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unfecling husband would often o to the pub-
lishers of her litle works, and receive thelittle
stipend which was coming to her, and spend
it in his sinful courses, so that at last she was
abliged to stipulate that her money should bhe
,mhl_in advance fora forthcoming work.  She
was traincd to write in the bitter school of ad-
versity ; she was compelled to write toy her
daily bread.  After the death of her hushand
+he continucd her labors, and gave a wider
senpe 10 her power, by atlempting works of a
more elevated character,

We consider her one of the finest and most
accomplished writers of the day.  There is a
pensive, melancholy intercst about her history,
aml there is a tinge of the same running
through all her compositions,  She knows
iow tolay her hand on the chords that gend
their vihrations to the inmost recesses of the
heart.  She has the power 1o stic any of the
tender cinotions at pleasure.  Hey writings a-
honnd in thrilling, touching, and tender seenes.
No lady of England or America surpasses
Charlotte Blizabeth Taney in the vichness and
forvour of her pen.— Walchman of the Valley.
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THE TRAVELLER.

ENTRACT FROM AN INTERESTING DIARY,
Aut things being in veadiness, we at length set
ont for ©“Sam’s Point.?” 1t was a clear and
heantiful morning in Seplember.  The sun, in
his chariot of tire, had wheeled his trinmphant
course for a few homs in the heavens, vre we
were under way.  Presently we reached the
pleasant, thoush secluded village of Burlingham,
thence a westerly direction led us to the Poins.
Slowly but cheerfully we waund our way up the
steep and circnitons monntains of Shawangunk.
The company were so azrecable that we were
not aware of the many ditliculties of a ¢« moun-
tain road’’ umtil arrived at some passes whero
we judged that compassion catled upon us to ve-
lieve our harses by walking,  And as we walked
we paused fo contemplate the heauties of nature.
Ever and anon we beheld a log eabin situated in
a small tract of enltivated Jand, which adided to
the scend, as it rendered Lthe conivast more visible,
As we passed, the children ceased their play, the
shutile remained silent apon the looin, and the
¢ plongh-share in the furfrow stond,” while they
might turn and gaze upon the passing traveller.
When we thus saw these children of the woads,
happy in theiv saiita ley we could not but vemark
-the gondness of Ged in so formiug man, that in
whatever situation of lite he may be placed, there
contentment will erectits altar,  What though
no stately mansion raised its prond front to show
that wealth reigned within —what though no
wide extended fields of grain waved hefore the
gentle zephyr ?-—what though no titles and in-
signia ol royalty surronnded theirnames, thongh
no soft music theve arose with ifs veluptuous
swell t—still they were happy while by the
sweat of their brow they could merely gain an
lionest subsistence,  Happy in their wives, their
children, and their honest lahour—happy in the
adoration of that God whose omnipotence they
everywhera beheld.

With such thenghis we were neaving our jour-
ney’s end.  We rade nearly to the base of the
mountain, within half a mile of the summit.
Then shouldering our baskels containing provi-~
sions, (for the party was a picknick.) we made
our bearing to the point, whose juiting cliffs
stood out in hold relief.  But before we reached
it, and a little to the left of ihe path, we entered
a cave about Lwenty feet inlength and twelve in
width, somewhat resembling an inclined cone.
Seating ourselves upon a few loose stones, we
lingered, and suffered our minds to wander far

back into the labyrinth of the past. Here the
imagination pictured the red son of the forest
with his family surrounding the evening board.
There upon the wall was suspended the gar-
nished spear, and the hatchet wet with the blood
of the deer. In yon corner was the couch of
heath, wherc the sinewy limbs of the chief
would seck repose after the toils and dangers of
the chase. There sai the mother, smiling on her
infant child, gazing upon the same moon wkich
from the heginning of creation volled his cease-
less course, and will continue o roll until the

wand of time shall be dipped into the ovean of
cternity, Thescene was changed. Their happy
home was soon to be made desolale by the mfe
hand of invadiig war. Soon did the war-whaop
echo and re-echo througly the jutting cliffis. The
warrior, with an arm of strength, seized the
hatchet and bow which haid only been stained hy
the gore of the stag and the roe.  In the cone
scionsness of superior prowess, he rushed with
his hrother chicftain in arms to stem the tide ol
civilization. But the white man’s instruments
of death were more fleet then the bavbed lance
and poisoned srvow,  ‘Fhe red man, theugh be
never quailed, could not withstand the shoek,
The places which had once been a refuge fion
the foc, now refused theiv pid, e was hanished
from the land formerly his own, and driven he-
youd the watess of the West,—

€ Where the moauing wind of civilization,
owls the death dwge of the Indian nation.™
Time, ever on the wing, warned us (o desist
from such reflections, and we again addressed
muselves o onr journey.,

files and vocky passes didd we move.  Truly,

T was ofl so steep, that foot was fain
Assistanee (rom the hand to gain.™

Still in the witly repartee and merry laweh of
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Throush narmow de-

onr fair companions was absorbed the fear of
the tadiousness of the mave.
Now winding under the rocks, with
scarce cuflicient voom for a foot-hold, and now
standing upon the point whizh a little before
seemed o picrce the clonds-—for we had reachnd
Ally as il by impulse, paused, and
[ know not which afforded
me tlie mosl pleasure~—to hehold the snblime
spoctacle sproad hefore us, or mark the warkings
of the hwnan mind, indicated by the counten-

