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GOOD K I1IGuT,
BY JOANNA BAILLIE.

The san is down and time gone by,

The stars twinkling 1o the shy,

Nor torch nor taper longer may

Eke out a little but stinted day

The hours have passed with stealthy fight,
We needs want pact | good uight, good L.glit §
The bride into ber Lower is sent,
The ribald song esting spent ;

The lover's whisper'd words and few

flave bade the bashful maid adieu ;

The dancing floor is silent quite,

No foot bounds there ; good night ; good night ;

Sweet sleep be with us, one and all

We'll have our plea
To warm the bheart, to charm the sight,
Gay dreams to wll! good might, good night !

THE FRIENDS WHO SMILE NO MORE

BY THOMAS MAINES BALLEY,

've seen you oft select a flow,
To wear upon some festive day,

Without at ht "tw
The flowers that deck a {u

We prize not when their bloom is o'er ;
And do we not farget ns soon

The once gay (niends who smile no more.

we attractive face,
er friend we choose:
But flectiug wust that friendship prove,
And dearer ties we shall & re
When we like
Koow what it

se we used to love,
s 1o smile no more.

ALL THINGS LOVE THEE~S0 DO 1.
Gentle waves upon the deep,
Murwur soft when thou dost sleep ;
Little hirds upon the tree,
Sing their sweetest sougs for thee !
Cooling gales with voices low,
In the tree-tops gently blow,
When in slumber tnou dost lie,
All things love thee—vo do [.

When thou wak’st, the sea will ponr
Treasures for thee to the shore ;

And the earth, in plant and tree,
Bring forth (ruit and flowers for thee !
While the glorious stars above

L1

All things love thee—so do I.

BACHELORS.
Aslone clouds n summer eves,
As u tree without ts leaves,
As @ shirt without its sleeves,
Such are

As Byllababs without & bead, P

A en laughed at whe

M:«b‘:«::v‘nml'-un:d‘.." i i
Such are

SDAY,

THE DEATH WARRANT,

A THRILLING STORY OF A WIFE'S ATTACHMEST

I'be mist of the morning still hung } avily
on the mountain top, above the village ol Red
cliff, but the roads which led towards it were
crowded with the varied population of the sur-
rounding country from far and near. At Ales-
bury the shops were closed, the hammer of the
blacksmith 1aid upon its anvil—not a wagon
of any description was to be seen in the street,
and even the bar of the tavern was lo ked, and
the key gone with the proprietor towards the
cliff, as a token of an i portant era which was
without a parallel in *he asnals of the place
Andsave here and th e asolitary head look
g through a broken pane, in some closed up
house, with an air of sad disappointinent, or
the cries of a little nursling was heard, betok-
ening that in the general flight, it had been
left in unskilfal hands, or u ayhap here and
there a solitary, ragged, and ill-natared dog,
cither seeming or half appeaseu by the pri-
vilege of a holiday, granted on condit of
staying at home, the whole village presentcd
a picture of desertion and silence, that furever
had been unknown before.

But in proportion as you drew near the pon-
derous cliffs, in the midst of which the litie
town of Redcliff was situated, you 'ningled
again in the \iick bustle and motior. of the
world, of men and women, and boys, and
horses and dogs, and all livirg, moving and
creeping things, that inhabit the wild distriet
of Pennsylvania

Within the walls of the old stone jail, at
the foot of the mountain, a different scene had
been that morning witnessed. There chained
to a stake in the miserable dungeon, damp and
scarcely illumivated by one ray of light, now
lay the emaciated form of one whose final doom
seemed near at hand. A few hours hefore, bis
wife and little daughter had travelled a hun-
dred miles to meet him on the threshold of the
grave—they met, and from that gloomy vault
the song of praise ascended with the ascending
sun, and the jailor, as he listened to the melo-
dious voices of the three persons whom he
looked upon as the most desolate, and who
of al in the wide world, blended sweetly to
gether, and chaunting the beautifal hymn—

“ 11 ix the Lord, should 1 distrust

Or contradict his will 1
alnost doubt d the evidence of his senses, and
stood fixed in astonishment at the massy door.
Could these be the voices of a murderer, and
a murderer’s wife and child !

