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A DREAM BY A STRINGLR OF PEARLS.

Fur the Family Herald, by Mise Aird,

Tdreamt, I scaled a ladder high,
{The boaaven, and marth it spagned)
1 sot1ght 10 gain yon guAIOUS EKY,
An5 hark nesth radishce of thay Cyey
Wthinthe glosy-tand,

©Oh! where la God, my Makes, my,
Who gireth songs 10 hight 1
WHho ¢hanes sucrows clouds away,
And t1rns death » shadows intiy day,
The Jod of** Love,” and* Light"’

But how can man be juet, with I
The {loly, and the pure 1
(In whoee sight Heaven lamot clean)
Ah)when [Je comes in wrathful fame
How shall thia heart eudure,

A atill voice whisper'd In my ear,
“ Paint not,"” 1, wisdom give,
“ My terror -full. nol make thee fear,!’
* Behold § being Saleation neary”
¥, Believe ! And thou shal live

1 Jooked=~nor throne in judgmentcloud
Nor flamung Majesty
1 saw~"" 00 trumpet waxed Joud”
A form benign beride me stoodd,
Lowly, and meck, was Me,

While spamory lasts, can Jorget 4,
His s0it, and geatle hant 7 .
n.; ur;n olfl:nlg::':’—lwmt l|ll- t:tl‘tt
eet that n sdely O
4 wWithin ‘l'lmme\'l'h::d."

1 may ot tell of ** manslons ” fule
Where salnts make sure abode,
Of fielda of hight, anud glories rare
One thought was bliss, that ever tAere
1 would be * wah the Lord"—

Dear to the ¢ tempest toseed,” & Shors
Sweet 10 the »* weary V—Kest
Grateful (o wanderer, * Penile o'er,”
But ah! how sweet for Evermore,
To lean on Jesus breas.

Aguint thoss hallelujahs liigh
hear—that gushing sirain
Of melody 80 sweet that L
W ould gladly lay me down, and die,
To dream, my dream, sgain,

£itevature.

STORY OF WALTER RUYSDAEL,
THE WATCHMAKER.

Beneath the shadow of the old venerable
castle of Rosenthal, on the Beauteous river
Rhine, there lived some years ago an humble
husbandinan with his femily, the cultivators
of'x small patch of ground, whence they drew
the mesgre means of support. Hans Ruys-
dael, as this obscure tiller of the fields was
named, and Greta his wife, though poor and
hardewrought, though rising early and lying
dewn late, were contented with the lot which
Providence had assigned them, and the only
heavy sigh they uttered as to the reariog of
thiol; numerous children passed through
minds.

. Bepidas requiring much lsbour, the grounds
which Hans cultivated bore precarious crops,
They were principally Izid out forvines ; and
some seasons, from the effects of blighting
winds and raine, these yielded ecarcely any

eir

—

harvest, It wae sometimes in vain that Grota
would toilsumely carry carth from the low
grounds to the higher, and lay it at the roots
of the plants where the soil was the thinnest ,
or that the eldor children would bo set to pick
the dead leaves from the drooping stalke ; or
that Hans himself would tumn up the ground
with his powerful mattock, 2o as to expose it
to the sun, In & single night & blighting
wind would rush up the valley, and at a blow
disconcert the toils and plans of the wholo
summer,

#1¢t is closr, Grets,” said Ifans Ruysdacl to
his wife ono day, after the occurrence of a ca-
lsmity of tlis kind—it is cloar that at least
one of the boys must leave us, and perhaps
more than one. The family cannot all live in
this wretched spot, and in such circumstances
it is wisdom to disperse. \What do you say,
Greta, to our be inning with Walter; ho {s
too fecble for this toilsome and precsrious
profession, and would do better as an srtisan
in Strasburg or some othor large town 1"

“[ have ild many ead thoughts on that
score, dear Hang' replied Greta. [ should
not by any means like to part with even onc
of them ; but God's will be done, Let Wal.
ter go. He may become a grest man.”

] care nothing for thaty” rejoined the hus-
band and father. ¢ What I desire is to sce
my sons grow up honest men, diligentin their
colling, whatever it may be. 1'say thota
man, though ever eo hard-working and ob-
scure, if he be honest and happy in his own
miad, is & great man—greater far than the
overbearing and sinful barons who used to live
in the proud old tower up yonder.”

