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WOMAN.

The following just and beautiful tribute to the charucter of
woman, is tuken from Bliackwood's Maguzine :—

GRrEaT, indecd, is the tank essigned to woman ; who can clevate
e digmty ! Not 1o rmbke Iaws, not to lead armics, not to go.
vern enterprizes; but to form those by whom lawa nre made.
armics are led, and cmpires gre governud 3 1o guard againet the
shghtasi umnt of b dily infiemity, the fraul yot spotless crenture,
whose moral, no less than physical being, must be derived from
her; to nspire those principles, to incuicat: thuse doctriaes, to
anfinate thase sentinicnts which generatons yet unborn and na.
tions yet uncivilized shall learn to bless; to solien firmness into
mercy, and chasten honor into refinement ; to cxalt generoaity
wto yirtue, by n svothing caro to allay the anguish of the body
and the far worse anguish of the mind; by her tenderncss to
disarm passion ; by her purity to trivinph over sense ; to cheer
the scholar sinking under his toil; to consolc the statcsman for
the ingratitude of a mistaken people; to be compensution for
friends that are perfidious, for huppiness that has pesscd away.
i Sueh is her vocation  The couch of the tortured sufficrer, the
[l prison of the deserted friced, the crossof the rejected Saviour—
Il these are theatres on which her grontost trinmphs  have been a.
chieved.  Such 1sher destiny ; to visit the forsaken, to attend
to the ncglected ; when monarchs abandun, when counsellors
hetrny, when justice persecutes, when brethren and diseiples
flce, 1o remain unshaken and unchanged ; and 1o exhibit in this
lower worldn type of that love. pure. constant, and igeffabie,
which 1n another world we  are taught to btdhieve tho test of
virtue.

S N —

Gov Evervywneer.~—Lord Craven lived in London when the
plagne was raging there.  His house was in that part of the
towa since called (from the cirenmstance of its bemng situated
there,)Craven buildings.  On the plague growing vpifvmi(‘, his
lordship, to avoud the danger, resolved to go to lis scat in the
country. Ihis conch and smix were accordingly at the door, his
bagange put up, and all things in readiness for the journey.  As
he way wilhing through the hall witl: his hat on, his cane under
s arm, and putung on his gloves, in order to step into his car.
ringe, he overheard Ins negro (who sceved him as postilion,) say.
g to another servant, *1 suppose by my lord’s quitting London
to avoid the plaguc, that his Guod lives in the country, and not in
the town.” The poor negro said this in the simplicity of his
heart, as reaily believing a plurality of gods.  The speech, how.
ever, struck Lord Craven very seusibly, and made him pause.
“My God,” thought he, “lives everywhere, and can prescrve me
in town as well as 1n the country. [I'll even stay where I am.
The ignorance of that negro has preached a useful sermon to me.
Lord, pardon that unbelhief, and that distrust of thy providence,
which made me think of runming away from thy hand”  He im.
mediately ordered s horses to be taken off from the coach, and
and the luggage 10 be brought in.  He continued in London,
was rematkably useful among his sick neighbours, and never
caught the infection.— Toplapy’s Anecdotes.

———

Exezcring a Lerrer.—I do not think thct life has a suspense
more sickening than that of cxpecting a letter which does not
come. The hour which brings the post is the one that is anti.
cipated, the only onc from which we reckon. How lung the
time sccrns till it comes! With haw many devices do we seck
to pass it a hittle quicker. How we hope and believe each day
will be aur last of anxious waiting? The post comes in, and
there 1s no letter for us.  How bitter is the disappointment !
and cn every repetiion it grows more acute.  How immeasur.
able the tine seems ull the post comes n agnin! The mind
exhausts itself in coujectures ; iliness, cven death, grow terribly
distnct to hope in 1ts agony~—hape that is fear!  We dread we
know not what; and every lengthenced day the misery grows
more insupportable. Every day the anxiety takcs a darker
shadow. To know cven the very worst of all we have forboded,
appears a rchief.—fiss Landon.

