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A SKETCH FROM REAL LIFE. |

BY. F. B. ROLF. |

The San had left its high Meridian Thtone, and

was just rolling his flaming chariot through the gold- |
uiet home, to pty l

?md gust rararned s Lqered his uunk to be carried in,

en pottals vl e vast, as | left wy
a visit 10 a triend of mine, who
from College. It was one of those tright and lovely

evenings, which seém anamblem ot that beter land, | 102 whiely waved in the Autumual hreeze, indicated

where pure immortal sprits twve aoid the groves |

of the uee of hite, and strike therr Gulden Harps, and |

roll a tull and swelling tide of music alung the shin-
ing ranks of Angels which wave their wings all ra-
diant with the Glory of the great Eternal. ,

The stars, which all day fong, had bathed in a
sea of gulden light, stept torth, one by one, trom their
day-dream. and shon¢ like Jamps, lit by the hands of
Angels. The fair Godess ot Spring, had, from her
golden censer, poured rich odours on the swelling
breeze; and all washarntony and peace. ‘The home
of my friend was near where the river St. Francis
rolled its silvery waters, and its white crested wave
flashed in the “golden sunlight; and the wall fir and
_spruce ingled their branches, and formed a Temple,
from which rose 1o Heaven, the evening song of
praise. As we approached the ancient domicile of ‘\ny
friend, I found hitn-and his only son, a hopeful lad,
around whose path fourteen sweet summers ‘had
planited roses, seated in-a vine clad bower. After
friengly salutations| our conversation turned upon
the beauty and harmony of natare, and.as our eyes
‘wandered down -in the blue depthe of ether,..we

_ spoke of the vast disiance thal must exist belween s
* and- those gparkling Suns; and of the solemn still-
- ness which reigns wheve nothing moves the air save
,wircre'some serapk, roving, sweeps atong oo his mis-
sion uf* mercy, from world to world; and no sound
falls upon- the ear, but-the mild breathing of some
Angels Lyre. Butas we Were enjoying this celestial
reverdie, night seated herselt upon her ebony tbrone,
and we returned 0 the spacious sitting room of my
friend. It was -richly adorned with ail the produc-
tons of art.- The light streamed from (he massive
chandalier, and disclosed to my view, the glass goblet
which contained the sparkling wine. An indiscriba-
ble sensation of sorrow ran through my irame as the
old man seated' imsél‘f in the arm chair, by the side-
boaid, and poured,out for his son and mysel!, the )ile
destroying liquid. " The’soh, with eyes radiant as'ihe
orb of day, took the cup and raised it ta his mouth,
but I refused to drink. The old man inguired of me
my reason for so doing. 1 fraskly told himI was a
Teetotaller. The colour reddened his face as he ex-
claimed ¢ o4 rionsense,'you are too strenuous, this was
given 10 us by God to .drink, a liule will:do you
good; it will keep you from taking cold after being
-out in the evening“air. The best of men:drink jt.”?
“'Yes rejoined the old Jady” (who was seated near
by) our Parson drinks ity ahd every body says he is
a good man, and quoted scripture to prove it was
fight.” Here the youth quaffed the contents of the
sparkling cup, and the_old mdn turning round with
an dir of self sdtisfaction exclaimed ¢ look at me, 1
Have drunk wine fof fory years, and am as heavy
and red cheeked as any body, and my son shall have
inloo. 1 am not soslingy, as you leetotallers are.”
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,and soon the bright sun-
benms tinged with gold the moumndin 1ofs ; avd we
k paried, hile thinking that we should not meet azam
lunul timg's ever FOlIDE, yet noisticss wheels have
" born ten 1evolving yearsto the vast Ocean ol fir-tm-
when the guiet of e village of N, 1 oue ot the
Western States, ® ¢« Lyoken by the rumbiing ot the
whee!s of the Mail Coach. It stupped at the door al
a Public House, and a younug mau ahghied, and
1415 sparkhag

