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MY MOTHER

Iow the sound of that name thiills throuzh the
sout! How many the associations that cluster
around the mere mention of it! In childhood
and vouth, how litile do we know the worth of a
mother; how little do we know thf: anxiety and
eare we cause her who is our best friend, anil who
wonld gladly chase from om"l)osoms every surrow
B nd care ; and could her wishes be gran.h:d, we
B ehould know naught but prace, prospeiity, and
R happiness. There iss'ometlnug in maternal soli-
citude that we aie entirely nnable to comprehend.
B 1:cn when we are stubborn and uniuly, her af-
BB foction does notin the least diminish 3 she even
B \onics hersell many comforts, that her wayward
oy -may be happier. There secws to he in the
mother’s breast a never failing fountain of love
and devotion fo the interesis ol her offspring, that
does not fail even when her disobedient boy,
seemingly hereft of all affection, contrary to the
wishes of fiiends and parents, wanders as it were
I an outcast. Though none show pity —still the
F mothet’s yearning heart follows him—still loves
and respects him. The mora degraded he be-
comes, the more she clinzs to him, as though hope
could never foisake her hosom. We little know
the worth of a mother’s lave and care for us, untit
we are far from her—until we feel the coldness
of the false-heailed, selfish world.  ILis then we
tatn to that loved place, home, and sigh for the
attentions of that fond being whose love we have
go often unrequited.  When away fiom home, how
MR ofien do we take a retrospeetive view of the past,
E and call to mind the thousand kindnesses of a
mother, which were almost forgotten, bot now af-
fect the mind : sometimes with feclings of sorrow,
because we made g0 poorreturns 3 and then with
feelings of pleasure, for we know that we have
one friend 1ot on earth—who, though all others
may Jeave, will never forsake us,
How often in the ¢stilly hour of nizht,® when
oring over my hooks by the dim lizht of iy
rnmp, has my mind almest involunturily wandered
fo past scenes, and vast hours,  How often would
my ungrateful conduct, when at home, stare at
me, and make me feel that 1 was unworthy to be
called her son, who had dune every thing for my
happiness that maternal solicitade coull dovise,
but 1 trust I have learnt how to piize a mother’s
 love and atientions, and never to trifle with her
feelings.—Convnon, Portland Tribune,

$1CHT OF THE ATLANTIC AND PACIFIC OCFANS,

Beyonp this, we came into an open region, where
nothing hut cedar and thorns grew; and here 1
saw wharticharries for the ficst time in Central
America, In that wild region, there was a charm
in sceing anything that was familiar to me at
fhome, and I should have perhaps hecone senti-
Bmental, but they were hard and tasteless. As we
Rose, we cntered a region of clouds. Very soon
hey became so thick, that we could see nothing :
he figures of our awn party were harely distin
BRruishable, and we lost all hope of any vizw from
Nhe top of the voleano, Grass still grew, and we
gRascended till we reached a belt of barren sand and
W)ava; and here, 10 our great joy, we emerged
from the region of the clouds, and saw the top of
the voleana, without a vapour upon it, seeming to
mingle with the clearblue sky ; and et that carly
hour, the san was not hizh enough to play upon
its top.  Mr. Lawrence, who had exerted fnimsclf
in walking, lay down to rest, and the Doctor and
1 walked on. The crater was about two miles in
Bcircumference, rent and hroken by time, or some
greateonvulsion j the fiagihents stoad high, bare,
and grand as mountaing, and within were three or
four smaller craters.  We ascended on the south
side by a ridge running east and west, till we
reaclied a high point, at which there was an im-
mense gap in the erater impnssible to croxs, The
lofty paint on which we steod was petfectly clear,
the atmosphere was of transparent purity, aud,
leoking heyond the region of desolation below us,
at a distance of perhaps two thousand feet, the
whole country. was covered with clouds, and the
ity at the foot of the volcano wes invisihlo. By
pdegrees, the more distant clouds were lifted, and
pver the immense bed we saw, at the same mo-
thent, the Atlantic and Pacific Occans, This was
the grand spectacle we had hoped, but scarcely
xpected, to bebold, My companions had as~

cended the volcano several times; bul on account
of the clouds, they had only seen the Lwo seas
once before, ‘Fhe points at which they were vi-