Prors Wright's Cashet.
Domsstie Happines.

Au! what 50 melreshing, o soothing, o satisfying, as the placid
joys of home.

See the traveller——does duty cail him for a season to lenve his
beloved circle!  The image of lus carthly bappiness continues
vividnin his remembrance, it quickeas him to diligence, it makes
him hail the hour which sces his purposc accomplished, and his
face turnod toward home ; 1t communes with him us he journeys,
and he hears the prumises widch cause him o bope, “ Thou
shalt know also tho* thy tabernacie shall be in peace, and theu
shalt visit thy tabernacic and nat sin.,” 0! the jovful reun..a
of a divided family—tho pleasurcs of renowed tnicrvisw and
convarsation afisr days of absence.

Behold the man of scicnce—he deops the luborious and pain.
ful research—~cioses his volume—smoothes lns wrinkled brow—
lcaves his study, and, unbending himsclf, stoops w the capacities,
yiclds to the wishas, and mingles with the divereivns of his
children.

s He will not "Jush that hath a father’s heart, |
To take, 1 chiidish play, a childiwh part ;

But bends his sturdy neck o play the 10y,

That youth tukes pleasure in, (o please the bov.”

Take the man of trade—what rcconciles him to the toils of
business? What enables him to endure the fastidiousness and
impertinence of customers?  What rewards him for so many
hours of tcdious confinement? By and by the season of inter. |
coursc will arrive; he will beliold the desire of his eyes and the
children of his love, for whom he resigns his case ; and in their
welfure and recompense. i

Yoader comes the laborer—hc has borne the Jnbor and heat
of the day ; the desccading sun has released him from his toil,
and he is hastening home to enjoy repose.  Half way down the
lane, by the side of which stands his cottage, his children run to
meet him. Onc he carrics and one ho leads. The companion
of lus humble bife is ready to furnish Lim with his humble repast.
Sce lus toil.worn countcnance asswmne an air of cheerfulness!
his hardships arc forgotten ; fatigue vanishes; he eats and is
satisficd. The evening fair, he walks with uncovered head
around hLis garden, cnters again, and retires 10 rest; and “the
rest of a laboring man is sweet, whether e eats little or much.”
Inhabitant of this lowly dwelling ! who can be indifferent to thy
comfort? Peace be to this house !

et

Suxrise on TBE Ocean.—This singularly beautiful sight is most
happily and faithfully described in the following paragraph ex-
tracted from Emerson’s Letters from the Aigean :

“ The dawn of morning at sea is perhaps the most sublime
sight in naturc; sunset on land is more reposing and lovely, but
sunrise on the ocean is grandeur itself. At evening, he sinks
languishing behind the distant hills, blushing in rosy tints at his
declining weakness ; at morn, he rises &ll fresh and glowing
from the deep. not in softened beauty, but in dazzling splendor.
With the wrary pace of age, he glides, at even, from peak to
peak, and sinks from hill to hill; at morn, he burats at once
across the threshoid of the occan with the firm and conscious
step ¢f n warrior. His decline conveys th: idea of fading bright- !
ness, his rise, the swelling effulgence of mounting and resisiless
light.

et

Tae Mioxiem Sun.—At Engntekia in Lapland, during the
spacc of threc weeks in every year, the minister informed Dr.
Clark that he is able to light his pipe at midnight with a common
burning glass ; and when the clouds do not intervene he may
continue this practice for a longer time, but the atmosphere be.
comes cloudv as the season advances. From the church near |
his house it 1s visible at midnight, during seven weeks iu each
yecar; but the pleasure of this long day is dearly purchased by
an almost uninterrupted night for the rest of tho vear ; aconti.
nual winter, during which 1t is difficult to dispenxe with the use
of candles during the space of three hours in each day.




