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Christianity says o us,
fear.

The tomb is the cr:die of imnortality.  Lift up!
your head, aud behold ! your fiiends, your cluldreu.s
vour father, your mother, have left here below only
their remains, their worn-out garments; they had,
their fuith in Chzist, and Chwist s Tue Resornec:!
riox asxv tuE Live . . . Admirable, infinitely admi-;
rable, 15 the religion which thus conseles! Be thuu,)
therelore, blessed by all men, O holy Catholic
Fauh ! Thou alone canst cry uver the rombs--

Nolite timere-~* Du notl
|

“ O Deaih ! where is thy victory ?
O Denth ! where 1 thy strng 3
It is thou that givest our affections and our
friendstips a duration which extends beyond life ;
1 is tho « that renewest the chains which years and
sickness woutd breal s it is thou who givest power
to children to redeem from purgatory the souls of
their fathers and their mothers, and enables* parents
to give life to their children a second time ;
Wiilst the poor beggar bas lived his miserable
days, whilst he has suflered and mourned, who has
best relieved his muscries and consoled his sor-

rows > Oh, Religion! we all know it was thou. 1
Well: when the beggar will have spent his days!

of imsery, when his corpse shull be extended oni
straw, without a coffin or a sh:roud, who will comui
to waltch overit, as if it were the body of a king?

It is Religion again; for observe : y

¢ Amongst the ancieuts, the remains of the poor
man or the slave were abandoned ahlmost without
henour; with us, the miaister of the altars is obliged;
to watch over the coffin of the vlliager as well as the
citafulque "of the monarch. The pauper of the|
Guspel, tn breathing out his last sigh, becumes on aj
sudden an august and sacred being. . . .. L. L.
Scarcely has this beggar, who pined ut our gates an
obiect of our digust and coantempt, departed this|
life, when religion makes us bow down before him.
It semmons us to a terrible equality, or rather it}
comunands us to respect one of the just, redeemed
by the blood of Jesus Christ, and who, from an
ebscure and miserable condition on earth, has
mouated a throne 1 heaven.

It is thus the grand title of Christian places all on
a level in death; and the pride of the most powe ful
jotentate cannot extract from relimion any other
prayer than that which she offers fir the lowest
clownin the city”*

3 Chateaatriand,
Concluded in our next.
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LITERATURE,

LABOUR.
BT R. MONGRTON WILSES, X3Q.
Hrarr of tho People ! Working men,
Matrrow and nerve of human powers ;
Who on your stardy backs ymtain,

‘Fhrough streswing fimo this world of ours.
11old by that title —which proclaims

That ye are undisnayed and strong ;
Aeccomplishing whatever aims

.\May to the sons of carth belong.

Yot not on ye al»noe depend

‘Phesc ofives, or burthens fatl ;

laboyr for som or other end

is Jord ana master ¢f us .

‘Fhie igh-born youth fram downy bed
Must meet the morn with horso and hound
While Industry for daily bread

Pursues afresh his wonted round.

With all his pomp of pleasure, hio

Is it your working comrade now :
And shouts and winds his horn, as ye
Might whistle by the loom or jlough.
In vaia for him Las wealth the use

Of warm repose or careless joy
When, as yc labour to produce,

He suives as active to destroy.

But who is this with wasted frame,

Sad sign of vigour over.wrought ?

What toil can this new victim claim ?
Pleasare, for pleasure’s sake besought,
How méu would mock her flaunting shows,
Her golden promise, if they knew

What weary work shé is to those

Who have 06 other work to do ¢

And be who still and silent sits

In closed room or shady nook,

And seemns to nurse his idle wits

With folded arms or open book ;

To things now working to thst mind,
Your children's children well may owo—
Blessingsthat hope has ne'er defin'd,
‘I'lt from his busy thoughts they flow.

Thus «ll must work—nwith head ordand,
Forsclf or others, goud or iil 5

I_,ifc is ordained to bear, likeland,
Some frut, be fallow as it will.

Evil has force itsclf to sow

Where wo deny the health¥ seed,

And all our choico is tlis to grow
Pastaro and grain or noisomo weed.

Then in content possess your henrts,
Unecavious of each others Jot—
For thoyo which scems the cnsiest parts
Have travaii which yo rechon not.
Andkhois bravest. happicst, beat,
Who from is task within bis span
Earns for ll)i'msolfb'is\ Evcning rest
And an jncréase of good for man.
———
Modera philosophy rends the.briluant vei of hope,
:ha’t It may wrap us up in the darkness of annihila-
on.

————

He who givés t6 the ‘poor, ‘is laying up his money

iy hedven.



