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CHANGE AND THE CHANGELESS.

—

That eyc which sparkles wiih a flash of mirth
1s quenich'd ere long tn gwelling sfreama of gorrorw
Tears flood the sonree where laughter had ks birth;
To-day we smile~we melt in w oo to-morrow,

The traits and lincaments we hnld ra dear,
flarden and atiffen in n marble stumber §
We lovk our List upon the funerul gear,
Aad add one sleeper (0 & counticss pumber.

But love {schangeless In the changeless soul,

Though born of earth, and resr d in humes that perish ,
Buoy'd on the wings of ages as they roil,

1t ¢lings to memories It was wont to cherish.

Amidst the glorles of yon radlant skies,
Transplanted thither from its mortat dwelling,
Jtdreamn of those for whorn in nmh{ guise
. ‘Whh tenderest thoughts fts @ith(ul breast was swetling,

OH 1 foudly nurture Ia thy heart of hearia
T The preclous gerin Whoae produce blossoms ever ;
And when thy spirit from the body parts,

Life's sacred tiew e'en death will fail to sever!

THE POOR BOY'S PRAYER TO ST. NICHOLAS.

1 maw.in my dream,” and a poor boy prayed,
And these were the words of the Euycr which he sald:
5t Nicholas! once 1 used 1o bo glad
Whea Christmas came round, but now Jam sad!
Fot, since we've been puur, you never cobie acar us,
' Weare 80 far down loren 1 suppose you can't heat us,
7 You are busy up foten with oll your gay tires,
B dolls, candy, cakes, fruit, penknives and ringe,
] don't ask for these but for sometbing o ca?
mg clothing axd @ting, and shives for my feet
hi1 wan ftthe way which the suints did of sure,
*" o give to the rich, and not visit the poor
Come, come [0 U8 NOW, and pryve you're tio strauger
Tm wbo, to bless us, was t;om fn a manger.
But, if you should comy, mind/ ‘a bare-legged bo;
No stockinge can hang for your sweet gift of joy
S0 bring me, good mint, if you know how to spin lhem'
of warm socks, and some bits ot bread in them.'
80 ended his prayer—and strange it did seem—
Just then I awoke, 1nd behold 'twan s dream.
JOHN BUNYAN.
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Lt. Stephen's House, Dec. 21,
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48hould I reveal the sources of my grief;®
1f ol humanity e’er touched your b
Your hands wotld not wihhold the kind re!
.5, dndters of pity would not be represt.”
|
Bome years ago, fute turned my wanderin
steps to the North of Scotland, and on th%
morning of 8 fine cheery day ebout the close
of spring I reached a little town, in ohe or
other of the humble dwellings of which, [ was
for a short'time to fix my aboede. This little
‘place; plessantly situated on the north bank of
.one of* Seotland's’picturesque rivers, seemed:
to_the eye of a atranger famoua for nothing
'but- the.irregularity of it appearance. Its
narrow,. dirty streets, intersecting each other,
:at every possible angrle, and skirted by narroy.
unpaved footpaths, appoared io a truly pnm-
itive state; while the houses presented a
motley, group of, rude architecture, The
‘were for the most part, one storey high, wi
sonll_windows,, and glaring, red tile roofs;
Jbot, naw and. .agsio one wet the eye, rearing
its head.a copple of storeys above_its. uppre-

nej s if shot up by volcani
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ngoncy. ‘The antiquated parish church, with
its conical roofed steeplo looked down from
the summit of a gentle acclivity op the little
town., Tlo the eastward, strolched a thick
plantation, for several miles by the river sido,
with horo and thero a fow patches of furzo.
Not far distant to the west steod the remains
of afino old barvnial mansion, snugly em-
bowered among trees; whilo closo to its an-
cient doorway, stood a fine specimen of holly,
with a stunted yewtrco on each side faintly
embracing in their sombre shade its rugged
roofless walls, The ow!s now claim its
shattered chimney top ns their inalicnable
right; and

'Mong the lumber, darve a ahelter nd,

\Whose croaking din, ia all that greeta your ear

As silently you gaze, in thoughiful mood,

On arches, butresses, und massive wal
Graved by Time's tooth, and crumbling into dast.

