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TIE SHIP AT SEA,

A white sail gleaming on the flood,
Aud the bright orbed sun on high,
Are all that break the solitude
OF the circling sea and sky 5
Nor cloud, nor cape is i+ ged there—
Nor isle of veean, nor ¢

Led by the magnet o'er the tides,
‘I'hat bark her path exploves—
Sure as unerring instinet guides
‘The birds to unseen shores:
With wings that o'er the waves expand,
She wanders to a viewless Jand.

Yet not alone—on acean's breast,
Though no green islet glows,

No sweet, refreshing spot of rest,
Where faney may repose ;

Nor rock, nor hill, ner tower, nor tree,

Bicaks the blauk solitude of sea

ing show, and of our own sensations, we see but a scries of
unknown thees ; but this is 1o reason why we should regard
them with ind “vence.  Many of these persons, if we knew
their histories, would rivet ot admiration by the ability,
worth, benevolence, or piety, which they have displaged in
their various paths through life,  Many would exeite our

carmest interest by theie sufltvings—suflirings, pethaps,
borne meckly and well, and more for the sake of others than
themselves,  How nany tales of human weal and wo, of
glory and of humiliation, could be tald by thowe beings,
whony, in passing, we regard not ! Unvalued as they ave by
us, how many as good as ourselves repose upon them the at
feetions of' bounteons hearts, and would not want theny for
any carthly compensation ! Every one of these persons, in
alt probability, retains in his bosom the cherished recollee-
tiens of carly happy days, spent in some scenz which “they
ne'er forget, though there they are forgot,” with friends and
fellows who, though now far removed in distance and ia for-
tune, are never to be given up by the heart.  Every one of
these individuals, in all prohability, nursesstill deeper, in the
recesses of feeling, hie remembrance of that chapter of ro-
> in the Jife of every man, an carly earnest attachment,
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coneeived in the fervour of’ youth, wustained by the slightest
thought of self;, and for the time purifying and clevating the
character far above its ovdinary standard,  DBeneath all this
gloss of the worldl—this cold conventional aspeet, which all
wmore or less present, and which the business of life renders

No! not alone—her beauteons shade
Attends her noiseless way ;

As some sweet memory, undecayed,
Clings to the heart for aye,
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And haunts it—wheresoc’er we go,
‘I'nrough every scene of joy and wo.
4 ¥ Joy

And not alone—for day and night
Fiscort her o'er the deep 3
And round hor solitary flight

‘Lhe stars theie vigils keep.
Above, below, are eireling skies,
And heaven around her pathway lies.

And not alone—for hopes and fears
Go with her wandering sail ;
And bright eyes wateh, thro’ gathering tears,
Its distant cloud to hail ;
And prayers for her at midnight lone
Ascend, unheard by all, save Une.

And not alone—with her, bright dreams
Are on the pathless main 3

And o'er its moan—ecarth's woods and streams
Pour forth their choral strain;

When sweetly are her shanberers blest

‘With visions of the Jand of rest.

And not alone—for round her glow

unnecessary —there 1esides for certain a fountain of good-
ness, pure in its inner depths and the lymph rock-distilled,
and ready on every proper oceasion to well out in the exer-
cise of the noblest.duties.  "Though all may seem but o hunt
atter worldly objects, the great majority of these individuals
can, at the proper time, cast aside all carthly thoughts, and
communicate direetly with the Being whom their fathers
have taught them to worship, and whose will and attributes
have been taught 10 man immediately by himself.  Perhaps
many of these persons are of loftier aspect than oursclves,
and belong to i sphere removed above our own.  But, ne

vertheless, it the barrier of wiere worldly form were taken
out of the way, it is probable that we could interchiange sym-
pathics with these persons as freely and cordially as with
any of our own class.  Perhaps they are of an inferior or-
der 3 but they me only inforior in certain circumstances,
which should never interpose to prevent the flow of fecling
for our kind.  The great common foatures of human na-
ture remain; and let us wever forget how much respect is
due to the very impress of humanity—the type of the divine
natureitself!  Even where our fellaw-creatures are degraded
!)y vice and poverty, let us still be gentle in our judging.
The various fortunes which we every day sce befulling the
members of a single family, after they part off in their sevee
ral paths through life, teach us, that it is not to every one
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The vital light and air; - s ? . . h
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And something that, in whispers low, that stceess in the caveer of existence is destined.  Besides, ;}\
Tells s here ’ do not the arrangements of society at once necessitate the il
clls to man’s spirit there, subjection of an immense multitude to humble toil, and give f

Upon her waste and weary road,
A present, all-pervading God !

THE PASSING CROWD.

¢ The passing 4, is apl 1 in the spirit of
indifference.  Yet, to 2 man of what Plato calls ¢ universal
sympathies,” and even to the plain ordinary denizens of this
world, what can be more interesting than the “ passing
crowd ?”  Docs not this tide of human beings, which we
daily sce passing along the ways of this world, consist of
persons animated by the same spark of the Divine essence,
and partaking of the same high dostinies with oursclves?
Let us stand still but for amomnest in the midst of this busy
and seemingly carcless scene, and consider what they are or
may be whom we see around us.  In the hurry of the pass-

rise to temptations before which the weak and uninstructed
can scarcely escape fulling? But even bheneath the soiled
face of the poor artizan there may be aspirations after some
vague excellenee, which hard fate has denied him the means
of attaining, though the very wish to obtain it is itself en-
nobling. “fhe very mendicant was not always so; he, too,
has had his undegraded and happier days, upon the recollec-
tion of which, some remnant of better feeling may still re-
pose.

These, T humbly think, are reasons why we should not
look with coldness upon any masses of men with whom it
may be our lot to mingle. Tt is the nature of a good man
to conclude that others are like himselt; and if we take the
crowd promiscuously, we can never be fur wrong in thinking
that there are worthy and well-directed feelings in it as well
as in our own bosoms.
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