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EIGET BELLS, OR THE MIDNIGHT WATOH,
DY OHARLOTTR 8. GHEEN.

Q'or a veseol’s side I loant and wopt,
As T watel'’d her courso through the tronvherous dopth )
"L was leaving the land whero n ehild I’d played,
And wy fanoy now through its dear haunts stray’d,
T was the “midnight watch ;" the woon on high
Movod through hor court in the cloudloss sky,
As tho stars gavo forth their pale soft light,
Liko fairy lamps, this calm still night.
All lovkod servno~—not u souad was thore
Suvo the sails’ hoavy flup in tho fresh night-air,
With tho rough honest toues of tho sailors’ voice,
Asthoy *“spun thoir yarns” nud scom’d to rojoice
Q’or tho sweot memory of childhood's tules, )
Tho land of their birth ¢ and its lowery dales,
Whoro in days long fled they sportod froe,
Ero thoir young hoarts sigh'd for theswolling scu,
I startod round—for at my side
A young snilor stood in manhood’s prido s
I tricd to fly, but & mystic spoll
ITad bound we thore where tho moonbormn fell—
The boly churm that stay’d oy flight
Was the voice that foll on tho breath of night,
With woman’s fanlt, which bid ino stay :
T erept in the shade, as 1 heard him say,
¢ 0k why! oh why did I over roam
From tho dear onos I'vo loft in my wostorn homo;
Shall I never moro, but in fancy’s droams,
Bohold again thogoe blissful scenes ?
Al loved ones far off, how my heart sooms to bound
0’0r tho broad oconn’s surfaco to list to tho sound
Of your dear voices broathing & fervent prayor
For the trunnt's return to tho vacaut chair.”
Ho bow’d his head, ob! who could tell .
‘Where his thoughts took flight whon thoso snd toars folt ¢
Foolings of uwe round my soul soom’d to ercop; :
"1 was the first timo Y suw strong mnanhood weep.
An hour after, the occan lush’d
Like amonster maddened by the lightning's flush
THuming the heavens in o elurot dyo,
While the thunder sprang in the blazing sky.
Oh! who could’ve thought so peaceful a night,
In nn hour would chango to this sonl-touching sight ¢
T wus up from the oast that dark cloud came,
Engulphing tho sbip in wind and rain—
A half hour more this ship was gono.
Tho wind swept it away like a dismul song;
Tt done its work with alovolling hand,
‘Yot morning smiled bright o’er sonand land.
Now where was I when the hurricane’s breath
Lent all its power to this scene of death ¥

* I was borno nwey 1o a distant shore,
To the land of Grocco, the pride of yoro;
And o’or e loant and quell'd my fonrs
Tho snme dour form I'd scen in tenrs.
But oh! what a sweetchange bound me now—
*T was u long lost hrother that bathed mwy brow.
As wo spoke again of gur paronts Jone,
Invoking the blessing of Him abovo
To guard them still by his mighty arm
And keop them safe from life’s dark storm.
‘Wo thought of tho souls of those that sleap,
‘Who had sunlt that nightin tho pitiless dosp,
And pray’d that with him they m izt ever dwell
¢ Who kuoweth and doeth all things woll.”
Lo timo had sped, a year was gone—
Through classic jslos wo wandered on,
Yeos! round tho spot whore Dido wopt
O'er Carthago’s fall our vigils kont.
But oh! for all home hold my heaurt,
A mother's oare I could not part;
For a1l the joys of mighty Rome,
T would not give the ties of home.
O'or nvossol’s side I loant ngnin,
But now no storm of wind or rain
Digturbod her courso us she onward flow
O'sr tho moonlit waves like 2 young soanew,
We thus reach’dhome. My mother smiled
As sho fondly gaz'd on her youngest child,
Who sought and found her long lost boy.
*T was in truth o1l bliss without alley.
TFrom this carthly scono we were borne above
To that sphere of hopo. of porce,_ind lovo,
Alas! I woko, ’twas all n dream,
A sight of hoavon, o holy gloam.
0Oh! come thou gad once moro to mo
And sot 1y dreamy spirit froo |
X'll nevor usk to wako agrin
In this cold world of griof and paiu.
'T is always thus from dreamland’s bowors
‘Wo issue forth 'neath earthly showors;
"T is thon wo onll for donth to come,
And bour us on to our Father’s homo |

