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IN DAYS TO OCOME.

To days to come—in usknown years,

Yet unoxplored by time;
How many hopes, how many fears,

May strew this stormy climeo:
Yetitat friondship's sacred shrino,

Our vows sincoro we pay,
Fall many a thornleas dower shall twvioe

Around us on our way.

In days to come—the chitling blast,
Qf baso ingratitudo,

Blay o'or our rained threshold light,
In dark and morosemood 3

Yet, oh! if virtue's smiling face,
And angel mein be there,

8ho'lt drive it from its resting place,
In morited despair.

Yet after al), the woes that crowd
Around us stocnly here,

Have wasted liks a morning cloud,
Tn cleaver, purer airs

When age comes on if at tho breast,
Religion’s anchored fast} ¢

‘We'll hail bovoud a port of vest,
A boppy bowme at Jast.

From the Edinburgh Literary Journal.
: PR';\GYER.

GQo, when the mominf shineth,
Go, when tho moon is bright,
- (o, when the ove declineth,
- Ga, in tho hush of night;
Go with pure mind and fecling,
Fling enuhl,v(hough(s away,
Aud in thy chamber knecling,
Do thou in secret pray.

Remaewber wll who love (kes,

- All who aro loved by thee,

And pray for those who hate thee,
If any such theve ho:.

Theu for thysell in meekness,
A blossing humbly claim,

And liok with each petition
Thy great Redeomer’s namo.

Or-if ‘tis ¢'er denied thee
In golitude to pray,

8hould boly thoughts come o’er thee,
‘Whben friends are round thy way,

E’en then the silent breathibg
O1 thy spirit raised above,

Will reach the throne of glovy,
OFf Mercy, 1ruth, and Lovo.

© OB ITEIOY vihlacaing
With tbis cou wo compare,
- The power that He hath given ua

To pour our couls in prayer,

When'er thou pin'st in sadness,
Before his footstool fall,

And rersember in thy. Si'l‘dﬂ“lr
His grace who gave theo all.

QB BEEING AN INFANT PREPARED FOR THR GR.
By. Mrs. Sigotrney.
Go to thry rest, my child?
Go to thy dreamloss bed,.
Gentlo and uudefiled,
head:

Withiblessings on t
Eresh roacs in thy band,

Buds on thy pillow Jaid,
Heme from thia fearful land,

Whars flowers so quickly. fade.
Before thy heart had learned

M{ 5-to stray,
Dofore.tby young feot turned

Tlie dark and downward way,
Presio hod seared the Lreass,

Or sorrow woke thotear;
Rise to thy bome of rest,

Ta:yon-chlestial ephore, .
Bacauee \by saiilo was fair;

Tby lip qud eya so bright,
Becaues’ thycradie-caro

‘Win such a fond delight, .
©hall love with weak embrace,

Tayihouvenward wing. dotain 1
No! Avngol, seck thy place

Mid Heaven's cherished train.

DONNA JULIA.
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DELIRIUM PETICOATUM:

Mr. Jeremiah Swipes entered an apotheca-
ry store a few nights since, with a pale, hog-
gard and wo-be gone countenance; and afier
three or four heavy sighs, asked a young man
behind the counter if he had any ¢ poisons 7’

“ Yes, sir,” was the reply, “ we have a va-
riety of poisions.” i ) -

“ Well—fill this ’ere boltle with laudanum
—I'm sick—and want some poison. -Oh! -
my heart.” . R

The last ‘ejaculdtion somewhat astounded -
the apothecary, and rather put hini on his
guard, for the wo-begone appearance of Jere-
miah was well calculated {0 excite suspicion ;
he therefore filled the phial with ¢oloted Wwa-
ter, and handed it to the customer. “ Will
this do the business,” asked Swipes, shaking
the mixture and looking volumes of despair.
“I think it will,” replied the young man, I
have never known it to fail yet, even in the
most desperate cases of your complaint,which
appears to be delirium peticoatum.”

“Oh sir—I will take- all, and here's a quar-
ter of a dollar, adieu sir.”? . -

‘The young wag determining to see the ef-
fect of his new nostrum, . followed the despe-
rate lover through a number of streets, until
they roached a rickety old bailding in Essex
street, which hatl from time iminemorial borne
rather a doubt{ul character. Jeremiah knock-
ed at the door, which was soon opened by a
sturdy looking wench, who if she did not, as
Byron has it, “ walk in beauty’s light”—at
Jeast walked in the light of a two cent can-
gle, (;vhich she held rather gracelessly in her

and. . )

“ Oh, Susan !” exclaimed Swipes; drawing
his hand across his eyes, “ I have come to bid
YOuU alung and lase farcwelll  TNIS €re bot-
tle what Pve got in my hand holds the swuff
what will unite time andeternity. I told you,
you treated meso cruelly, I meant to take

oison.” : L

“Takeit and be hanged,” replied Susan,
snubbing up her nose, “ but before youdo I
think you had better settle up your score with
the widow for six weeks board and lodging ;
washing' in the bargain.””’

“ But'Susan, you wont have me ?” .

“You? ha! ha! why I'd walk barefoot
all the days of my life, and die in the dlms-
house, afore I’d have you.” .

“Then thie think’s settled”, groaned Jere-
miah, *‘beliold the victim of your cruelty’

Suiting the action to the word, he swalloy-
ed'the contentsof the phial, and lay down’
on the pavement as he expressed it, to sleep
the sleep of death. : o
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