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" stood with foided"

- Mortuls have mistaken my character and office.

A TRAVALLER, contemplatmw the ruins of Babylon,
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thus expressed the thoughts which the scene inspired —
“VWhere, oh is Babylon the great, with her impreg-

wsrh

nable walls and gates of brass, her frowning towers and
- her pensile gardens?

Where are her luxurious pala-
ces and her crowded thoroughfurés? The stillness of
death has succeeded to the active bustle and joyous hilari-
ty of her multitadinous population—scarcely a trace of her
former magnificence remains, and her hundreds of thou-
sands of inhabitants, have long been sleeping the sleep of
death in unknown and unmarked graves ! IHere thou hast
been busy, O Time, thou mighty destroyer.”’

The traveller baving finished his soliloquy,there appear-
ed beiore him a venerable person of mild aspect,who thus
accosted him:

.¢¢ Travelier, ] am Time, svhom thou hast called the
mighty destroyer, and to whose rathless sway thou hast
attributed the melancholy désolation which is here spread
out to the view. In this charge thou hast wronged me.
In their
pictorial represectation, I am always exbibited as wielding
a scythe, as if my only purpose was to mark my way with
havock. Bat behold me ! although aged, my step has the

- elasticity of youth; my hands gresp no instrument of de-

struction; my countenance expresses no fierce and cruel
passions. Deeds of devastation are wrongiy attributed to
me, and I here appear to vindicite my name.  Since this
beautiful world sprang from chaos, 1 have lent my aid to
perpetuate its beauty, and to irupart happiness to its inha-
bitants. My reign has been mild and preservative. 1
have marked the course of the sun, the moon, and the
stars, and during the thousands of years in which they
have rolled in mighty expanse, I have diaminished naught
of their lustre—they shine as bright and as sweetly, they
move on their course as harmoniously as they did when
the world was in its infancy. Look at the everlasting hills;
they stand as prond and as permunently as they did when
they rose up at the command of their mighty Creator.
Contemplate the ocean ip its ceaseless ebb and fiow ;1
bave not diminished its wighty resources. But the works
of man you will say are corroded by my touch, and the
beauty and life of man flee before mv approach. Evenin
this you wrong me. I have witnessed the rise and fall of
empires, and have seen countless gencrations of mon pass
from the stage of human life, but in neither case have I
hastened their doom. Sin has been the great destroyer—

‘the vices of men bave scattered desolation over the fair
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~ days, might have still stood to be gazed upon, i

“wels of the poor.

faces of creation. The thousands who have fullen on that
battle-field have not fallen by my band; the scattered ruin
of these once mighty ci‘ies whose meworial has nearly
perished, have not been strewn by my hand but by the
hands of eatthly conquerors, who have trodden down in
their march of conquest the palaces of the rich and the ho-
The great works of 1man originating in
pride, have been sabverted by folly and cruelty. Cities
once proud, populous and magnificent, have utterly disap-

- peared, not by tire operation of time, bat in the conflicts of
men, and in the execation of the just judgments of God.

- ¢ Most diseases derive their origin or their virulence
ftom haman vice or folly, and wars resulting from the
Justs of men, swell the lists of the dead. Many a fur-
row is marked on the brow of man, which is attributed to
Time, in which Time has had no agency; and many tot-
ter to the grave who go there prematurely, and not by the

- weight of years. Men once lived nearly a thousand years,

and now they seldom fulfil three score years and tea. It
is not because I am Dow more emphatically destruyer,
bt ana-fellies  have curtailed th
Even the works of men in ancient
:’other
-influence than mine bad been exerted. The stones of Je-
rusalem’ s Temple are no longer recognized, but ‘they
nnght now have occupied their place of glorious stiuctnre,
haan;,,God otherwise decreed in punishment of man’s
sins. Lookaxthe Pyra.imds of Egypt; there they. still
-hnd, ahe Io&y and ltrong momimenta of former ages 3
& - - :“”F’
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of then- enstence.

"ﬂow; and “‘here sball thy proud waves be said.””, The ad-|

the friend of man; I afford him precious opportumtxes, I
wnitigate his severeat woes; I afford him secd-time and
harvest, summer and winter in agreeable vicissitude; let
him be virtaous; let him perfectly obey the lugh hehests
of God his Malker and Redeemer, and then it will niv lon
ger be said I mar his warks.””  The venerable personage
disappeared when he had thus spoken, and the travelier
mentally acknowledging the justice of his vindication, pur-
sued his travels, to mark with greater diserimination the
wide-spread desolation which had been brought into the
world by human erime.—New York Mirror.

LOOKS AND TONES.

Yes! there arc looks whose beans impart
Such thrills of rapture through the heart,
That in those beams we’d wish to dwell
.Forever in one witching spell;—

Looks softer than the azure hue

Of sowme meek violet bathed in dew,
And brighter than the ghwcing stream
That sparkles in each sunny gleam.

And there are tones we often hear
Welcome as music to the ear;

Tunes that when gone, within the mind,
Still leave an echoing cord bebind (—

A cord which memory oft will wuch;
And then the tones we love so much,
Like some long silent wished-for strain,
Float sweetly on the car again.

As Horeb's rock at God’s command,
Burst forth unto the prophet's wand—
And as they drak the flowing wave
Which to their hearts fresh vigor gave;—

So does the stream of love congealed
Gush forth at once dissolved, revealed,—
Thus do our feclings fluw to meet

Those looks of love, and tones so sweet.