‘he briefand 1o be fiaal interview had pus
sed, however—those unfortunite ones had
loudly commended each other 1o the keepi
of their heavenly rax’nl, and purted—be, to
face the assembled multitade on the scaffold,
and they, as they said, 10 return hy Journeys
to their sorrowful home ; the convict, wom out
with sickness and watching, now slept,

His name was John Creel, his place of rg-
sidence said to be in Virginia. He had been
taken up while travelling fiom the northward
o his home, and tried and convicted at the
county town some miles distant, for the mur-
der of a fellow traveller, who had borne his
company (rom the lakes, who was ascertained
L have a large sum of money with him, and
who was found in the room in which he slept,
ata country inn, near Redeliff, with his throa
cut.  Creel had always protested his inno-
cence, declaring that the deed was perpe-
trated by some one 'vhile he was aslee), but
the circumstances were against hiin,and theugh
the money was not found upon him, he was
sentonc nfvlu be hung, and was removed to the
old stone jail at Redeliff for security, the coun-
try prison being deemed unsafe. This was the
day the execution was to take place—the scaf-
fold was already erected—the crowd pressed
round the hui{lin‘, and frequent cries of
“ bring out the muniersr”” were heard.

The sun at last told the hoar of eleven, and
there could be no more delay—the convict's
cell was entered hy the officers in attoedance,
who roused him with the intormation that all
was ready without, and hid him hasten to his

they laid haods upon bim, and
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pimioned him tight, whil- he looked up towards
heaven in astonishment, as une new born, on'y
Sauly ** the dream, the wream.” ¢ And what
' said the sheriff
“ You would do me a great kindness if you
would dream yoursell and e out of tiis ac

cursed serape.”

ol the dream, prisoner

“ 1 dreamed," replied the
convicty * that waile you read the death war-
rant 1o me on the scatlold, a man came through
the crowd, stood before us in a grey dress,
‘ With a white hat and whiskers, and that a birc

fluttered over him, and sung distine tly—this
is Lewis, the murderer of the traveller.”

The officers anl jailor held a short consulta-
tion, which ended in a d ‘tegmingtion to look
sharp alter the mau in g agpwith the white
hal—accompanicd with man§ hinfs of resig
fslion ot the prisoner, and the possibility of
lis mnocence being asserted by a supernatu-
rala y—the prison doors were cleared, and
Creely pale and feeble, wi‘h a hymn book in
his hand, and a mien of all meekness and hu-
mility, was seen tottering from the prison to
the scaffold,

thon hi

He had no sooner ascended it,
e yesbegan to wander over the vasl
concouise of people around hin with a scrati-
ny that seemed like faith in dieams—and
While the sheriff read the warrant,the convict’s
anxiety appeared to increase—he looked, ai d
hen rat-ed his hands and eyes a moment to-
wards the clear sky, as if breathing a Jast eja-
culwvon, when lo! as he resumed his fist
position, the very person he described, stood
within six feei of the ladder. The priconer’s
eve caught the sight, and flashed with fire,
while he called out, * there is Lewis, the
murderer of the traveller,” and the jailorat the
same moment seized the stranger hy the col-
bar. At finst he attempted to escape, but be-
Mmgsecur d, and taken before the Magistrates.
he confessed the deed, detailed all the parti-
culurs, delivered up part of the money, in-
formed where another part was hidden, and
was fully committed for trial—while Creel
was turned loosc, and hastened like a man
out of his senses, from the scaffold.

Three days had elapsed—Creel had va-
nished mnnrdill‘l’ Ber his liberation, when
the pretended i and confound

her hushand, that assumed the dis-
guise, and perfommed the whole part by his
directions, th| had given hrr'(he money
which he hal hen successfully conceal-
ed about hi 3 and that the whole,
from the l‘ scaffold scene, was a
contrivance his esenpe, which hav-
ng rﬁvtltl‘,‘ was rs'ru of conse.
quences.  Nothlng cauld be dope with her ;
she was again sab @t liberty, and neither her
nor the husband ‘ been heard of agaiu.
REMAR ON POETRY.
™E h DR CHANNING.