Here was no affectation
All was natural when the
boldest strokes of natave were presentied to our
All, enchanted, were transfixed to the
The impression then rivetted upon the
mind, can never be [orgoiten, hut it was such
an one as neither pencil ean paint, nor pen ponr-
Elevated so far above the habitations of
men, we appearcd almost able to penctrate with

Ponds in the vicinity of Mouticello were dis-
tinclly visible, which, interspersed throughout
the apparent wilderness, added to the grandeur
To the north the blue ridges of the
Catskill raised their peak majestically.  To the
sonth and east the church spires of Blooming-
burgh, Montgomery and Walden could be clearly
seen; and even, by the aid ol a spy-glass, the
smow-white sails proudly gliding npon the tran-
The Fishkill moun-
tains might well represent the ¢« Ne Plus Ullra,”
and the pillars upon which might rest the arches

After the enchantment which bound us was

our repast.  Presently one was found, consisting
of two huge rocks, so placed as to form a right
In the angle, where the sun’s rays could
That day
we appeased our hunger seated upon the cternal
rocks, and nought-above but the canopy of hea-
The racks in some places and for some
distance form a fine promenade, it being a perfeet
Slowly we rambled along, endeavouring
to discover the bottom of the fissures, and amus-
ing owselves hy casting down pebbles and lis-
tening to the echo until it grew fainter, ard finaily
While thus in a contem-
plative mood, we could not byt reflect upon the

The crevices and fissures would favour
the theory that at the time of the flood, when,
creation was agitated to its centre, then were
these huge piles thrown up in broken masses.
But on the other hand, the formation of some
vocks disjoined from the others would warrant us
in saying that they ‘were ecifected by voleanic
Concerning this let philosophers
we exclaim, ¢ the ways

The decline of old Sel reminded us that we

As we were descending we thought could the

ereated these things, that chanee by same awfnl
convalsion had rent the rocks asander, G
seeplic, converse with nature, where with her
pencil dippad in the fountain of sublimity, wuicb !
hy the hand of the Ruoler of the Universae, sie
has made lier boldest strolees, an-d she will teaci
thee that there is a Gad,
w. v HL e
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THE RESUREECTION,

Twien had the gun eone down on the earth, and
all as vet was quict ol the senglehis, Daty
held bis sceptre over the Son of Galyg still aned
sitent the bours pagsed cn g the voands stood by
their posts s the tavs of the juidnicht moon
aleamed on th¥ic helmetz and on their spears @
the enémics of Christ e xulted ia thei suecess
the hearts of his fiiemls were sank indesponden-
ey and sorrow 3 while the spivits of glory waitedl
with anxions suepenss to hahold the evenl—won-
dering at the depths of the ways of God. At
Lneth, the moming stay, arising in the east, an-
nounced the approach of Ticht,  The thivd day
heean to dawn on the woirld, when on a sndden,
the earth teembled to ils contre, and the powers
of heaven were shaken.  An angel of God des-
cended 5 the guards shrunk back from the terros
of his presence, and fell prostrate on the ground.
His countenance was like lightninig, and his rai-
ment was while as snow; he rolled away the
stone from the door of the sepulehire, and sat on
it.

Bat who is this that cometh from the tomb
with died garments from the bed of death 7 He
that is glotious in his appearvance, walking in the
greatness of his strenzth? - Tt is thy Prince, (2
Ziont Christiang, it is your Lord! {ffe hath
trodden the wine press alone : he hath stained
his raiment with bleod 5 but now, as the first-
born fiom the womb of nature, he meets the
morning of hia resurrection.  Me rises a con-
queror {rom the grave ; he returns with blessings
from the world of spirits ; he brings salvation to
the sons of men. Never did the retarning sun
usher in a day so gloviens! 1t was the jubilee
ol the universe! The morning stars sang toge-
Jthery and all the sons of God shouted aloud for
joy. The Father of Mercies looked down from
his throne in the heavens with complacency ; he
beheld his world restored—he saw his work, that
it was good. Then did the dosert rejoice; the
face of nature was gladdened before him, when
the blessings of the Eternal descended as the
dews of heaven, for the refreshing of the nations.

TIHE RESTING PLACE,

Mowrven dark and discansolate the path of life
may have been to any man, there is an hour of
deep and quict repose at hand, when the body
may sink into a dreamless sliunber.  Let not the
imagination be startled, if this resting place, in-
stead of the bed ol down, shall be the bed of gra-
vel, or the rocky pavement of the tomb. No
matter where the poor remains of wearied man
may lie, the vepose is deep and undistnrbed—
the sortowful hosom heaves no more, the tears
are dried up in their fountains, the aching head
ig at rest, and the stormy wavesof earthly tribn-
lation roll unheeded over the place of graves,—-
Let armies engage in fearful counflict over the
very bosom of the pale nations of the dead, not
one of the slecpers shall heed the spirit-stirrin-g
tramp, or respond to the rending shouts of vie—
tory.

Hlow quict these countless millions slumber -
in the arms of their mother earth.  The voicc of
thunder shall not awake them ; the Joud ery of
the elements—necither winds nor waves, nor even
the giant tread of the earthquake, shall be able
to cause an inquictude in the chambers of death.
They shall vest securely through ages; empires
shall come and pass away ; the last great battle
shall be fought, and then a silver voice, at first
but just heard, shall rise to a tempest tone, and
penetrate the voiceless grave. For the trumpet
shall sound, and the dead shall hear his voice.—
There is, however, but one class of persons who
may derive comfort from these reflections ; those
only who have washed their robes, and made
them white in the blood of the Lamb.
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Repentance begins in the humiliation of the heart,
.and ends in the reformation of the lifc.




