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s lis; gazing with observing and anxious coriosi-.
4y.on all to. be-seen., :He strayed-among some
of the finest gardens, where. the most beauti-
ful flowers, and the most delicious and.capti-
vating odors from the foliage of the trees.and
aromalic shrubbery, scented the air and exhil-
crated; thespirits. ~ In these gardenstoo could
be seen slpendid marble fouptains, whose wa-
ters dashed: their spray on_the surrounding
flowers, and rolled in silent bubbling over the
alabasfer floors. . The eastern music of birds
flashing with their. golden emerald and crim-
son hues, was- not_the Jeust among the en-
chantments.of these charming spois. ~ At the
rising.of the sun the muczzin'called the ma -
‘homelans; to prayer-again, and noiv the muf-
fled beanteous fair of the seraglios strolled in’
compantes to' the mosques -or t0 inhate the
breezes of the morn. o
Roland frequently got a glimpse of these
tall fair ones, with all their beauties unveiled,
singing.ordancing in the pathsof the gardens.
He once attempted to address a tail Turkish
‘girl, but she shunued his presence, and with
blushing countenance, gracefully stepped be-
hind:the surrounding arbor of -trees.  What
a-pity it-is such beautiful ¢reatures with their
dark: curling hair, velvet skin, and _graceful
forms should be used according to the vicious
and capricious wills of the turbaned tyrauts of
the Seraglios.. - TO BE CONTINUED.

- Anticipation.—This ‘cold world of ours,
. admits. ‘its multipliciiy’ of ills, and while it
seems to delight alone, In throwing over a
an thé-hoar frost of a soul-chilling destiny,
is not without its redeeming intervals of "hap-
piness. There is! a cheering Oasis in the
dreary wilderbess ‘of its sorrows, a ray of
héavenly sun‘shine, that gleams through the
wo-beclouded da:knesso? human wanderings.
Have we parted with those we love, love dear-
1y, ho! dearer than life’itsell 2 And has the
sepaiation insulaled us, cut us off from every
-earthly felicity,. and. Jelt us. sad ‘and “alone,
though in the midst of cheerful faces? - Has
it made us aliens and  strangers amidst the
crowd. that surrounded us! with no other
hold upon its good feeling, tan the stianger’s
claim to the siranger’s kindness? There
ave still bright spots in the Sombre shadow-
iugs of the scene; for this insulated hieard has
found, in every,acqaintante-a friend, and ‘in
every bosomn the evidénce ol kindly feclings!
but, above all, there.is in the gloomlest hour
of its loneliness, a mellow tint in the rainbow
of hope, which nought but_despair itself can
obseure.. It.is the hope of meéeling sgain the
object.of ali'the heart.prizes in "its” affections,
and all it dwells upon in- musing over:its an-
. ticipations? - Anticipation-! " Thou ‘art the
sweetener.of tia bitter life. Tis_thou fhat
drivest gloom from’ thic .gloomy heart, and
cliasest away the sorrows that intrude them-
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selves upon the sorrowful. 71is thou (hat ta:
kest, ) ’ o .

“The stiog from adicu;” . ,
That learnst us to forget the burning. bitter-.
nessof the lest ¢ farewell and Gad bless you,
in the accompanying redemption of ilie vale-
dictory—* We shall meet ere long.” =~
T thou that learnst the hearts fte flight
From prescnt woo o fresh delight” ™
There is not in human scnsibility, so_bright
a ministration’ of happiness, as_this,  To_ be’
assured’ amidst the stormy vicissitudes of lifg,
that there’is one who thinke of yon—oneé who'
communés with you in your sorrows' and.
weceps over them, thongh distant; and” who:
will shorlly hover over you with the ‘conso-’
latidus which' affection can alone impart, it is
an enotion thal 1o one cat appreciatg, but he
who has felt it. D e T
- MORTALITY.—Job iii. Ecclosiastes 1.
O why should tho-gpirit of mortal bs prowt!.
Like a fast litting metcor, a 1ot flying clond, -

A flush of the Ilghlnfn‘f. a break of the ware, *
He passes (rora life to his rest io the grave.

The leaves of the oak and the willow shall fade,

Be scatter’d around anid togetiier be Jaid; .
And the yonng aad the old, and theJow and the high,
Shall movlder 10 dust, and together shall Lo, .
The child that a mathier oitemled and loved, . .

‘The mother that infant’s u(=ction hath proved,

The husband that mother nnd infnnt hath blest,
Each~all are away to their dwelling of rest. -

The maid on whose check, on Whosé brow, In whose ¢ye

Shone beuuty and pleasure—her triunphs are by; -
Aond dhe memory of those that holoved her, nnd pratsed,
Arealike from the minds of the lving erased.: :

‘Tho hand of the King tiiat the eceptre hath borae,
The brow of the priest'that the witre hath worn, -
The e{o of the soge, and the heart of the brave,
Arehidden and lost in the depth of the grave.

The f,ensn t whoselot was {0 sow and to reap, - ’
The herdsipon who elimbed ivith his goats to the steep,

Thebeggat who wandered in scarch of his bread,
Ilavo faded away dikethe gruss thet we tread.

The soint thot eujoved the cotnmanion of heaven,
The sinner thot dared to remain uaforgiven, .
The wise and the fuolish, the guilly and juat,

Have quictly mingled their bones’iu tho dast.

Bo the multitude goes—like the flower ond the weed
That withers away to let olhers suceced ;

So the mulilinde comen—even thoeo wo behi

To repeat overy tale that hath often been told.

Far we are tho sawne that our fathors have been,

Weace Lhe sawne sights that.our fthers have scen, .

We drink the eame stréam, and we fecl the same sum,
And wo run the samé course hat our fathers have run.

The thoughts weare Alinking our fathérs won'd think,
Frow tho toath we are shrinking fromphey too wo'd shrink;
To the lifo we are clinging to they 100 would ¢ling, .
Dat it speeds fiom tho oacth ltken bird on the \anx. .

They loved—but thieir story we cannot un'fpld;

They scorned—but tho heart of the haughty iscoldy - -}
They grievéd—but no wall from their siumberamay come,
Thoy Joyou—bul the voice of, their gladness isdumb. -
They dicdi-gy, they died! and wo things that avé now, -
Who walk on lié Anrf 1hatles gVer thelr brow, - .
‘Who make in their dwellings ade, . .
Mest tho changos they met on’thelr pilgrimage road.

Yeéa hope'and despondengce, oid plegatite and pain,

Are :mled togethor Ilmunshlné and roin :pa B

:And the-smile and the tear, and-the song gnd, the-dirge,
8till follow, cach other like surge upon surge, .

“Pis the tivink of an eyo—"tis the draught of a breatl;
Fiom the blossom of {mllh 16 tho pulencss.of denthi;’

Aransientabod

From the gilded saloon to the bict and thoshroud—.
0, why Bhould the apirit of morwl be proud !~



