of course, * lick,"”
woserve out”t ar *pulish off™ varions
~tall boys who had been or might he
ohowsions to me. The event of U dill-
erent set-tos’ to wWhich this hypothesis
Tedl, not umiformly confirming it, anuther
(imitation of my possibilitics was the con-
sequence,  In this way 1 groped along
into @ knowledge of my physical relations
to the organic amd inorgarie aniverse,

A man must be very stupid indeed, if
by the time he is fully ripened, he does
wot know tolerably well what his physi-
cal powers are,  Hix weight, hix height,
his general develovment, his constitution-
al furee, bis good or il looks, he has bad
time 1o find vut ; and heis a wol i he
does pot carry & reasonable conscious-
ness of these conditions with him always.
It is a little harder with the mind; but
some qualities are generally estimated
fuirly cnough by their owners. Thus, a
man may be trusted when he says he has
a good or bad memory. Not so of his
own judgment or imagination. Itis only
by a very slow process that he finds out
how much or how little of these qualities
lie pussesses.  Bio 11 ds one of the bless-
ed privileges of growing olider, that we
come to have a much clearer sense of
wiat wie can do and what we capnot, and
settle down to our wurk guietly, knowing
what our tools are and what we have to
do with thean,

Nerer tao Old to Learn—Socrates, al
an extremely old age, leaint to play on

musical  instruments,  Cato, at eighty
years of age, thought praper to learn the
Greek language.  Plotarch, when be-
tween seventy and eighty, vommenced the
"stwdy of Latin,  Sir Henry Spelman neg-
lected the seiences in hix yonth, bat com-
meneed the stady of them after he had
Cturned fifty,  After this time he became
the most learned antiguarian and lawyer.
Dr. Julmson applied himself 1o the Dutch
' lannage bit o few years hefure his death.
| Franklin did not fally commence his phi-

losophical pursuits 1ill he had reached
| hix fiftieth year. Dryden, in his sixty-

eighth year, commenced the translation
'of the » Tliad,” and his most pleasing
, productions were written in his old age.

Moew the Right Mani:

In a Svuthern city lived a “young as-
piring youth, by the nume of Kiusen, who
possussed more pride and insolence than
wealth or sense.  Understanding  that
there was a farmer living about sixteen
miles from the eity, by the nsme of Me-
Keever, of immense wealth and the fa-
ther of two warriugeable daughters, he
furmed the design of becoming acquain-
ted with the fawily, il pot ultimately one
of its members; consequently one fine
duy he decked himself in bis gayest ex-
ternals, and started for the rich furmer's
mansion, On the way his mind was full
of speculations upun the prospects before
hiw ; upon the manner in which he should
conduct himself before Mr. McKeever ;
upon the style of his amiablepess which
he should assume before the Misses Me-
Keever : and upon the mode in which he
should use lofty and entertaining lan-
guage generally. Evening had nearly
disposed of the sun in the west, when he
artived in sight of MceKeever's; the
suene was expansive und delightful ; ex-
tensive fivlds und lengthy fences and
lanes covered the landscape us fur as the
ey cotli reach ; wiille the dwelling rear-
ed s painted front bigh smong the tall
and brauching vaks, which grew around
it fur shude und vrnament,

RKinson's bosom swelled with glowing
anticipations st the wealthy and magnit-
wenl prospect before lum, and he wus
anxious tu form the sequaintance of the
wiiwle Melvever family.  Seeing a shab-
by lovking man feeding hogs near the
roud, be rude up to bim, wien the fol-
luwing conversution ensued ;

* Hellow Mr. bog-feeder, is that Mc-
Keever's dwelling ¢

“ Yes, sir,”” huwbly replied the hog-
feeder.

* Are you his overseer 1"

“No i

* What in the Devil do you do then 1"

“Ou feed bogs, und do other little
things ubout the farm."

“ Well, Mr. hog-feeder, old McKeever
has sume damped fine lovking daughters
has'nt he #

“ Yes, they are tolerable good looking
rals.”

“'I'hey would like to mary, too wouldn't
they 1

« Don't know, but expect they would,
il they vad a good chanes.”

* A goud chanee ! They can get me
—don't you think 1'd be & good
chance I”

* Well, they might think so, go and
try them.”

“ b nd if 1 don't too—good ev-
ening Mr. hog-feeder.”

Ihinson then rude up to the gate and
alignted. Beeing the old lady in the
piazza with her daugiters, he thus add-
uressed her ;

“ Goud evening madam ; it is getting
lute und 1 should like o have the per-
witssion to stay all night with you,"

Lo was injormed that be could do so,
und he very gladly took his seat till the
old gentleman should come in, she in-
furmed bim that he would soun.