‘WaaTeer PRoPHEOIES FOR pXT YEAr, Mr. Plant, the well
known English meteorologist, writes :—¢ Severe winters
jnvariably follow the class of weather which has character-
ized the present antumn.  High winds have prevailed with
excess of rain, and the temperature is above the average:
Parallel seasons to the present occurred in 1867-8, 1844-6,
1864-5, and 1860-1." He proceeds to shiow that the winters
he names were rewarkably severe, more vspecially those of
1838 and 1855, when the Thames and Severn were partially
frozen over. He continues:—¢ The prevailing weather
throughout the autumn periods of the above yecars partook
of similar description to the present autumn——wurm, rainy,
and boisterous. I aum of opinion, therefore, that we shall
have o winver of most intense frost,  Whethier its advent
will be in December or deferred till after Christinas cnnnot
now be stated, but the longer the inclement season  which
I anticipate is delayed tho greater will be, T apprehiend, its
anremitting severity.,

Passion is a fever, thut leaves us weaker than it finds us.

Selected Loetry.

A TRIBUTE TO THE LOST.
ON THE FUNBRAL OF OAVTAIN I'LA;N!'J OF TIB P. 0. 0, RIFLD BRIGADB.

Gathor around our comrado,
Brother oflicors all,
The heud of & gallant Company
Slumbera undor the puil;
First of our fearloss band
Horo summoned awny,
Comruades ia armsl a bruther
Gooth homo to-day. N
Lift our brother, our hrother,
Solemnnly tako him
Whero nouns cther, uone othor,
Pagsing, shall walo him |

Not in tho blood-stained cowbat,
Tho shock of tho battle,
Yell ho, "nid sabrostroke,
Artillory’s rattlo.
1Ind Russin—India—no graves
In thoir bosoms deop,
Thut Cunnda opons her arme
To * rock him to sleop 2"
Lift our brother, our brother,
Mournfully tako him
‘Whero nono other, nono othor,
Pussing, shrll wako him §

Whon from the shores of England,
Qvor the ocvan wild,
The mother in socrow agks,
¢ How buried they my child 2"
Wo will sond an answor baok,
‘That hor son was led,
As the warriors of Britain go,
To the quiet doad.
Lift our brother, our brother,
Lovingly tako him
‘Whero none othor, none other,
Pussing, shall wako him !

A soldicr—tho hoary tramp
Of armod men tbat come,
The thrill of tho requicin march,
Tho horn, the mufilod drum,
And tho sword that bore no mark
Of dishonor’s stuins.
Lios still o'or tho fearloss hoart
And the bloodloss voins.
Lift our brothor, our brothoer,
Martinlly tako him
Where nono othor, none other,
Passing, shall wake him 1

A Britom—though far from homo,
Tho rush of Sovorn’s tide
Lavos not the foroign shore
Where our loved hatb died :
The flag of his country droops
As our goldior's pall—
Of tho good, the beantiful,
Oh say, is thignll ?
Lift our brother, our brothor,
Loyally take him
‘Where nouno other, none other,
Passing, shall wake him 1

A Christian—tho words of faith
Havoover him beon said ;
The hopos of a joyful worn
Rleaws round our dead ;
A light that no darkncas dims,
*Mid tho sad gloom shines ;
A branch of the I'ree of Lifo
‘With tho cypress twinos.
Lift our brothor, our brothor,
Flopefully tnko bim
Whero the voico of bis Saviour,
Passing, shall wako him §

Deo. 23,1863. HARRIET ANNIE.

