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Is there a place that can impart
Blewt visions from the acuamg heat?
Ta there a place whose image dear
Can soothe our grief, dispel our fear?
That place 1s home.
The eaile in far distant climes,
Oft, oft remerpbers by-gone times,
And o'er whatever land he roves,
Remembers sull the tand he loves—
Remembers home.
Whatever hardships be cur lot,
Still home’s the treasure of the heart;
Whatever can our hosoms cheer,
Whatever we regard as dear,
Is found in home.
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TIHE SUMMER TEMPEST.

BY J. D. PRENTICE.

¥ was never a man of feeble courage. There are few scenes, either
~f human or elemental strife, upon which I have not looked with a
brow of dapmge. 1 have stood in the front of the battle, when swords
were gleamng and aircling around me like fiery serpents of the air—
1 have set on the mountain pinnacle, when the whirlwind was rend-
ing its oaks from their rocky chffs and scattering them picce-meal to
the clouds. I have seen these things with a swelling soul, that knew
101, that recked not danger—but there is something in the thunder’s
voice that makes me tremble like a child. T have wried to overcome
this unimanly weakness—I have calied pride to my aid—1I have sougnt
tor moral courage in the lessens of philosophy—but it avails me noth-
ina—at the first low moaning of the distant cloud, my heart shrinks,
qguwvers, gasps, and dies within n.e.

My iovoluntary dicad of thunder had its origin in an incident
that occurred when I was a boy of ten years. I had a little
cousin—a girl of the same age as wmyself, who had been the constant
companion of my childhood. Strange, that after the lapse of so many
years, that countenance should be so familiar to me. T can sce the
bright, young creature—her large eyes flashing like a Leautiful gem,
her free locks streaming as in joy upon the rising gale, and her cheek
glowing, like a ruby through a wreath of transparent snow. Ier
voice had the meclody and joyousness of a bird’s, and when sh
bounded the wooded hill or the fresh green valley, shouting a gl £
answer to every voice of nature, and clasping her little hands in the
very ecstacy of young existence, she looked as if breaking away like
a freed nightingale from the carth, and going off where all things are
beautiful and happy like her.

It was a morning in the middle of August. The little girl had been
passing some days at my father’s house, and she was now to return
home.  Iler path lay acress the fields, and I gladly became the com-
pamon of her walk. I never knew a summer moming more beauti-
ful and still. Only one little cloud was visible, and that scemed as
pure, and white, and peaceful, as if it had been the incense smoke of
some burning censor of the skies. The leaves hang silent in the
woods, the waters in the bay had forgotten their undulations, the
flowers were bending their heads as if dreaming of the rainbow and
dew, and the whole atmosphere was of such a soft and luxurious
sweetness, that it secemed a cloud of roses, scattered down by the
hands of Peri, from the far-off gardens of Paradise. The green carth
and the blue sea lay abroad in their boundiessness, and the peaceful
sky bent over and blest them. The little creature at my side was in
a dehrium of happiness, and her clear, sweet voice came ringing upon
the air, as ofien as she heard the tones of a favorite bird, or found
some strange or lovely flower in her frolic wanderings. The un-
broken and aknost supernatural tranquility of the day continued until
ncarly noon. Then for the fisst time the indications of an approach-
temipest were manifest.

Over the sumnit of a mountain at *he distance of about a mile, the
folds of a dark cloud became suddenly visible, and, 2t the same in-
stant, a hollow roar came down wpon the winds, as if it had heen the
sound of waves in a rocky cavern. ‘The cloud rolled out like a ban-
ner-fold spon the zir, bat still the atmosphere was as calm, and the
icaves as motionless as before, and there was not cven a quiver upon
the slecping waters, to tell of the coming harricanc.

To cscape the tempest was impossible.  As the only resort, we fled
to an oak. that stood at the foot of a tall and rugged pree.pice.~—Iiere
we remained, and gazed almost breathlessly upon the clouds, mar-
shaiing themselves like bloody giants in the sky. The thunder was
not {requent, but every burst was so fearful, that the young creature
who stood by me shut hcr'Cycs convalsively, clung with desperate
su:cn;:xh to my arm, and shricked as if her heart would break. A few
mis {:r,s: .1::':1' llhc storm was upon us.  Daring the height of its fury,
the Jitdde cabhfied her finger towards the precipiee that towered above

us. Tlooked up and an amethystine flame was quivering upon its
grey peaks! and the next moment, the clouds opencd, the rocks tot-
tered to their foundations, a roar like the groan of a universe ‘ﬁlled
the air, and T felt myvself blinded and thrown, I knew not whx}hcr.
Ilow long I remaived insensible 1 cannot tell; but when conscious-
ness returned, the violence of the ter pest was abating, the roar of the
winds dying in the tree tops, and the deep toriGs of the cloud coming
in fainter murmuys from the Eastern hills.