319

der agsistancoe to the vessel m distress, and imriedintely
| proceeded outnto the Luke 1 a small boat to the dis-
| tance of about thve miles belore they could reach the
! xchooner, wlich they tound o sinhing state, and the
"crew nearly exhausted.  After a ey haurs hard labor,
working at the pumps, &co., they wuccecded 1 bringing
the ** Monsvon' safelv mto port, where she svon atter-
wirds sant.  Wo are happy to add, that the owners of
the schooner ** Monsoun © generously prescnted s -
trepid boat's crow with the sum of §400.—Kingston
Whg.
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eyes, noble and elevated forenead, with deep brown !

supettor intellect.  Bul yet there was sometinng
wild and troubled in his Jouks. He soon retired w
rest.  Mornirgcame, The wind howled mourntuliy
around the dwelling. The thih white ¢louds flitted
by, like Heavgu®s commissiondd Angels, and seemed
10 bear upen their wings some tale of woe. The
seared leat of autu mn—that emblem of crushed hopes
—whirled before the eydying blast, The flowerets
hid their pal¢ faces in the ykllow lap of the dving
year. The time came for breaklast, the bell rang,
but all was silent in the stranger’s room. Theservant
wen} 10 the toomn and called. but no sound but the
echo of his own voice ‘cdine back. He went to toe
bed, and there lay the' youth stretched in the acy
slumbers of death. By his bedside lay a phial 10
which was 2 quantity of laudanum.

In oider to find out ithe.ngmeof (he deceased,the trunk
was broken epen, In it was found a bundle of let-
ters from his another; ppt still turther down, in a
more secret corner, were found letters frowm his lady
love. Lrom her for whom he would have died a
thousand deaths.

Reader, do you inquire who’the stranger was; it
was fy friend of whom I spoke! Do youinquire
what was the cause of his untimely end ? il was the
sparkling glass sanctivned by parental influence.
Obh parests put not the.viper in your children’s
bosorm<, which will coil.around the fisres of their
‘hearts? This youth who was well educaled, and-
might have been respected ; maddened byithe. effects
ot Alcohol, left his- home, spent his money, and
-sought relief from His woesin the anps of death!
His father went to the grave a few years before him,
As deaili breaks not the golden chain of memory,
what must be the feelings of this father? Could
some Angel unlock the golden gates of Heaven, and
permit the tather 10 come with the pale monbeams,
which so calmly sleep in the' dew drops tvhich rest
" wpon that lowly'grave? What must be his feelings?
Oh hd+ the thoughts of the past must gather around
him. The tears of Angels (if Avgels do weep) can
pot atone. His son is zone, Parenis beware. let
not alcohol cut down the little Olire Branches, whith
are-growing-around youar board. Dash the sparkhng
wine cup down, and teach your children. Temper-
ance.

Loss.of Whale Ship ‘Ann Alexander.

The whale ship * Ann Alexander,” Capt. Joluw C.
Deblois, of Bedford, was destroyed .by being struck by &
sperm whale, which the crew were altempiing fo cap-
ture, After the whale hod destroyed two, boats, sthe ship
was put in pursuit of, the monster. On neariog him a
lance was thrown into his head, and a few, moments after,
he rushed on the ship, stuck her abreast the foremast
about two feet from, the feel, knocking a laxge hole en-

Stop gentle reader before you further go,-think oh!
.think upon such parenial influence. Like the bura- |
- ing.siream of. lava, which rolls from the wuicanue’s
fiery mcuthg it barns up the finer feelings of the |
youthfal breast; it withers the buds of prymise ere

. they blpom, and.scayters desjruction all around.
. How maoy 3 drunkard who,stands gpon the verge of
.the grave, cap, date lhe commencement of his dofn-

- ward career from the time he received the first glass
from a parentshand? INor can we hold him!guilt-
less, who,iclothed in the sacerdatal robes of his office,
gives his influence 10 the cause of intemperance.
His is an fioly office. . Standi‘x];g_in the Temple of the

