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THE AMARANTH.

Choose Wisclx the Wife of thy Bosom.

Go, my son, said the castern sage to Tal-
more, go forth to the world; be wise in the
pursuit of knowledge—be wise in the accumu-
lation of riches--be wisc in the choice of friends;;
yet little will this avail thee, if thou choosest
not wisely the wife of thy bosom.

When the rulers of thy people echo thy say-
ings, and the trumpet of fame sounds thy name
abroad among the nations, more beautiful will
the sun of thy glory set, if one hright cloud re-
flects its brightness, and sullied for ever will
Be the splendour of the rays, if like a dark spot
she crosses its surface.

Consider this, then, my son, and {ook well
to her ways whom thou wouldst love; for lt-
tle will all elsc avail thee if thou choosest not
wigely the companion of thy bosom. See
yonder, the maidens of Tinge. They deck
themselves with tiie gems of Golcondaand the
rose of Kashmire—themselves more brilliant
and heautiful; but ah! take not them to thy
bosom; for the gem will grow dun, and the
rose wither and naught remain to thee of all
thou didst woo and win.

Neither turn thyself to the proud one who
vaunts herself on having scanned the pages of
Vedas, and fathomed the mysteries of the holy
temple. Woman was not born o wield the
sceptre, ot ditect the counsel; to reveal the
mandates of Brama, or expound the sacred
verses of Menu. Rather be it hers to support
thee in grief and soothe thee in sitkness; to
rejoice in thy prosperity and cling to thee in
edversity. Reflect then my son ere thou
choosest, and look 1o her ways whom thou
wouldst make the wife of thy basom.

A wife! what a sacred name, whata respon-
sible office ! she must be the unspotted sanc-
tuary to which wearied man may flee from the
crims of the world, and fee!l that no sin dare
enter there.—A wife ! she must be as pure 2s
spirits around the Everlasting Throne that
man may kneel to her, even in adoration, and
feel no abasement. A wife! she must be the
guardiatt angei of his footsteps on carth, and
guide them 1o heaven; so firm in virtue that
should he for a moment waver, she can yicld
him support, and replace him upoa its firm
foundation ; so happy in conscious innocence,
that when from the perplexities of ithe worid
he wrns 10 his home, he may never find a
frown where he sought a smile.—Such, my
son, thou seckest in a wife; and reficct wall
cra thou choosest.

Open not thy bosom t¢ the trifler; repose

not thy head on the breast which nursclh s
and folly, and vanity. Hope not for obedier:
where the passions u¢ untamed ; and exps
not honour from her who honoureth not 13
God that made her:

Though thy place be next to the thron 4
princes and the countenance of royalty bcaj
upon thee—though thy riches be as the pea:
of Omar, and thy name be bonoured from 1],
cast to the west—little w.ll it avail thee, |
darkness and disappointment and str(:(e be
thine own habitation.—There must be pass
thine honrsof solitude and sickness—and the
must thou die. Reflect, then, my son ere thei
choose, and look well to her ways whom lh(i
wouldst love ; for though thou be wise in oth
things—little will it avail thee, if thou choo%
not wisely the wife of thy bosom.
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THE FUGITIVE FROXMN LOVE.

Is there but a single theme
For the youthful poet’s drcam ?
Is there but a single wire

*To the youthtul poet’s lyre?
Earth below, and Heaven above—
Can he sing of nought but love?

Nay! the battle’'s dust I sce!
God of war!—I follow thee!
And, in ma-tial numbers, raisc
Worthy pacans to thy praise.
Ah! She meets me on the field—-
If Iy not, I must yield.

Jolly patron of the grape!
To thy arms I will escape!
Quick, the rosy nectar bring;
“Jo Bacche!™ 1 will sing.
Ha! Confusion! Every sip,
But renunds mc of ker hp.

Pallas! give me wisdom’s page,
And awake my Jyric rage!
Love is ficcting, love is vain g

I will try a nobler strain.

Oh, perplexity ! my books

But refiect her haunting looks !

Jupiter ! on thee I ery !

Take mic and my lyre on high'!
Lo! the stars beneath e gleam!
Here, oh, poet! is 2 theme.
Madness! She has come above !
Every cord 1s whispering ¥ Love !”
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Ax enlightened poople are a better auxthiag
to thejudge, than an army of policamen.



