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SETEP R
MIUITARY TORTURE.
By. Mis, CorNwerLrL Banrox WiLsoxn.

Britian said, ““the Afric slaves

Shall not fiunt beneath the stroko 1"
Bado soft Mercy's pintons wave

O’er him, when Ais bouds sho broke.

Yet sbo lets the oppressor's thong
Fall on children of her own ;
Forsomo petty tyrant's wrong,
Sees proud manhood overthrown !

Yo an write in PoLAND’s cause,
England’s Bards !and find it fume 3
Advocate kind Nature s cause,
And add a Jaurel to your name,

Yo can weep for forcign slaves,
- England’s daughters Ywill the tear,
Whena Bnton’s wound it laves,
Less like Heaven’s own dew apvear ?
Ye can plead for foreign woe,
England’s Senate ! let each voico
Riso this outrageto o’erthrow,
. And bid humanity rejoice !

‘Oh ! tis idle mock’ry all,

For distress abroad to roam,
‘While tortures still unheeded fall

On a BroT1teRr s neck at HoMe !

From Zinzendorff, by Mrs. Sigourney,

CHARITY.

T=zAcH us your self-denial—we who strive
To pluck the tnote out of our brother’s creed,
Till Charity"« forgotten plant doth ask
The water--drop, and die.  With zealwe watch
And weigh the doctrine, whilethe spirit *scapes,
And in the carving of out cutatn--seeds,

Our metaphy sical hair-splittings, fail

To 1oto the orbit of that star of love

Which never sets.

Yea, even the heathen tribes

Whio from our Yips, amid the chaos dark,
First heard the ¢ fiat lux’—and joyous came
Like Luzarusfiom his tomb, do wilder'd ask
What guide to follow ; for they sce the men
They took tur angels, warnng m their paths

For Paul avdfor Apolles ull they lose
The certunty that they are one in Christ—
‘That simple clue, which thro’ life's labyrinth
Leads to heaven’s pate,

Fach differing scet, whose base
I on the same prre ~.ord, doth strictly scan
+ .Its ineighbor"s superstructure—point and arch- -

Buttress and turret—till the hynm of praise,
That from cach temple shouldgo up to God,
Sinks in the critic’s tone.  All Chrstendom
Is one oternal burnishing of shiclds,

And girding on nf armour. So the heat
Ofborder wurfure chicks Salvation’s way.
‘The free complexion of another’s thought
Dath militate against him, and thosc shades
OT varying opinion and belicf,

Which aweetly blended with a skilt of Jove,
‘Would mako the picture beautifal, are blam’d
As features of doformity.

We toil

To controvert—to argud—to defend 2
Camping anid imaginary fdes,,

Andvision*d hercsics. Even brethrea deem
Artdmesfiédetring, or a form-ofivords,
JA.dense pastition walltho? Christinsthsaid,

o

*See that ye love eachother®

So ~oino forth.
Ye, who have sufest kept that Saviear's law
Green as n living germ within your soul,
Wollowers of Zinzendorfl, stand meckly forth,
And with the gentlo panoply of luve,
Persuade the sister Churched to recull
Their wasted energies, and concentrate
In one bright focal pomt, their quenchless zeal,
Tt from cach region of tho darken'd globe,
The everlasting Go-pels glorious wing,
Shall wake the nations to” Jehoval'’s Pruise.
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Truorny Barngy—Exvy,

I do not know that Icver heard Timothy
Bailey praiseany thing inmy life—although
I have been his constunt companion for a
long series of years. I have shown him the
Jinest specimens of poctry and_ prose that
were ever produced by Moore, Campbell, or
White, or any poctic genius who has ever
blessed and delighted us with his (or her)
productions, I have shown him the finest
tonch nf the painter—and hare, in fact, seen
lim view many of the most grand and beauti-
Jul works of mun, whick a person endowed
with common qualities and taste, could but
admire and praise.  But all that was ever
hearvd from the tips of Timothy was, ' Tis
very well, to be sure, but £ haveseen better ;”
or some similar expression.