San Juan, not dicectly opposite, but nearly at sigh
angles with each other, so that we saw them with-
ont turning the bady. In a right line over the
tops ol the monntaing, neither was more than
twenty miles distant ; and from the zreat heiglt
at which we stoo§, they seemed alinost at our feet.
It is the only point in the world which commands
a view of the two sraz, and 1 ranked the sight
with those most interesting nccasions when, from
the top of Moant Sinai, 1 lanked out upon the de-
sort of Arabia, and from Mount Hor 1 saw the
Deald Sea.—Stephen’s Incidents of Travel in €cn-
tral America. :

THE QUEEN DOWAGER, ;

Maxy are the instances reconled (rmn time fo
time, of the Rogal munificence of the worthy and
estimahle Queen Dowager, tnt never has it fallen
to onr lot to recon) a more pleasinz case than Lhe
following, which has Tately come to onr know-
ledze, and for the tiuth and accuracy of which
we can voaeli 1—

A zentloman of the name of Rlake, one of the
pages to Hler Majeaty, was stretchad upon a hed
of eickness, and was found to be approaching his
end.  Her Majesty, with that solicitnde which
she evinces for even the lowest menial in her
household, was particular in her enquiries after
him day by day, and on learning from his medical
attendant that but faint hopes were entertained of
his recovery, she proceeded without delay, and
anattended, to his bed side, ani spake sweet werds
of comfort to the dying man, bikling him to rely
upon the all-suflicient merita of hiz Savionr, for
acceplance with his Go.l, wheun the things of this
worid, which were fast fading from him, should
have closed upon his mortal sizht. She begaeil
him to feel quite comfortable as to his wife aml
family, e that she would provide for them, and
to pass the few short hours that remain to him on
earth, in preparing to meet his God and the com-
ing julgment.  Such words of comfoit, we may
hope, praduced their proper efleet, and that the
spirit of the departed will have reason, throuzh
etemity, to praise h:s Redeemer for sending such
a mossenger of merey to comfort him in his dying
moments. A few days after his decease, 1ler Ma-
jesty sent for the sorroning widow, who was left
with a family of seven children, and announced
to her her intention of allowing her a pension of
£100 a gear, and a residence in Bushy Park, so
long as that continued her property.  She desired
her to send such of her family as were of suflicient
age to school in the neighbourhood, at her ex-
pense, and thal ‘as they grew up she would pro-
vide for them. What Englishman does not feel
a real pleasureyin hecoming acquainted with such
princely acts of benevolence in the widow of our
{ate befoved Sovereign, and in knowing that this
nation has placed itin her power to display, by
such instances as these, the kindness and noble-
lml: of her queen-like nature.— Chellenham Chro-
nicle.

BXAUTIFUS, EXTRACT,

InTELLECT i5 an enchanter. Long years after
loved friends are entombed, the wand of memory
waves over the chill vaaits of the sepulehre, and
the dead start into life—pale, purified, passion-
less as the seraphs, their sweet faces beam again
upon ws.  The fragrance of their spirit-breath stirs
in our time-hleached lotks—their thhilling kisses
are again on our Jips.  With their spirits, our spi-
rits again mingle in a begter fratermity of feeling
than ever bonnd ng hefore.  We invest them with
transcendant heanly !— they are now lovelier than
the beings of this world ; their hosoms throb upan
ours with berter sympathy—their eyes loak deep
into ours with exceeding love.  Strange intellec-
tual power! What a contact of spirit with spirit !
What a 1eunion of the severed!  Can it be pos-
sible that in this spirit dialogue, but one spirit has
a part answering stself, and creating but an ima-
ginary bliss? No—no. Intellect has a voice
that can suinmon its loved from the spirit world,
In the arms of my soul, I may, with due submis-
sion to the Great Father of spirits, clasp the api-
rits of my dead.  Again wpan my heart can I lay
the spiril bahe to whom 1sobhed a farewell fony
years fone by. Not only in the arms of my fan~

sible were the Gull of Nicoya and the harhour of

may 1 embrace my sweel departed daughter,
whose angel spirit, in life, pined for my happi-
ness, aml whose lact accents, as her tongue froze
in death, murmured nvy name—~—Mafir.

