
% htbh his looksarn] réad every intimatior, of his thoughts, nih

in the courso of a short time you may easily understand him

and you will have nothing to do but to reflect his looks, lo adopt
his opinions, and rnake him pleased with himself, and you are

prov ded. for.

ORIG1NAL

On a little Orphan vhose mother died of Choera at Newy

York in 1832. She had just arrived from England, and vas on

her passage to join ber husband a private in the 24th Regiment;

thon quartered at Quebec, the child was taken care of by tIe

humane Dr. Bartlett of New York, and by his exertions restored

to ber father. By Mas. H. BAYLEY,

Poor Infant ! in sorrow, why dost tlou wedp

Can anguisli so early deprive thee of sleep,

Rest thce, my child, on Zay bosom aw'hile
l'il soothîe thy soft siijîbers, thy sorrows beuilc-
Poor little Orplian i thy years are but thrce
Yet thou hast travers'd the Atlantic Sea,
Reinote froin thy home, in a far distant land

Thou art berefl of thy mother, by deatih's cruel band
ut.weep not, ny chitd, thy sorrows will end,

God las seei thee with pity, and sent thec a friend,
The liand of Omnipotence will èver protect

The Orphan froni mis'ry-the clild from neglect
Little Emma tlen smilingly looked up to hiin
Whom God iad appointed ier protector and friend

And clasping lier bands vith innocence said:

Oh yes, inother told me, if whea sle was dead

I pray'd God ta bless me, and was very good

-ie vould ever forsale me, but send me to dad."

4 Your father, my child," the stranger réplied,

Y Ohythen have a parent remnaining alive V"

Oh yes, he'S a soldier to Canada gone
And i would go te hii as soon as I cari."
That heart wlich had felt for the Orplian's distresi
Now had·its reward by seeing her blest.

The day cannot close, nor the morning begin

But bath father, and daugliter must pray for their friend;

islo aux Noix, Nov. 1833i