L new him to be possessed of good taste,
and « rvery respectuble share of sense—
although it conld hardly be called common
seuse—and the thought occurred to me that
I had never kit upon the right subject, suffi-
ciently to attract his attention, to draw from
him, what I considered, due admirction or
praiso—and thus 1accounted for his almost
unaccountable indifference.

Recollecting that ke wasremarkably fond
of musie, although he was no singer him-
self, I hit upon a project which, { thought,
insured to me perfect success, I possessed
onevof the finest toned pianos, and { knew «a
beautiful young lady, who was an admir-
able singer : so Iincited Timothy to a little
musical party, wkere I also, anticipated her
presence. “The selécted asony—a particular
fevorite, of cowrse.  T'he youny lady sungit
“to a charm,” and the piuno ncver sounded
more perfectly harmonious—but no commen-
dation fell from Timothy's lips - not cven a
smile, ur « look, which was 1 the least ex-
pressice of satigfaction ; —but the same un-
thankful ‘encying look wus, still, fastened
upon his brow. I wanted to push Rim, or
wead on his toc, to make him thank the
young lady, at least, for gratifying his
lasle.

£ had been acquainted with Timothy in
my youtlh—long before I was, in the least,
a«quainted with human nature. It was a
lony time after I took notice of his eceen-
tricities— viewing the most grand, the most
beautiful, the most lovely, and the most re-
fined of the works of man, without eczpress
ing his admiration, sutisfaclion, or praise
—forit often scemed to me impossible for

.any rational and cnlightentd person not.do
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admire what he haa heard and seen—bef .re
Iwas able to account for them - for, never,
Jrom his lips was heavd praiz«, i

1, at last, became acquainted, and famili.
ar withthe term g5y yY—that moment, I be.
licced I had ascertained why he thus con-
ducted.  Mylbelicfwasverificd—TrstoTny
Barnry was exviovs—and I lewrned that
by PrAISING him you got th the only avenue
whereby there was access to his heart.  VWay
he happy 1—1was ke of @ calin and contented
nature ; thereby verifying his belief in a just
and impartial Governor of the universe?
Verily, he was not.  He was, of all others
with whom I ever associated, the most un.
kappy and unpleasant,

“Exvy, what is it1—it is that whick
leads people to disparage and appear in-
senstble to, the excellences of others—to wish
to sce the highest minds (evelled twith the
meanest. To the Exviovs it is more pleasant
to recollect those fanlts which pluce others
below them, than those vivtues by whichth=y
arc comparatively kept grovellmg in envy
andwretchedness. 1t is not because a per-
son is not possessed of what he envies of an-
other that he is unhappy ; —but it is beeause
heiss.  contented to see others, apparently,
more happy and prospeous than he is,enjoy-
ing what, perhaps,if they were not possessed
of, he could not eujay, on uccount of his £x-
vious disposition. .

1, thercfore, exhort all young prople lo
avoid being ruined, by harboring £y vy, axd
to watch with paternul care, (he first seeds of
it, whick may be implunted i their Gosvm,
andsee thut they are plucked up bofore taking
root—for Exvy is the distwrber of peace,
happiuess, and contentment,— and worst vf
alland most Lo be lamented, is the fact, that-
it is the legatimate mother of slander whose
venomous sting is of «ll others the most
shunned and dreaded by the truly vivinouy

Ixraxcy.— What is morebeantiful than
an infant ? Look at its spetlss brow—at
its soft and vaddy lips—which has ncer
utlered an unkind word, and its laughing
cye, us it rests on the brees? of ils foml mo-
ther, Sce it has stretched out its white
hand and is playfully twisting her arouxd
its tiny fingers. Akl let us look at an -
Jant. 1t is endued with life; the counter-
partof loe. It vequires nothing but the
plesant look of its mother, and her warm
kiss upon its lily check to make it happy.—
Talkto it of sorvow, of wmisery or death—
Lut your words are unmeaning. It hai
neeer folt the chill of disappointment ; it has
niever withered under the pang of affliction
---and its guiltless heart lknows nothing of
the emptiness of the world. Oh, that the
;:yp 1'night be broken ereit be lifted fo thost
ips ! '

Conundrum.—A. carpenter being asked
why oLD AGE was like a nail well driver
into an oak post 7 replied, « because it is
AN FIRM, ’




