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ber door! My easy-pchmr, my desk, my ancient furmture, my very
books —I can scarcgly bring myself ‘@ love everi these l&st, lnLc my
old clock I" -

Master Hun‘Jphrev is a hunchback, and bis recollections of cliild-
hood are very beautifully gn'en in the follomng picturesque pas~
sage:

[ do not know whether all children are imbued with a quick
p‘ercﬁption of ‘childish grace and beauty, and a strong love for it,
but I was. Ihad no thoi«ght, that I remember, either that I pos-
sessed it miyself or that I lacked it, but I admired it with an inten-
sity I cannot deseribe. A little knot of playmates—they must,
hiave been beautiful, for T sec them now—were clustered oneday
round my mother’s knee in eager admiration of some picture re-
presenting a group of infant angels, which she held in her hand.
Whose the picture was, whether it was familiar to me or otherwise,
or how all the children came to be there, I forget; I'have some
dim thought it was my birthday, but the heginning of my recollec-
tion is that we were all together in a garden, and it was summer
weathet—I am sure of that, fur one of the little girls had roses in
her sash.  There were m'my lovely angels in this chtm‘e, and I
remember the fancy coming upon me to pomt out which of themm
represented cach child there, and that when I had gone throvgh
all my companions, I stopped and hesitated, wondermn- whieh was,
most like me. I remember the ehiidren looking at each other, and
my tui‘nix‘w red and hbf, “and their ecrowding rouml to kiss me, sa'v-
ing that they loved me all the same; and then, and when the okl
surrow ¢ame into my dear mother's mild and tender look, the truth
broke upon me for the first time, and I knew, while watching wy
awkward and ungainly sports, how keenly she h..d felt for the poor
crippled boy.

« T uised frequently to dream of it afterward, and now my heart
aches for that childas if I had never Leen he, when I think how
often he awoke from some fuiry change to his own old form, and
sobbed himself to sleep again.”

Here is a graphic picture of his old house:

" Thase who like to read of brilliant rooms and gorgeous furni-
ture, would derive but little pleasura from a minute deseription of
It is dear to me for the samea reason that
Its worm-caten doors, and

my simple dwelling.
thev would hold it in slight regard.
low ceilings, erossed by clumsy beams; its walls of w ainscot, dark
qpurs, and gaping closets; its snmll chambcr;, communicating with
each othm by winding passages or farrow steps; its many nooks.
9carce l.nr<r°r th:m its corner-cupboards ; its very dust and dullness,
all are dear to me.  The moth and spider are my constant tenants,
for inmy house thc one basks in his long sIecp, and the other plies
lns basy loom, secure and undisturbed. I have a pleasure in think-
ing on 2 summer’s day, how many busterflies have sprung for the
first time to light and sunshine from some dark corner of these old
walls.” :
Behold ! as.true a. portraxt of a London aldurman, as was ever
drawn by Hogarth ! '

¢t TTe was a very substantial citizen indeed. IHis face was Like
the full moon in & fog, with two little holes punched out for his
eyes, a very ripe pear stuck on for hisnose, and a wide gash'to
serve for 2 mouth,  The girth of his \VﬂlStCOﬂt“uS hung up and
lettered in his tailor's shop as ams.extraordmgry curiosity, e
Lreathied like a heavy snorer, and lus v01c weahq&mme thick-
Iy forth, as if it were oppressed and“‘st e ; eai ler7 beds, Ile
trod the ground like an clephant;: «ian *at_é agd Vg’!tauk; Jke-—hke no-
thing but an 'ﬂd(.rm‘m, as he wasn‘ : ; »'»‘ b
The jmpression produced by tha‘s )
nndmrrht, npon a lone ocenpant ofstha
sp_ut in there, is farcibly described. ~

i rre.ogGmldhali clock, at.
d,{bmlﬂ;%c, accidentally

Rt

_ % Any such invasion of a dead stilliess as the striking of distant -

clocks, causes it to appear the.more intense and insupportable when
the sound. has ceased.; . He listened with strained attention in the
hope that some clock, lagging bebind its fellows, had yet to strike
—looking all the time into tlic profound darkness before him un-
" til it seemed to weave itself into a black tissue, patterned with a
hundred reflections of his own eyes.  Bat the bells had all peal-
ed out their warning for that once, and the gust of wind that
moaned through the piace seemed cold and heavy with their iron
Lreath.”