He had not been seated but a few mo-
ments when the old  hog-feeder came
alung looking ufter things, und finally
cultiv in und sat down. The old man
then began o make bimsell perfectly at
home with the lemales.  Kinson was as-
tunished at what he considered the hog-
feeder's insulenve ; but this astonishment
was much increased when he heurd one
of the youny ludies call bim * pa!"

Just as he heard the old bog-feeder
uffectionately called *“ pa!” the buy was
about o take his borse, and be involun-
turily said :

* Boy, don’t take that horse, I think
1 will ride, if it is late—good evening to
all”

« Oh stay all night,”" coolly said the
hog-feeder, * don’t be in a hurry.”

“I'hank you sir, 1 must go,” mumbled
Kinson, and soon be was riding away
from the mansion of McKeever, cursing
all rich men with duughters, who did not
have the way of rich men with marri-
ageuble danghters,

Life's Salt—Riches have made more
men covelous than covetousness hath
made rich,  As much as you excel others
in fortune, so much ought you to excel
thew in virtue, Let great setions encour-
uge gredter ; and let bonor be your de-
sign. Recreation is & second creation,
when weariness bhas almost annihilsted
one's spirits.  One hundred hours of vex-
ativy, suys the Itulian proverd, will ot
pay a furthing of debt. False wit, like
lulse money, ouly passes current with
thuse who have no means of comparison.
The clonds that iatercept the heavens
frum us come not from the heavens, but
from the eurth.

e et .
5 There's nothing more attractive,
says an Out-Easter, than to see some
balf dozen young ladies promenading the

streets on & windy day.

A Rendside Ceolleguy.

“ And so, Squire, you don't takea
county paper 1"

* No, Major, I get the city paper on
better terms, and so I take a couple of
them."

“ But, squire, the county papers often
prove a greater convenicnce to us,  The
more We encourage them them the bet-
ter the editors can make them."”

* Why, I don't know any convenience
they are to me."”

*'I'he farm you sold last fall was ad-
vertised in one of them, and thereby you
obtained a customer. Did you not?

“Very true Major, but I paid three
dollars for it.”

“ And you made more than three dol-
lars by it. Now if your neighbors had
not maintained that Press, and kept it
ready for your use, you would have been
without the means to advertise your prop-
erty. But I think I saw your daughter’s
marriage in the paper ; did that cost you
anything 1"

“ No but———

« And your brother's death was thus
published, with a long obituary notice.
Aud the destruction of your neighbor
Brigg's house by fire.  You know these
thingy are exaggerrated till the authentic
gecounts of the oewspapers set them
right. And when you were elected Squire,
the printer printed your nume, and after-
wards kept it befooe the people in the of-
ficiul directory for whih—"

“ Yes, yes, but these things are news
to readers. They cause people to take
the papers.”

*No, no, Squire Grudge, not if all
were like you. Now 1 tell you, the day
will come when some body will write a
very long eulogy on your life anr charac-
ter, and the priuter will putitin type
with & heavy, black line over it, and with
all your riches this will be done for you
4s & grave is made for a pauper. Your
wealth, libdrality, and all such thivgs
will be spoken of, but the printer’s boy,
as he «pells the words in arranging type
to these, will remark of you, * Poor, mean
devil, he is even sponging sn obituary !'
Goud morning, Squire.”

——l e

The Secret of Eloquence~1 owe my
success in life to one single fact, viz:
that at the age of twenty-seven years, I
commenced and continued for years the
process of duily reading and speaking
upon the contents of sume scientific _and
historical work. ‘I'hese off-hand efforts
were made sometimes in a corofield, at
others in a forest, and not unfrequently
in gome distant barn, with the horse and
the vx, for my auditors. 1t is to this
early practive in the great art of all arts
that 1 am indebted for the primary and
leading impulses that stimulated me for-
ward and shaped and moulded my entire
subsequent destiny. Improve, then,
young gentlemen, the superior advanta-
ges you here enjoy. Let not a day pass
without ¢xercising your power of speech.
T'here is no power like that of oratery.—
Casar controlled men by exercising
their fears. Cicero by captivating their
affections and swaying their passions.—
The influence of the one perished with
its author, that of the other continues to
this day —Henry Clay.

The Cigar and the Girls—He who
doth not smuke has either known no
griefs, or refuseth himself the softest con-
sulation next to that which comes from
heaven. What! softer than woman 7
asks the young reader. Young man, wo-
man teases as well as consoles, Women
makes half the sorrows which she boasts
the privilege to console. Woman con-
soles, it is true, while we are young and
handsome ; and when we are old and ug-
ly, woman snubs and scolds us. On the
whole, then, woman, in this scale, and
the weed that, Jupiter hangs on the bal-
ance and weighs them both ; and if you
give the preference to woman, all T can
say is the next time Juno ruffles thee, O,
Jupiter, try the weed.— Bulwer.

e ————

Society.—How beautiful is it ordered
that, as many thousands work for one, so
muich every individual brings his labor to
make the whole! The highest is not to
despise the lowest, nor the lowest to cn-
vy the highest ; each must live in all, and
hy all. Who will not work, neither,
shall he eat. S0 Gud has ordered that
men, being in need of each other, should
Jearn to love each other, and bear each
other's burthens.