The above lines, (which appeared first in the Spectator
of Decembet 26th,) are from the pen of the well known
poctess, Harrict Annie.  Captain Playne leaves behind him
g widow and one child. c was merried in September 1862,
to the cldest daughter of W. P. Macluwren, Esq., of this city.
He died on Friday the 18th of December, and was buried on
Tucsday the 22nd,

The following paragraph, from the sermmon preached by
the Chapluin of Hamilton on the occasion of the funcral,
gives a few facts in connection with the gallant officer’s
brief, yot highly honourable career :—

¢« Devoted to his profession, of which, no doubt, he would
have boen an ormament-bad it been the will of God to spare
him, our deceased brother, though young in years (for his
age was only 26) had done good service to his Queen and
country in “war's hoarse rage.” Entering tho Rifle Brignde
in 1855, Captain Playne served at the sicge of Sebastopol.
and was wounded at the attack on the Redon on the 8th of
September of that year, and for these valuable and distin-
guished services, he was decorated with amednl and clasp,
and he also had a Turkish medal. Procecding with the Bat-
talion to which he belonged to India, on the outbreak of the
Sepoy mutiny there, he scrved thronghout all that trying
campaign, including the actions of Cawnpore, the capture
of Lucknow, and in numerous minor affairs, for which good
the gallant deeds he received another medal and clasp.  Re-
furning to the United Kingdow from India, be exchanged
into the 1st Battalion just previous to its embarkation for
Canadn, and he accompanicd it to Hamilton where, during
the Autumn of 1862, he was married to « lady of this city,
whom he now leaves a widow with a young danghter to
movrn his early death, Yet God’s dending with him was
benign and wercitul—surrounded by ministering fricnds,
and nursed by the wife of his youth, blessed with every

comfort, and nttonded by the Regimonta) and other eminont
physicians, but whose skill was, alas! exerted in vain to
urrest the rapid progress of the disease, for dcath was not on
this occasion to be balked of his prey, ovr departed friond
fell asleep in Jesus, and his soul returned to God whe
gave it

Cuptain Playne was buried according to tho rites of the
Established Church of England .and Ireland, and, we nced
scarcely add, with full military honours. The funcral was

certainly one of the most imposing spectacles ever scon in
this city ; and appearced to buve a very impressive offect in-
deed upon all who witnessed it. bt

ECONOMY.

Economy is as much a gift of bicth as the poetic gift, or
any other clement of genius, Some men are naturally
managers. It is scarcely o matter of thought, but rather of
instinct. From their childhood we see tracos of the disposi-
tion with many happy persons. It only takesa larger field of
action as they grow up, But the quality itsclf beging with
their life and ends only with thewr death, Where ono is
blessed with good scnse and fair opportunitiés, the spirit of
oconomy is one of the most beneficial of all secular gifts,
and takes high rank among the minor virtues. It is by this
mysterious power (to us always and every whero pro-
foundly mysterious1) that the lonf is multiplied, that using
does not waste, that little becomes much, that scattered fiag-
ments grow to unity, and that out of nothing, or next to
nothing, comes the miracle of something.

Economy is not merely saving, still less, parsimony. It ia
insight, and combination. It is & subtle philosophy of
things by which new uses, new compositions are discovered
1t causes inert things to labor, useless things to serve necess.
ities, perishing things to renew their vigor, .and all things
to cxert themselves for human comfort. Economy isgene
cralship in little thiugs. .

Here is my worthy friend Plutus, who has amassed much
money, who lives in no inconsiderable state, is ostentatious
in his furnishings, hospitublcas good-natured vanity pro-
mpts, and profuse upon occesion. And yet, noman cnters
his dwelling without asense of furniture-suffocation. There
is everywhere an impression of superfluity. The whole
appcarance of his house is not of that of affluence but of
needlessness jand wastefulness. His table is overloaded. Ono
feels in his dining-room as if in & parlor-market, and in hig
saloons as if in 4 muscum.

