| SINCLATR'S JOURNAL.

[In theso dnys of stenm~prmtmg there -

oston aper
p P v The great Bos-

s nothing.\very wonderful in all this.”

tonoffice ¢ould he; matched in. L‘dmburgh, .md mzmy :

morc than xmtched in London ]

,Pj_‘d e’ s U 91#-11‘ or.

‘THE DEPARTED. .

. DY R, SHLITON \IACKBNZXE, JI D.

Tmz bcauhful hath vamsbcd' L:kc the ﬂowcr“
" "Pended through.storm and shine with kindliest care,
Wh:ch had survived the winter’s dreariest hour, "
And faded when'its hucq the loveliest were :—:
S the gad bpnn;,-hmc’a morn, ‘
“ When'the warm suiibeam kissed ils beauty mxld
w077 Theny from its soil uptorn,
- Lay cold and crushed that, human Howcr, our Ch:ld
© And hope was chnngcd to grief.

Thnt lnltcr grief no mld lament need spy—
Nmsclcss and calm thie deepest waters flow:—
. And-ours is. mc'\:mrt.lcsw for, day by day,
More strong and und |ts bitterness doth grow. -
RN ¢ [ hope of hopes is gonc’
e Vnmshcd from heart and homo ig onc dear hghc
“The best of Jife is done,
i Tor onils sunshing hath descended night,
Sl.xrlcss, ‘and murk, nnd cold.

' ‘No! now, wuh boundm«v spml, do we drain
Hope’s charmed chalico as wo did of yore;
Nory- questioning tho Future, strive to'gain
‘Knowledge of all the good she had'in store.
The past—the past slone
Flolds in her cells the treasures which we pnzc ;
The memory- of the gone— .
- The smile—the blnncc——whnlc’cr the gravo dcmes,
It yields thew all ng’un

Not whcrc the light jest speeds, where smilers come,
* Breathe we thy name, departed Child of Barth ;
. Butin the unwonted silence of our home—
That home once joyous with thy heartful mn-lh,
Whon, on thy vacant chair
.- Sadly we look und miss thee from thy place—
Miss iy high forehead fairy—
 Thy full, dark eyes—thy curls—thy radient face—
Thy laugh, like mirthful music.

* Liko a bright dream thy sojourn seems to be—-
A bnllmuc) no sooner here than past.
. Wa'miss thy qmcl., light step,—ihy glance of glee,—
- Thy bmccful form,—all, nll too fair to fast.
©..Wa misy thy thought~crowned brow,
'lhy chigerful cony erse and thy g,cullcsl voice,
L = Like far-off music, low;
\’o! such os mads: sven st nnbcks’ hearts rejoice—
Sadly we miss them now.

Olten in rummer-olowmg, h-md in hand, }
o We sit together where thy smlles haVe been,
+" Somelimes i in snlence, sometimes in bland
A.nd mournful converse culted to the scene,
‘ ‘We talk of aays gone by, ' o
I‘Llled with bright promise of the coming years,
. Whe, thou, fair child, wert mgh— D
And hlkmg thus, our eyes are filled with tenrs, .
" Whose ‘ount is in the heart. ‘

'I‘hou wert a chxld in years, oh, daunhter mine ! ' L
. But thy young mind was ripe: bcfore its time,
; For thou didst love toread, in lore dxvme, :
High expiation for all human erime.
With earnest thought'and look .
Didst thou explore the 1rcd§urcs of the Word,
And, @nd from His blessed Book,
"Thy spirit drew its commune, with the Lord— -
" JTast thou not sdq}l above? :

Surely, oh earlhly flower, theu art with um!
Surely, beloved child, thou art in heaven
Beforé whose light the joys of life grow dim.!.
For faith: and hope to.thee were early given.
Surely there is « time, -
When his life faileth and. ¢his sight grows ﬂu]l,
When, in that sphere stblime,

2 The heatls that mourn will'j join their bcauhfu],

Nevcr to part again.

We grio.vc,—-bul we repine ‘not.” On the stem:
Which bore thy fragrance yet remains on flower,
Our last of fiving hopes,—and oh ! from them
= ¢ Fain do we pray that we retain this dower." "
¢~ The youngest born hath fled S
“ Fiom carth’s affliction to the betler sphere’;
" One brother of the Dead,
Bcanng her semblence, yetdoth linger hcrc.
Lord, spare him unto us!

SUPERSTITION IN 1848.

¢ There is (says the VWorcester Chronicle) now living .

at Cradley, near Stourbridge, a woman who professes to
have the power of - witcheraft. A short time ago she
greatly terrified a neighbouring butcher - by decl'umf'
that, within a given time, he w ould fall from his horse
and’ brealk his neck ; and such was his credulity, that he
gave her 2s, O6d. to induce her to change or remove the
spell ‘that hung over him. At the latter ead of last
week the wretch throw  the whole neighbourhood. into
the ‘greatest covsternation by asserting that. a large
steam-engine boiler would burst at the British Compa-
ny’s Ixon-worl\s, Congreaves ; the result of wlich was,
that numbers of people residing in the vicinity of the

works. left the newhbomhood, in order to avoid the

destruotion which would have resulted from such a ca-
tastrophe ; and on tho same account several persons

‘engagod in the works were induced to sbsent themselves

during the day.” The Cornwall Gazette records another
instance of ignorant superstition in 1848 ;~—A farmer in
the parish of Bodmin, believing that some ailment of his




