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How smali a portion of our life it is that
we really enjoy ! In youth, weaie lookiog
forward to things that are to come, in old age
we are lcoking backward to things that are
gone past—in manhood, although we appear
indeed to be more occupied in things thet are
present, yet even that is.too often absorbed
in vague determinations to be vastly happy
on some future day.

1f none were to reprove the vicious, exeept.
ing those who sincerely hate vice, there would
be much less censoriousness in the world, OQur
Saviour could love the criminal while he hated
the crime,—but we, his disciples, too often
love the crime,but hate the criminal. A per-~
fect knowledge of tke depravity of the human
licart, with perfect pity for the infirmities of
it, never co-cxisted but in one breasty aud ne-
ver will.

—_

POXLTRY.

“THE FATHER'S TALE.

"The following is copied from ¢TALES oF
THE Facrories,” by an Buglish Lady,
lately pwblished in London, but uot yetre
printed in this country. It bears internal
evidence of being a picture from life,

Marvel not, children, that yesee me so
1u spirit moved for poor humanity—
"This morning, as is oft my wont, you know,
Being awake, ard stirring with the bee
1 took my way te visit that smalt mound
Ye know af, in our parish burying ground :
That low greea grave, where your young
sister lies,
Whom fate, with many tears, ye saw laid
there —
KlSS off _these drops from your fond
molher ] ryes -
Chlldren. ye see how dear to us ye are,
Bug God,. who gave, required his own again—
We wépt, and yielded up our little Jane.

But oh?"®ilh” what an agony of praycn
That one d@HHaIY S6lectéd From our fold

For ngoo& pieasure, He dxe rest would

spére"
Everwithlike phoidiige Hhat" ma) not be‘
4 tomﬁ azAY Wl bemaaien
Thxs’%’e‘iy”ﬁoén L precm’l‘ls oaes, 1‘ prayed ;

By tH4t gréeh (ouRd b’énxe':lih Wmé 'hmg tr@e s,
g STR ER L R RS O 'C('iv'i -

While thus f stood,smoté heavy on iine ear
The funerdt bell, and* turmng. lcspwd
An open grave, planked’ loosely over,’ near,
‘Fhat scarce a few short spaces did divide
From that of my ciwn child, and it must be,
Methought for oné 'as early calléd as she.

Ornce~twice, again (no more) that sullen

sound
Jarred with uneven stroke-and at the call
Appeared within the consecrated ground,
No funeral pomp or mourners — plume and
pall—
But minister and clerk, and huddiing nigh.
A squalid group —ope wretched family.
Foremost, 2 man of wasted frame, and
weak.
-But tal] and bony-bowed, but not by yearz;
Grizzled his thick black locks—his sallow
cheek ’
Furrowed, as if by long corroding cears,
But the deep sunken caves were purch’d and
dry,
And glazed and meaningless his hollow eye, _
With him came, step for step; with sham-

bling gait,
A pale-faced boy, whose swollen and feeble

knees
Bowed out, and bent beneath his starveling
weight
They two beneath them, slupg with care~ -
less ease, .-
A little coffin, of the roughest boards v

And rudest framing Parish help affords, -
And close hehind, with stupid looks agape,
‘I'wo sickly shivering gir_ls, dx;agged shuf~ ..
fling on “
A long~armed withered creature, like ap ape-
From whose bleared cyc-balls reason’s lightsds.
was gone ; [
The idiot gibbered in his senseless glee, Vet
And the maa mmed and cursed hirg bitterly. .

Bareheaded, by the grnve of my owri-deat} =
1 stood, while bxs, that v.reséhed minTees -
Jowex'd o PR RIPS A (O TR

{ntothe narvow houae. Hx!; sh:ggy Besd 8o
Sank on bis breast bt when theeaieiwis o'
pour'd ol anl dgmie usl

 Upon- the coffinalid, thee’ Rireed RS Devool

) f\o visible change.or tretfiory fai@de fini b & loe

_Amlto liestdod. while altswid'Bnlseatl a2 3sds
.The grave filled in, the>'diisied tuirpdts
. smooth’d o’er—
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