. 0ld Gog and DBlagog, the huge wooden giants, that have stood,
for centuries, in the old’ Guildhall, are overheard hy this un-
fortunate individual, relating antique legends of the city to cach

other.  Gog says, (how eloquently !)

‘«We are old chiraniclers frora this time hence. The crumbled
" walls encirele us once more, the postern gates are closed, the dra w-
Liidge isup, and, pent in its narrow den beneath, the water foams
Jerkins and quarter-
staves are in the streets again, the nightly watch is set, the rebel,
sad and lonely in his Tower dungeon, triesto sleep, and weeps for
home and children. - Aloft upon the gates and walls are noble heads,
glaring fiercely down upon the dreaming city, and vexing the hun-
vy dogs that scent them in the air and tear the ground beneath
with dismal howlings, The axe, the block, the rack, in the dark
chambers give signs of recent use. . The Thames floating past long
Iines of cheerful windows, whence come a burst of music and a
stream of light, hears sullenly to the Palace wall the last red stain
brought on the tide from Traitor’s-gate.” o

* The first of these legends isadmirably related, and opens to our

and struzgles with the sunken starlings.
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anuclpanons an nlmogt endless succeaswn of ll\em. founded upon

the raast mterestmg wcxdcnts that ‘have occurred in the lnstory of.|.
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R ATCOUNTR.X LIFE '
The different processes of vegetation, theichanges of the seasons,
and the effects resulting from them—the decay.and the!revival of
nature—the firmament above.us, adorned with its inbumerable
bright and shining lights—the beautiful and verdant surface upon
which we walk, ‘cnamelled with its flowers of . various hues—the
feathered inhabitants of the forest, the grove, and: the plain;- pour-
ing forth their daily concert of joy and delight—these and ten thou-
sand vther objects as beautiful, as varied, and as sublime, all attest
the existence of that great Being who is abeve all, and in all, and
through all, and by whom all things cousist, and stamp in charae-
ters of life und light, Flis omnipotence, benevolence, and wisdom.
And where, it may well beasked, can thise marks of anall-wise
and superintending Providencebe so.well observed or'so thankfully
acknowledged, as amidst the quietness and retirement of a countiy
life? The: dweller in the city is so surrounded by the works of

his fel]uw-men, and is so much accustomed to regard the art and |

skill of the creature, that he is apt to forget, and to his shame be it
spoken, to disregard the omuipotence of the Creator. The din of
the crowded strect, the noise and excitement of the public assem-
bly, the bustlesnd hurry of commerce and amusement, too often,
alas ! repress. that stxl) small voice within, - which, if permitted to
speak, would tell us of the great source from whence all blessings
flow. But the case isfar different in the country, There, every
individual, whatever may Le his station, is alinost insensibly affect-
cd by the softening and ameliorating influence’ of the scenes and
objects which surround him.  The.most humble peasant who pur-
sues his labour in the fields, however unenlightened by education,
cannot fail to draw conclusions from the very occupation in which
he is engaged, favourable to his condition as an accountable being.
Ie cannot cast the grain with his hand over the pioughed field,
and watch its progress from asmall and tender green shoot until it
becomoes a stately plant, ripened for the sickle, without being led
sometimesto consider within hiimself who has given this quicken-
ing power to so small a grain, which enables it to grow toa tall
stem? When he goes forth: to his daily task’ in the mbrnmrr, and,
returns at the even-tide, Ne beholds the great luminaries of the sky
shining forth in all their brightness and glory—the thunder-storm,

the rain, and the sheetz.d lmhtnmg, the torrent descendmv from the
mountams side, and the snow wreath cmclopmg all around with’

its ﬂeecy cm ering—sights and scenes which he s, uccustome\l io
witnessat different periods of the year—all these 1{1&11%%)1111 to. le-
flect, and lead him up to Him’ “who hath gw %‘ltght and life to
all, who causeth his sun to shine and his rain to full” on the just
and on the unjtst.” But if the unedueated individual who carns
his bread by the sweat of his brow is liable to be so nff‘uct;..l by the
scenes and operations of nature, how mauch greater will be the ef-
feet produced uposi the educated man, who has had his feclings nud
sensxblhtles heightened, and his powers of obscrv.ttlon drawn forth
and | 1mpr0\ «od by intellectual eulture!