Sure there are none caa list unfelt,
While music’s tones arcund them melt,
Nor can there be a heart but owns

The magic power of looks and tores. [Louisville Jour.
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ON NATURE.

carrica all bcﬁre it, and every wave threatens to ovor.
whelm the tiny bark, that forms but a ﬁp(‘ck on the snr-*"’%
Ay e dona for ,jn_g.'."

faco of the vast UCOnsy
snfc that man can do; aud the mind lns time (o con. ;
an plg ite the grandeur of the scone, and to contrast nature k.
wuh art, divine stxongth, with human weakness. —'I'l;e. :
can the heart that thinks aright (feeling that the elemunu
acknowledge an Almighty controul;) truly enjoy this buarst
of nature. Even when we behold the ocean calin and :
still, rot a wave or a ripple in motien, when it reflects lhe_
azure of heaven,and in its bright mirror doubles the charme ¥
of surrounding ohjects where no leaf stirs to the brew,”,-l_
and the heart is free from earthly cares, with what delightﬁ;
can it roam over this silent scene, and with what truth ean . {
we say, that nature, though silent, still speaky to the hean, :
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FROM EVENINGS WITH CAMBACERES. 9

THE
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EMPEROR NAPOLEON,

““ Count d'Omsenne one day accompanied the Lmporor
on a reconnoitering excursion. The Emperor had beeg
compluining of thirst, and soma one seving o vivandiere,or -
sultler woman, at a little distance, called to her. Tho wo. §
man did not know Nupoleon, or any of his escort.  She 5 .
gave the emperor a gluss of spring water mised with o 7
little Lrandy, and then curtised for payment. N

““ There, iy good woman,”’ said Napoleon, poinlins to: R
Count d'Oraenne, * there is !lm Emperor, ask bim for lhoL .
He pays for us all.”
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th"\ ]
she scanned his splendid nnxfom
with the eve of o connoiseur, and said:

“He ! pooh, nonsense ! Do you think 1 am fool* :
coough to believe that.  The Emperor is not such a coxs .-
comb. You, Sir, look much more like hin yourself.'? %

The Emperor was much amused at th's rewark, and -- g

The vivandivre blushed, and looked embarrassed;
turning to the Count,

W;!.r-!

gave the womar a double louis. :
Count Dora, who was one of the party on the evcnm‘a

when Prince Cambaceres related the above :mecdo(o,nﬂ.r
i
“Your amusing story, Monseigneur, reminds me of ano-i§

ther also relating to one of those camp-following ny mph
Yuu know how carefully the l'.mpet- S
or preserved bis incognito when hie was with the nrm) It

called vivandieres.

was well that he did oz for he frequsatly veatured  intel
places where, had he been known, he would have ine

Nature has for the reflecting mind endless charms, and
variety suited to please all ages, and every dhpa-.umn,,
guided by an unseen butall-pow erful hand, she dispenses,
her blessings to all; and the beautiul dalance she mazin-
tains throughout her works, is not her slightest chiarm.
Where she withholds beauty of feature, or elegance of
form, some pleasing quality, extraordinary talent, or usecful
property, iz given, which amply makes up the deficiency.
The flowers whose beauty renders them most ornamental,
lend not to the air the sweetest perfurre. It is not the
gaudy Macaw, or the graceful Goldfinch, whos: notes
most delight the ear; nor has the Nightingaie iheir beauti-
ful plumoge. The Elephant’s unaightly” form does not
make him less fit to perform his useful part, for the inha-
bitant of the ¢ luxurious east;’’ nor does the delicate figure
of the decr render it a less pleasing object to the eve. All
nature’s worke seem peculiarly adapted for the benefit of
man; the inhabitant of the palace and the cottuge, the
aged and the youth, havean equal'share in her bounty
and mpay contemplate alike, her Deauties; but cold and
insensible is the heart, that views her vrithout pleasure.

Nature does not, however, convey toall the same ideas;
the band that gave ber such variety gave also to mankind
as great variety of seniiment;—many who gaze on charms
that delight the eye, have hecarts that canmpot fee! from
whence they proceed; while others can sce alike in the
“ mountain wave,’’ and the calm ¢‘ unruffled dcep,’” the
power that gave to the ** boundless ocean’’—bounds, and
hear alike in each, the voice that said, To here, shalt thou

red the greatest risks.  Duting one of the campaigns
Germany, the Emperor, wrapped in his celebmted gog
‘great coat, was riding about in the environs of Munich, iR
tenided only by two orderly officers.  lle met on the
a very pretty looking female, who by her dress, was ¢
dently a vivandiere. She was weeping and was Jeadi
by the hand, a little boy, about five years of agn. Stru
by the beauty of the woman and her distress, the Empe
pulied up his liorse by the road-side and said:

** What is the matter with yez, my dear 2"’

Tiie woman, not knowing tho individual by whom
was addressed, and being much discomposed by g
innde no reply. The littie boy, however, was more '
municative, and he frankly answered:

. My mother is crying, Sir, because my father hu heg
her.”” :
“ Where is yonr father?"”
‘¢ Closo by here. 1llc is ene of tho sentinels on &
with the baggage.”’ - ol
The Emperor again nddreued humeh to the womtiig
aud inquired the name of her husband; but she refused
tell, being fearful lest the Captain, as she snppooed o
Emperor 10 be, wouid cause her husband to be punishil
Napoleon, I am sorry to say, bud but little conﬁde”’; -
the fair sex. On this occasion, his habitual auspwaou
curred to his mind, and he said, '

““ MaLPESTX your husband bas been beating you
are 30 afraid of getting him into trouble, that you
even tell his name. This is very inconsistent ! M5,
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not be that you gre a litle.in the fault yourself 2"




