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GENERAL LITERATURE.

" ON WEARINESS OF THE WOR

BY MRS, JANE C, SIMPSON,

LD,

< Oh ! for thy wing, thou dove !

Now sailing hy with sunshie on thy breast,

That, borne like thee above,

[ too might flee away, and be at rest
. Mns. HEMANS.
‘Tnexe is ane principle whieh holids zood in every
hranch of knowledge—whether human or divine
—that the ma-e a man learns, the hetter he per-
crives how Jittle ke has leamed and how much
#till remains behind,  He whoe knows but a few
things. may deem that he knows all things 5 but
he wha, in a certain senge, may be szid to know
overy thine, is constantly alive to the conviction,
that in reality he knows nothing.  And there is
no view we can take of the sonl which reflects
mote dignity upan it than this—that all its ewn
acquisitions canld never he snflicient to recon-
cile il to jtsell, but still leave it weary, melan-
choly, and dissatished.  Wha evet lived, how-
ever distinguished by the birthright of immortal
genins, endowed with the mast commanding en-
argies of intellect anid the noblest sensibilities of
heart, whose actual attainments kept pace with the
" aspirations of his mind 2—nay, more, whose ac-
quisitions did nat seem to be alwavs diminishing,
thongh alwavs inereasing? 1t is an indisputable
truth, and itis one which leads (o the most mo-
mentous conclusions, that man conceives what
he never sers, and longs for what he never
tastes, and pursnes what he never finds.  He
may 2o on for many years busied, and almast
satished, with the study of a thousand objects
which the variety of nature offers to every pecu-
Yiarity of mental constitntion ; but the hour is on
the wing which is ta strip them all of their co-
lours, and shaw o him that void in his own sonl
which is not to be filled up on earth. The
thoughts of which time was wont to be the scene,
now burst their hounds and wander ambitions
through eternity ; the affections, once lavished to
profision on the baables of a thankless world,
now rise in generons rebellion to seek a purer and
a stablet Testing place.

« Qh, that I'had the wings of a dove, then
would 1 fly away, and be at rest !>’ lineeds not
the Christian’s trust or the Christian’s rapture Lo
prompt to the weary soul of man this pathetic
praverof the Psalmist ; for every nund, and pro-
bhablv his most emphatically in which nature yet
reians to the exclusion of grace, must feel impel-
led, at manv stages of hiv earthly journey, to
panse and consider its own hitterness, with which
no stranger can intermeddie. 1t may he at an
cariier or a later period of life : yet the_ moment
must come to every meditative spitit, wher
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the fairy scene spread ont beneath him,- but he
looks not on it now.—IHis eyes, which are rich
and dark with that peculiar colouring caught from
the mingling of fervid fancy, lofty feeling, and
profound thonght, are fixed upon a line of fleecy
clond, whose golden fringe just marks the course
of the departed sun.  What are the ideas which
lend such depth of meaning to his countenance,
what are the emotiong that ™ fling such mourntnl
inter=st around his reveries 2 The houris come,
when this soul, sn choicely stored with all know-
ledge but divine, is startled with the involuntary
conviction, that the mortal cannot cope with the
immortal, and that the {ading possestions of time
are no match for the eravings of an eternal spirit.
The mysterious language of nature without has
awakened the whisper of sympathetic conscience
within ; and the busy pursuits of science and im-
agination, which have go long lullea her’into si-
lence, are unvalued or forgotten. A ehain is hro-
ken, which by a thousand links, the world had
weaved around the tailing pilgrim, and the soul ,
lnosed from her prison of human wisdom, walks
forth a new denizen of a higher life.

« Surely, ves. surely,” exclaims the ransom-

but dust after all! ‘The deathless principle with-
in me eries alond for objects of ambition, death-
less as itsell, Its sublime capacities demand a
larger {heatre for their exercise ; its deep and
exalted aflections vequire a purer atmosphere for
their indulgence.  Time is oo short, earth is too
small, ereation is too fleeting and shadowy, to Al
up the ehasm of the mind’s infinity ! Oh ! that
yonder heaven, so beantifully variegated with
the tints of partine day, would open even now its
airv porrals, and disclose to my view that ethe-
real fand which lies hevond. And ah! ahave all.
that T might be received even now, as the inha~
bitant of that hlessed region, for there most cer-
tainly. and there alone, is the spirit’s birth-place
and its home !

