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POETRY.

THE MOTHERLESS.

The following is one of the most louchingly beauti-
.Tul things we hava ever rcad. The whole seene is one
of exquisite tenderness, and its beauy lies in its entire
truth(ulmess. There is no attempt, 1o effort Lo make
grief—what i wrilten, is writlen because it was felt—
becuuss the heart was full, and was relieved by ut-
terance. It is real, notinvented. Nouc can doubt
this is the language of a husband anda futher, withu
spirit sjricken by the loss of one (ondly loved us u
wife, and as the mother of his precious ones, How
full of nature is the third verse ! How like shat we
would look for—and how beautiful the fourty !

You ’re weary, precious oncs ! your eyes
Are wandering fur and wide ;

Think ye of her, who knew so well
Your tender thoughts to guide;

Who could to Wisdom’s sucred lore
Your fixed attention cluim §

Ah! never from your hearls erase
That blessed mother’s name ¢

*Tis time to say your evening hymn,
My youngest infant dove !

Come press thy velvet check to mine
Aud learn the layof love ;

My sheliering arios can clasp you all,
My poor deseried throng !

Cling as you used to cling to her
Who sings the angel’s sung.

Begin, sweet birds, the accustoined strain,
Come, warble loud and clear ;

Alas t alas ! you're weeping al),
You’re sobbing in my car!

Cood night—Go say the priyers she taught
Beside your lttle bed 5

The lips that used to bless you there
Are silent with the dead !

A father®s hand your course may guide,
Amid the thorns of life ;
His care protcet those shrinking plants,
That dread the storms of strife:
But who upon your infunt hearts
Shall like that mother write 1
¥ ho touch the strings that rule the soul 7
Dear, smittca fock {—Good night !
Halifar Guardian.

THE CASKET,

The following eloquent extracts are from the
pen of the late Dr. Grithn.
.WHERE ARE Tusgy ?

Pechaps we scarcely step from our doors twith-
out treading on dust that was once animated with
life. We afe constantly walking up and down
in the midst of graves, snd moving over skulls
which oance laid schemes of ambilion and gain.
Qur ¢ fathers, where are they ? andthe prophets,
did < they live for ever” Where are now thr
people wio first settled this town? Where are
they who filled these streels and composed this
congregation and church before we were born?
They are swept away. and all thal remzins ol
them this side of ctemitly now sleepsin the womb
‘of youdér consecrated ground. Where sre some
of those whom my eyes lately beheld in this as-

" sembly 7. But it comes too near. .
.. 'Where are now the ancienl empires ofASSyua',
“‘and Babylon, and Persia, and Grecee, and Rome ¥

Where are the emperors, statesmen, philoso-
I"“‘{S, and baids of antiquity 7 Wnere is nowsd
the immense army of Xerxes, which seemed (o
datken Asia, and 10 sink with its weizht the land
of (eece? Where are the exhaustiess hordes
of barbarians which issued from the North to
overwhelm the Roman empire ? Where can vou
find those stupendous moiuments of human ‘art,
the glorious cities of Nineveh, Babylon, Palmyra.
and Memphis?  Where is now the -dust which
was altached to the souls that lived hefore the
flood?  Where are now the many millions who
have filled the world with noise and contention.
with fame aud folty, for a hundred generations ?
Kingdom has trodden on the heel of kingdom, and
nation has followed nation down to the land of
farzetfulaess. Their dust has long since returned
to the comimon mass, and has perhaps lived and
died scores of times.  That which sat wpon the
thrane has since £at upon the dunshill, and that
which sat upon the dunghill has since sat upo
the throne., Here is the dust, but where is their
immortal part?  Where are the many thonsands
of millions of souls that in different periods af
time have escaped from dying beds, o: from the
ficid of batt'e?  They have all stond before their
righieous Judge, and received their unaltered
doom. Many of them have bren transported
with the joys-of Paradise for fonr and live thou-
sand years, and have calmly looked down, and
have seen kingdom after kingdom moulder to de-
cay, while they stovd secure and unchanged in
immortal life.— Christian Inlelligencer.

