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*Ugue ang mouth both inside and outside, are covered witha
ckaess of a crown piece : this crust is of a dark

& » of an insipid taste, and of a consistence like the soft wax

M the hee.h
er‘zo move ; 5
With

ive. A faintness of languor takes away the pow-
kind of knot in the throat and diaphragm, attended
“capzrz.at Pain, interrupts respiration. Some wandering tears
€arth an:i"Tl the eyes, and, at last, the suﬂ'e'rer drops down to the
o ; m '“afewlminutes loses fxll consciousness. These ara
angd V;vhi P}:Oms w}{lchl remarked in my unfortunate travellers,
“y h Lexperienced in myself. .
yBedOUEEns, and my faithful Salem, were going in diffe-

Tent diroos:

ety directions to find out some water, end two heurs afterwards

wm;ned, ous after another, earrying along with them good or bad
rag

part they had been able to find it. Every one presented mo
w Ofw.hm he had brought. I was obliged to taste it, and drank
OBty timeg : bys as so
e gy g,
*Peak,
ed

on as 1 swallowed it, my mouth be—

¥ as before. At last I was not able to spit or to

g Igm with difficulty on my horse again, and we proceed-
u Journey.’’—.4li Bey’s Travels in Morrocco, elc.
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ceE HOUR or CoxsciENcE.~—We are apt to connect the
e of conscience with the stiltess of midnight.  But I think
wrong that innocenat hour. It is that terrible ¢ next morning,’
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48 a man gambled away his all, or shot his
8 he committed a crime, or incarred a langh~it is the!

ext : . . . . e
3 Morning’, whea the irretrievahle past rises before him like!

. A'pe(:h-(;~

gril then doth the churchyard of memory yield up its]

s c:n Tad‘*lhen is the witching hour when the foul.ﬁend within |
ong thig €ast tempt, perhaps, but most torment. A.t nfgb{we have
By at :]to'hope for,.one refuge 10 fly to—oblivien in sieep.
Yeview a";!lmg sleep is over, a?d we are calle.d upon coldly to
tproq, '80d re-act, and live again the waking bitterness of self-
* [Ernest Maltravers,

xot :;:;“"‘SI‘CS.——TM@.: s't:'i!ies conf:ic?ion 5 but g:fcnius do:es
iq,men“r z" 3 o Y'Vhox.n it is hmparted, it gives ﬁ).rel%nd.mgs of the
be"ﬂnge ifl')e and infisite ; while ta.lemlsets certain I.mm.s, a?:d 80,
ite; ‘_’s understood, is also roaintained, The infinite in the

* Benigg jp

Uch,
Whi s tendar]

ich w .

and g, 4rms, nourishes, bears, and reproduces the whole soul—
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every art is masic. In itself it is the soul, when it,
¥; but when it masters this affection, then it is spirit

.fore, we perceive music; otherwise the sensual car would,
¢ ‘.nn‘i;cll, bifl ﬂx§iy the spiritual 5 and thaus, every.a;'t is.&hc bsdyj
soy| l’cwl"ch i the soul of every art. A‘nd so is music too'thle:
he coﬂ!ac[ve, ‘_"‘.”Ch a_lso answers not for its \vor",unﬁ_' ] fn.r it i3]
Passioy w}‘?rdlvme with human, and ene for all the divine i3 t'he‘s
thegyep - lich consumes the human. Love expresses nothing!
; fself, but that it is sunk in harmony. [{ioethe.
vory :’t)l;rat,?T .S_Prr: rrs.—It is‘a strange thing, but so it is, that
th liko 1, 8pirits are almost always the vesult of mc':n!ul suifer-
tearg . ‘e fever produced by a wound. 1 sometines doubt
* 2 often doybt lamentations ; bat I never yet doubted the
© and ‘:;;.thm misery which flushes the cheek and kindles the,
and ich nakes the lip mock with sparkling words the dark

a " world within, ‘There is something in intense suffer-
tseeks cone
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ealment, something that is fain to belie itseif,
boat_ novel of the Rravo, Jacques conceals himse!f and his
We 'y 7 ¥ing where the mooblight fell duzzling on the water
‘e"i‘nga‘m ® Bamo with anyigraat despair 3 we shroud it in a glit-
ad gp, Osphere ofsmileand jests ; butthe smiles are sucers,
Fung thrizs'rs are sarcasms. 'There is also a vein of bitterness!
‘“'fson,o“ gh th.ese feverish spirits 5 they are the very delirium
. ieek"‘g- to. escape frow itself, and which cannot. Sus-
330ny are hidden by the moonshine. [Miss London.

