WALK BY TRE SEA SIDE,

mocking us, and we rave and goash our teeth at him in |
return. 1tis prticulardy hard that we cannot suceeed .
in any one pant, however tafhing, that we sct our hearts '
on. We are the sport of imbeciliiy and michanee—!
We make ancther de-perate etfort. and {lv outate all
the extravaganee of nujHient rage ouce mose. Quran-
ger runs away with suc reason, beetuse s there 13 it-
tle to give it birth, there is notnnyg to cheek itor recal
us to our senses in the prospect of consequence~—we
take upand renl i peae, i meore Loys of humour, as
the gusts of wind take up and whul about chaft and
stubble. Passion p'ays the tyrant m a grand tragic-
come style, over the Lidiputioa ditfizulties and petty
disappoictments it has 1o encounter. aive, way o all
the fretfulness of geief and all the rbulenee ol osent-
ment, makes a fiss about gothivg, beeause thewe 15 no-
thing to make a fuss about—when an smpending cala-
mity, an irretrievable loss, would wstantly bring it 1
jts recollection and tzme it in i1 preqosterous eareer—
The truth is we pamper little griels ito great ones and
bear great ones as well a~ we can—1 e can afford 10,
dally and play tricks with e one, but tae others we
have enough to do with without any ofthe wantonness
and bombast of Passion.

A WALK BY THE SEA SIDE.

Qcean t T love toview thy dark blee face,
To hear the rippling o 1hy shelvy shore.
To me, thy form has greatness, grandeur, grace :
To me, there’s more than music in thy roar.
Though inland landscapes are not without their at-
tractions, yet they sink into insizmificance, when com-
pared with the everlasting ocean, as viewed from its
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hurl it with violence 1o the skies, it is then that we feel
in unison with the restless spirit of the hour, and. taking
our tone of action from the horror we behold, bend
with mute veverence befure the footstool olan avenge
ing deity.

Perhaps in the wholr range of eaternal nature, there
15 no scene that so wholly absorbs the soul as a walk
by the seashire.  The huundless magmibieence of the
Landseape, the wondesful extent of sight, the reced-
inz or approaching ides, look us, as « were, in the
face, and auddhiy pronounce thav they are glorious
seintillations of a lizht that burns from akove. Bvery
faculty of the soul may here find the most exquisite
erattication.  The lover of the witd and the sublune,
while he roams alonx the sea coast, when Nature, ko
a bashful beauty, cloties herself inthe vl of twi-
Lizhit, and hears the hollow sounding watess welcom-
g the approach of evening, and the wild fow] screara-

"inz around the surt-beaten crazs, mav be filled with

nausport even to satietv.  The admirer of the pictu-

! eesque and beautiful, may find objects of adoration in

every step that he adivances.—Ile may sce the uprais-
inz sun-beam steahng from the embrace of Theus,
and then mouniinT his chariot of the sky, the deep
blue ovean whispering as it were tse tale of lovers’
bliss. ‘The clear cloudless finmament, puse asthe ear-
liest simile of infant 1nnocence, feeding the beauty of
the landscape with its sunshine (—the whde sails of
the homeward-bovnd vessels moving mernly onward @
—the rchly tinted shells ghistening ugjon the sands,
and a thousand other vbjects of infinite grace, that may
eahaust even the language of adorativn and of rever-
ence.

Tlus subject 15 suzgested by the ramble that we have

shores. The apparent ahscoce of all houndary, xhe|at present chosen. Ifar reimoved from every haunt of
deep blue sky, which in the dimly defined distance ! inan, on the desolate shores of ocean, which is now
seems bending in reverence 10 the wave, strike on the | guning imperceptibly on cur home-returning steps,
min@with a sentiment of eternity, an expression of, make us fecl, deeply fecl. the silentawe of the moment.
holy grandeur, deep, \}rild, and $unc:xrth|y. Though E We are here alone, with noth:ng to interrupt the medi-
the creator has on all things stamped the plasue hand of ; 1ations of the hour, or break the tranquillity of the pros-
his Jivinuy, though by the dark ff)rcsls, the m ::n(ain; peet, but the sulien scream of the cormorant, as ho
glens, the roanng cataracts, he is seea, as 1l hie was | wheels his fhght among the beetling crags that tower
bodily present, yet it is over the boundless eapanse of to an awful distance above us. But hark ! a sound
ocean that he delizhts to throw the eapressionof ius ! comes pealing on our ear, [t is the voice of the evening
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benevolence aud his vengeance,  When in the creep-| breeze, as it wahes the slambenng music of the tides,
ing tranquility of wilight, we wander aloux iheshores,  and rouses the {ull chorus of celestiol harmony.  From

and see ata distauce the sun encanopizd in his pavilion
of clouds, throwing the hucs of glory over every ob-
ject that he unts.  Whea we see the waves reflecung.
back his last hnzering look of softness, and tl.en mur-
muring calmly to fthe coast, s if affaid 1o break the
stillness that reigns arcund, we are hushed 1a the
repose of gentleness, aad pa-taking in ourthoughts of
the silence we adore in nature, think of the deity on-*
Jy as the emblem of meckness and benevolence.  But,»
when the winds arehigh, and tie storm howls across
the occan—when blg.f,ts that ‘will be raging at all
hours,) lash the sea fato a white mass of foam, and

the darkencd lolis of the west the sea-fog is nising in
‘s majesty, anu hastens to spread the dull path of death
over the living lineaments of noture. At distance, on
the very verge of the horizon, where heaven embruces
earth, and ntingles with it the sweet influencings of his
spinst, the Needle rocks are discovered ; and whep the
foz accumelates on ine sierile sides, and conceals them
fiom the view, Woe 1o the adventurous mariner wheap-
proaches them with his hittle barque.—But while thus
enrapt in contempliation, the increasing shades of wwi-
light remind us that we are yet far from home ; the
last footsteps of departing day ace now hovering on the



