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POETRYT.

+  YOUTHFUL MUSINGS.

On, lovely aro visions of youtl,
‘When by tempests in lifo wo're driven ;
'l‘hoi como—rays of coinfort, to sootho
The ills for our heritago given ;
Though thoy wakea vain sigh of regret,
And pleasure is mingled with pain,
¥ permittod, wo would not forget,
But recallthem again and again.

Ddights not our fancy to view

That scene whero twas rapture to rovo,

Tha landscape 1n cluldhood wo hnew,
‘Whon blest in our friendship ard lovo,

Shkall wo traco not the times that nre fown—
Tho da‘yl's ofour inuocent mizth,

Because tho brizht moments that shono
Arosucceedod by feelings of dearth 2

‘We eannot, we would not forbear
To ponder o’cr memory’s pages,
For thorecord we find veristen there,
Liko magic our sadness assunges 3
Though a tear whilo wo're inusing may steal
It isnota witisess of sorrow,
‘For richer’s the pleasure wo feel
Than any from mirth we can borrow.
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VARIETIES.

Sir WALTER ScorT.—The following
lines were written by Sir Walter Scott when
between ten and ecleven years of age, and
when he was attending the high school at
Bdinburgh. His master there had spoken
of him as a remarkably stupid boy, and his
mother with grief acknowledged that he

poke truly.

e midst of a tremendous storm standing
still in the street, looking at the sky. She
called to him repeatedly, but he remained
looking upward, without taking the least
notice of her. 'When he returned into the
house she was very much displeased with
him. ¢ Mother,’ he said, ¢ I could tell you
tlte reason why T stood still, and why I
looked at the sky, if you would only give
me a pencil.” She gave him one, and 1 less
thaa five minutes he laid a bit of paper on
her lap with these lines on it :

Loud o°cr my head what awful thunders roll !
¥What vivid lightnings flash from pole to pole !
It isthy voice, my God, that bids them ly ,

‘Thy voice directs them through the vaulted sky <

. ‘Thenlet the good thy mighty power revere.
Lot bardencd sinners thy just judgment fear.

The old lady repeated them to me her-
self, and the tears were in hereves : fn d
really believe, simple ez they are, that she
values thosc fines, being the first effusion of
ier son’s genius, more than any later beau-
ties whkizh huve so charmed all the world
beside.

Dr. Youne.—One day &s Dr. Young
was walking in his ﬁv,arden at Welwyn, m
company with two ladies (one of whom he
afterwards marred,) the servant came to
g.c_%un.int him a gentleman wished ta speak
:m& bim. ‘}: Tell him,” says the doctor,

‘<t am too happily engaged to change m
"luud.tionx’t‘ ngla%iesi;’;a.sisted he shoEld gcz
Reid his visitor was a man of rank, his patron

She saw him one morning in

and his ftiend ; but,as persuasion had no
offect, ono took him by the right arm, the
sther by the left, and led him to the garden
gate ; when, finding resistance in vain, he
bowed, laid his haud upon lns heat, aund,
i that expressive manner, for which he was
so remarkubfo, spoke the following lines :

Thua Adam look'd, when from the grrdea dris'n.

And thus di-puted onders sent froin heav'n §

Liko hint I go, but yet to go ain loth 5

Like him 1go, for angeladrove us ho.h

Hurd was his fato, butinine «till more unk.w.d

HisEvo went with him, but wine staye bikad.”*

BIATSH PLACK OF DR. 3 ATTS.

You remember Dr. Watts’ beautiful
I1ymn, as every one accustomed to hs in-
imitable and all but inspived psahinody
must—

Thero is a land of pura delighe,
Where saints imnortal roign.

