LIFE OF SIR THOMAS BRUWANE,

The life of Sir Thomas Browne has been written by Dr.

Johnson, as the best introduction to his Moral Essoys.
Al the readers of the Suturdiy  Evening Magazine
may nat, perbaps, be aware that Sir ‘Chomas  Browne
was a physician, and that Le died at his native city Nor-
wich, in 1682 ‘The moct renowncd of Sir Thomas®
writings s, the ¢ Religio Medivi—and frem another of
his works, #"The Vulgar Ervors™ we copy the following

passages as a specitacn of the pure & nervous English of this ;

author. ‘The commencement ol his treatics on « U

Burial,” is cqual to any thing in Hooker, or in the prese

of Milton

1 hope it is not trae, and somie indeed have strongly de-
uyed, what is recorded of the monks that puysoned Henry

the Emperour, in a draught of the holy eucharist,  *I'wasa
seanddlous wound unto  Christizn religion, and 1 hope all
pagans will forgive it, when they shall reade that a Chris-
tian was poysoned in a eup of Chiir , and received his bane
in a diaught of his salvatior. Had 1 hedieved transubstanti-
tion I should have doubted the eflvet @ and cerely the sinne
it selfe received an aggravation in that opinion. It much
commendeth {he innocency of our fosefathers, and the sime-
plicity of those times, whose Jaws could never dreame so
high a crime as parricide: whereas this at Jeast nay seeme
to outreach that fuct, and to exced the regular distinetions
of murder, 1 will not say what sinne it was to act it; yet
may it seeme a kinde of martyrdonme to suffer by it- for, al
though unknownly, he dyed for Christ his sake, and lost his
life in the ordained testimeny of his death,  Certainly, lad

- "they knowne it, some zeales would scarcely have refused it,
rather adventuring their owne death, then refusing the me-
wmoriall of his.

Many other accounts likethese we mcet sometimes in his-
tory, scandalous unto Christianity, and even unto humanity ;
whose verities not onely, but whose relations honest minds
doe deprecate.  For of sinnes heteroclital, and such as want !
cither name or precedent, there is oft times a sinue even in
their historics. We desire no records of such enormities ;
sinnes should be accounted new, that so they may be estecin-
od monstrous. They omit of monstresity as they fall from
their rarity; for, men count it veaiall to ene with their
forefathers, and foolishly conceive they divide a sinne in so-
ciety.  “The pens of men may sufficiently exnatiate without
these singularities of Villany; for, as they increase the ha-
tred of vice in some, so doe they enlarge the theory of wick-
ednesse inall.  And this is one that may make latter ages

worse then were the former; for, the vicious examples of |
ages past, poyson the curiosity of these present, ailording a

hint of sin unto seduceable spirits, and soliciting those unto l
the imitationof them, whose hearts were never so perversely
principled-as to invent them.  In this kinde we emnmend
the wisdome and goodnesse of Galen, who would not leave
unto the world too subtile a theory of poysons; unarming
therchy the malice of venemous spirits, whose ignorance
ust be contented with sublimate and arsenick.  For, sure-
1y there are subtiler venenations, such as as will invisibly
destroy, and like the Basilisks of heaven. In things of
this nature silence condemuncth history 3 'tis the veniable
part of things lost; wherein there must never rise a Pan-
cirollus,* nor remaine any Register but that of hell.

STANZAS ON TUE NEW YEAR,

1 stood between the meeting vears,
The coming and the past,

And I ask'd of the future one,
Wilt thou be like the last ?

“T'he same in many ‘a slecpless night,
In many an anxious day ?

*Who writ de Intiquiv deperditis, or inventions Jost,
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‘Thauk Heaven! 1 have no prophet's ey
T'o look upon the way !

for Surrow like a phantom sits
Uapon the tact Year's close.

How muth of griet, how muvh ot i},
In its dark breast repose !

Shadows of faded Iopes flit by,
And ghosts of Pleasure fled :
{ow have they chang'd from what they wers
Cold, colourless, and duad.

Ithick on many a wasted hour,
And sicken o'er the void ;

Aund many darker me behind,
On worse than nought cmploy'd.

Ol Vanity ! alas, my heart !
Iow widely hast thou stray'd
And misused every golden gift
For better purpose made !
I think on many a ence-loved friend
As nothing to me now 3
And what can mark the lapse of time
As dues an aiter’d brow ?

Perhaps "twas but a curcless word
‘That sever'd Friendship's shrine ;
And angry Pride stands by cach gap,

Lest they unite again.

Less sad, albeit more terrible,
To think upon tie dead,
Who quict in the lonely grave
Lay down their weary head.
For fuith and hope, and peace, and trast,
Are with their happier lot:
‘Though broken is the bond of love,
At least we brokeit not.—

Thus thinking of the mectivg years,
‘The coming and the past,

1 needs must ask the future one,
Wilt thou be like the last?

There came a sound, but not of speech,
That to my thought replied,

“ Misery is the mariage-gift
That waits a mortal bride :

¢ But lift thine hopes from this base earth,
‘This waste of worldly care,

And wed thy faith to yon bright <ky,
For Happiness dwells there I

THE RIDDLE OF THE YEAR.
By Cleobulus.

There is a father with twice six sons; these sons have
thirty daughters a-piece, party-coloured, having one check
white and the other black, who never sec cach other’s face,
nor live above twenty-four howrs.

Cleobulus, to whom this riddle is attributed, was one of
the seven wise moen of Greece, who lived about 570 years
betore the birth of Christ.

Riddles are of the highest antiquity ; the oldest on re-
cord is in the book of Judges xiv. 14—18.  Weare told by
Plutarch, that the girls of his times worked at netting or
sewing, and the most ingenious “ made riddles.”
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