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the object of envy and iil-will, as soou as his
fortitude and greatness of mind had begun
to attract admiration, and to make the envi-
ous person feel the superiovity of virtue
above good fortune.

To take sincere pleasare in the blessings
and excellences of others, is a much surer
mark of benevolence, than to ity their ca-
lamities : and you must always acknowledge
yourself ungenerous and selfish, whenever
you are less ready to “rejoice with them
that do rejoice,” than Lo “ weep with them
that weep.”  If ever your commendations of
others ave forced from you, by the fear of
betraying your envy,—or if ever you feel a
secret desive to mention something that may
abate the admiration given them, do not try
to conceal the base disposition from your-
self, since that is not the way to cure it

Iuman nature is ever liable to corrup-
tion, and has in it the seeds of every vice, as
well as of every virtue; and, the first will
be continually shooting forth and growing
up, if not carefully watched and rooted out
as fast as they appear. It is the business

of religion to purify and exalt us, from a|

state of imperfection and infirmity, to that
which is necessary and essential to happi-
ness. Envy would make us miserable in
Heaven itself, could it be admitted there;
for we must there see beings far more ex-
cellent, and consequently moxe happy than
ourselves : and till we can rejoice in seeing
virtue rewarded in proportion to its degice,
we can never hope to be among the number
of the blessed.— Chapone's Letters.

For the M iyflower.
Huny.

To the tune of “ Burial of Sir John Moore.”

COMES THERE STEALING REMEMBRANCE AF NB!

When the gay and the thoughtless are throngingaround,
And Beauty’s enchantment is near ;

When eyes, brightly beaming, respond unto thine,
And voices faf) 80ft on thy ear,

In those seasons of mirth, when cach rainbow-hued hour
Sheds light on the heart. ere it flee;

Oh, tell me, if ever, amid the gay t.hrox}g,
‘Thers comes steahng remembrance of me.

On some bright summer’s day, when all nature scems glad;
While'pacing the sand-beaten shore,
Thine eye mark: heave of the billows that, late,
Thy form from my tearful sight bore ;
‘When, far.in the distanee, gleam faintly the hills,
Where togather we.sported in gleei—
Ah; with the bright vislons of days that are past,
Comes their stealing remembrance of me?

When sober-eved twilixht hor mantle of dews,
On the weary earth sofily bestows;
When leaden care flies, and the angel of peace
Sings the turmeails of life to repose,
Then if, through thy cagement, the evening-star beam,
Perehance it may whisper to thee,
Of one wiio, afar, is beholding ite light,
Then will steal the remembiance o me.

Ana oh, shouwld thy path be ensivronded with gloom,—
Aund the joys that have cheered thee depart,
Foeget vot that I in thy sorrows prrtake,
That still dearer art thou to this heart;
Though vainly I pine for the well-known voice,
Though Lanished thy footstep may be,
What a bahia daes the Tope to y spivit afford,
That thy thoyghts sometipes wander to me.
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Though he sluy me yet will T trust in him.

In o small village in, as I believe, the
south of IFrance, lived an elderly lady, who
was supposed to be rich, though her style of
living was vather penurious. But as her
charities were many, and she denied noone,
but herself, she was regarded with affection-
ate respeet,—and was particalarly commend-
ed, when she took into her house a young
girl, whom I shall call Rosalie, the daughter
of humble but of very estimable parents.

Rosalie’s childhood was happy,—and so
might her youth have been, had she not lost
one of the best of mothers, when she was
only twelve years old ; a mother who, hav-
iag had rather a superior education, sedu-
lously endeavoured to impart her knowledge
to her daughter.  Rosalie’s father, for some
years after the death of his wife, seemed to
think his child sufficient for his happiness,—
but at length he married again,—and in his
second marriage, he gave to himself and
daughter a domestic tyrant. Poor Rosalie
toiled all the day, and sometimes half the
night to please her task-mistress, who, as
soon as she had a child, insisted that her
husband’s daughter should be its nurse, and
do the chief part of the household work be-
sides,

As child succeeded to child, Rosalie's fa-
tigues increased every year,—and if her fa-
ther ventured to repay her patient industry
by an affectionate caress, his wife desired
bim not to spoil, still more, by his foolish
fondness, a girl whom he had sufficiently
spoiled already. Happily, Rosalie’s mother
had been enabled to instil into her mind the
duty of cntire submission to the divine will,




