
379TO AN INFANT-TIME-MOTHER AND HER BABE.

oDur associations with night thou4gh solemn and
subdued are not melancholy. There are nights
w'hich nature and the soul invest with stilly and
listrous purity, as touching as it is holy-when
the quiet moon looks gently and brightly on the
Bcenes and dwellings of earth-and the dim pros-
Pect filled with undefined vissions, and fading into
4 mysterious perspective, is more spiritually
beautiful in its very obscurity. When a milder
light reveals the distant glories, which a more
burning lustre bad concealed, and makes it rap,
turc to gaze upon the face of that beaven which
in the blaze of noonday it were terrible even to
glance At. And thus I can think of the virtuous
eged. I can see the ardent fervour of youth sof-
1en gradually down to this beautiful moonlight
of existanoe, and the view above them growing

o40re exalted and sublime as that around them
became more circumscribed and dim; and the vir-
t4ous deeds they have done on earth rising, as
fhey approach to heaven and shining as the stars
a glory;-I can see such a one retiring grace-
ly from the scene of his labours and usefulness,

.1 the bosom of love, to be supported by those
4eMs which once had clung around his knees, to

blessed by those lips he first had taught to
1evo in prayer,-and call God " Our Father."

4n see him with heart that can yet be cheerful,
%Ud eye that yet can glisten in the joys of youth;
4t with a spirit devoid of fear, solemnized by the
tlldow of a coming, and a great event. I can
%ee him sinking tranquilly to sleep in Jesus, his

ad'iid illumined with dreams of happy memories
*d holy hopes.-And then the prophet's prayer

r4ine-" lot me die the death of the righteous,
ý%4 let my latter end be like his 1"

TIE CROCODILE,

crocodile, which lives in the river Nilus,
a worm which breeds in the teeth of it, and

sta it to extreime anguish. A little bird, no
'g than a wren, is barber-surgeon to the
Codile ; flies into the jaws of it, picks out the
Oru, and brings present remedy. The croco-
e, glad of ease, but ungrateful to ber that gave
that the bird may not talk largely of her

road for non-payment, closeth ber chops, in-
Sdiug to swallow ber, and so put ber to per-
NtLl silence; but nature loathing such ingrati-

hath armed the bird with a quill, or prickly
on its head-top, which wounds the crocodile

tle mouth, forces ber to open ber bloody pri-
and away fies the pretty tooth-picker from
uWorthy patient.

Who is not ûnaking a fortune is spending two.

TO AN INFANT.

Tpou wak'st from happy sleep to play
With bounding heart, my boy !

Before thee lies a long bright day
Of summer and of joy 1

Thou hast no heavy thought or dream
To cloud thy fearless eye;-

Long be it thus; life's early stream
Should atill reflect the sky '

Yet ere the cares of earth lie dim
On thy young spirit's wings,-

Now in thy morn forget not Him
From whom each pure thought springal

So In thy onward vale of tears,
Wbere'er thy path may be,

When strength bath bow'd to evil years-
Ife will remember thee.

TIME

How swift the pinions Time puts on
To urge his flight away!

To day's soon yesterday, agon,
Tomorrow is today.

Thus, days, and weeks, and months, aud years,
Depart from mortal view;

As sadly through the "vale of tears,"
Our journey we pursue.

Yet grieve not, man, that thus he files,
He hastes thee to thy rest;

The drooping wretch that soouest dies,
la soonest with the bless'd.

THE MOTHER AND HER BABE.

PRE TEE caEEK OF ARCHIAS.

LyumPsE's bal» had crawrd on bande and knees,
Close to the nargin of * dizy rock.

When lo t ber heedless boy the mother sees,
And with a mother's pangs receives the shock.

To atir was death ! great God what should she do?
Sure some kind Deity around ber watched,

She bar'd ber breast-it caught the pratler's vies(
And from the brink of fate the uneenaciogs vm

snatch'd.

Love never fails to manter what hs finds,
But works a dift'rent way in diff'rent minds,
The fool elightensa and the wise he blind.-DasnEx.

YEARS rush by us like the wind. We see not
whence the eddy comes, nor whitherward it is
tending, and we seem ourselves to witness the
flight without a sense that we are changed; and
yet time is beguiling man of his strength, as the
winds rob the woods of their foilage.-Woodstock.
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