Such is the aspiration of the natural mind in
this season of retiremert.  But alas! thongh a
transient liberty has heen given him fiom the
world’s hondage, it is not the glorious liberty of
the children of God. He is free, indeed, in a
certain <ense, from much of the mist that ohsen
ted his intellectnal and moral vision. hut he is like
a bird whose wines arve elipt. that he cannot soar
whither he would 3 and while the Christian, at
ench a moment, woul! have mounted on the
eagle’s pinian, and found a sare haven for his
earth-sick lensines in that faith which seeth
what is yet invisihle, the ph:losapher, saddened
hy the prospect of heights he cannat reach. is
fain to return for refu re to that very cave of ter-
restrial vanities from which he had newly ese:p-
ed. And thus it must ever he with those wha,
in their hours of weariness, woult seek in their
own strength (o solve the cecrets of Deity. When

empliness will appear ligibly written on every at-
tainable object, and man shall be in heaviness to
discover that his desires are too vast, above his
ability to realize them.

We can conceive some such child of human-
itv. to whom the light has not yet been tevealed
as iLshines in a Savienrs love, seated alone on a
summet evening on the hrink of a monntain’s
brow. Tre landscape around is bright and luxa-
viant—so fair that, 1o a poetic eye it might srem
alif creation had just sprang from the Almighty
han!, when Eden’s enchanted carden comptised
the whole universe of man. Before him are flow-
ine the wateis of a magnificent river, whose
hosom has cauzht a hundred images of heauty
and peace.  Vesee's innumerable of every forin
and size.—the ved, the blue, the white sail; the
swiftlv dashinx oar: the fishing bark momed in
idle repose 1 the giant ship gliding at slow and
solemn pace in the full majesty of her out pread
winus 3 trees fantastic in their diversity of shape
ard colonr : the law thatched cottazes of the
prasant. with the Joltier mansions of the ray and
opnlent ; the village spire gleaming from the
wonded eminence, and the long range of ances-
tral hills brhind ;—these and such as these ali
fline their quiet shadows npon the tide, and lend
a donhle charm to the scenc. Butsee! as the

river advances, it widens in its course, till grove
and town are lost in ils extending waves, and the

proud ocean receives the wanderer’s tribute into
its tathomless immensity.

iel’s spear, Iat us nnravel the
meditations.  Our

senliment, entl tastc. Long hes he gazed upon

Turn we now for a
moment to the spretator of these wonders in Na-
ture’s book 3 and tonching his soul as with Ithur-
thread of his

moralist is a man of intrllect,

their wishes are the kighest, then the ar- forced
to feel that their powers are lowest ; and when
hey would fain rise above the world, in dis~
\aste of its pursnits, they are but gathering
ttw motives and new energies for the world’
swvice.

iThe twilicht is eathering round the hill, the
lAdseape grows fainter in the d-epening shadow,
aif the visionary, awakened from his unsubstan-
ti4 deam, wends his way slowly to the city,
WT a mind more attaned than helove to the anx-
iod occupations of time, from the melancholy
yefalse convic tiom, that thete is nathing else to
whih he can dedicate its homage. ¢ Oh, 1hat
I b4 the winas of a dove, then would I fly away
and b at rest!”

W have seen how this principle of weariness
of eaky, and all earthly good, may opearte on
the urggenerated soul, rendering it the sport of
a meTitemporary excitement, which leads to
none htymost unsatisfactory conclusions. Letus
now adtyt, by way of contrast, to the experience
of the biever, when constrained. as he may
often bey the course of his martal pilgrimage,
to long afy soparation from the thousand vani-
ties of thijya-n sphere. Every Christian has
felt, in a ;alor or less dearee. the influence of
this mood oyind of which I speak ; the same
which fteQintly animated the master-bard of
Isracl—and e same also to which St. Paul gave
expression ilthese memorable words, ¢« Oh'!
wretched mamat T am, who shall deliver from
the body of thyleath 2

