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Joctrn. you observe, when I find myself growing dizzy, | of the mother, the weeping of her children, snd
1 try v ) ! | the bitteratd broken sobs of the beraaved m ’don,
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POETRY OF CHILDIIOOD,

Oht fresh as breeze upon a desert wild,

Tlersidgly fleown the epicit of tha ehild

Bright »& n thought the grovclling earth abeve,

Warp o8 the mutetmnret of Siestekinlied dove,

1 soul 8 Acar ett where 0o dark kel foart

Pure fin its faipuilen, temder i ite posver s

Mighty in miklncas sovercign throngh fears,
Quaoeting by amilea mist vaptoning try {ears,
1\Whaia cobaia atincd and waniors mailed (all love,
. Undwrmed; Al} bisiled, the sinked chikd shali go,

AV} o Jooks ot Uaek to chiklhood's clime with cyes

Yxe slien Adam's A bis loes of I'nrastiea®
» Déubilers manio clutuds nught fres o'er chililhood's aky,
, Yet svout Ste sunt with bright beatn ghone on digh,
Doulrless some fears snight fall b chillhocd’e cup,
Yt breift the smnabing that these tened dricd up,

Sre téars ware Apvil showees of ninlanw hue,
2They &ll ot fowors mixd glad the ganten gicw.

Well wo remémber childhood?s frusted in'ee,
Whoee echoes hover 3 ¢ o%cr winxtland dalea s
Whenc'er wo sce Amuitlon’s falinie tise,

*"!The Jlouso that Jack tuilt" is before our eyes;
Whenc'er ue sce soduced sweet Innocence,
Taile Red nnnuflmm renienibesed thenee ;
And wheii we view peida full aned inesit incet

-1 dua deserty we tnod the atory awect
Of Clnderella sl her sietern twan,

Abd iy fortnies seein 1o come nanin @

- A spell 1 broath*d to mise the humble high,

The silver sbpper shines & otas in the ehy !

Govowix Barunr.

SYDNEY SMIFIFS RECIFE FOR A WINTER
SALAD.

Two large potstoes prescd through Liichen sicve,
Unmvontal softnese 10 the satad gﬁ'c. )
Of mettlent mustant add R siulo apuint
Luttust the coidiment shich bites s aocws ¢
But deem it hot, theu 1t of herbs, u fault
' Tondda double qaannty of salt.
¢ Thice usacs the epoon with oil of Licea erown,
Aud once with vuicgar procured fromn towie,
*True flavor needa it, aisd yous poct begs
+ The potusded yellowv of tieo wellsboiled egrs.
. Let onion atorns lwik within the Lowl,
And, gearcd suspected, minuto the whole,
At lantly, onthe favored eaonpotind t04s
A magio teaspoan of anchovy sauce.
Then, thoogh grecn wrile fa), thuugh semson’s tough,
ham and turkey are fot boiled enough,
1 Herenely full the epicure may t‘ixz—-
t  Fate caunot hatin tne—I have dhited to-day !

Litckature.

o I THE VACANT CHAIR,

: ! Concluded,

1 #OH11-6aid Mrs. Elliot, wringing her hands,
4] kave liad ‘the céming o’ -this about me for
{daysunddays. My head was growing dizzy
twith happigess, but-thoughts came stealing upon
-me l1ke ghosts and I felt 4 jonely soughing aboat
m:{ heart, without being able to tell the canse ,
:bit:the.cause 18 como-at last! And my dem
Thorhas~~-the very pnde and maft o® my life—is
‘Tost l~lost-to me for ever!”

v "¢ ['keit Mrs, Elliot, replied the Northumbrian,
“itia'ah odsy matller tu say compose youtself,
‘fof them that dintia ken what it is to fecl. But,
"sitheé samie time, in our plain, country way o’
fhinkig, wo &g always rcady to believe the
“orst. "I have ofteri‘heard m?' faither say, and
'I’fg as ofteit remarKed it myaélf, that, béfore any-
Wing" happéds t4-a body, therd is ¢ something
‘boitiex ower theni; like « cloud beford the fack o’
vt ; % s6rt 0> dumb whispoering abdot the

Mot from the-othér world. And thoogh T trubt,

“shbfe is idething/o’ the kind in ybir ease; yet, s

-us hope for the'best.

23 it wero, tvith happiitess, it makes good a ray-
ing o* my mothur’s, poot bady | ¢ Bairns, bairas,’
shu uscd to say, ¢there is ower muckle singing
in [your heads to-nights wo will have a showor
belors bod-tune 3 and f nover, 1n my buta days,
saw it fail.h

At any othor period, Mr, Bell’s dissortation on
prosontuncots would havo been found a litting
text an which to hang &l the dreams, wruiths,
wariings, and marvcllous ciccumstances, that
had been handed down to the company from the
days of thur grandfathurs; but, in the presant
nsiance, they ware {vo much occupied in con-
sultation roganling the d«fferent routes to be taken
1a their search.

