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lof ,duty;, a high opinioni of My own
. pow.ers, and a secret conviction that
.those powcrs would be wasted in the
lingloricus occupation of til.ing, the
ground. My ti.irst for linoivledge re-
Îerred only to mental gratification; and
I pursued my studies with an ardor. of

* which tbose who have ai ways had rea-
'dy access to the treasures of literature
-ea n have but littie. conception.' At
home 1 scarce saw a boolc, beyond the
Bible and a fewv eleinentary works ;
and when at college my eyes first open-

*ed upon the store of ages, 1 became ab-
.solutely intoxicated with delîght, and
rioted indiscriminately in 'vha.tever
;seemed for the momnent most desirable
to my excited fancy. The resuit oftbîs

.;ind of reading- %vas anything but ad-
vantageous. Mental dissipation is
*s'tacely less injurious-to the moral sense
*than is ils ruinous brother vice, The
generous and self-denying virtues are
.almost as incompatible with the one as
with the, other. Under the influence of
Imy nev-Iound pleasure it cost me nlot a
pang to disappoint the ]ong-cherished
hopes of my father, and it wvas wîth a
secret swell of conscions supe.riority that
I announced to hiin my resotution nev-
er to be a farmer.

His 'anger and his cstonishiment
kInew no bounds. He bitterly ]amen tell
his folly in lhaving sentime 10 coliege,
"aeýlthoughi." as he observed, Il there was
Dothing, in the nature of lenmning to
make a fool of a boy."1 This wvcs very
t1rue, yet the smali and ilichosen and
'worscedigested amount of it whichl1

with vanity, and mny hicart wvith indui.
tiful tboughts. The entreaties of my
mother and sister clclayed the catastro-
phe 1oi hwhile. My lalher consented

*ttyrQac business, and I condescend-
cd to be tried ; but nothing but disas-
er enÉued. When not %villfullY came-
]ess, 1 was ruinously absent-minded,

..and il, was not until I bcd 'killed haif
* the cows, by ietting them spend the
night in a field of clever, and spikeci

it4eý best honse on the tongue of a stage.

coach, whie 1 lay reading Thormson's
Summer on the .top of a l oad ,of hay,
that my poor father gave it up. in, de-
spair. .. He gave me a s.mal amount of
monley, a horse, and a supply of clotli-
ing,. and then, xvith anger in.ý his eye
and grief and'mortification' in bis heart,
sent me to seekc my -fortune whcre ï
couid find a situation more 'congelial to
My taste.

TO BE CONTINUE».

Original.
Whist is Life.

DyT C. M. D.

Lue is a shadow that passeth away,
A bubblethat risethfromn the býittomless deep,

Like the cloud o'er the heavens it wiIdly.doth
stray,

Or floats on the top ll the waves o'er it
siveep.

Man's like the forest-he bloonms in the spring,
He's joyous xvhien young-he's fresh and

he's green;
See the bright flowers and list the birds shig,

Hoxv proudly it Nvaves-how rich is ils
sheen.

Ah! 1 sec a stray leaf fall whirling around,
,Behold the proud forest is shorn of its bloom,

lts beauty lies scattered upon the cold ground,
So falleth the pride of vain man in the tomb.

These things are a type of a far brighter d ay,
That wiUl bea-m. on the good and the just;

Tlîat shines on a land %vhere.there is no decay,j
Where mnoitais. in glory. will arise froin

their duat.

Life is a shadow that passeth away,
A cloud o'cr the SUfl of g]ories in heavea;

A twilight before a far brighter day,
To the children of Jesus eternally giv'n.
Toron to, Sept. 25, 1849.

A]most haif the human species die ini
infaincy from the ignorance, mismaflage-
menilt aQ.d negleet of mo thers.