ATION oF Femavrs.—There is a season when the!
_mnSt cease to be young, and the beantiful to excite ad-|
?;s:oﬂ::;ﬂm how 1o grow old grace/ully, is perhaps one
i Dust b ' most valunl{le arts that can be tanght to a woman.,

> confessed, it is n most severe udal for those women
iy sol wn beauty, who have nothing else to take vp. It is for
toure, 5¢a8on of life that education should lay up its rich re-

OWever disregarded they may have been, they will
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. :;i‘e“r:rers f*’." away, ard flatterers become mute,.the mind
® will p :;“..emelm" itself, and if it find no eme.rtm‘nmet.t at
* Yet, g ven b.ac!( again upon the world with increasad
el g . * 1Orgetting this, do we not seem to edueate our daughters
h Y for the transient period of youth? Do we not edu-
=~ ‘:): z:'cmwd and not for themselves ?—for show and not
Aoy e, and not fur eternity ?

~Thay
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serene heaven, those lovely stars, * do they
Philosophy of peace ? Do they not te!l us how
of 4y ¢longs to the dignity of man, and the sublime
9 Congpe. < s0al 2 Peuty distractions npd self-wrought earés
N Qof that hl”hnml t0 our real nature ; their véry distorbance 13'2
en%'l s ely are af war with our natureg. Ah ! sweet Flo-
he"‘] be!ievede:m from yon skies, over which the old Greek

rooded the wings of primeval and serensst love,
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twhat earthly love should be—a thicg pure aslight, and peaceful as
fimmormlify, watching over the stormy world that it shall survive,
'aud high above the clouds and vapoars that roll below. Let little
{minds introduce into the holiest of aflections all the bitterness and
‘tumult of common life ! Let us lovaas beings who will one day
'be inhabitants of the stars '—[Bulwer.

GLp Ace.—Grieve not, reverend age, that thy beauty and
‘brilliancy have left thee. Once ina summer’s night, the flowers
‘g]it!ered with dew in the moonbeams ; and when daylight drew
inigh, they griéved that the light of the moon was gone, and with it,
:t}\e lustre of the dew drops. They thought not that, after a little
:while, the sun would rise wpon them, whose full lusire. would
ge those pearls irto blazicg diamonds. So shall it be with
you, after a brief moment of darkuess.

|
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THE MEMCRY OF THE DEAD.—The ancients had it, that no

b

jvoyage with the living, for fear of the storms which would be
isure to follow. We have learned better, and know, that to be
‘accompanied on our voyage through life by the mewmory of the
;dend, brings calm and rot storm. He who glways feels vne loss,
lis rendered by it less accessibia to new sorrows.

LErevartioNn oF MinD.—The more the mind becomes ele-
‘vated, the smaller do the great things of this world uppear to it.
‘It loves rather to dwell ou the minutic of life, on the often-re-
:peated, on the al ways recurring, onwinute joys and pursuits, yet
iwithout losing itself in them. Thas, whea a man is placed on a
Ehigh mguntain, the hilfs below bimdwindle ; but the vulleys seem
larger than before his elevation.

SUFFERINGS OF CHILDREN-—Chiidren were the first mar-
.tyrs of the chareb, atthe massacre of the innocents 5 and they are
istill made to suffer far tao much. They are wade martyrs to the
(coldness, or misjudged fondness, of parents, and martyrs to study.
O, wipz away their tears. Know ye not how huriful are heavy
'rains, when the blossom is just opening?
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Tur suv.—The sun isthe only imuge of God. Clouds, the
imoon, the earth, night, all ebscvreit; yet it shines oat every
jmcrning, the source of light and life. Whatthen? Shall we re-
fuse to lift up our eyesin prayer to God, becanse clouds some-
times hide his visnge, and wait till we can see its perfect bright-
‘ness in another sphere ?