Deatit ofF CurisT.—Come with us a moment
10 Calvary, See the meek sufferer standine,
with hands fast hound, in the midst ol his ene-
mi-g, sinkinz under the weixht of hia rrose, and
licerated in every patty by the thorny reeds with
which he had heen scourged. See the savage,
forocious soldices, raising, with vude violence, his
sacred bady,torcing it down upon the cross, wrest-
ing and extending his linbs, and, with remaorse~
less crueltv, forcing threugh his hands and feet the
ragged spikes which were to fiy him on it. See
the Jewish priests and rulers watching, with
looks of malicious pleasures, the hortid scene,
and attemping to increase hig sufferings by scoffs
and blasphemies. Now contemplate attentively
the countenance of the wonderful sullerer, which
geeme like heaven opening in the midst of hell,
and tell me what it expresses. You see it indeed
full of anguish, but it expresses nothing like im-
patience, resentment, or revenge. On the con-
trary, it beams with pity, benevolen;o, and foy-
giveness, It petfectly conesp«:nds wu.lh the pray-
er, which, raising his mild, imploring eyes to
lieaven, he pours forth to God: ¢ Fathes, for-
give them, for they know not what they do.”
Christian, look at your master and learn how to
suffer ! Sinner, look at your Saviour, and learn
1o admire, to imitate, and to forgive.

Unless we conld ascend intd* heaven, and see
the glory and happiness which our Redeemer
left ; unless we could descend ivto the grave, and
learn the depths of wrethchedness to whieli he
sunk ; unless we could weigh, as in a halance, al}
the trials, toils, and suffering of hiz life § never,
never can we know the immeasurable extent of
his love. But these things we cannot do. None
hot the omniscient God knows what he left, ot
what he suffercd ; none but the omniscient God,
therefore, knows the extent of his love.

If at any time you have erlargement in prayer
and are fatoured with access to the throne of
grace, do not go away satisfied end self-compla—-
cent. Piide says, 1 bave done very well now’;

God witl aceept this.”” You perhaps discover-
that this is the suwzestion of pride ¢ it then takes
a new turn.  Acother would not have discovered
it to he pride ;1 most he very humhle to detect
it. Thus il yon continue the search, you wili
find pide, like the ditferent coats of an onion,

lutking one beneath another to the very centre,

FUUGALITY IN RUMLLE LIFE.

¢ Of the exiraordinary fruzahty with which
<ome persons in _humble Jife lLive, cven where
prices are high, I may as wellin this place zs any
where, give an example which came unler my
atservations In Achrosth, near the magnificent
sains of the Albey of Arbmath, [ heand the move-
ments of a hand loom, and 1 took the liberty,
with due ceremony, of going in. A middlesaged
Scotch wonan, of pleasing appearance and neat-
ly deessed, was weavige 1 asked her how mueh
she was atle to eamn:  She replied, if she rose
early, at five o’clock, and worked ull day through
the week, alter paying for the use of the loom
and the cist of winding her spools, her week’s
work would amnunt to four shillings. Sae receiv
ed no parish assistance.  She paid three pounds
sixteen shillingzs for the rent of her house, Her
fuel cost her ninepence per week ;and outof the
remainder—Ilcss than twoshillings—she had to
suppott and clothe herself and an azed mother,
who was infinm and incopable of helping hierself,
What the support Lhal either of the poor crea-
tures could have undersuch circumstances, muast
b difficult, but she made no complaint 5 and pre-
sent an example of trne Christian philosopby
which would have done credit to asuperior educa-
tion and the highest condition in life.”?

—

YoutH, Acr, AND Gon.—DPeople place youth
and age upposite to eachother, as the light and
shade in the day of life.  But h2s not every day,
every age, its own youth—its own rew attraclive
life, if one anly sets aboul rightly (o enjoy them ?
yes the azed man, who hes collected tozether
pure recoll-ctions for his evening companions, is
manifold happier than 1he youth whe, with a
restless heart, stands oaly at the beginning of
his journey, No passions disturh the eveming
meal of the other-—no restless endevours disturh
the cheerful gossip of the cvening twilight; all
the little comforts of life are then so theroughly
enjoyed ; and we can then, with more confidence,
cast all our care and anxieties on God. We have
then proved him. -

——

RrricroNn aNp Monauiry.—There is no reli-
gion without motality : 20d there is no morality
without veligion. ¢ Fhis is the love of God, that
we keep his commandmenis.”” He who loves
God keeps the commandments in principle ; he
who kerps the commandments loves God in ac-
tion, Love is obedience in the heait; ohedience
is love in the life. Morality, then, is religion in
practice ; religion is morality in principle.
Tor{ IMMeERsITY of Nuitners—We never
hear ofll}éJVandcting Jew, (says the spirit of
the Times) but we mentally ingnire what was
the sentence of his punishment? Perhaps it -was
calculation, Perbaps he wax told to walk . the
eaith uatil he connted a trillion. But, will say
some folks, he could soon count that number.
We fear not,  Suppose a man count one in every
second of time, day. and night, without stopping
40 rest, to cal, to drink, or to sleep, it would take
thirty-1wo years to count a billion, or 32,000 years
to count a lrillion/. What a liwited idea we
generally. enteitain of the immensity of numbers!




