
THE TEARL: DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATUIIE, SCIENCE AND RELIGION.

iLa mother for ber child ; it ie altogether unreserved. Ie nesty
is always puetical, because it is in earnest-it means what it eays
-it does what it has to do with its whole heart--in word and
aieed, it is sincere. And whoever inspecte hauman nature closely,
will find that the legst trust-worthy is the least poetical of lis ac-
iluaintance ; because to him the love of the true, the beautifeil,
the good, if it visit him at aIl, is a bird of passage--it le seldom
homed, never bosomed with him. Poetry, then, is sincerity in

crnest-impassioned truth---the heort, net the head, speak-
in,- to 'itsef. If you think I am wrong, read for yourselves the
introductory lines of the " Lay of the Last Ministrel," which
remarkably confirm my opinion ; our second Shakspeare laving
entered in the feelings of hie old bard, with aIl the heart's un-
reserve and self-forgetfulness.

But we will now ask the dead who cannot die, what tvJw> thiugs

differ mare than the poetry of truth, and thut of conventioun?

Ifere c ft,' says Burns---

eTire ort, by sweet endearigg stealthl,
Shall meet the loving pair,

De.spising worlds and ail their wealth,
As empty, idie care:

The flowers shall vie, in ail their charn,
The hour of heaven ta grace,

And birts extend tiheir fragrant arms,
To screen the deur emabrace.

lIere, haply, too, ai vernal morn,

Sone musing bard may stray,
* Auîd eye the smtokinig dewy iawus,

Aud musty monian lrry."

Contrast, now, thesa simple lines withb a far-faned passage from

,icore
o r r- ow over syria's la d or roses
soialy tie tlit of eve reposes,
And, like s glory, the broad suu
t-angs over sainted Lebanon,
NVïose he'd in wietry grandeur towers
Âià whitens with eta aleet;
w, hile Ssuer, in aale foftowersf,
la sleeping rosy *t his ieet"

This description inust have great merit of some sort, for it has

been praised as faras eur language is known ; bet, with the ex-

ç;eption of ee word froin Milton, and another from Homer, it is

not poetry, for it is not truth. The light of evening il light lu

tranitiol, not lu repose, for repose is rest. The renaiaing lines

(thougi three of them, if they stood alone, are good) do net con-
vey ta my mind any adequate idea of a mountain older than deutil,
frowning over the stern wildness ofarid and sua-sîisitten regions,
spread lin umensity beneath and around. Moore was net writ-

r it, whe;le coupeunded tWi. SMtirip-

tion. It is precisely such a one as a man of extraordinary clever-
ness, without a single home-thought in his soul, or an atum of

poetry in bis nature, might have made to order. and per receipt
and inventory. It isas pretty as if it had this moment been taken
out of a French tmiliiner's sanple-box of artificial flowers, newly
scented. But t do net like dend things, not even roses. If Moore's

naitional nelodies themselves are without vitality, and if the author
of such things ean conquer time, what wvriter need fear oblivion ?
I caniot hellp feeling, when I read his "Loves of the Angels,"
that, if it lad been fashionable in his time for men te wear false

hair and ribbonis, lie vould have placed on the heads of his ce-

lestial danudles, periwigs of the rîmOst approved twizzle, and on

each wing, a sioulder-knot of the best-bred pink and blue. I

grant his inimlitable insinct of versification, but the noblest

poetry under heaven, in the prose of the Bible. laughs to scorn
the rhymester's skill ; and I contend that the versifying and the

poetic power are frequently found in inverse rations ta each cther.
The persual of Mloore's compositions, in prose and verse alike,
is to rie a hulmilicting task, like that of a full-grown man-child,
listlessly seeking, in a box filled with moss, for pretty insecte,
not worth finding. -ow unlike himii are earnest, coniscientious
Cowper, and fervid, initense, passion-souled, all-hearted Burns !

it le isIpossible, however, not ta admire the elegance of the

lines which, for two reasons, I have quoted from Moore. Many
persons suppose that elegance is essential te the perfection of poe-
tical composition ; but, so fur is this frein being the case, that
beauty itself is îlot essential to poetry, except inasmach as beauty
is trutli. Poetry, like truth, is a common flower. God bas sown
il over the earth, like his daisies, sprinlled with tears or glowing
in the son, even as li places the crocus and the Murch frasts to-
gether, "and beautiflily mingles life and death." Wherever
there are hearts that can feel, it is found -in the budding rose and
the fading leaf, in the palace and the cottage, in the workshop and
the j:ail. Ilearken, and I will recite ti you a poem of God's mak-
ing ! But don't raise your expectations too high. It i3 only tooi
truc a tale of a young woman who becalle an inmnate of a work-
house, after liavinug known better days. She had saved fromi the
wreck of her prosperity a silk gown, vhiclh shte was allowed l0

keep lock-ed in a box, and ithich she carefully exaumined every
day. At the end of about threc vears. , sews observed, with

the gowvn in lier hands, rusiing fromt the place where, itwas usu-
ally deposited, and exclaiming, " O poor Jate ! what wailt thou
do ?" She had discovered in the gown à failing thread. Nobodv
els could perceive it. Raising the gOvn a lier trenbl!ing hands,
ahe asked her colpanions in nissfOrtune, if the thread vorld

break. From that fatal day, she put the same question to every
person who entered the workhouse. $he put it to me, not many
days before she died ; for, whenever ahe could get out of the

house, she wandered in the neighbourieg lance, muttering, in a
whisper, " O Poor Jane ! what wiltthou do ?' and if a passenger
approached, she would look up earnestly in hie face, and, placing
her finger under the failing thread, ask him if it would break.