Close by him lives a neighbour, who rents his houso, the
whole of which might be swallowed up ingone story. of the
ambitious o ne alluded to, who is not rich, but lives upon &
moderate salary., Buifall the wealth in the city would not
furnish his house so admirably as ho did by ono single act
when he married the woman, now his wife, whose taste, ex-
quisite economy and sweet decorum, spread out before him
every day that fuirest domestic panorama—household econ-
omy ! Her single loafis almost luminous. 8he buys whero
others buy. And yet on her table, butter is ne longer vul.
gar butter, but must have come from fairy herds, pastured
on fragrant grasses of celestial pastures, The simple toa~
tray outshines all the gold and silver tea-gservice of her
neighbor, And there is uo credit due to her, It costsher
ueither pains nor thought., It happens so. Everythiug
she touches happens right, Even the babe in tho cradle
is_exquisitely economical ; there is just enough of i, not a
whit supcrfluous. It is her gift to evoke beauty, fitness
symmetry, and order from all things ? A single flower
lights up her room more than a wall full of piciures in
somec other houses. Isitstrange that her husband thinks
that old bachelors must be fools? why should he mnot?
What is his but joy? Only in joyfulness isthere no ocon-
omy in this houshold. Of all that there is legal abundance
and lavish profusion. His moraings come glorious. His
evenings only soften the morning’s joy to a little sober tran-
quility. ‘The whole day is but as a cylinder in a music box,
every houra strain of music, and every minute, on¢ point
on the barrel, lifiing and striking amusical bar.

But this is a fancy picture ! Wo don'tknow anybody of
this kind, except in day-dreams. ‘We have a little kingdom
up in the air, not u great way up efther, in whichi live ' the
most notable people, the noblest dames, the most pérfeot
artists, the rarest managers, the truest friends and friend-
ships ; and sometimes we forget and describe these people
of Air-dom as if they lived down here | .

But we certainly do know men who 1lve botter upon o
thousand dollars a year than others upon five thousand. Wo
do know of very poor persous, who bear about with
them in cverything a sense of fitness and nice arangement
which makes their life artistic., There are day-laborers
who go howme to more real comfort of ncatness, arrangement
and propriety in their snug little room than is to bo found in
the lordly dwellings of many millionaires. And blessings
be on their good angel of cconomy, which wastes nothing,
and yet ig sordid in saving ; that lavishes nothing, and yot
is not parsimonions in giving; that spreadsout a little with
the blessings of taste upou it, which, if it does not multiply
the provision, more than makes it upin the pleasure given.
Then let no man despise economy,

TRe BEST PAYMASTER.—ADN eminent minister in Wales
hearing of & neighbor who followed bis calling on the
Lord's day, went and asked him why he broke the Sabbath.
The man replied that he was driven toit, by finding it hard
work to maintain his family, ¢ Will you attend public wor-
ship,’ suid the minister, if I pay you a weelt-day’s wages
—¢Yes, most gludly, replicd the poor man. He attended
constanily, and reccived his pay. After somo tiwme, the
minister forgot to send the money. and rocollecting it,
colledupon the man and said, ‘I am in your debt.'—¢No,
sir,” he replied, ¢you are not’—*How s0? asked tho min-
ister; ¢I have not paid you of late.'—¢ True,’ said the moen;
tbat I can now trust God, for I have found that he can
bless the work of six days forthe support of my fomily just
the same asscven.! Ever afterwerd he kept the Sabbuth,
and found that in doing so, there was not only no loss, but
great reward.

FATALITY oF DirATARMTA.  Within tho past six weels, in a
civenit of one and o half miles, in and around Bass River,
Barlington county, eighteen deaths have occurred from
diphtherin, generally among robust children, rauging from
ono to cight ycars of age:



