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PORTUGUESE HYMN TO THE VIRGIN MARY,
BY JOHN LAYDEN.

Star of the wide and pathless sed,
\Who lov'st on mariners to shine,
These vative garménts wet to thee,
We hang within thy holy shiine,
When o'er us flushed the surging brine,
Amid the warking waters tost,
We called no other name but thine,
And hoped, whén other hope was lost,
Ave Maris Stella !

Star of the vast and howling main,
When dark aud lone is all the sky,
And mountain-waves o'er ocean’s plain
FErect their stormy heads on high;
When virgins for their tiue loves sigh,
And raise their wecping eves to thee,
‘The Star of Ocean heeds their ery,
And saves tlie foundering bark at sea.
Ave Maris Stellu!

Star of the datk and stormy sea,

When wrecking tempests round us 1ave,
Thy gentle virgin form we see

- Bright rising o'et the hoary wave.

The howling storms that scem to erave’

Their victims, sink in music sweet,
_ The surging scas recede to pave .
The path betieath thy glistening féet,
Ave Maris Stellat

Star of the desert waters wild,
Who pitying hears the scaman’s cry,
The God of Mercy, as a child,
On'that chaste bosom loves to lic ;
‘While soft the chorus of the sky
“Their hymns of tender merey siug,
And angel voices name on high
‘The mother of the heavenly king,
Ave Maris Stellu!

Star of the deep ! at that blest name
‘The waves sleep silent round the ked,
The temnpests wild their fury tame
That made the deep’s foundations rcel :
‘The soft celestial accents steal

S0 soothing through the realms of woe,
e ' e’ - . -
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Ave Maris Stella?

Star of the mild and placid scas,
Whom rainbow rays of merey crown,
Wihose tiame thy faithful Portuguese
=(cer all that to the depths go down,
With hymns of grateful transport own,
When gathering clouds obscure their light,

And heaven assumes an awlul frown,
The Star of Qcean glitters bright,
Ave Maris Stella !

Star of the deep ! when angel lyres
‘Lo hymn thy holy name essay,
i vain a mortal harp aspires
‘Yo mingle in the mighty Jay !
Mother of God! one living ray
Of hope our grateful hosoms fires
_ When storis and tempests pass away,
T'v join the bright imwortal choirs.
Ave Maris Stella!

FEMALE ACCOMPLISHMENTS.

It a woman be as beautiful as one of those cclestial beings
with whom the vivid dreams of imagination have peupled
Mahomet’s paradise, as lovely and fresh as the fabled Aurora,
and graceful as ITebe—yet, if she does not unite to the ex-
ternal chiarms of bier person the rei,.ned accomplishments and
sublime sentiments of an clegant mid, shie can never en-
chant the heart of her husband with those golden fetters
which only death can sever.  Sweetness of disposition and
intellectual endowments wreathe those fetters with the ever-
blooming roses of cnjoymient, and call forth into action all
the tender charities which irradiate that sphere of connubiai
happiness. A woman may shine in mechanical accomplish-
ments, though a ray of mental light does not dawn upon hex
mind; she may paint, sing, and play upon musical instru-
ments, and by those manual-vocal arts gain-a transient tri-
wnph over those who are contented with female cultivation
hung on walls, or hearing it vibrate on strings.

But 2 man of discernment feels that a woman thus gifted
can only amuse for an hour, and attract by lier adscititivus
donations some frippery fops, who, like the stupid butter-
flies, light on exotic flowers without fragrance or perfume,
rather than on the odoriferous blossoms that yield delicious
honey. The looks of a stupid beauty, < who has not sou)
within her eves,” are fixed in the dead calm of insensibility ;
they cmit no clectric spark to kindle the affections——so that
they are examined without emotion, 2ud beheld without love.

In the winter of life, when the gaudy flowers of personad
beauty are nipped by the “rude breathing” of age; and
when the lustre of the blue eye is dimmed, .and the bloorr
of the rosy cheeks fled; how fallen then will be the unmar-
ried who has not resources in the treasury of knowledge;
she will remain a tyrant without power and remorse. A
woman of intcliectual accomplishments, on the contrary, in
the cvening of life, will draw at the fountain of the graces
the limpid balsam of literary knowledge—diffuse tie plea-
sure of instruction to her children, and’ illuminate, by her
cheerful conversation, all who are circled within the attract-
ive sphere of the society in which she moves.  Beauty is as
ficeting and as fragile as the bloom of an exotic flower,
blown under the chilling influence of a northern breeze,
Education alune is the towering oak that braves the tempest
of years.

The most estimable blessing which the benign hounty
of the Creator hay bestowed upen man is the possession -of