& No donbt of it, Hans ; yet Walter is an
sapiring child, and who knows to what height
he may push himself.”

Walter was delighted with the notion of go«
ing to Strasbury, to which it wasarranged he
should be taken, and placed under the charge
of his uncle, the head worker in one of the
principsl watchmaking establishments of that
city. Ever since he had secn the watch of a
passing stranger, ho had formed a fancy for
mechanical pursuits, and took a ﬁlcasure in
making wheels and other little objects with
his knife—all which he exhibited to his twin.
sister Margsret, who admired them as prodi-
gles of ingenuity.

Influenced by necessity, as well as by what
he perceived to be his boy's inclination, Hans
applied to his brother, who promised, at the
firat vacancy, to place his nephew in a situa-
tion in the ssme employment with himself.
A vacancy occurring when Walter was about
fourteen years of age, and the master watch-
maker being willing to gratify his foreman,
Hans had the pleasure of learning thatas soon
as he could bring Walter to Strasburg, his
brother would take charge of the boy, and set
him to a good line of business.

Walter scarcely knew how or where he
stood with joy and pride when his father told
him the good news. Choking with cmotion,
he ran to the old tower, where bis sister was
at the time employed, and there poured out to

her his full and happy heart. They satdown

wgether on a stons beneh, rnd when Waler
had finiehed rposking, he Lokelup in his
faco with herlargoteatful eyes.  Shothuught
how lonecly she would be without lum § but
ghe remembered it was for his goml, and she
tock his hand between hers and emilsl,  ‘The
brother and sister sat late that evening ¢ but
no one called them nwag, for they knew it
would be their last evening together for many
yoars—perhaps for ever, Walter talked of
tis projects for the future, and Maegaret al-
ready fancied slio saw him the great man
which he wished to be, He promised hier »
watch of his own manufacture one day, and
they counted the months and weeks which
would elapso before they met ngain,  Marga-
ret scarcely hiked to zeo him so glad 1o part
with her, but ghe did not sy s0; and sho
talked to him of next Clirlstmag, and her hopes
that wonld be alluwed to como and eod them
then, and that they ehould be very heppy.
Walter, howover, was too full of his new
greatneesto think of returning #o roon home ;
and his sister already thought she ssw her
brother was extinguishing affection in ambi«
tion. Her heart was heavy as they entered
their father's dwelling, and tears forced them-
scives unbidden into her cyes,

Tho next morning was bright and beaunti-
ful as & May moring could be. Margaret
hiad helped her mother to put up Walter's lit-
tie bundle of clothes long befote duzbteak, and
frcplred a breakfast for him and her father.

t had been dtranged that they should travel
by one of the barges employed In passing up
and down the Rhine; for at that time no
stenm-vessels navigated the river. The only
conveyances were these barges, and clumsy
kind of boats, partly moved by oars and stils,
but chieﬂ{ by means of horees yoked one af-
ter the other to a long rope passing from a
matt in the barge to the shore,  Hlans’s occu-
pation near the banks of the river made him
acﬁuninted with many of the barge owrers,
and by some of them he was vccasionally car-
ried to Mayence and other places on the river
to which his businevs led him. He had never,:
however gone as far as Strasburg with any
of them. That was & long way up the river,
and few barges went to such a remote dis-
tance. Onthe present occasion, he expected
the passsge upwards of an old acquaintance
whose profession was the conducting of lavge
rafts of timber from the Black Forest on the
borders of Switzerland, down the Rhineall the
way to Dort in Hollend, sud who therefore
passed Strasburg in his voyage. Having
performed his duty as conductor of tho raft,
and consigned it to the timbor merchants who
waited its arrival, Ludwig, as thia pilot was
called, was in the habit of returning vp tho
Rhine in a barge aloug with the men under
his charge.

Old and trustworthy Ludwig was now bend-
ing his way homewards to the Black Forest
after one of these excursions, His barge had

 been perceived toiling its way up the strait of

the Lurli, and was expected to pass the village
and old tower of Rosenthtl on the following
morning.