Aslong as the is sin in the worl), whose de-
sert is sufferindnd whose wages is death, the

ed captive, < the gold for which 1 have toiled is’

the heauties of holiness must be often panting af.
ter that purity which, in idea, it loves to Z.m-
template. A thousand incidents, in- the commop
walk of onr daily life, are ready, at every tnm,
to surprise us into ardent and mourntul longines
after a more exalted than human happinrss.-ﬂoﬂr-
selves, our friends, our enemies, (if enemies we
have any,) the whole mass of aociely eroond ns
all sprung from the same creative hand, all con-
demned by the same righteons law, all groan.
ing wander the same heavy bhurden all travelline
the same thorny wilderness, all destwned to tne
same mysterions immortality ; the life that now
is, the jndgment that will coine, the eternity that
must be ;—surely in these the meditative and se-
rious spirit must often find “food for deep and
solemn thought, till the weary and distracted pil-
grim would fain throw off the cail of earthliness
at once, and rise to that region where peace is
perfect and everlasting.

But, perhaps, there it no time when the world
and all its pursuits appear to the Christian’s eye
of a nature so wholly woithless, as when at the
close of a saciamental communion scason, he is
called to descend from the mount of ordinances,
and mingle once more with the common business
of life, The solemn services of the sanctuary,
abundantly blesssed of God to the souls of his
saints, have so exalted his aflections, and purified
his desires, that his mind is apt to recoil with
sickening distaste from all that pertains to eaith
and its trivial yet necessary duties. Having been
permitted to breathe, as it were, for a moment,
the etherial atmosphere of Jehovah’s own para-
dise, the air of ordinary existence has no refresh-
ment and no charm for him. Having had a
glimpse, however transient, of that city which
hath foundations, which the throne ot the Al-
mighty doth glorify, and the Lamb is the light
thereof, even all the varied wonders of the Jower
creation to him appear dim and imperfect. Hav-
ing heen admitted in spicit for a space, however
hrief, into the general assembly and Chureh of
the First-born— that innumerable company of the
just made perfect, which are written in heaven,
the very fellowship of his most pious brethren
here below, to him seema tame and insipid. And
ahove all, having found by the grace of e
l.ocd, shortly though it may have heen, thatin
His presence there is [ulness of joy, and at His
right hand, there are pleasures for ever more:
he wanld gladly shut every terrestrial object
from his si<ht, asjintruding on the sanctity ot that
overflowing love which 5\0 Saviour alone onght
to inpire.

«Oh! that T had the wings of a dove, then
wontd T fly away and be at rest !’ Snch is tbe
silont aspiration of the heart. Like Simeon d
old, the just and the devoat, when led by the
Spirit, he emnraced with adoring reverence the
Lovd’ Chnreh—the light of the Gentiles and the
¢lary of his people Israel ; the terrar of our emo-
tiors embodies the prayer of joyful and perfected
faith—¢¢ Lord ! now lettest thou thy servant ce-
partin peace, for mine cyes have seen thy salva:
tion.” Or as Peter, upon his vision heing opened
to hehold the transfignration of the Redeemer,
exclaimed, «T.ord it is good for us to be here !”
fain would he perpetuate the devotions of the
sancinary, and make even now the earthly tem-
ple in which he warships, in deed and in truth,
the very gate of heaven!

But this can never be.  We must descend from
out elevation.” The world. has claims upon us,
and to these veligion itself demnands our attention.
We are not yet entitled to tne constant employ-
ment of saints and angels. We are pilgrims in
the wilderness, and we can but view the land of
promise afar off. We are not yet privileged to
pluck at will of its golden fruits, nor join in the
ceaseless praise of the songs of Zion. We have
many battles yet to fight ; we have many victories
yet o achieve 3 our Jordan is still to eross; we
are still strangers and aliens from our Father’s
house. Yet, let us not taint, let us not despond.
Qur leader is before us, our mansions are pre-

ared for us. A few years, and we shall enter
through the gates into the New Jerusalem, and
have rizht to the tree of life, and shall go no
more out ; but seeing his face, and having his
name in onr foreheads, shall serve him for ever
in pecfect peace befure the throne of God and the
Lamb.— Scottish Christian Herald.

I'ou Mayest us reasonably expect 1o be well
and at ease withont health, as to be happy with-
out bholiness.~ Old Proverb.

being whom Idgen hath enlighted to behold
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