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And my soul from its dull weight of woe for ever be re-
leas'd 1

“For on that fearful day, when He who suffered on the tree

Was mocked and spit on by the crowd, but chiefly so by me,

‘This doom was passed : “Fhat o'er the carth my wearied feet
should tend

Fur from the spot which gave me birth, withont or hope or
friend !

¢ Until some wreteh, like thee, should dareto change his fate
with mine, N

Who, dreading death—ay, c'en sweet death '—for endless
life should pine -

Now grant my wish—now breathe a vein—now sign this
aged seroll !

And Lid the dreams of other days before my vision roll,’

The Wizzard oped a spouting vein, and signed his lated
Whilea ﬂz:;;:‘:‘)’f joy as quickly o'er his pale brow went and
Then wiltfl;;n:ricd that Pilgrim old, ¢ Now bid the far-past
For here, s;g;u:;m love indeath, my Miriam, thoun art mine '

. The Wizzard seized his ebon rod, and raised it o'er his head,
And waved it thrice, and thrice he called upon the Jovely
dead:
The brooding darkness passed away from off the mizror's
face,
And there, bencath a pahn tree, sat the beauty of her race !

¢ My Miriam ! oli, my Miriam !—iny lost—ny tender one —

Unchang'd through all the withering years which over me
have flown ! '

Iow oft, in dreams of midnight, hast thou waved me on to
thee!

Now, now I come, my deathless oue, for here at last I'm
free?

Slowly he sank upon the ground—while pale the Wizzard
. stood},
And from his :u:m still bubbled forth the fatal stream of blood;
Upon an eddying whirlwind the passing spirit flew,
And Jeft behind the blighted corse of the dark Wandering
Jew,

THE PASSING CROWD,

¢ The passing crowd,” is a phirase coined in the spirit of
indifference.  Yet, to a man, of what Plato calls “univer-
sal sympathies,” and even to the plin ordinary denizens of
this world, what can be more interesting than the ¥ passing
crowd?”  Does not this tide of human beings, which we
daily see passing along the ways of this world, consist of
persons animated by the same spark of the divine essenee,
and partaking of the same high destinies with oursclves?
Let us stand still but for a moment, in the midst of this bu-
sy, and seemingly careless scene, and consider what they are
or may be whom we see around us.  In the hurry of the
passing show, and of our own sensations, we sce but a serics
of unknown faces; but this is no reason why we should ree
gard them with indifference.  Many of these persons, if we
knew their histories, would rivet our admiration by the abi-
lity, worth, benevolence, or picty, which they have display-
ed in their various paths.through life.  Many would excite
our warmcst interest by their sulferings—sufferings, perhiaps,
“borne meckly and well, and more for the sake of others than
themsclves.  How many tales of human weal and wo, of
vy and of humiliation, could be told by thoss beings,

whom, in passing, we regard not! Unvalued as they archy
us, how nuny s good as ourselves repose upon them the at-
feetions of bounteous hearts, and would not want them for
any carthly compensation ! Every one of these petsons, in
all probability, retains in his bosom the cherished recollee-
tions of carly happy days, spent in some scene which ¢« they
ne'er forget, though there they are forgot,” with fiiends and
fellows, who, now far removed in distance and in fortune, are
never to be given up by the hearte  Every one of these {n-
dividuals, in all probability, nurses still deeper, in the reces.
ses of fecling, the remembrance of that chapter of romance
in the life of every man, an carly carnest attachment, con-
ceived in the fervor of youth, unstained by the slightest
thought of selt, and for the time purifying and clevating the
character far above its ordivary standard. Beneath all the
gloss af the world—this cold conventional aspect, which all
more or less presenty and which the business of life renders
necessary—there resides, for certain, u fountain of goodness,
pure in its inner depths and the lymph rock-distilted, and
ready on every proper aceasion to well out in the exercise of
the noblest duties.  ‘Thongh all may seem but a hunt after
worldly objeets, the great majorityof these individuals can, at
the proper time, cast asideall earthly thoughts, and connnuni-
cate directly with the Being whom their fathers have taught
them to worship, and whose will and attributes have been
taught to manimmediately by himself. Perhaps many of these
persons are of loftier aspect than ouvselves, and belong to o
sphiere removed above our owns But, nevertheless, if the bar-
rier of mere worldly form were taken out of the way, it it pro-
bable that we could interchange sympathies with these persons
as freely and cordially as withany of our own class.  Perhaps
they are of an fuferior order; but they are only inferior in cer-
tain cireumstances, which should never interposwe toprevent the
Hlow of fecling for our kind. Fhe great conmon features of
human nature remain 3 and let us never forget how much
respect is due to the very impress of humanity—the type of
the divine natuie itself! Evea where our fellow creatures are
degraded by vice and poverty, let us still be gentle in our
judging.  The various fortunes which we every day sce be-
falling the members of a single family, after they part off in
their several pacns through life, teach us, that it is not to
every one that success in the career of existence is destined.
Besides, do not the arrangements of society at once necessi-
tate the subjection of an imunense multitude to humble toil,.
and give rise to temptations, before which the weak and un.
instructed can scarcely escape fulling? But even beneath the
soiled face of the poor artizan there may be aspirations after
some vague excellence, which hard fate bas denied him the
means of attaining, though the very wish to obtaln it is itself
ennobling.  The very mendicant was not alwaysso; he, too,
has had his undegraded and happicr days, upon the recollec-
tion of which, sonme remmant of better feeling way still re-
pose.

These, I humbly think, are reasons why we should not
look with coldness upon any masses of men with whom it
may beour ot to mingle. It is the nature of @ good man
to conclude that others are like himself; and if we take the
crowd promiscuously, we can never be far wrong in thinking
that there are worthy aund well dirceted feclings in it as wiil
as in our bosoms.

AGRICULTURE.

ATPLE TREES.

A gentleman in Essex, England, having in his garden
many old, supposed worn out apple trecs, which had produced
fruit scarcely larger than a walnut, last winter took fresh
made lime from the kiln, slacked it with water, and withotit
allowing time for its caustic quality being injured by im-
bibing fixed air, well dressed the trees, applying the lime
with a brush,  The rosult was, that the insects and moss