History oF THE wonrLp.— Whatever portion of man’s his-
tory we stedy, we shall 4nd that the weak and the wicked are the
‘most numerous, and the pure and the good eppear only here and
thera, Vieicebergs, which, in the midst of the salt sea, preserve
.the sweetness of their waters.

FEMALE ATTRACTIONS IN THE MARRIAGE STATE.—'T0
attempt 1o enchain a hoeband’s affeetions by mere attractions,
‘whether of body or mind, without the sense and the heart, which
?ulone can preserve them, is ubout as wise asto try to forma gar-
Hand of flowers only, without stalks.

Tire pRESENT TIME.—Is it not with the presén! time as
with deserts, which, according to [Tumboldt, are always sus-
{rounded with banks of perpetual verdure? The only difficulty
/s, that you must have crossed the desert, before you can dis-
cern the shore. .
Symrparry.—How trifling a change in the temperature of our
‘hearts, can make us feel warm or cooltowards others, and they
ltowards us! Moraing turss frost into dew ; evening turns dew
liuto frost.  Which shall we copy ? ]
UNION oF GREAT QUALITIES.—The highest reach of human
j’gether ; for such a spirit is like the maguet, which attracts, at
‘the same time that it poiuts the way.

Tur PoETRY oF LiFk.—lle who enjoys thé prese of life
only, and not its poetry, has at best a poor and imperfect enjoy-
ment ;

but with no birds to give life or.expression to its scenery.
|
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MoraL DEavry.—It was promised to the Messinh in an-
cient prophecy, as the glorious result of Lis mediation, that, « in
xtpe penutios of holiness [rom the womb of the morning, thog

holy Prophet leads us from the means hy which. he kingdom of!
Christ was to be established, to contemplate their efiicient results:
§eat, in the multitode of Christ’s subjects, which should be 23 the
pumber of the drops of morning dew 3 and, secondly, to that of;
aniversal moral beanty, the beauty of holiness, difused as wide ns
the dew of his Jouth, from the womb of the morning. The eye cun~
sot look upon a scene of ‘beauty more exquisi.te th‘:m the opening!
of such a morniog as is here presented to the imaginaticn ; every]
every spire of grass, and the spray cf cvery
sparkling in the ray of the advancing sum, anrd brexthing il
and freshness over all nature. Thus decked and adorned
does @ second world appear, in the beauty and freshness
of holiness, to the eye of the prophet, and thus does he represent
it to us. Behold, then, a world, so long in the darkness and

. tren
hill and vale, :

zorpse, nor even the ashes of the dead, should be embarked enaj;

pature i, whenthe love of truth and the love. of wman exist to-|:

it is as though he was placed in an autumn, rich in harvests,

hast the dew of thy vouth,” Pselm cx. 3. 1In these words thel]

e e )
3wili be the beauty of holiness, when his work is thus complete! The:

\beauty is every where, on every spire of grass, and every lofly tree;
.on the lowest and highest orders of society. Allare invested with
‘the garments of salvation and the robes of praise.
‘the cotta

It beams uvpon

| ge, and shows that the poor are visited by Heaven, It

sparkles from the throne and gives it a lustre mnore gloriens than

1its earthly pomp ; the mild and beauteous lustre of mercy, right-

eousness, and truth. It gives beauty to unsightly objects ; to

show us that holiness dignifies the meun, and sanctifies the com-,
won and unelean. It adds the beauty of a higher element to that’
which has an earthly excellence ; to teach us that whatever is

iworthy and useful, is rendered so in a far kigher sense when

[t is connected with religion. It hallows afiliction, gives awe to

'justice, and tenderness 1o mercy. Dehold this beauty of holiness

gaxnong the nations : wars, oppressions, iujuries cease. The

{earth, tossed and swept for ages by the storms of night is quiet,

iinubibe‘.-) the vivifying dew of Divine infiuence, and_cniches the

‘glory of the brightening truth of revelation. Behold it in civil

lsociety 3 in the beautiful order and harmony of picus families ;

jin the charity and kind offices of christian neighbourhoods ; in the.
ireciprocal reverence and confidence of rulers and their subjects

