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shadow thut declineth,—1I am withered like
grass, yet theu, Lord, will sustajn me.”
¢ Father,’ she continued, ¢you wilknot weep
fur me, when 1 tell you Iam very happy, 1
am going home,’ ~und in a voice of smother-
od emation, —+ where T shall see my mother !
Ewill tell her how kind you'have heen to me,
and that you will join us there - wily you not??
After a long Pause, she said again,—» Give
<Ms pointiug to a locket  which contained

e of her Lair, cut from her head when
< ie was an wiunt, * to my dear Alice, and

i this yourself, - - she slipped a ring fiom
© srdelicate flnger,and Flaced it on his hand,—
*and do not forget one who foves you too

-y to par: willingly, except it were (o meet

i in a world where ‘sorros and sighing

=¥C avay.” and with (hege words s !

wvering on her lips, her spisie winged jis

 flight,
On the
guish and love—the mourner with his dead!
Mg low rolling knell, 4 voice of prayer,
tark plassy waters Jiko 4 desart spread ;5
‘hen the broad fovety sunshine, and the plash
o the sounding waves, *
Who shall tell of the deep sense of desala~
a0 that sat upon that father's beart, us year
‘ter year, he fingered in this weary world,
unted by the image of these lovely beings
whom his love had been the seal of miser
d death, —for *tyas unhallowed Jove,
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ity like the wife of Cresar, is above
so~he alone is the fitgest
thenoble and often adventerous ack
ting the shafis of calumny from him
s beea wounded \\i:hcutcause. has ful-
sithout pity, and canuot stand withgut
.. Qs the poss:e‘s(sor of unblemished chz-
ster aloue, who,on'usuch ap oceasion, may
ire fo stand, like hio%s, in the gap, and stop
e,g)}ng}‘e of dekrzczioxf:%umil Truth & Pime,
ose slow but stea, £ s shall come yp,
‘yinicatg the proeedyFang to dignify the
atecier,. A pood ¢ itery  therefore, ig
refully, io be maitioel for the sike of
hers, if possible, o, (48 1oursefves 3 it is
coat,of triple sieel, WM sceurity o the
.;qt,“,e-\;\. pyolection toy ressed, ,and ‘i;‘i"
iring the eppeessor o T

mid seas a knell; for man, was thore ’

persou to un. ;

e th DOERNED

“"In great ringtars of public moment, where
both parties ags Astaitd,'and both are purn.
tilious, slight condescensions -cust littlsy bug
are worth much.: He that yields-them iz wise,
inasmuch as he puréhases puiners with fur-~
things, A fow drops of il will sat ‘the poli.
tical machine at work, when artun of vinegar
would only corode the wheels and canker the
movements,

I Tha ehiristian should be careful how he min-

! gles with the world,or his christian profession,
like a sword exposed to moisture, if it do not
lose its edze will certainly lose its polish,
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[’ SOLITUDE—A FRacMENT,

Oh! there are hely Lours in (he ‘dall rouna
of human existence, and they come around us
like the dark and shadowy, yet miid and beau.
tiful visions of our dreams. Interrupted
1 alone by the wild ang fitful gushings ¢f the
care subdued and hambjed spirit, hovering
around the flickering lamp of existencs, they
ceme up with their thousand hopeless reali-
tics and visionary joys to the chafed ang
siricken fablets of our hearts, luliicg into
caltiness our ambitions soarings, and lighting
up the unfitly tenement for the abode of high-
er and more holy aspirations. When the voice
of the spirit wanderer is upon the earth,
speeding us onwardy and the magic touch of
inspiration is upon the winds—when the wars
ring of our uncarthly passions is tearing away
the slender fibres of nur hearts, and breaking
up the sealed fountains of our carthly enjoy.
ments—how sweet are the scquesterfed. haupgs
of solitude, unbroken by the deep weight of
care.  We turp anay from the world, sick
of its recklessnces, to commune with our owy;
souls.  We pierce through the dim vista of
future years. ang behold the fas twilight f
time lingering around the brow of ‘hezven,
when the stars shull have closed their uightly
vigils, aud the suns.sunk i1, darkuess to-rise no
more for ever: and but hail that as the fore-
taste of the better lang, ¢ formed for the good
alone.” OId Time, who, with hoary heag and
grisly beard, has murked each Vietim as hjs
own, seeks not our pa()n;rax, .He may.sear the
leaves—he may blight the flowers and still the
musiz of zrfé’w:ndggi:ut,ghg‘_rjearah}m;;ﬁ of
e parity and beaul, FroldoSiiEngeng
deép thirst of feeling and our unearthly yeirn.
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