We are told in holy writ that lsaac went forth to meditate at
even-tide. We cannot doubt but that the subjzct of his meditations
was the goodness. the benevolencee, and the wisdom of God, as dis-
played in the works of ereation, And who is there who possess-
cs a cultivated mind, and a heart attuned to feeling, who does not

sometimes experience a wish to imitate the example of the p'xtrmrch ‘

of old, and go forth aud reflect amidst the quiet and silence of the
country 2. Who- is there who has not felt disposed, at one pm{lod
or other.in his1ify, to thhdrw from his usual occupation, and” lt

may beeven from the society of his own houschold, to separate
himself for a brief space from this wotld and its concerns, and to
allow his thoughts to fix themselves on liigher, and purer, and ho-
lier things? But there are seasons of the year, when this desire of
which ‘we have spoken comes over the mind with: greater power
than at others. . In.the freshness and 'genial air of a:spring morn-
ing, when vegetable life is again bursting forth—in the brightness
ofa cloudless summer's day, when the whole atmosplere is per-
fumed . with sweets, and the eye as well as the-ear is saluted. with

“sights and sounds of happiness and joy—in the mild.and sober glo-

ries of a serene autumn afternoon, that sweet season which has
been so beautifully described as the ¢ Sabbath of the year,”—who
has not at such seasons as these felta train of new and. unknown
sensations pass through his mind, purified from all taint of earthly
dross, which raise him for the time above this nether world and its
perishable eoncerns, make him forget that. he is a ehild of carth,
and tell bim, in characters which can never be effaced, that he is
an inheritor of heaven? Who has not at such a time felt bis heart
lifted up to the Maker and Giver of all good, and experienced a
more humlle gratitude for Divine mercies,. af more unhesitating

belief,a more unquestioning faith in the truths of revelation 2 Who.

has not returned from such meditations as these, to his furmer oc-
cupations, a-wiser, a better, and a happier man?
Q. Review,

Cure ror Tz Whooring Covcin—A tenspoon full ofcastm
oil to a table spoon full of molasses; a ‘teaspoon full of the mix-
ture to be given whernever thie cough is troublesome - It wﬂ] af-
ford relief at onee, and ina fcw da)s it eﬁ'ects acure. The same
rémedy relieves the cronp, liowever violent the attack. '

.And then what a scene of enjoyment !

—Cliurck of E. ;
I nearly are we like flowers, which closeiand slecp ouly while they

CH]LDHOODrJ&ND JxTS;JOYS. e
My next door neighbour-is peculiarly. happy in the manngemqnt
.of his,children, (which mpakes. h;g,ladshand lasses the. sweetest;mlav—
mates alive. | Theig plp.)-room is a perfuct: paradxse. i haung leg-t
thur~faced ladnqs and gentlemen, mpgﬁed ,n;ound on m;p}ggum chairs,
may there be secn, loong with a marblerigidity of f ture.: ,_ng;;
-and cats, taught, by;,con;phcated machgnery to makeq vers sirapge:
noises ; horses, whose prancing legs form -a delnglntm\g,cqptmt to.
the moveless carringe behind them ; pigs, cows, and aqpaue]q, and:’
‘birds of cvery shape and matetml are neatly put up in the propar,
places; all beirg under the mspcctnon of that busy little waman,,
my rosy-faced Mary. - There is nothing like riot or disorganization
under her rule.  Not a doll is touched, not a puppet moved;, but-
in the way she wishes,  With herlady-like ways and wotherly airs,
she kecps all her young brothers and sisters in order; while there -
is always a prim turn at the corner of ber mouth, which . reveals
the laugh lurking within. And when she does laugh, whata
flood of life and melody ! What music ! unrivailed by the strains-
of V'aganini, or any other ninny, who ever charmed away the gui-
‘neas of Europe. 2 '
And what an expression! With your eye upon that sunny fuce,
‘and your ear turned to those houied notes, you might imagine

