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Who is on-the Lord’s side—who ?
Men of faith and men of prayer,
. LT / 1
Prompt their Master’s wiil fo do,

Prompt to suffer - and o dare!

their time fo take t! cir stand
Round the altars of the L
Strong in union, heart and hand,

To dédfend his sacred word.

Now's

ord,

This no time for compromize,
This no time for servile fear —
All that fieemen love and prize,

All that eliristians reckon dear.

All are p‘érillcd at this hour—
All assailed by force or fraud,

By the reckless hand of power,
By aught sacred now unaw’d,

Lreebom men! will yenow shrink 2

Wil ye 5~V; up ail as lost ¢

1
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*I'was not silver— ’twas not
That yor
No, ’was fearless valour bold---

of the brave!

Fi3
goid,
ir futhers nobly gave ;

’T'was the life-blood

‘Power threatened then as now---
Force and {raud alike assailed--- /]
They were brave and scorned to bow---
They were faithiud, and !
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In every age in every clime,
Boldly combat for their God,

1 » t
b dauntless and vnaw!d |

Did cld Elijah worship Baal,
Though

Say did his Master’s promise fail,

21l uuiriended and alone?

And did lie not his power make known ¢

And did aot-Dura’s plain behold

Proud ZBabylenia’s 1

srularen Wariiea,
Farannd his or AR
c¢raned his ‘b‘r{ ol D’l.nt.f,

bis wdol-worship scora'd po

be that christians n¢
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how
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And worship things more vile than these ¢

el to sooth or please,

€
Will at the shrine of falsehood
1
1

Say, is “ expediency,” enshrined,
Our vows our homage to engage:
Or, are wenow a God to find
In the base spirit of the

aon )
age

God of our fathers ;---still to thee,

‘And to thy truths we’il firmlyZcling :
Assert our rights and still be free,

In firm allegianceto our king !

1

In our brave phalanx---firm and bold,
The powers of hell we’ll still defy---

Resolved thy worship to uphold---
For thee to conquer or to die!
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: NEAL MALONE,

- Fiom tales of Ireland. By the author
of * Truits and Stories of the Irish pea-
santry.”

* Neal Malene,” is a whimsical tale of a
pugnacious tailor, out of whom: marriage
** takes the shine” in a marvellous manner.
He has been induced to wed at the instioati-
on of a hen-pecked schoolmaster, and the
following extract will display the results as
well as the writer’s comic powers :

* Neal one evening met Mr O'Connor by
chance upon a plank which crossed a river.
This plank was only a foot in bréadth; so
that no two individuals could pass. each
other upon it. We cannot find words in
which to express the dismay of both on
finding that they absolutely glided past one
- | another without cpilision.  Both paused,

and surveyed each other solemnly; but the
astoenishment was all on the side of Mr O'-
Connor. ¢ Neal,” said the schoolmaster,
by all the household gods, I conjure you to
speak, that I may be assured you live!” The
ghost of a blush erossed the churck yard
visage of the tailor. ¢Oh! he exclaimed.
‘ why the devil did you tempt me to marry a
wife? - Neal said his frieud, *answer me
in the most solemn. manner possible—throw
into your countenance all the gravity you
can assume ; speak as though you were un-
der the hands of the hangman, with the rope
about your neck, for the question is indeed
a trying one which I am about to put. Are
jou sull ¢blue-moulded, for wanting of
beating? 'The tailor collected himself to
make a reply ; he put one leg out—the very
leg which he used to shew in such triumph
to his friend; but alas how dwindled! he
opened his waistcoat and lapped it around
him until he looked like a vessel on its hind
legs. He then raised himself up on his tip-
toes and in an awful whisper replied, *“No!!
the devil a bit I'm blue-moulded for want of
a battin.” The schoolmaster shook his head
in his ewn miserable manuer ; but alas! he

soon perceived that the tailor was as great an-

adept at shaking the head as himself, Nay
he saw that there was a calamitous refine-
ment—a delicacy of shake in the tailor’s vi-
brdtions, which gave to his own nod a very
common place character. The next day th:
tailor icok in his clothes: and from time t)
time coutinned to adjust them to the dimen-
sions of his shrinking person. The school-
- master and he whenever they could steal a
mcment, met angd synpathized together. Mr
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'wicked conspiracy to save his life.
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O’Connor however, bore up somewhat better
than Neal. The latter was subdued in heart
and in spirit; thoroughly, completely, and
intensely vanquished.  His features became
sharpened by misery, for a termagent wife is
the whetstone on which all the calamities of
a hen-pecked husband are pointed by the
devil. He no longer strutted as he was
wont to do.—he no longer carried a cudgel
as if he wished to wage a universal war with
mankind. -He was now a married man.—
Sueakingly and with a cowardly crawl did
he creep along as if every step brought him
nearer to the gallows. 'The schoclmaster’s
march was much slower than Neal’s. The
latter distanced him. Before three years
passed he had shrunk up so much, that he
could not walk abroad of a windy day with-
out carrying weights in his pockets to keep
bim firm on the earth, which he once trod
with thestep of a giaut.  Ile again sought
the schoolmaster, with whom indeed he as-
sociated as much as possible. Here he felt
certain_of receiving sympathy; nor was he
disappointed. That worthy but miserable
man and Neal often retired beyond the hear-
ing of their respective wives, and supported
each other by every argument in their pow-
er. Often have they been heard in the dusk
of evening, singing behind a remote hedge
that melancholy ditty ‘let us &0/ be unhap-
py together;’ which rose upon the twilight
breeze with a cautious quaver of sorrow
truly heart-reading and lugubrions. ¢ Neal’
said Mr O’Connor, on one of those occasions
‘ here is a book which I recommend