Tho streets of the littlo town had an air of
stillncss and quiot. No bustle, no business,
secmed to bo transacted. Now and then as
you paesed along you would liear the clicking
of a shuttle, and at every other window wonld
ba socon e group of young femalos, busily poring
over their webs of Ayrshire needle-work;
whilo once and agsin some more aged muiden,
with brond hemmed coif, would be stretching
hor nervous arms over a tambouring tent.
But all around was as calm as the unrippled
tiver which was slowly wending onwards to
the sea.,

While puffing a cigar at en open window
of tho inn, at which I had taken up a temporary
abode, an emaciated and miserable looking
old man came forward, and ina mournful
tone, asked half a glass of whiskey. I looked
in silence at the ghastiy spectre, that stood
before me, when a gentleman, who, along
with some friends, was seated at a table- in
the centre of the room, handed to me a rum-
mer, into which he had poured & glass and a
half of spirits, and a little water, and requested
me to give it to the old man,~~saying at the
same time—* Poor man he has seen better
.dnys; his craving for whiskey is now greut,
but to it alone he now looks for corafort in his
‘wretched and forlorn condition,”

The old man eagerly grasped the glass in
his shrivelled hands; and, wary of the precious
load, he bent his head, to meét halfway the
the trerbling cup, and drained it at adraught.

Prompted by an ever active curiosity, I ex-

ed a desire to know, by what untoward
means, this old man had been reduced to so
'great & depth of misery ; for, wretched as was
is appearance,his countenance was altogether
divested of that indescribable lecr which
sparkles in the cye of one who has spent his
life in villany and vice.

After some general remarks,—as to my
being a stranger in that gart of the country,
8c.~the person who had previously spoken,
said there was a gentleman to whom he could
introduce me, who would most willin_% gratify
jme in that respect.—<¢ Captain McPherson,”
he continued, % had jn early life been. parish
schoolmaster ; but, becoming tired of the

S

birch, ho went to sea, and having been suc-
ceesful, now lived at home comfurtably enjoying
the fruits of hus earlier industry, His memory
was well stured with facts, and scraps of tra-
ditional incident, connected with almost every
family, in the village, and nuthing scemod so
conducive to his happiness, as an opportunity,
to uarrato to a stranger, the little ‘ups and
downs,’ eo intcrwoven with his youthful as-
gociations.”

I was shortly alter loft alone, to muse on
the caprice of fortune which had thus invol-
untanly bent my steps to a rotired and de-
serted looking httlo town, and separated from
friends, fromn socicty, and all the excitoment
which a city life produces, I felt the force of
Leydeu's lines:—

From l¢ “e. from friendship. country torn,

To mew ry'sfon) regrets the prey
1 resolved howevor to dispel as far as poasible
all regrets, and fill up my spare moments, by
making myself acquainted with whatover
was of interest connected with the locality
in which another page of my history was to
be unfolded,

Considerably rofreshed after a long vough
dtive, by profound slumber, and a comfortable
breakfast, I sot out with Mr, Drysdale——my
new acquaintance, to visit the Captain, It
may be as well to state here in tho outset,
that Captain McPhereon, was at this time &
tall, spare, hale and cheerful looking man, about
63 years of age. He was easy of access, and
after five minutes conversation 1 found myself
as much at home, as if we had beon on a six
cruiso month's together.  His lung white hair
which had in nis younger years been fastened
in a queue now ﬂoatc(‘l! round his shouldore,
His eye was clear and full, and he had withal
a sweet complacency, which was a presage of
that gentlemanly bearing, and ingenucuaness
which characterised him. During the few
months I remained in that quarter, we spent
many pleasant hours together. He was very
fond of music and valued highly an “old
cremona” he had purchased, in one of his
voyages, With the sweet tones of this fine
old violin, many evening hours were beguiled,
and while we wandered during the day b
the river s brink, or souuht the solitude wiici
the adjoining woods affurded, or reclined on
the verdant slope in froat of the old castle, un-
der the shade of the solemn yewtrees, he would
narrate with the greatest pathos, some prom.
inent incident, connected with his townsfolks,
whose movements he seemed to have clossly
watched.

On ane occasion we restad on a settle, on
the bank of tae river, and while the stream
flowed gently on in its course, with now and
again a slcop or a schodher, borne on its rips
pled surface, ho related the story of the & Poog
Old Man,” the fullowing sketch of which fsn
near as may be, tho words of my ever venes
rated friend. h

It is no fiction of the brain, but, bears in i
sad and sulitary plaint a stern reality, The
names it is true, are changed, all elso remains,
os nature gave it character,
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