Aud whea I tell you, that T am tuw
penuning these lines from the spot, and uit-
ting at tho window which looks out where
lie looked on the ,

Sweet fichis heyond the swelling flood
All dressed in living green,
which so awoke his thoughts of heaven, aud
helped him to sing the Christian’s ttiwnph
in the dJovdan of death, yon will not per-
haps think it unworthy that I should allude
to this interesting circumstance. Southam-
ton is the birth place of this sweet singer of
our modern and Christinuzed 1srael ; and
the house in which I ama guest is the spot
whete he wrote the hymn above mentioned.
The town lies on: a swell between the torks
of the Testand Itchen, the latter of which is
the *« swelling flood,” celebrated in the song,
one mile, or less, from my present position,
and beyond which is scen from this place,
the «¢land of pure delight,”
VWhere everlasting spring abides,
Aund ncver-witﬁering tlowers.
So, atleast, it may seem. It is indeed a
fair and beautiful type of that paradise of
which the poet sung. 1t nses trum the
margin of the flood, and swellsmto bound-
less prospect, all mantled in the richest ver-
dure of sumuwer, .chequered with forest
growth and fruitful fields under the highest
cultivation, and gardens and wilas, and
every adornment which the hand of man, in
a . series of ages, could creatr on such
wusceptible grounds,  Qur poets imagma-
tion, sospiritual and heavenly, leaped Liom
this enchanting scene to the ields and gar-
dens of the upper world. As he looked
upon these waters now before e, and then
before him, he thought of the final passage
of the Christian :
Deathlike a narrovr sea divides
‘This heavenly land from ours.
And gre these indeed the tircumstances
which suggested these lines, that has becn
such a help to the devations of so many
believers in Christ and which for ages to
come are likely tabreathe from the dying
lips of those

Who see the Canaan whiclthey loye.
& With unbecloaded eyes.

OFFJCER TURNED PREACHER.

Some time,siuce a lady who was much
devoted to the Bible cause, going on board
a ship of war, was received by an officer on
deck, not without respect, but uccompanied
with muny of those expressions which un-
fortunutefy are toofrequentin thelips of sai-
lors, ‘Lhe Iady expressed her wish that
while she was on bonrd he would have the
zoodness to desist from lunguage of thut des
seription. e professed his readiness to
obline her, and during her stay on board,
notune vath escaped his lips.  She pursued
her eourse, distuibuting to the suilow by
tracts aml Bibles, and, above all heradmoni-
tivn]  Oa hur return she was accompanied
by the same officer, and took an oppurtu-
nity of thanking him for his kindnessinat-
tending to herrequest.  He cxpressed his
readiness to oblige her on any oceasion, and
said there was nuthing she should ask hin
todo that he would not do.

¢ Then,” said she, ¢ 1I'll thank you to
read that book,” giving him o Bible.

11e felt himsel¥ surprised, but considered
as he had given his promise, ke was bound
to fulfilit.

The lady afterwards si-iting a distant
part of the.country, went to church, heard
a sermon, and v asreturning, when the cler-
£) man, ruzaing sfter her, sard—-s It 1 mis-
take not, 1 awm rddressing such a lady,”—
(mentioning her name.)

“'That is my name,” said she, ¢ but I
lhave no recollection of you.”

*¢ Does not your ladyship recollect viit- §
inz such a sh'p, and giving an oflicer a Bi- §
ble 77

¢ Yessairt she, ¢ [do.”

“Then, madam, L am the person, and the §
good effects are what you lhuve seen this §
morning.”

Travreny isoften the guide to destrue-
tion, [Itis the first raduneut which man §
atteuds to with success, amd the first lesson 8
bs repeats to gaiu our aftection ; tov often, JN
my fuir friends, you give ear to it, andsuifer g
your hearts to be euslaved fur encominms. §
which your soircor te'*s you are fulse,

Always suspect a map who affects great S8
softness of manner, an unrufled evenness of i
temper, aud an enunciation, studied, slow, ]
and deliberate. ‘These things are unyatu- S
ral, and bespeak a degice of mental disci- &8
pline into which he who has no purpose of il
craft or design to answer, cannot submit t{N
drill himself. The most successful knavedJ8
are of this description. As smooth as ¢ @
razor dipt v oxl, and assharp. They affect §
the innocence of the dove, which they have
not, in order to belie the cunning of the ser- §
pent, which they have. | !

A moon is said to have been discovefegl N
lately by an English Astronomer to thy §

1 planet Mars; -




