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wished to speak, if perchance my curinsity
might bo gnititied in regurd to what the
mysterious future had in store for me,
but feow my midnight visitor camo no
sign. Eagerly I scanned the closuly-
written scroll at his feet, but no revelu-
tion suve that of the pust wus recorded
on hat once fair page. And can it be
said that eightenn hundred and soventy-
nine is so svun to bn numbered with the
past? It seems bul yostenday wo wel
comed Lig advent into our world, with
Joytul sougs and happy hearts, aud yet
the seasons have rolled their rounds
Youug hopeful Spring, with springing
grass und bursting buds, gurgling streams
aud laughing winds; Suwmer, bright
aud  beautiful with full-blown rose and
perlected busuty ; Autumn with solemn
form, bearing in his trmin the wellow
fruit and ripened harvest; and Winter,
wild with chilly blusts, frost and snow.

Tiwme, swilt merciless Time, is ever on
the wing. On, still on, he presses, and
for ever. No chain can bind his rushing
pinion, and, for himn, the weight of sleep
or weariness is never known,  Lxultiugly
hie nrocks the pride of man, who while idly
dreaning of glory, hunor and itlustrious
deeds, wakens to the svlemn lesson:
“Time must conguer.” The year has
gone, and with it many a throng of un-
reulized dreams.  How many plans frus-
trated, how many airy castles demolished,
how many sweet blussams scattered, by
the fury of the whirlwind !

* Tha bowers we hoped to decorate with beauty
and with bloom,

Are shrouded, dutk and desolate, by festovns of
the tomb,”

But-while castles lie crumbliug tn dust,
and hearts are saddened by disappointed
hope, there is much to cheer and brighten
our pathway. Old time brings not all of
sorrow, all of shade, Fut, in tho tide of
years, 8s in inspulsive youth, they cowme
with tardy feet, or, in the swiftly passing
years of age, wg may over find bright
gleams of snushine to gladden vur hearts,
{nall the changes that come to us, the
sweet legacy of love, pure gentls love, is
still unmarked by time's corroding steain.

“ Love lifts us to a loftierclime,
Forlove in still untouched by time,”

This heaven-bor. principle implanted
in the heart can never wither or decay,

The poet Southey says:

*‘They sin who tell us love can dio,
With life all other Passions gy,
Bt love is indestructible,
Tho’ oft deceived aud oft oppressed,
It hiath in heaven its perfect rest.”

Lovs comes to ys in many ways, bub
nons so true, so abiding, as that a mother
beurs her child, In his guiluless intancy
she folds him to her bosom in a fondness
and devotion only known to a mother's
heart, and, though in later years he may
yield to the tempter, and seem to forget
the gweet influences of her love, yet she

never woaries in offorts to restore him,
for is he not her own loved boy wlhosns
waywardness perchance has only served
to strengthon her affection? I need not
hesitate for proof that » mother's love
outlives ammbition, avarico, and every other
consideration, as invumeruble instances
present themselves, See bending o'er
the coffin of her only son the Empress
Eugenie, she weeps until exhausted nature
succumbs and the grief-stricken mother
sleeps.  Would yon recognize in that
blanched fuco and silvery hiair the beauntitul
the admired Eugenie of  few shott years 4
Time hus roughly traced his lineaments
on her lovely cheek, and destroyed the
golden sheen of her fuir hair, but what
heeds sho? for sorcow has wade her in-
different to trifling cares; but love for
her princely boy, * whose life was so
barbarously sacriticed by the eruel hand
of the Zulu,” can never, never die. Not
for her loved Trance, from whom she is
uow an exile, the retuvn of her lost wealth
or prestige does she now pray, but for the
repase of the soul of him who sleeps,
“ that sleep that knows no waking.” ‘Tis
a dainty story, but 'tis said 'twas love,
not like that of « :mother, but a softer,
tenderer emotion that prompted this fair
scion of a noble house to encounter the
perils of a bgttle-ticld—even love for the
fair danghter of our illustrious Queen.

Nature, also has Leen most lavish in
spreading before ns an inexhaustiblesource
of enjoyment in her beautiful and varied
works. In looking over our nature, we
discover amongst its most admirable en-
dowments a fively perception of beauty,
and it ounly remains for us to cultivate
this germ, and we shall find ourselves
surrounded on every side with new
objects for admiration and research, for
nature is of unlimited extent, and the
history of the smallest plant far exceeds
our highest powers. Where shall we
find, among the geographers, tho botanists,
the naturalists, one who can unveil to us
the mysterics of nuture? Much indeed
has been done by the earnestness with
which many have applied themselves to
thu anslysis of this delightful and fascin-
ating study, the enjoyments of whicl are
so refined and pure, the beauty so congenial
to our noblest feelings,and, which, above
all other eonsiderations, links us so an-
mistakeably to the grand and interesting
attributes of the soul, that it is painful to
think of the multitude surrounded by
Nature’s loveliness who live unmindful
of the charms which she has provided for
their gratification, whils many who live
in the hustle and confusion of the city,
and move where the crowd is great, are
wearying fur the sweet influence of nature,
the sunshine and the flowers, the fields
and the woods.

Whorover we turn our eyes, beauty is
an all-pervading presence—in the heavons

above us, in tho rising and setting sun,
in the flowers by the wayside, or the
tiny shell washed on the shore by the
restless billow,

There is beauty, too, in the gmnd old
sea ; and who can gaze upon its heaving
bosom, orits giunt waves dushing upon
tho rocke, without emotion$ for doth not
our Father hold the waters in the hollow
of his haud 1 and are they not obedient
tu his command,—* Thus fur shalt thou
come aud not further,” Yo the world of
literature wo are also largely indebted for
pleasure, s well as inforimation awd eul-
ture.  We should, however, be very care-
ful in the sclection, always remenbering
that the best books have the most beauty.

History we considar not only a most
improving, but a most ngreeable part of
knowledge, muking us fumiline with the
riso, progress or declension of the must
flourishing empires of the world, whereas,
without this medium, we might have
tenmined ignorunt in regard to many
most interesting and important facts.
History is also replete with mauy moral
lessons. The instubility of wan, his
tyranny over his brethren, and that the
great of this world are not always the
good, mark most undeniubly the annals
of historic lore.

In Biography we also find a mosi at-
tractive form of literature, and so rich is
it in pleasant or profound thoughts, so val-
uable in revelation of character, so abun-
dant in material to elevate aud eplighten,
that it is not wondertul it should Le read
with avidity.

Pocetry, we presume, is admired by
most classes, and we would heartily
recommend its study, as it not only con-
veys instruction, but also refines the sen-
sibility.

Music seemis to have existed in all
countries at a very early date. It has
been advancing through the centuries,
until to-day it has been presented to
us as 2 new art, and is not only an
accomplishient appreciated in polished
society, but is the means of much enjoy-
ment in the family of the cottager.

Having noticed somo of the facilities
for improvement and pleasure within our
reach, let us, in bidding the sweet old
year & sad farewell, bLanish all useless
repining, and, entering on the new, culti-
vate a spirit of chuerfulness, which may
exlend, not only into our homes, but let
its influence be felt in the Grange.—
Bridyetown Monitor,

A cORRESPONDENT adds the following
postseript to a business letter, 27th Febru-
ary, 1880:—“I have just weighed
short-horn heifer ealt this morning, three

wonths old, weight 314 1bs” Not bad
for a short-korn, :