A

Eden restored, .as when the sun first Jighted upon it; ¢ when the,

morning stars sang together, and all the, sons of God shouted fory
joy.” How skilful, too, isshe in the management of pm'i;i:cs-!g
Deing a decided favourite among the small fulks, I often contriyes
to smuggle myself in, when such things are going on among them.
Little Mary pours out tea
for the assembled visiters.  All are now gr'w‘e and scrious ;. forg
they feel that they are ncting an important part.  Their diminu- .
tive cups of tea are supped with the utmost gravity and decorum,
Every thing is on a scale of small magnificence,  Little plates of
sweetmeats, little baskets of cakes, nice little waiters, delicate little
plates, and sweetlittle cups, like thimbles, in sauncers of propor- -
tionate size, and then, above all, those dear little fingers, those
sparkling eyes, in which glee and frolic seem almost ready to burst
from the seriousness whiclf the awful occasion has thrown sround
them; those comic mouthes and dimpled checks, where the laughs
and the grhces seem dancing -in mockery of the grave pavt which -
the urchins are acting.
But supper is over.
ndjoining play room.

AN now rush, with glee | let loose, into the,
And now whatlau ghing and scrmming, what:

whnt a gngglmg 1 what a drcssmg of babies in one corncr I wlmt
boisterous fun aniong the boys,and screams among the girls | Aml i,

what airs.too! what a singing together among those young ﬂons of:
the morning ! what a shouting fu joy as. the voum Lecomes, dmy'
with their glee !

meagre. The heetic flush of consumption.burns in one red spoton .
his cheek and the lump of life flickers with nstrange uncarthly'glare
in bis eye. The poor- little fellow has come with the others, but
his soul is not there. - A thoughtfulness, beyond hig years, has waved
her.pale sceptre over his brow ; aud now he sits sorrowfully among
the gay, silent among the noisy; his bright cye fixed upon va-
cancy, and features too awful for, life,. Imagination is already
working, and the messenger of thought, from theunseen world,
may be seen coming and gomn‘m the occasional quiver of his
checks.  Death has marked him for his victim, and. mocks :him.
with the flecting phantoms of thought, Poor child! Ilis. flower
has withered in the bud, and must wait for ‘a more genial clime to
Ia the unseen ficld of the stars, it may soon bloom ;

revive it.

fragrant andlovely; one of the ornmments of that garden whose fruit -

151mm01 tality and glory.~- Kuickerbocker, , ot
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Tre Duxe or Sussex axn rae Busie.—Te a deputatlon oF"
Dissenters who waited on 11is Royal Tighness, in London, he thug
axpressed bimself:  « Gentlemen, T am now G5 years old, 35 of -
these I have spent in indisposition ; Gentlemen, that sobers a man
—_that makes him think—that correets many of the opinions lie
might have‘entertained in former years. It has done so with me,
[ am accustomed cvéry morning alone to read two hours in the '
Bible before breakfust; and if any man “reads’ that book as he
ought, he himself will in some measure become mqp:rod Dy it."
Tlis Highness's Biblical Library contains 1500 Bibles, in diflerent
tongues and editions, and ostimated to be worth from £4¢,000 to

£50,000.

Death is the most certain and yet the most uncertain of events.
That it will come no ane can question, but when no one can  de-
cide. ‘The young behold it far in the future; the agcd regard it
still at a distance; but both are smitlen suddeuly as by a. bo]tfrom
the eloud.  There isno safety, tlu.r«.fure, save in the habitual pre-
pavation, which nothing can deccwg, and pothing surprise,

Youti.—O spire to dying man his youth and its dreams!” oo’
bloom ; and when they begin to fd(le, -remain open to the long,
damnp, LO](J mght

Vi rtuc may be mzsrcprcsented persecuted, conéfgned to the
grave; but the r|'rhteous awake not more .xssuredl; to (hcn' lmpr.s
th:m tlns to a mortal \cmembr'mcc

i In the mean time, theresits iny neighbor Pl—-u-'é‘ i
poor -little William, all alone Ly bimself. Llis face is pale an(l-:'

!’».
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