1 to your
perusal; it is called the ¢Afflicted man’s
companirn;’ try if you can glean somnie
consolation out of it.”  Faith,’” said Neal,
‘I'm for ever oblaged to vou, butI don’t
want it. I've had the ¢ Afilicted man’s com-
panion’ too Jong, and never anatom of con-
solation I cangetout of it.’ Ilml\\e one ofthem
I tell you, but in truth I'll not undhertake
a pair o’ them. 'The very name’s enough for
me,’” they then separated, The tailors vis
vitce must have been powerful or he would
have died. In two years more his friends
could not distinguish him from his own sha-
dow, a circumstance which was of great in-
convenience to him, Several grasped at the
hand of the shadow instead of Lis; and one
man was near paving it five and sixpence
for making a pair of small-cluthes. Neal it
is true undeceived him with some trouble;
but candidly admitted that he was not able
to carry home the money. It was difficult
indeed for the poor tailor to bear what he
felt; it is true he bore it as long as he could,
but at length he became suicidical, and of-
ten had thoughts of making his own quietus
with his bare bodkin, After many delibe-
rations and afflictions, he ultimately made
the attempt; but alas! he found that the
blcod ot the Malones refused to flow upon
so ignominous ;an occasion. So he solved
the phenomenen; although the truth was
that the blood was not in the vein for it:
none was to be had. What was theu to be
done? He resolved to get rid of life by
some process ; and the next that occurred
to him was hanging. In a solemn spirit he
prepared a selvage, and suspended bimself
from the rafter of his workshop ; but here
another disappointment awaited. him—he
would not hang. Such was his want of gra-
vity, that his own weight proved insuflicient
to occasion death by mere suspension. His
third attempt was at drowning, but he could
not sink ; all the elements—all his own en-
ergies joined themselves he thought in a
Having
thus tried every avenue to destruction, and
failed in all, he felt like a man doomed to
live for ever. - Henceforward he shrunk and
shrivelled by slow degrees, until in the
course of time he became so attenuated, that
the grossness of human vision could no
longer reach him.~ This huwever, could not
last always. Though still alive he was to all
intents and purposes imperceptible.
eould now only be heard; he was reduced
to a mere essence—the very echo of human
existence, vox et preterea wihil. It is true
the schoolmaster asserted that he occasion-
ally caught passing glimpses of him; but
that was because he had been himself nearly
spiri{ualized by -affliciion, and his visual ray
purged in the furnace of domestic tribulati-
on. By and by Neals voice lessened, got
fainter and more indistinet, until at length
nothing but a doubtful murmur could be
beard which ultimately could scarcely be
distinguished from a ringing in the ears.
Such was the awful and mysterious fate of
the tailor who as a hero could not of course
die; he merely dissolved like ar icicle wast-
ed into immateriallity, and finally melted

been dead more than two years.”

A WerLr-prawn CoxcrusioN.—Abulfeda,
the Arabian philosopher, being asked how
he came to know that there was a God?
“ In the same way,” said he, “as I know
by the prints that ar®\ made in the sand,
whether a man or a beast has passed before
me. Do not the heavens by the splendour
of the stars; the world by the immensity of
its extent; and the sea by the infinity of the
waves that it rolls sufficiently make known

the power and greatness of their author.”

He |

away beyond the perception of mortal sense.
Mr O’Connor is still living, and once more-
in the fulness of perfect health and strength. |
His wife however, we may as well hi nt; hsi
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The following tragic-comic anecdote is

the Irish Rebetlion.”

