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Vor. 1.]

MELODY OF PROVERBS,

When the tightcous are in authority, the people rejoices but
when the wicked beareth ruley the people nmourn.—3xix. vo 2

]

With the righteous on the throu,
‘There is glory through the land ;
Aund our foes are crumbled down,
And scattered like the sand.
The barvest field is shorn *
To the reapers’ merry song :
There is gladness on the morn 5
There is juy when day is gone.

‘With the rightcous on the throne,
‘There is worship all around,

And the bosom’s anthem'd tone
FThrough the temples Loth resound—

‘Flere is prayer when many kucel
‘Without pride or bigotry :

And the peasant takes his aieal
eneath his own fig-tree.

:When the wicked beareth rule,
7 Xike a tempost on the sca,
. There is counsct of the fool
. With tae lash of tyranny.
There is blood upon the sword,
Anud blasphemy of God;
Aud the Temple of the Lord
Is roofless and untrod !

There is the canker-breath of fear
On the monarch’s guilty heart ;
The houscless widow’s tear,
.. -~ And the orphan’s bitter smart,
1.. Are the silent prayers of carth :
.- And the peasant, beaten low, -
Ia his drunkenness, doth curse
His children, as they grow !

As he bearers of a pall,

The serfs of labour stroll ;
Extinguished in the hall

Arc the lights of pleasure’s bowl.
‘The dark assassin’s knife

Gleameth in the guilty Land’
Sceking the sacrifice of life,

When the wicked rule the land !

BICGRAPHY,
MISS ANNA MARIA TORTER.

Thongh the voungest of the two distinguish'ed sisters of
the name of Port'cr, yet as the carliest “ gathered from us,”
the Jamented subject, Anna Maria, has the first place in the
memorial of the good and great,
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Iler father was an officer of Tragoons, and, moreover, a
younger brother, who, dying in the prime of lite, left his
widow, with five almost infant chiliven, in slender cireum-
stanees.  ‘Three of the orphans were sons 3 the two cldest
carly entered professions, which they fitled in a manner hou-
ourable to their name; the thivd is Sir Robest Kerr Porter,
whose celebrity in the arts and in lterature has loug been
hefore the public.  The two daughters were Jane and Auna
Matia, on whose edueation their exemplary mothey bestowed
the most careful attention.  « A miother's part in such duty,”
she always said, “was the heart and soul of her child.”
And to the culture of these “in the way they should go,”
she ever applied her parent hasd.  Indeed, the Iast word
she hreathed! was an iujunction of piety. ImmediatelyJatter
her husband's death, Drs. Porter settled in Edinburgh ; iv
having been his wizh that the foundation of his childven's
cducation should be laid there.  Anma JMaria was not five
years old when she attained the highest place iu the classes
of the well known George Fulton's school, where there were
many pupils above twelve years ofage ; and, indecd, her sur-
prising talents, in every way, made the aged folks about lier
often presagee, that “the Juxuriant harvest promised, would
soon come, and soon be gathered.”  An intimate friend has
given us the following sketeh of her childhood :—

“ When little more than a baby, she read aloud passages
from Shakspeare, with a precision which mderstanding the
anthor could alone direct; amd the delighted energy with
whicli she pronounced some of his noble sentiments, was
quitc wonderful in a child,  She repeated, with a similar
pleasure, the best speeches in Flomes Douglass ;3 and Ram-
say’s Gentle Shepherd was another of her favourites : the
pastoral simplicity it deseribes, and the simple fnnocence of
its affections, being quite 3n unison with the opening taste
Jf hier mind and leart.  Ter Yittle voice often sung its sweet
songs, while climbing the green banks behind her mother's
house ; and she prattled away sbout scenes Jlike its *burns
and braes,” when rambling the Calton Craigs, to gather blue
Uells for that dear parent.  In truth, it might Le said, with
our poet, of this young lover of nature—

¢ Full true the infant kuew
Recesses, where the wild flower grew,
Or tioneysuckle ; loved to crawl
Up the low crag, aud ruined wall t—
She deemed such nooks the sweetest shade
The sun in all his rounds surveyed ¢

«“ The ‘gowen'd paths' of the meadows ncar Holvrood
House were the children’s frequent cvening walk, and the
moon-lit mouldering tower of the rooflen: chapel often ar-
rested the gay sparkle of Maria's eve, and drew from her
reflections on the memorable dead within, which called an-
swering happy tears on her mother’s choek, while listening
to such extraordinary thought inso yourg acreature.  Pious
and tender as this almost infants mind shewed itself in all
she said and did, her tempersment was not the Jess elastic
and jocund.  But there never was any thing boisterous in
hier mirth; nor could she heas clamiour nor \~§olcncc, nor any

specivs of frolichsume libertics, in her pladinates.  Delicacy