i Will it break? Oh, will it break." Ais ! it broke ! And with
it broke her heart. For the last link which bound lier affections'
to the beautifal past in which alonte she lived, was broken ; her
sole dependence was a thread-and it failed ! But the grave
did not refuse her an asylum : she died, I am sorry ta say, by
lier owu baud. Now, though any workhouse could furnish
incidents as affecting s these, let me not be told that, if no mai
bad coudescended to speak or wriit a word about them, they
would not still have been, in principle, genuine poetry. How
could they have been otherwise, written as they were and are, by
Our Alnighty Father himself, on his tablet of the universe ? Think
you the record nuld perish, if it did not hear man's sign ma-
nual ? Think you that God turns in disgust from the memorial of
bis desolate daughters' saffgings,* look on the blond-stained
trophies of a Wellington, or the ta*dry splendours of p Helioga-
balus? No, no. When He reqired of lier the failing thread,
she had nothing left Lut Him and the grave ; and He miakes no
erring estimuate of the widow's rite, when, willingly or unwil-
lingly, she casts int the treasuryall she hath.

We have heard much of the dependence of poetry on style. But
pnetry is independent of langùage itself. The heart which a
thread broke proves this. Indeed that style which is called poeti-
cal, is by no means peculiar ta vrse : and, in proie and verse
alike, nine times in ten, it is d4eined from poetry. To shew
you that the*poetry which has foahd words, depends not on style
but oi sentiment, allow ie te q"te from the New Testament a
few words knowi to you ail:-

"And, as Paul spake for If, Festus said, with a loud
voice, 'Pul thou art beside thy much learning doth make
thee mad.'

"But he said, -I am hot mei s nole Festus, but speak
forth the words oftreth and saher For the king knoweth of
these things, before whomn alse I speak freely ; for these things
were not done ln a corner. King Agrippa, believest thou the
prophets? I knov that thou belfévest.'

Il Then Agrippa said unta Paul, 'Almost tiou persuadest me
ta be a Christian.' And Yaal sai 1 would ta God that net on-
Jrthou, but aisouldiat y were bath almost and
altogether such as I am, except iltese bonds.'

This, you will say, is prose; but I say it is dramatic poetry, the
poetry of action. Now, it might be the language of action with-
ont being poetry, just as a prosaic lecture becomes dramatic with-
out being poetical, if the audience loudly praise or loudly blame
it ; for, while they give the lecturer time ta breathe by interrupt-
ing him, they dramatise bis discourse, making it for the moment a
part of themselves, and, though dead, a living thing. But, ifthe
language of Paul might be that e action, without being poetry,
what constitutes it poetry ? The last three words-" except
these bonds." Plainer words were »ever used ; but they were

spoken from the heart, by a man who bad suffered injustice, a
mran whose wisdem was niot derived from.books, but written on
his heart by the finger of God.

A SEAMAN'S FUNERAL.
VERY shortly after poor Jack dies he is prepared for his deep-

sea grave by bis messimates, who, with the assistance of the sail-
malher, and in the presence of the master-at-arms, sew him up in
his lamimîock ; and having placed a couple of cannon shot at his
feet, they rest the body (which now not a little reseumbles an

Egyptian munulny) ou a spare grating. Somle portion of the bed-
ding and clothes are always made up in the package, apparently

ta prevent the forun being too Mach seen. It is thenu carried oif,
and being placedl across the after-hatchway, the union Jack is
throvi ov er ail. Sometiies il is placed betcen two of the

guns, under the lalf-deck, but generally, 1 think, lie is laid tyhere

I havs e înmntioned-just abaft the mainmast. I should have men-
tionedI before, that as soon as the surgeon's ineffectual professionid

oflices are at -n end, be ivalks ta ths quarter-deck, and reports to

the oflicer of the vatch, thatone of his patients has just expired.

At whatever hour of the day or niglht this occurs, the captain i,
immediately made acquainited with the circuistance.

