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harbour, with perchance the Adrniral's sluip in perspective. Scarcely one look1
at the cultivated portion of* the scene auud the suug tarm lauuse.4. For niany à*
happy fircsidc bas N11ova Scotia, and nuany more be- hor portion, wbcn tle
crisis is past thronigh wluîeh she i.4 theglig UClcoud titat oversluaîlow.4
ber is dispersed.

lEager is the paice, il* gratitication Wo the objut, witlt man, or bis dunib
servitor ; but aIl equaIly enjoy the pause ian their progreSî, whielh occurs upon
the smooth grecn tefore the door, of the capacious, a*nd cummodiaus lotel,
known ais the Te» M1ile Iluse.

Not unnîindful. af its coitrts, tue travelier howcver %vill if tirne permiit
reral the beauty of that far spreiuding scene ; thaat exquisite coup d'oeil front
beyond the white bridge stili lingering in bis4 mind. W1e grieve ta, say,
and of courec blumh to record another instance of the Nova Scotiaan's fickle
and vaccillating attachment to home articles, and inventions, as the unfiourish.
ing wooilen factory i» this instance exemplifies, passed by so frequentiy,
.go patiently and so modestly, upan the dusty highway side, asking a place
in the estimation of the industrious searcher out of curiosities. Is knowledgc
uaever deprived of power, wbeuî it becomes by cîreunistances subservient ta
party ?

It may perchance bc upon tbe morning af the lÏMrst week-day after the
Sabbatb, that the traveller stands gazing upon the scencry of Sackville. The
sacred stilluacss of the consecrated hours stili haunting the bine ether, stili
with nîild but irresistible sway Iuring the world-boving frai» the traaffic.dream;
soothing thc wayward and impctuous current of huma» cares, anxietics, fal.4e
pleasure flincies, or avaricions and ambitious prompting-nature, glorious
nature, wvill ho worslipped or avengcd. Sce now how the stream high up
iwavcrs ini the suit light, wi»ding in and around the turfy ledgcs,, where the
quiet lowing cows love to grazc. Sec thc sbadows of the fir and âpruce
trees, our country's emiblcm, featbering the soft moss hillocks. But careteas
li its rovingal, witbout o11e biessing for the interest it excites, with the one
only thaught of fulfiling its destiny of doing its appointed work-, hidden
though. it h for a tinte by the maissive graniite rock. But la, whiie the
traveller looks an, it has tnrned around adi bbstacles, ail that îcmdd shelter, al
that would inpede, all that would exanimate ; and here at bis very feetits
tiny arisons are offéred to the Deity ; and in its ple:tsant foatn shinuuering,
dancing, gurgling, in its young momentary life, he reads an epigram.

The gaad strikes home, for heaven's clectricity specds it, and the
brook'. voice ringeth i» bis ear, and again the constant sang taucbeth
bis inmost soul. Toil, toil, toil and labour, ho thy progrcss onward ; ho tby
course upward ; befor, thee is the engulphing tonab,-beyond the absorbing

Jeternity. Traveller ta the eternal city-is not opportunity its golden lateh-
~key? Shail it forever ho lest, lest, lost ? E. A.