CONTEMPLATION AND ACTION.

We read a prelty story of 81 Anthony, who be-
ing in the wilderness, led a very hard and strict
life, inzomuch as none al that thne did the like,
to whom came a voice fiom heiven saying, An-
thony, thon art wot so perfect as is a cobbler in
Alexandria.  Anthony hearing this, rose up focth-
withy and tonk =1ally and travelled till he came to
Alexandring wheve he found the cobbler, ‘The
cohbler was astonished to see so reverend a father
cometo his housa.  Then Amheny said nnto him,
Come, and tell me thy whole conversation, and
how thou spendest thy time.  Sir, (said the cob-
bler,) ag for me, zood works have 1 none, for my
life is butl simple and slender—J am hut a ponr
cobbler: in the motning, when I rise, | pray for
the whole city wheicin I dwell, espacially for ali
such neighboura and poor friends as 1 have ; af-
ter I setme at my labour, where [ spend the day
in gelting my living, and [ keep me from all
falechood, for 1 hate nothing so inuch as 1 do de—
ceitfulnsss— wherefore, when 1 make any man a
promise, I keep ity and perforin it truly, and thus
I spend my time poorly with my wife and children,
whom I leach andd instrust, as far aa my wit will
serve, 1o fearandsetve God.  And this is the sum
of my simple life.— Bishop Lalimer,

UNHUOVERNED ANGER.

CloroxrEr, is nol now liviny, or [ should net
dare to tell a story which might add another pang
to a conscience already stung o the quick.  He
had a favoursite bind, a parrot, with which his son,
a fine bay, of ten years ohly was playing. The
parrot bit the chilil’s finger, and the angry child
canght the pareal, and wrung its neek,  The fa—
ther, who does not seem, at firsl, to have noticed
what was going forward, seized the throat of the
hov. 1 was told that the consequences were fa—
tal. The boy was generally supposed to have
died in afit. 1 have seen the Ilalf-melancholy
father—an ohject of deep commiseration. This
fact needs no comment, but may serve asan aw-~
ful waming.~.ddvice (o Governesses,

ANFCDOTFE OF GEORQE III.

Tnr name of George the Third will long be che-
rished by the inhabitants of Uireat Biifain ; and
will always be associated with every viitue that
can adorn toyalty, or exalt human nalure. ‘Fhe
fullowing anecdote, illustrative of ihe strength
and tenrderness of his parental affection, has been
often repeated—Dbut it will be new to many of our
readers ;—

in the year 1810, towards the latter end of Oc-
tober, the Princess Awnelia died, after a protracted
and painfal illness, which she had enduted with
exemplary meckness and resignation.  Aware of
what must be its tcrinination, she had some of
her hair setin a ring; and one day, when her
blind father, making his daily visit, came to her
bed side, and beld out his hand o her, she put
this sad memorial opon bhis finger silently. Her
dissolution occuired 8o soon afterwards, that she
never knew the fatal consequences. ‘The King
had suffered intense ngony during her iliness, and
when he felt this last indication of bis daughter’s
love, fecling al the same time but too surely all
that it implied, it aflected him so stronzly as to
biing on the recurrence of a malady which had
rendered the appointment of a Reyent necessary
two and twenty yeats before.

Evening.—Calmly did the evening seltle down
an the scene before us,  The sun sank beyond the
purple mountains, flushing the clondless sky with
a mellow, crimson tinge—and the far wave, silent
as the repose of a seraph, reflected back the ra~
diance, Lill island anil promontory, heacland and
distant sail, were bathed in a flood of pale and
crimson lizit.— 8, B. Bechel.

FOR WEAK OR 80RE EYES,

ONE of the hest and eagiest applications for weak
cyes, is to take a small piece of copperas, (white
is the best,) of the size of a pea, and dissolve it
in a two vunce vial of soft water, Wilen clesr,
this may be used for bathing the eyes, and with
the best effects,

cy, but really, and indeed, in iotellectual affinity,



