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forth the multiplied excelleneies of their name.
« FHappy, happy world! with what delight must
your Creator and Gouvernor witness your con-
duct, end what & glorious recompense awaits
you when your term of probation shall have ex-
pired!” i

But wo have induiged too long in these de-
lightful speculations,—a sad reverse presents
itself on our avrvoy of the actual state of man;
when, from viewing Liis natural powers, we fol-
low him into practice, and see the uscs to which
he applies them. Take in the whole of tho pros-
pect, viewing him in every age, and clitase,
agul nation, in every condition and poriod of sou-
ciety. Where now do you discover tho charac-
ters of his oxalted nature! ¢ Howis the gold
become dim, angd the fine gold changed!” llow
is his roason clouded, bis affections perverted,
his conscience stupified! How do anger, and
envy, and hatred, und revenge, spring up in hiz
wretched boscm! How is he a slave to the
meanest of his appetites! What fatal propensi-
tics docs he discover to evil! What inaputude
to good!

ANECDOTES.
— 00
INFLUENCE OF THE PASSIONS.

The powerful influence of the passions and
affections upon the human frame is astonishing
How many instances are there upon record of|
sudden death having been occasioned by the
hasty communication of joyful idings! ¢ Like
a stroke of clechicity,” says Dr. Cogan, % in-
discrectly dirccted, the violent percussion has
probably praduced a paralysis of the heart, by
the excess of its stimulus.”

Pliny informs us that Chilo, the Lacedemonian,
died upon heuring that lus son had ganed a prize
in the Olympic games.

Valerius Maximus tells us that Sophecles, in
a conlest of honour, died in consequence of a
decision being pronounced in his favor,

Aulus Gellius mentions a remarkable instance
of the effect of nccumulated joy. Diogoras had
three sons, who were all crowned on the same
day as victors; the one as a pugulist, the other
as o wrestler, and the third in both capacities.
The suns carried their father on their shoulders
through an mcredible number of spectators, who,
threw flowers by handfuls on lum, aad applauded
his glory and good fortunc. But, in the midst
of all the congratulations of the populace, he
died in the atms and cmbraces of his sons. 1

Livy also mentivns an instance of aa aged
matron, who, while she was in the depth of dis- |
tregs, from the tidings of her son’s having been,
slain in battle, died 1n his arms, in the excess of
Joy, upon his safe return.

The Italian historian, Guicciarddini, tells us
tint Leo X died of s fever, nccesioned by the
agitation of his spints on receiving the joyful
news of the capture of Milan, concerniog which
he had entertained much anxiety.

It is 3aid of anobleman in the reign of Henry
the Eighth, that when a pardon was sent hima
few hours before the time which was fixed for
his exccution, not expecting it, it so transporled!
kim, thot he died for joy.

What an effoct has griof also produced on the
body! Excessive sorrow has been the cause of]
sudden death, of confirmed melancholy, loss of
memoty, imbecility of mind, of nervous fovers,
of bypochundriac conplaints, and the loss of

appetite.

JUVENILE ENTERTAINER.

POETRY.
From Summer safl, Winter Hours; by H. G. Bell.

~THE UNCLE.
1 had aw wlitle onco—a man
Of threescore yeats and threc—
And when my reeson’s danu began,
Hae'd take mo on hiskroc,
And often talked v g winter nights,
Things that cecm’d strange to mo

He was a man of gloomy mood,
And fow lus converse aought;

Bet 1t was said, 10 goluudo
1118 conscienco with him wrought,

And there, bofore his taental eye,
Some hideous vision brought,

There was not ono in all the house
Who did not fear his frown,
Save I, a little careless clild,
Who gambol’d up and down,
And often peep'd into his room,
And pluck’d hita by the gown.

I was an orphan and alone—
My father was bis brother,

And al! their hives 1 kaew that they
Had fondly loved each other;

And in iny uncle’s room there hung
The picture of my mother.

