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parents would find their existenco bound up in a whining, pining,
helpless lump of selfishness. Call this bitter language, ascetic
description, it is, nevertheless, strictly truc; nor is the case of
Eliza W , isolated.  ‘Tho aanals of history and every day
obsorvation concur in this, that cven thoso parcats who have
themsclves enorgetically and successfully combated the storms
aund ills of life, often fall wnto enc error in the education of their
chitdron—particularly their daughters; from mistakon kindness
they anticipate all therr wishes, supply every embryo waat, and
thus deprive both body and mind of evepy healthy incentive to
action; in licu of which a morbid craving takes possession of
the soui, & craving for somcthing undeinablo and irrational;
réflering its victividispleased withi sclf aud all the world.  Now
théronly remedy for this dire malady, for malady it is, is to res-
tore the mind to health and vigour, by giving it employment and
rousing its dormnot encrgies to the accomplishmeat of some
worthy object. Let the objectless, wretched daughter of luxury
arise from her lethargy, and no longer relying upon wealth or
fricnds to procure for her all she may desire, seek employment,
fix an ohject, and determinately push forward to its nccomplish.
ment.  Instead of insatiately expecting others to minister to her

ratification, let her eagerly cadeavour to do good ; let her
abor to pronote the happiness and well-being of those by whom
she is surrounded, until her heart warms and expands with the
cfiort, and sho will find her misery vanish—instead of finding
life a hedge of thoras, she will discover it to be nn easy and plea-
sant way, for the most part set with roses of such sweetness and
fragrauce, &s fully to repay hee little toil, and cheer her carthly
pilgrimage to the land of perfect and unceasing bliss. Ina.

freaves of Antiquity:
OR THE. POETRY OF HEBREW TRADITION.

e {Transtated from the Germaa of Herder.)
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Froat his youth, says sacred tradition, Enoch walked with God,
and was a silent contemplater. Even while a child, his angel
had led him into Paradisec. He read in books sent to himn from
heaven, which were nog written upon earthly leaves: he read in
the book of the stars ; and hence he was named Idris the Con.
templater.

Once he sat alone under the cedars, and a silent inspiration
was breathed into him. He belield the approaching fate of this
world, which was soon to be overwhelmed with a flood, and saw
the day of avenging judgment. ¢ Ob,” sighed his soul, ¢ that |
could publish this 10 coming generations ¥’

Suddenly a shining swan descended from heaven. Three
times it encircled the Contemplater’s head, and then slowly re-
turned to the clouds. Enoch knew it: it was a swan of Para-
dise, which, cven in his childhood, he had seen and loved. A
feather had fallen from its wing ; he took the quill, and with it
wrote his books of futurity.

And when he had long. but vainly, warned his brethren, and
had prayed that the light which was in him might arisc upon the
warld, he called his son to him, and thus spake : ¢ The days of
my lifc arc at an end ;—threc hundred and sixty-five short days.
Perhaps, my.son,the All.Gracious may veckon the remainder
of . my years to thine.”

He spake, and blessed him ; when, behold! the swans of Pa-
radisa surrounded "him, and softly raised him vp. Upon thcir
wings they bore him away, and Eaoch was no more.

And when bis son, Methusclah, amid the clouds of the holy
mountain, had vainly sought him, a man in a radiant form stood
before him: «1 was thy fathei’s angel,” said he, «who instruct.
ed him, and led him, even while a child, to Paradise. There he
is now, Hehad lived many years, for Le soon became perfect;
therefore he pleased God, and was dear to Him, and was taken
from life.”

He spake, and touched the carth with his staff, when an
almond.tree arose—the early harbinger of spring.  Yet erc its
leaves appeared, jts naked branches put forth blossoms, and pro.
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claimed the joyful period. The nngel vanished ; and Methuse.
lah, who cnjoyed the years of his father, and attained the highest
age of all the sons of carth, annually bebeld, in the carly blos.
soms of the almond-tree, tho youth of his father.

The Raven of Noah

Anxiously Noah looked arcund from his floating ark, and
waited untd the waters of the deluge should subside. Sarcely
had the summits of the nuuntains looked farth, when ho caited
all the feathered tribe around him.  « Who,” said he, “among
you will be a messenger to discover whether our salvation is
near 1" o . Ct s ey

[astantly the raven pressed before all the otliers with goloud
cry, fur lic scented his favorite food. Scarcely was tho window
opened, when ho flew away, and returned not back. Tho in-
grate forgot his savieur and his duties, and clung to the currion.

But vengeance tarrivd not.  The air was yet loaded with
poisanous damps, and heavy vapors hung over the dond carcase,
that beclouded his vision and bluckened his fenthers. His for-
getfulness became his punishment, and his memory was as dull
as his cyes. He knows not cven his new-born young, and
tastes not a father’s joy, ‘Terrificd at their hideousness, he flics
away and leaves them. The ingrate gave existence to an un-
grateful ruce, and was left destitute of thit dearcst reward, the
gratitude of his children, o e
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Noah's Dove,

Eight days had the father of the new wotld atvaited the tefurn
of the tardy raven, when ho called his holils' around Him, th
choose apother messenger. Timidly the dovd flew"uptin his
arm, and offered herself for the 'messenger.' "% cl

“ Daughter of fidelity!” said Noah, « thou wouldst-indéed ‘be
to me a minister of good tidings; But how wilt thbv perform thy
journcy, and accomplish thy task 2—How, when thy wings &re
weary, and the storm seizes thee and hurls, thee; into 'the surge
of death 2 Even thy foot avoids.the fhire, ahd:hy tohgucjohthes
unclean food,” ) ' .

“ Who,” said the dove, “gives power to the weary gnd
strength sufficient to the feeble? Suffer me; [ will surely be
1o thee a minister of good tidings.”

She flew away, and hovered here aud there, but found no
place whercon she could rest; when suddenly the mountain of
Paradise, with its green summit, arosc hefore her.  Over it the
waters, of the deluge were not able to prevail; und to the dove,
recourse 1o it was not forbidden. Joyfuily she hastened forward
and flew thither, descending Kumbly to tlie fuot of the mountain,
There a beautiful olive.tres bloomed; she broke a leaf of the
tree, and, strengthened, hastened back, and laid the branch upon
the breast of the siumbering Noah. He awoke, and perceived
therein the perfume of Paradise.  ‘Then his heart revived; tho
green leaf ofP Peace reanimated his sons and daughters, until his
deliverer himself appeared to him confirming the good tidings of
the dove.

The dove, since then, has been the emblem of peace and love,
¢ Like silver shine her wings,” says the song;—a remaining
gleam of that splendor of Paradise that refreshed her in Ler
wanderings. '
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THe farmer should be placed in the front rank of. the ‘toiling
millions of our land, because his employment gives life and sup.
port to the whole. The agricultural interest may be regnrded
as the corner stone upon which the whole fabric stands: We
krew that artisans existed at an carly age of the world, and that
meclianism was an art both taught and practised.  Cities were
erccted which required art, skill, and mechanical genivs; by
the foundation of the whole was the fruit of tho earth and culti.
vation of the soil. It has been sosince, and ever will be.  That
the farmer is depeadent on the mechanic and manufactarcr as
co-workers in his labors no one will deny. The improvements
in the arts and sciences tend to advance the farming interest ohd
to lighten the burdens and labors of thosq who swisg the seythe
and hold the plough.
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