———————pll———————

A modern Juliet, claiming to be a
member of the Society of Friends, sends
to the Ladies’ American Magazine
copy of verses which commence thus :

Dearest, come kins me, my lips are yot warm,
Aud my bosom still pauts from the clasp of thine

arm;
The blood dances wildly through each throbbing

vein,
But I droop. ol ! T drodp for thy kis« again.
Heare's & chance for some Romeo {o
prove himself accommodating.

Woman's Empire~The first und most
important quality of & woman is gentle-
ness. Made to obey a being so imperfect
as man, often full of vices, often full of
faults, she ought early to learn to suffer
even injustice, and to bear wrong from a
husband without complaining. 1t is not
for hiy sake ; it is for her own that she
ought to be gentle, The ill temper and
obstinacy of women never do anythinﬁ
else than augment their ills and the ba
conduct of their busbands—men feal that
it is not with those arms they oughtto be
overcome. Heaven did not make wo-
man insinuating and persuasive that they
might be peevish ; it did not make them
feeble that they might be imperious ; itdid
not give them a voice so soft that they
might rail ; it did not give them features
s0 delicate that they might disfigure them
by rage. When they are angry they for-
get themselves.  They have often reason
to complain ; but they are always wrong
in scolding. Each ought to maintain the
character of the respective sex. A hus-
band too mild may render a wife presum.
ing ; but at least if @ man be not a mon-
ster, the gentleness of woman will paci-
fy him and triumph over him sooner or
later. The empire of woman is an em-
pire of softness, of address, of compliance;
her commands are caresses, ber menaces
tears.

e

" The wife of Thos. Redley, of
Luckport, New York, put her little ehild
in the wood-bux, near the stove, for safe-
keeping while she went down street.—
The stove became too hot and set the
box on fire, and before assistance could
be rendered the child was burned to
death. -

== =Tl

IZ7 The tustes of men, as exhibited
in their habits of pleasure, are true in-
dexes of their passions, Murderers do
not wear roses in their butten-holes ; vil-
luing seldom, if ever, train vines over
cottage-doors; the beauties of Natore
find no sympathizing chord in their
breast.

e

I#" A dangerous young widow ol thir-
ty, in Ludlow Mass., with four deadlor
discarded bushands, has torn o yo ung ad
of ¢ighteen years from his aflicted parents
in the same time, and taken bim to bed
and board as No. 5, The parents locked
up the boy, but the widow was too smart
for them, got him out, and fled with him
to Palmer, where they married. She is
elearly one of the widows,

The Test of a Good Young Man——
This test takes pretty nearly the same
circle as the above. Huwever, instead
of the street door, look at his watch. 1f
the key-hole where it is wound up is
bright, and without the smallest margin-
nal not—if there be no seratches, run.
ning in a giddy maze around it, such as
betray decided marks of fumbling, yon
may lvok upon it as a shining mirror of s
good young man, whose hand, when he
goes to bed, is as steady as his conduct
has been through the day.

The Test of a Good Husband —Look
at the key-hole of the latch-key on the
street door. If the paint is not rubhed
off two or three inches ronnd it, if the
edges are as sharp and clean as when
the door was first painted, you may be
sure that it is a truthful indication of &
good husband, who is most regular, and
so early as scarcely ever to have ocea-
sion to use his latch-key ; or supposing
he does, is g0 accurate in bis aim as to
be able to hit the key-hole the very first
time of aiming at it. How many hus-
bands who go home late would be able
to do the same? »

Thoughts while Waiting for the Prin-
ter's Devill —To confound wealth with
happiness, is to mistake the means for
the end.  You might as well fanoy that
a knife and fork would give you an ap-
petite. The smallest compliment we re-
ceive from another confers more pleas-
ure than the higgest compliment we pay
to ourselves ! Most fusliovpe sre ridica-
lous, but une is ubligs? 1o tumble into
ridicule to sawoil appearing still more
ridicnlous.

Blow Your Own Hora —The following
paragraph is said to be from the Book of
Mormon.  Evidently Brigham Young
practices upon it ;

Blessed is he who bloweth liis own
horn ; for whoso hloweth not hiz own horn,
the same shall not be blowed. Likewise,
whoso hloweth his own horn. the same
shall be blowed with a vengeance.

B% A lot of fellows went out & deer
hunting the other day, in Arkansas and
in less than three hours captured five
girls and & woman.

Cm_ﬁmed.—Tht- appointment of Mr.
J. D. Munn as Postmaster at een,
Miss,, has heen confirmad,