¢“ A small party of a Highland regiment
had been despatched from the little village
of D to search for arms. They stopped
at the cabin of a pcasant and demanded en-
trance. Poor Pat had a cow, a rare bless-
ing. He was in the act of cleansing its mi-
serable hovel, with a large three pronged
fork, when he observed the: soldiers around
his cottage. Irishmen generally act from

Pat’s mind, was self-preservation. lle dart-
ed from the hovel and with the long fork in
his hand dashed through the astonished
soldiers, heading his course to a neighbour-
ing bog, bounded up the road over which
we passed. The party pursued. ~ Pat had
gained an important point. The attention

and his hittle family had time tc make ‘ar-
rangements for their safety. The pursuit
was hot, but the retreat still more vigorous

the incumbrance of brogues was soon laid
aside, and Pat in his native phraseology,
gained the bog in a jiffy. Ile was more
ficet than his pursuers; but a stout lengthy
brawny grenadier as familiar with bog and
mountain as the best Irishian 1 the pro-
vince, had far cutrun his companions, and
every morent gained ground in the pursuit,
was just within bayonet reach, when Pat
wheeling suddenly round charged him with
his long three-pronged fork infront; the
thrust was a home one, and the Highlander
fell. Pat who io all his varities of life had
never seen the highland costume before, gaz-
ed in surprise on his fallen enemy, address-
ing him in bis native language—° Though
eshin, lhat augus gu neineg sheighmough
yut S’ Dioul un daugh viegh urth er maudin um
eigh sheigh augus taught amaugh gou dugh
brieshtiegh.’—Take thiat, and much good
may it do you; you were in a devil of a
hurry afier me this morning, when you did
not wait to put on your breeches.””

T DISADVANTAGES OF A LONG SERMON.

—A preacher had divided his sermon into
thirty-two sections. One of the auditory
rose immediately, who being asked whither
he was going, said. °to fetch my night-cap,
for 1 foresee we shall pass the night here.’—
In effect, the preacher having lost the thread
.of his sub-divisions, could never reach the
end of his sermon, Thd whole auditory
losing patience, and seeing the night ap-
proach, filed off one after the other. 'The
preacher who was short sighted, did not
perceive this desertion and continued to
gesticulate in the pulpit; when a litle sing-
ing boy who remained alone, cried to him,
‘“ Str, here are the keys of the church, when
you have done be so good as to lock the
gate.” ,
+ On one occasion when a gentleman, who
had been one of his school fellows cawme to
town, Mr Couts invited him to dinner; and
a large party was assembied.to do him ho-
nour. The unext day the gentleman had
some business to transact ai Mr Coutt’s
barking house, when there was a penny in
change due to Mr. Coutts. * Well,” said
the gentleman, ‘1 shall not give you that,”
“I must haveit,” said Mr Coutts. “ Why”
sald his astonished iriend. how singular is
this ; yesterday you gave me a dinner which
must have cost £100, and to-day you will
not give me apenny !’ *“True,” replied Mr
Coutts, “ and it is 1y being rigidly correct
with matters ot business, that enabied me to
give you a ,dinner,”

Dr Hopson was shot dead at Alexandria
‘Louis, on the 19th of December, by a Mr
Sarr a young printer to whom lie nwed seven
dollars, and having been duuned for it, he
called the young man a puppy.

ReLicious KNeWLEDGE IN THE NORTH or
ExcLAND.—--The following characteristic
sketch written by a London Sporting charac-
ter, whilst travelling to witness a fight in the
North of England, in April last will be read
with intérest:— ‘

Ourself in company with anocther friend,
left Wolverhampton early on T'uesday morn-
ing, for Stourbridge, and resolved to ¢ nurse
our prads gently’ in case any thing unplea-
sant might happen and: that ‘move off’
should be ordered. It is pretty well known
hat the working people (@iias the operatives)
in that neighbourhood are the most illiterate
‘in England, and in consequence we proposed
‘a bet to our friend of a flimsy to the tune of
fifty that the three first people he should
-meet at their doors, in the first four miles,
did not know the Lord’s prayer. ‘Done!
was the answer, and the following scene
took place:—Our friend went up to a decent
:looking woman, who was staring at the ca-
valcade that was filing by and accosted: her
- with ‘ My good woman, do you know the
Lord’s prayer? Lord’s prayer? No Zur I
doant know him, he deant live hereabout,
I'ze sure.’—Our friend  looked unutterable
things ; and asked ourself to smoke a cigar.
‘Yes,’ was our reply., We pulled up our
prads at a decent looking house to get a
light, which being, procured we began to
toddle, first putting’ our smoking faculties
mto full operation,iwhen the sight of a pe-
ticoat caught our friend’s eye, and..as he was
partial to-the ogles: of a ‘rum blowing,” he

addressing her—‘My darling ereature, a

extracted from a ‘“ a Personal narrative of

the first impulse; and the first impulse of

of the enemy was drawn off from his castte,.

allowed

determined to pop the question, and thus

word in your listener if you please, do you
know my love, the Lord’s Prayer ’--‘Lord’s
prayer, Lord’s Prayer, noa zur Idoant know
en by that neame, but perhaps my devil
does. (here’s two said ourself) the females
in this part of the country, call their hus-
bands by way of eminence their devils;
here she cried—*‘ Tommy ! Tommy! come
out, here's some gemmen wants to know
summitt.’—Qur friend here repeated bhis
question to the ‘gentle creature’s devil/
whose reply was, ‘noa zur, I ’ant lived long
about here; I doant know him rightly; but
an you’ll tell me whether he be a banks man
or a pit man, I'll be zure to know him.'—
Our friend-was completely ‘stow whided,’
and cut his stick.