T rose and looked tremblingly and almost deliriously around. She
was there—the dear idol of my infant love, stretched out on the wet
green carth.  After a moment of irresolution, I went up and looked
upon her. The handkerchief upon her neck was slightly rent, and a
single dark spot upon her bosom told where the pathway of her death
had been.—At first I clasped her to my breast with'a cry of agony,
and then laid her down and gazed upon her face, almost with a feel-
ing of calmness. Iler bright, dishevelled ringlets clustered sweetly
around her brow, the look of terror had foded from her lips, and infant
smiles were pictured beautifully there ; the red rose-tinge upon her
cheek was lovely as in life, and as I pressed it-to my own, the foun-
taia of tears was opened, and I wept as iff my heart were waters. 1
have but a dim recollection of what followed—I only know that I re-
mained weeping and motionless till the coming of twilight, and that I
was then taken tenderly by the hand and léd away where I saw the
countenance of parents <ind sisters.

DMany years have gone by on the wings of light and shadow, but
the scenes I have portrayed still come over me, at times, with a terri-
ble distinctness. The ouk yet stands at the base of the precipice, but
its limbs are black and dead, and the hollow trunk, looking upwards
to the sky, as if “caliing upon the clonds for drink,” is an emblem of
rapid and noiseless decay. A yecar ago I visited the spot, and the
thoughts of by-gone years came mournfylly back to me—thoughts of
the little innocent being who fell by my side, like some beautiful tree
of spring rent up by the whirlwind in' the midst of its blossoming.
But I remembered—and oh! there was joy in the memory !—thatshe
had gone where no lightnings slumber in the folds of the rainbow
cloud, and where the sunlight waters-are broken only by the storm-
breath of Qmnipotence. $

My readers will understand why X shrink in terror from the thunder.
Even the consciousness of security is no relief to me~—ny fears have
assumed the nature of an instinct, and seem indeed a part of my ex-
1stence., *

Dx. Cuanpers’ Orivioxn oF Marriace wito o Deczasep Wirr's
SisTER.—-In commenting on Leviticus, xviii. 11, 18, in his “Daily
Seripture Reading” Dr. Chombers says:— It is remarkable that
while there is an eapress interdict on ihe marriage of a man with his
brothers wife, there is no. such prohibition against his marriage with
his wife’s sister. In verse 18, the prohibition is only against marrying
a wife’s sister during the life of the first wife, which of itself implies a
liberty to marry the sister after her death, besides implying a conniv-
ance at polygamy.”

Secrets are so seldom kept, that it may be with some reason doubt-
ed, whether the quality of retention be so generally bestowed ; and
whether a secret has not some subtle volatility by which it escapes
imperceptibly, at the smallest vent; or some power of fermentation,
by which it cxpands itself, so as to burst the heart that will not give
it way. What is mine, even to my life, is her’s I love; but the seeret
of my friend is not mine.

Mivor Morats For Marwriep Prorrne.— The last word” is the
most dangerous of infernai machines. Husband and wife should no
more fight to get it than they would struggle for the possession of a
lighted bombshell. K

Keep an Epicietus in your dining room, to read while waiting for
the completion of your wife’s toilet.

Married people shouid study cach othier’s weak points, as skaters
look out for the weak parts of the ice, in order to keep off them.

Ladies who marry for love should remember that the unior of angels
with women has been forbidden since the flood.

MATRIMONIAT, ADVERTISER.—A Story was told me, with an assur-
ance that it was literally true of a gentlensan, who being in want of a
wife, advertised for one,and at the place and time appointed, was met
by a Iady. Their stations in life entitled them to be so called, and the
centleman, as well as the lady, was in camest. He, however, un-
luckily scemed to be of the same opinion as King Pedro was with
regard to. his wife, Queen Mary of Arragon, that she was not so hand-
some as she might be good, so the meeting cnded in their mutual
disappointment.  Ccelebs advertised a second time, appointing a dif-
ferent snuare for the place of meeting, and varying the words of the

| advertiscment.  JIe met the same lady—they recognised each other—

cotld not choose but smile at the recogrition, and, perhaps, neither of
them could choose but sigh. You will anticipate the event. The
pereevering bachelor-tried his lot a third time in the newspapers: and
at the third place of appointment, he met the cqually pcx\scvé‘i'ing
spinsier. At this mecting neither could help laughing. ~ They began
to converse in good humour, and the conversation became o ngreca-
bl on both sides, and the-circumstances appeared so remarkalile, that
this third interview led to a~marriage, which proved a happy onc.—
The Dsctor, by Soulhey. -