There was a curtaia over it;
*Twas in a darken’d place,

And fow or none had over look’d
Upon my mother's face,

Or saon her pale, cxpressive smile
Or melancholy grace.

One night I do remember well—
The wind was houling high,
And through the anciens cosridors

It sounded drcarily—
1sat and read in that old hall,
Ay uvacle sat close by.

I road but little understood
The words upon the book,

For with a sidelong glance ] mark'd
My uncle’s fearful look,

And how all his quivering frame
With streng convulsions shook.

A silent ter or oe’r ms stolo,
A strangs, unusual drcad,

His lips were wiite &8 bone, his ¢yes
Sunk far down in his head;

Ho gazed on me, but ’twas tho gaie
Of the unconscious dead,

Thon suddenly he torn'd him round,
And drew asude the veil

That bung before my mothor’s face—
Perchance my cyes might fail,

But nc'er before that faco tome
Had scemedso ghastly pale.

« Come hithor bog!*’ my unclo said—
I started at the sound,

*Twas choaked and stifled in his throat,
Aud hardly utteranco found—

¢t Come hither, boy!"’
He cast his eyes aound.

% That lady wasthy mother once,
Thon wert hier only child—

O God! I've seen her when she held
Thee in her arms aud smiled; .

She smiled upon thy father, boy,
'Twas that which drove me wild!

¢ He was my brother, but his form
Was fairer far than mine;
1 grudged aot that,—he was the prop

.

Of our ancestral line,
And wanly beauty wes to hira
A token and a sign.

 Boy!1 had loved her too,—nsy more,
P'wau | that loved her first;

For months—for years—the golden thought
Witlun my soul was nurst,

He camy,--he conques’d,—thoy were wed—
My airy bubblo burat!

* Then on m) mind a shadow fell,
And evil thoughts grew nfo,

The damning thought stuck in iny beart,
And cut me like a knife,

That elie, whum all my duys I loved,
Should Le another’s wifo!

¢ Iy truth, it was a fearful thing
To soc my brother now,

And mark the placid calm wluch sat
Forever on lus brow,

That seemed in bitter ecorn to say,
I am moro loved than thou!

«1 icft my home—1I left the land,—
1 crossed the raging sca;

In vain, in vain—where'er I turaed,
My memory went with me;

My whole existence night and day
1n memory seem’d to be.

¢ 1 came again, I found them baro—
Thou’rt like thy father boy,—

He doated on that pale face there;
1've scen him kies aund toy,

I've scen him tuck'd in her fond arms
Wrapt in delirious joy.

‘¢ Ho disappear’d, draw ncarer, child,—
He diad, no one knew how;

Tho murder’d body ne’er was found,
Tho talo was hushed up now;

But there was one who rightly guess*d
Tho hand that struck the blow.

It drove bier mad; yet not his death~— .
No—not his death alone,

For she Lad clung to hope when all
Knew well that there wasuone;

No, boy! it was a sight she saw
That {roze her into stone.

¢ [ am tly uncle, child;—why stare
So frightfully aghast? i
The arras moves, but know'st thou not
Tis nothing but the blast:
I 100 have had my fears like these,
But such vain fears are past.

¢ ']l show thee what thy mother saw,
{ fecl ’twill ease my breast,

Aad this wild tempest-laden night
Suits with the purposc best,

Comeo hither~—thou hast oflen sougin
To open this old cheat:

<t It has a secrot spring, the touch S
Is known to me adone;”

Slowly the lid is raised, and mow—
s What scejyou that you groan

80 heavily;—that thing is but
A bareribb’d skeloton.”

A sudden crash—the 1id fell down—
Three strides be backwards gave,

0 God! it 3s my brothoer’s self
Returning from the grave!

His grasp of lead is on my throat
Will no one help or save?”

That night they Iaid him on his bed,
In raving madncss tossed; s

He knash’d his tceth, and with wild eaths
Blasphemed the Holy Ghost;

And, ere tho light of morning broke,
A sinner’s soul was lost.