Puivosorny.—In a weaver’s shop in Pais-
ley proverbial for political and religious dis-
cussion, a conversatien arose on one occasion
on the revolving motion of the earth. One
of the worthies who understood a little of
the subject, was endeavouring to illustrate
this point, but was stopped short by the fol-
lowing harangue, delivered with all the ora-
culor gravity of a person who believed that
he had the best end of the argument :—** Man
Wull, haud your tongue for ye may just as
weel tell me that a sou can flee. The warl’
gan roun’ l——ye wad hae folk to be as silly as
Rab Paterson, wha believed that if he ﬁu’
to the top o Gleniffier he wad see
rica ¢ and- 11l =
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E ye an Jlastance
that will surely/ confute these droll notions of
yours —It’s nco Seven an’ forty years siuce
I sat doun to this loom, an’ my face wvas

then to Laird M—"s gavel, an’ it the world;
had been aye gaun roun’, as ye say, whai*
I wonner wou'd I be by this time?”.

Pious BareaIN.—A gentleman. who em-
ploys a great many hands in a manufactory
in the West of England, in order'to encou-

rage his work-people in a due attendance at> *°

iR

Church on a fast day, told them that if they’
went to Churchr they should receive t '
wages for that day in the same manaer as if
they had been at work. Upon which a de-
putazion was sppointed to acquaint their
employer jthat 1f he woula pay them for
over howrs ihey would hkewise attend the
Methodist chapel in the evening!

SAINTLY SINNERs.—How many have com-
plained of the vexation and frivolous maun-
ner in which certain Meumbers of the IHouse
of Commons are wont to occupy the * col-
lective wisdom” of the country? = What
important measures have becn postponed or
hurried through the House, that a Mr Buck-
ingham may have leisure to whine over the
votaries of Hodges’ gin and Barclay’s brown
stout, and prove himself a Draco in the
matter of drunkenness? How many unhap-
py creatures are writhing beneath the lasi
of the debtors’ law, that sanciified hypocrites
may shine forth in all the odour of sanctity
and continue their uarighteous crusades
agaiust the humble Sabbath enjoyments of
the poor 2 Out o such miserable. wrete
ed quacks—panders to the intolerance of the
small sects—seli-elected apostles, who would
propagate their creed by constables’ staves-—
torce their opinions upon the world by the
power of law, and encourage lying and de-

‘hy can-

3
ceit by Act of Parliament! )

not these to  be
10 their own

people  be satisfied
to
domestic! without thrustiuo

mew and mouth
_ conventicles

their unwholesome doctrines upon society ¥
Why canugt they be content to wear the
vizard to their own hoopwinked besotted
disciples, Mitheut continually challenzing
the gaze. of  sharp-sighted world ? If these
men would but divide 2 mionz them cne
grain of Bonesty and
would at once abandon thc
full of;wi kedness  and  ail
ness. | ‘

Tue [SatLor.—There is in the perilous iif>
of a spilor an independence which springs
from bis absence from the land. The pas-
sions 6f men are left upon the shorve. Be-
tween the world quitted and the world sought
for there 1s neither love nor ccuntry but on
the element which bears us. No more du-
ties to fulfil, no more visits to make, no
more journals, no politics. Even the lan-
guage ofa sailor is not the ordinary language. -
It 1s a language such as the ocean and the
heaven, the calm and the tempest, speak.—
Oue inhabits a universe on the waters, among
creatures whose clothing, whose tastes,
whose manners and aspects resemble not the
people of the earth; they have the rough-
ness of the sea-wolf, and the lightness of the
bird. Their fronts are marked by none of
the cares of society. The wrinkles which
traverse them resemble the foldings of a
diminutive sail, and they are less chiselled
by age than by the wind and the waves.—
The skin of these creatures, impregnated by
salt, is red and rigid, like the surface of the.
rock beaten by the billows.

SpringING A LEAR.—A Welsh sailor on
his returning home, related to his mother
the dangers of the seas. ¢ An’ mother,
when we were right in the middle of the
wide ocean, the ship sprung a leak.”—
¢ Sprung a LEEK, my dear, sure it was Got’s
awn mercy, for a famons vegetable it is, but,
my dear, was there only one Lex for all the
ship’s crew ?” : :

CeNT. PER~ORNT.—At Barnstaple butter is
8d. a pound; in London just double that
price.
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