‘and behold it especially in the charch.—Richard Waison.
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BerreEr pavs.—Better days are like IHebrew Verbs—they
lhzu'e no present tense ; they are of the past or future only.
« All that’s bright inust fude,”’ says Tom Moore.
‘acd so must 1l that’s not bri
| you wou

Very likely,
ght. To hear some people talk,
Id imnagine that there was no month in the year except
iNovember, aud that the leaves had nothing else to do than fall off

1lhe trecs.
o

|
There are as many
lstars in heaven as ever there were in the memory of man, and as

jmany flowers on earth, too, and perhaps more in England, for we
tare always striking [resh importations.

And, to refer againto Tom Moore’s song of the < ttars
that shine and {ull,"” oue might suppose that by this time, all the
stars in beaven had been blown out, like so many farthing can~
dles in a show booth : and, as fur flowers und leaves, if they go.
away, it is only to make room for new oncs.

Some creakers remind,
ione of the boy who said thut his grandmother went up stairs
inineteen tines a day and never came down again.—Or to seek for
other reseinblance, they may belikened to the Irish grave-dig-
ger, who wus sern one unight lnoking about the church vard, with.
?u Jantesn in his hund, ¢ What bave you lost, Pat?? «Qh,
i]l’-;e lost my lantern "7 ¢ You have your laniernin your hund.>
1ee Gh, butthis is a lantern. Pee fonnd, it is not

;an

ihe laniorn Dve.
[lost 1 Thus it is with men in general : they think more of the,

Hantern they have lost, thanthe lantern they have found.

SiceNEss.—TIn sickness the soul begins to dress herself for
Ammortality.  And Grst she anties the strings of vanity, that made
ther upper garment cleave to the world and sit uneasy. She pats
off the light ard funtastic summer-robe of lust and wanton appe-
tite. Next to this, the soul, by the help of sickness, Lknocks off
the fetters of pride and vainer complacencies. Then she draws
the cartains, and stops the light froin coming in, and takes the
pietares down ; those fantastic images of scif-love, and gny re-
membrances of vain opinion and populur noises.  Then the spirit
stoops into the sobrieties of hamble thoushits, and feels corrup-
tions chiding the forwardness of fancy, und alloying the vapour
of conceit and fictious opinions. Next to these, @s the soul is
istill undressing, she takes off the roughness of her great and litle
angers and ani:nosities, and receives the oi! of mercies and smooth
forgiveness, fuir interpretations and gentle answers, designs of
reconcileinent, aad Christian alonement, in their places.—-Bithbp
Jeremy Taylor.

BEAUTY'S EMPIDE.

‘What avails thine iron brow,
Strong one of the battle fleld ?
Thou hast met a stronger npaw,
Render up thy lance and vhield,
Yield at Jast—who vielded never,
Beauty reigns on earth for evee !

What avails thy purple pride,

Monarch on thy golden throne ?
Cast thy hanghty looks aside,

Jewelled slave, thy sovereign own ¢
Kneel—thy whole allegiance give her,
Beauty reigns on earch for ever !

Whet avails thy lora severe,

Saze—byr midnight taver soneht fom
Hark ! there's Ianghter in thine ear,

Aud thy bousted strength is nought -
Mocking all thy lite's endeavour,
Beauty reigns on earth for ever !

Al! her might too well I know,
Ceught—mude fast by sweet surprise s
Spare me, lips of rosy glow,
Spare me, melting sunbright eyes !,

death of night, arising out of it by the wondrous operation of its!

reconc

iled and redeewing Lord. How diffusive and bhow marked‘ X

Only death.amy chains can sever,
Beauty rules the carth for ever !




