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crumbs, it must be either at the expense of thei
own health, or of their owner’s profits ; for, leav-
ing out the “crack feeds ” of bread soaked in
old ale, fiesh roast beef, hempseed, candle-mak-
er’s greaves, &c., and taking only the cheapest
grain—barley, for example—at present piices,
we have one-third of u perk a week for each hen,
or four bushels a-y ear, say 18s.,or1f wheat, 27+,
and si1x dozen of eagsa-year, even at a ls, a
dozen, is but a poor set-off awainst such a sum,
and this does not include the cost of keeping the
cock Litd 5 and if ehickens reaed aveto be taken
into acvount, so must the food they eat be ac-
counted for wlso.—David Sangster.

" Pocten.

The following lines, written on occasion of the
recent death of a young lady, only 15 years of age,
{2 nicee of the JEditor of this Journal) have been
gent us by a friend residing in the south of England,
who is a constant reader of our paper. The spirit
which they breathe will commend itself to many a
bereaved and sympathising heart :—

"Iis past! thy pains are ended,
All sul?ring now 1s o%er;

Thy spim. ficed has lnded,
On u far happier shore,

Long did the Angeltany
Before he stuck the Dlow,

And sent discase tocarrry
‘I'he sammons henee 10 go.

For weary hours you waited,
And caimly boie the pain;

By Hope—hind Hope—supported,
Do omunn’nng aceents came,

I watched thee when thy rister
Would try to ease thy pam:

When not thy, fuintest winsper
Wus ¢ver breathed in vann,

Her kindness thou wilt treastire
In that sindess home of thine,

And feel an Ange s pleasuie,
To telt to ear’s diviie.

How brter is the sorrow
Thy parenis wo will feel,

As cach returning morrow
They mi=s thee at theh meal?

When, wnh agomsing sadness,
‘The memny ot the Pust,

Sweeps o'er them in its madness
Like a bitter winter?s blast.

Oh!if’ thy spirit wander
Rack 1o this canth again,

Thow'it know the broken slumber—
The stent heartielt pain,

The tears that flow uunoticed,
(The , oliest that fall)

The prayers that ane presented
Unto the Father of us all;

‘The thoughts thy 1mage wakens,
U the vacancey and glovin,—
The spunt-speakiog tokens
Of Love beyond the 1omb;

The still pem-up cmation
Reltev’d not by a tear;
The emnest calm devotion,

‘F'oo pure for mortal car;

Tais—hid from finite vision—

‘Thy heaven-aught soul may know,
And bienthe m sott compassion

U’er those you lovil below !

Then bend still o’er them hourly,
While here on carth they stay s
And gutde them all securely
dn the true and living way.

GARDEN VISITORS.

It was only Jast summer that a friend from the
city, affecting for the momenta taste for horticul-
tare sought admission to our httle gaden.  We
took him thither, and he rushed through as if a
railway whistle had pierced the tympanum of his
ear, or it he had been bent on “pioving by his
heels the prowess of his head.” ~We waited at
the door until his retuir, and bad not long 1o wait,
when taking the adjoimng border as our text, we
proceeded 1o descant upon its inhabitants,  The
firtst was a Peravian noveliy, which had never
flowered beneath the Tay, and for whose inttor-
e-cence we were wailing i high expectaney.—
The: second was a hybrid Veronica, the gilt of an
early chetished friend, anlmost accomplished
Hoienltanst—a child from a mairiage of his own
making ; for our fiiend’s is highly potential in
commauding parties to join haids—in manipy-
lating those quaint clandestine maniages, tor
which nature does not provide—in tying those

1 mystic hymenial kaots among Flma’s children,

the progeny whereot does oftentimes give a plea-
sant smipise at once to the parent and priest.—
The third was a rose—ihe Geant de Battailles—a
oift from another friend, who varies his exerci-
tation in the gloomy province of criminal law by
frequent recieations among the innocent and
lovely denizens of his exquisite Rosarium.  We
were makiug slow progaess in our deseriptive
narrative—for, indeed to us a flower border 15 not
a mere border o” flowers, but an unrclled volume
oi many-colored lustory.  LEach plant has iis pe-
digree and its parentage—its pecnliarities of habit
and education, and its biography. One brings
to our recollection dear friends in a distant land 5
another uansporis us to 1ts native home among
the snowy Himalayas. Lvery plant forms a nu-
cleus of kindly associations, and ““on every bough
we have learned to hang gentle thoughts and
pleasaut memories.”” To number tnree in the
burder we had ouly reached, when, accidentally
looking into the face of our hiiend fiom the city,
we saw depicted there blank ignorarce, and a
cold negation of all sympathy with our floriculin-
ral enthusiasm. 1t wasenough ; we were throw-
ing words away. We conducted Mr. Urban out
of the garden; but not belore he had cropped,
with most rash and profane fingers, the flowers
of an antir-thinum of such clean and brilliant
stripes, that we had severed it fiom its compeers
for the purpose of seeding!  Smothering our in-
dignation we led the geutleman back to our par-
lory and put into his hands an Edinburgh news-

paper! We have made up our mind on the sub-
ject. A man that can walk rapidly through a

garden is an undoubted barbarian. e ought to
keep to the highway—or the boards of the Par-
liament House; or if ke must enter a garden, let
it be a large oue, wheie he may take an airing,
and pedestriamze at his pleasure,—DBlackwood’s
Mugazine,

AN ArrLe Pupping Dumrring.—Put into a
nice paste, quartered apples, tie up in a floured
cloth, and boil two hours ; serve with sweet
sauce. Pears, plums, peaches, &¢., are fine done
this way.