Next day, genierally about eleven o'clock, the bell on which the

half heurs are struck is tolled for the funeral ; and ail who

choose ta be present assemsble OnI the gangways, booms, and
round the inalumast, while the forepart of the quarter deck i.s oc-
cupird bv the oflicers. 1u some ships (and perhaps it ought te

be se in ail) it is made imperative on the officers and crew te at-

tend the ceremuony.
While the people are repairing teothe quarter-deck, inobedience

ta the sumnons of the bell, the grating on vhich the body is

piaced, being lifted fromi the minideck by the isessiîmites of tIe

man who has died, is mie to rest across the lee gangway. The

stanchions for the uisan-ropes oftha side are uhipped, and an

openiug made at the after-end of the hammock-netting Stuciently
large to alloW a free passage. The body is still covered by tl'
flag already mentioned, with the feet projecting a little over the
gunwale, while thé messmates of the deceased range themnselves
on each side. A repe, which i kept out of sight in these ar-
rangements, is then made fast to the grating, for a purpose whichî
will Le seen presently. When ail is ready, the chaplain, if there
be ene on board, or, if net, the captain, or any of the offrcers ho
may dirdet to officiate, appears on the quarter-deck, and com-
mences the benutiful service which, though but tee familiar to
most ears, I have observed never fails ta rivet the attention even
of the rudest and least reflecting. Of course, the bell has ceased

ta toll, and every one stands in silence and uncovered as the
prayers are rend. And there can be no more attentive or appa-
rently reverent auditory than assembles on the deck of a ship of
war on the occasion of a shipiate's burial.

'The land service for the burial of the dead contai the follow,
ing words :-" Forasmucli as il las pleased Almiglty God, of
his great mercy, te take unto ihinself the soul of our dear brother
here departed, we therefore commit his body te the ground ;
earth te irth, ashes to ashes, dust ta duet ; in sure and certain,
hope,"cetc. Every one, L am sure, who has attended the furi,-
rai.of a friend, (and whom will net thie include ?) muet recollect
the solemnity of this stage of the ceremony, where, as the above
words are pronouiced, there are cast into the grave three succes-
sive portions of earth, which, failing on the coffin, send up a hol-

icw, mournfal souind, resenmbling na other that, I know. In the
burial service at sea, the part quoted above is varied in the foi-
lowiig very striking and impressive manner :-" Forasnuch,''
etc., " e therefore commnsit his body ta the deep, to be turned
Jnto corruMion, looking for the resurrection of the body, when
the seashall give up ber dead, and the life of the world to comte,'
etc. At the commencemeat of this part of the service, one of the
seamen stoops down and disengages the flag from the remains of
his late shipnate, while the others, at the words, " we commithis
body to the deep," project the grating right into the sea. 'the
body being loaded with slor at cime end, glances of the grating,
piluges at once into the ocean, and

e" a mesient, lie a drop of rain,
lie imîie jin ils depuits nith lilbtimî grusu,
without agrave, unknelled, uncolihnuej, snd'unmknown."

This part of the ceremoiy is rather less solesmi titan the crres-
pondent part on land ; but still there is something impressive, as
well as startling, in the sudden splash, followed by the sound of
the grating, as it is towed along under the maaini-chains.

Captain Basil Hall'e Sketches,

SAiLoRs.-As yet little has been done for oursailor by the
Christian public, compared ta what has done for other classes.
Surely this useful,and important, and numerous class, consisting of
a quarter of a million of souls, should not be forgotten ; and how
necessary is il for our missions abroatd that the religions and moral
character of the sailor be improved ? And here the attention of
the public might w ell he called ta the admirable Essay of Rev.
John Harris, lately published, in which, as a means of improving

the condition of the sailor, he has suggested that hospiîtas be

erected for the sick, lodging-houses established for them immedi-

ately on landing, savings'-banks opened, temperance socielies
fornied, and a sailor's institution be provided, so that lie may be
kept fromt the public-houses, and profitably spend hie leisure;

that the Bible be distributed te every sailor on his departure,

religious tracts be distributed, Sunday schools be opened, and the

Gospel be preached ta them by agents. Surely, while we sa free-

ly give for sending the Gospel abroad, we should remember that

our sailors deserve much froa us, as Mr. Harris observes, both

from their numibers (250,000) as well as their services in time of

peace and war ; their peculiar perils, religious privations, temspta-

lion, and their debased condition, rendering then the means of

immense evil te others botI t home and abroad. The exauple

of our Divine Master shomuld operate as il powerful ilcentive ta mme

ta do for the sailors to the utmost of our ability ; and thë British

and Foreign Sailors' Society is ready to Our hande as un efficieut

agency, R. 8.

BOUNTY OF GOD TO 1Its CREATVRrEs.--Theslutggishcow

pastures in lte cav ily of the valley ; the bounding sheep on the

decivity of the il : the scrambling goat browses auomong the

shrubs (If thIe rock ; the duck foeds on the water-plants of the
river ; the lien, with attention, ph ls up every grain that is scat-

tered and lost in Ihe field ; the pigeoni, of rÙlpid wing, collecte a

similar tribute fromi thIe refugu cf the grove ; and the frugal bec

turns to account even the simuil dust oi the flover. There is no
corner of the earth vhsere lte whole vegetalde crop may nt be

reaped. Those plants whilch are rejected by one are a deicacy
to another ; and, even amniog the finuny tribes, contribute ta their
fatuess. The hog devours the horse-tail and henbane ; the goat,
the thistle and hemlock. Ahl return in the evening to the habi-
tation of Manl, with murmurs, with bleating, with cries of joy,
bringing back to hims the delicious tributes of innumerable plants,
transforned, by a process the most inconceivable, into hîoney,
milk, cream, butter, and eggs.-Si. Pierre.