- Most High, he lays hold of the robes Q(%csus; and
- shall he give o those for whom Jesus died, that which
will open te them_the gates of ruin? Methinks if
ever Angelslay aside their crowas, which are wreath-1
ed with Amaranth and Gold—urnistring their barps—
andweep ister of Ghrist
wine drinking

gm{uwy ; it is 2o see the Mjn
stoop to drink the water of death. "~
Minister ! Misguided man, Heaven® forgive the

thought!

| with great*ra
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tirely in her botton,; trbugh which the water rushed

pidity ; and 3ho commenced settling down.

bodts wors ‘eleared evway and -lavached,

and n lintle bread and weler, ail that could be saved, was

placed in them. After some eflurts to relieve the alup,
and keep her nfioat, the taptein nnd eréw left hes in the’]
Hoats. ?I‘wo Jaysafusr theocouriénce, "they foll in with

the ship ‘Nantbeset, |Capt. Gibbs, "and ~were taken on

board and ianded at Pasa, Capt. Deblois reachied Paha-
ma in the schooner Psovidence, on the 12th Oct. The
occurrence ook place oy the 20th of Aug, 1at 550 8, lon

102 W. The crew of Capt. Deblois sbipped on board
other vesscls after reach,ng Paiia, .

T ERo1SM.~—S01: 5 of 0%t readers may, perhnps, remem-
ber that a.few weske age o paragraph appesred in thi
Journal, stofing thatthe schooner {< dionsoon,”” of Qawe-
go, loaded with Raulroadron, had sprung o leak duting
tha.mght, and was gesn off this Pori next.day with a sig-
| nal of distress ﬂ):ing-q-\g‘fnn.Ca',mms Manson, Braund,'’
Wright, Jno. Braund, and \Wm. Statkes. who, although
3t was blowmg = heavy gale of wind at tho time and 1he
wosther derkand threatening, atthe immineptrisk of their

But to the narative. After the above conversation.
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LINES ADDRESSED TO TIE FARMERS OF
CANADA

RY A YOUNGLADY. *
Know ye not that ye ¢ men,
Ye 1gbouring throms of earth?
Mast ye be told and ¢old again.
What truth and bil ere worth ?

Why do yon look ayon the ground,
No fire within e ey,

When noble bor are all around,
And wealth sy rank go by?

For have ye noja heart within,.
And sopse axd soul og fhey? |
 And moi—hsve ye not toiled to raise
The fréad sou eat to dey?

Do yeu despise your sun-burnt hands,
S bard and brown with toil, "

Thst made so fair the farest lands,
And turned the forest soil ?

Vhat! do you fear the haughty :geze
Ofyen in such array? - . ,

'Tis said, pride hath not many days,.,
And riches fiy sway.

Tp heart and hand, and persevere,
And overcome the scorn,

The haughty hate and heartless sneer
Of this world’s gentle born.

Fear not, shrik not, to you is given,
The guardiavship of earth:

And o the recerd bouk, of Heaver
Is writ your hunest warthL ’

Honour yoursekves, be honest, trug, *

Aad willing, firm, and strong; ‘

Da well, whateler your hands may do,
. Though praise may linger long.™

A high and holy work is yous,
And yours should be a fame,
That lives for ages, and endures

Beyond 2 bero's name.
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sGo, With yow L. 25 upqu the ploagh,
And the plough beneath the_sqd.“%

Pity the heart that .scomsi5 and bow,
To nothing but your GOD! |
Vigtoria Mugazine.

Barton, 1847
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A Vituaste Exrort.—The totel quantity of dried
“cotfih cxported from the post of St.John’s, N, B., from
the Ist Jan. 1851 to the 16th Sept, of the same year,
armonted 1o 309 994 quintale—the valye of; which was
probably over £200,000. Fhis is of-conrse.entirely in-
-deyrndent of theammense pumaber of salx_no;z’,’ oil, seal
skirg, &c:, which form such large items in the exporl

lives, those brave men volunteered to go and Uy to sen-

PRI

1rddt of Bt Sbtmis—Nova Scolins, Oct. 1.
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