,Twolvo horszmen, and somo half-dozon podos-
trians, wero soen hureying in divers dizections
{rom Marchlnw, as the last faint lighta of 2 mol-
ancholy day woure yiolding to the heavy darkuoas
which appeared pressing 1a solid massus down
the sules of the mountams.  Tho wives and
daughters of the putty were alone left with the
diwoonsnlate mother, who altermatoly pressed her
weeping children to hee heart, and told them to
\vuctp uot, for their brother would svon retutn;
winie the foars stole down fier owa cheeks, and
the infaut in hor arms wept because its uother
wept.  Her friends strove with cach other to in-
spife hopo, aud poured upon hice ear their mingled
and luquacivus consolation. But one remained
silent, The daughterof Adam Bell, who sat by
Mda. Ellhot's clbow at table, hall shrauk mito an
obscure coraer of the wem. Before her face she
held u handkurchicf wet with tears.  Her bosom
throbbed convulsively ; and, as ovcasionally her
broken sighs burst from their prisori-house, a
significmt whisper passed among the youngor
patt of the company.

Mrs. Ethot appronched her, and, taking her
hand tendesly within both of hers, * Oh hiuny!
iy 1’ sad she, * your sighs go through my
heatt like a knife! And what can I do (0 com-
fort yo? Come, Elizabeth, my bonny lové, let
Yo ste before you a sor-
rowing mother I-—a mother that foudly hoped to
seo you and—I caunna aay it '—and am ill quali-
fied to give comfort, when my owu heart is like
a furnace! But oh,.let us try and remembor the
blessed portivn, ¢ ‘Vbom the Lozp loveth Hx
chasteneth,? and inwardly pray for strength tosay
¢ His will be done !”?

Time stole on towards midnight, and one by
one the unsuccessful party returned. As foot
after foot approached, every breath was held 1o
histen. ¢ No, no, no!’? ctied the mother again
and again, with increasing anguish, ¢ it is not

-the foot 0* my own bairn,* while her keen gaze

stll remained rivetted upon the door,and was
not withdiawn, nor the hope of despar relin-
quished, tll thé wdividual eateted, and, with a

silent and ominous shake of s head, betokened’

‘s yruntless effurts.  The clock had stouck twelve ;
all were returned gave the father. The wiad
Bowled more wildly ; the .rain poured upon the
windows 1n ceaseless turrants; and the roaring
of the mountain rivers gave a character of deeper
ghostliness to their sepulchral silenco ; for they
.sat, edth rapt in forebodings, listening to the
siorni’; and no sounds were heard, save the groans

rémernbrance of .their

who leaned her head vpon her father’s bosom,
tefusing to be comforted.

At length tho barking of the farm~log an-
nounced footsiopa at & distanco, Evory eat was
izad to listen, every oye tumned to the door ; but
before the troud was yul audiblo 10 the listaners,
¢ Oh, @t s only Pelor’s foot I'? szid the misurable
mother, and, weeping, atoso to meot him.

“ Janct { Janet I’ ho exclaimed, as he ontored,
and threw his ams around hor neck, “ what is
this como vpon us at last 1

He cast an mqoisitivo alance around his dwel-
ling, and a cunvulsivo shiver passed ovor his
manly framo, as his oye again folf on the vacant
chair, which no ono had ventured to occupy.—
Hour succeeded hour, but the company soparatod
not; and low, sorrowful whispots tningled with
thae lamoentations of the paronts.

¢ Neizhbours,’’ gaid Adam Bell, ¢ tho mom is
a new day, aad we will wait to sco what it may
britr forth 3 but, in tho moeantimo, lot us read &
portiun 0° the Divino word, and knec! together in
rmyor, that, whether or not the daydawn caudo

ight to shine upon this singular bereavement, the

Sun of Righteousncas may ariso with hiealing on
his wings, upon the heand o’ this atllicted family,
and upon the heatts o’ all present.”

“Amen ! rosponded JFeler, wn’nﬁinqnhis

hands : and his friend taling sdaees stee UICy
weaa the cbapter vheoremn it 1s wetlon—¢ It is

better to boin the hoase of mourning thanin the
housa of feasting ;" and again the portion which
sayeth—¢ It is “well for mo that I have been
al{l'(cwd, for, befure | was ufilicted, I went astray.?

The momng came, but brought no tidiogs of
tho lost son.  After a solomn farowall, all’ the
visitants, save Adam Boll and his daughter, ro-
torned every one to their own house ; anff the
disconsolate father with his servants, again re-
newed thewr search among the hills and surround-
ing villages. ’

Days, weoks, months, and years, rofled op.—
Time had subdued the uniguisl of thé paréats inlo
a holy calm; but their fost first-born was not
forgotten, although no tince of his faie had been
discovercd. ‘Tho general belief wds, that he had
perished od the breaking up of the snow; and
tho few in whoso remembrance he still Jived
merely spoko of his death as a “ very extraor-
dinary circumstance,’ remarking that ¢ he was
a wild, ventursome sort o* lad.”?

Chustmas had succecded Christmas, and Poter
Elliot stsll kept it in commemoration of the birth~
day of him who was nut. Fortho first few Yoprt
after tho loss of thoir son, sadness and silence
charactorized the party who sat down to diner
at Marchlaw, and still "at Peter’s right hand was
placed the vacant cliaic. But, as_the youngaer
branches of the Iamu{ advanced in years, the

rother becamo less poig~
nant. Chnstmas was, with all aroupd them,. a
day of .rejoicing, and they began to mako merry
with thstt fuends; while their parents parigok in
their enjoyment, w1th a smile, half of approval
ard htd of sorrow.

Twelve years had passed aivay; Chiistinas
had again come; 1t was the counterpast of ita