We believe that 'y, far from injuring
society, is one of th ul instraments of its
refinements and exa n. It lifts the mind
abave ordinary life, gives it a respite from de-

cares, and awakens the consciousness

nity with what is pure and noble. In

its legitimate and highest efforts, it has the
same tendency and aim with Cristianity ; that
i8, to spiritualize our nature. True, poetry has
been made the instrument of vice, the pander
of bad passions ; but when genius thus stoops,
it dims its fires, and parts with much of its
power ; and even when poetry is enslaved
licenticusness or misanthropy, she cannot
wholly forget her trae vocation. Strains of
ure feeling, touches of tenderness, images of
innocent happioess, sympathies with suffering
virtue, bursis of scon or indignation at the
hollowness of the world, passages true to our
moral nature, often escape in an immortal
work, and show us how hard it is for a gifted
spirit to_divoree itselfl wholly from what is
good. Poetry has a natural alliance with our
best affections. It delights in the heanty and
sublimity of the outward creation and of the
soal. It indeed portrays, with terrible energy,
the nmdlg:'yuhn;hﬂ they are pas-
vions which show a mighty nature, 'r..m
are fuil of power, which command awe, and

excite & Ceep though shuddering sympathy.—

[PRICE ONE PENNY,

Its great tendency and purpose is, to carry
the wind beyond and above the beaten, dusty,
weary walks of ordinary life; to lift it into a
purer element; avd to breathe into it more
profound and generous emotion. It revesls to
us the loveliness of nature, brings back the
freshness of early feelings, revives the relish
of simple pleasures, keeps unquenched the
enthusiasm which warmed the spring-time of
our being, refines youthfnl love, strengthens
our interest in human nature by vivid deline~
ations of its tenderest and loftiest feelings,
spreads our sympathies over all classes of soci-
ety. knits us by new ties with universal being,
and, through the brightness of its prophetic vi-
sions, helps faith to lay hold on the future life.
We are aware, that it is objected to poetry,
that it gives wrong views and excites false
expectations of lite, peoples the mind with
shadows and illusiors, and builds up imagina-
tion on the ruins of wisduiu. That there is a
wisdom, against whicl poetry wais, *he wis-
dom of the senses, which makes physical com-
fort and gratification the supreme good, and
wealth the chief interest of life we do uo de-
ny ; nor do we deem it the least service which
poetry renders to mankind, that it redeems
them from the thraldom ot this earthborn pra-
deo.e. But, passing over this topic, we would
observe, that the complaint against poetry a8
abounding i illusion and deception, is in the
main groundless. In many poems there is more
of truth than in many histories and philosophie
theories. The fictions of genius are often the
vehicles of the sublimest verities, and its flash-
€8 often open new regions of thought, and
throw new light on the mysteries of our being.
In poetry, when ths letter is falsehood, the
spirit is often profoundest wisdom. Awd if
truth thus dwells in the boldest fictions of the
poet, how much more may ibbe expeeted in
his delineations of life ; for the present life,
which is the first stage of the immoctal
abounds in the materials of try, and ivis
the high office of the bard to detect this divine
elemenc among the grosser labors and plea=
sures of our earthly being. Life is not 'Koﬂy
prosaic, precise, tame, and finite. To the gift-
ed eye, it aboands in the poetic. The affee~
tions, which spread beyond ourselves wnd
stroteh far into futurity ; the workings of
mighty passions, which” seem to arm the soul
with an almost superhuman energy ; the infio-
cent and irrepressible joy of infancy 5 the
bleom, and buoyancy, snd dazzling of
youth ; the throbbings of the heart, when it
hist wakes to love, and dreams of a happiness
100 vast for earth ; woman, with her beauty,
and grace, and gentleness, and fullness of feel-
ing, and depth of affection, and blushes of pu-
tones and looks which only a moth-
art can inspire j—These are all poetical.
It is not true that the ife which
does not exist, He an\'f' id concen-
trates, as it were, life’s ethereal essence, ar~
rests and condenses its volatile fragrance,
brings together its scattered beauties, and pro~
lonzs its more refined but evenescent jo
And in this he does well ; for it is good to feel
that life is not wholly usurped by cares for
subsistence, and physical gratifications, but
admits sentiments and delights worthy of a
higher being.

MISCELLANEOUS SELECTIONS,

Samr Forx— the ingenious author of Essa:
on Pais, having one day entered a Coffee
House at the dinner hour, and observed $ome
dne taking a jelly, said, loud enough to be
heard by the party, % a jelly makes but a poor
dinner,”  Offended by this remark, the gen~
tleman turning to him who made it, said, ¢ \at
it wus his own cho.ce, and he !hou;lll it very
strange any one should find fault with him.?

¢ That may be,’ replied Foix, ¢ but yor will
allow, sir, that jelly makes but a dinner.”
This repetition of his observation irritated the
stranger to such a , that some further
ultereation terminated by his demanding im-
mediate satisfaction. it w:. &:‘ the cus-
tom of ¢ one to go armed,
to draw \:'IZ smoll swords, 'Ln
won received his adversary's
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