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For the Calliopesn.
GRIEVE NOT.

——

BY RUSTICUS.

Gricve not in sorrow's day,
Joys yet shall find thee;

Pino not thy soul nway,
Earth may not bind thee !

Nover yet gloomy mght
8taid «ill the morrow;

H Never the mnorning light

Tarricd for sorrow.

Hopes now are dearer—
Rost thou thine anchor cast?
| Heav'n then is nearer !
Float down the stream of timo—
‘Waes shall not whelm—
8teer for the land sublime—
' Who's at thy helm ?

} Gricvo not for pleasurcs past ;-
}
]

Gricve not when love s lawd
! Low in the dust—
Mark yo yon grassy biade ;
Heavin is its trust!
Meckly it looks above—
Drinks in the dew—
Basks in the rays of love—
Why may not you?

; Grieve not, because thy heart
Torn is, and dreary—

Drink where the stresms impart
Balm t the weary.

Grigve not, where gnef1s vain—

. Dwell not with sorrow—

! Make fast thine anchor chain!

Wait for the morrow !

8t. Goorge, Dumfrios.
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For the Calliopean.
N SYMPATHY.

¢ A eolitary blessing few can find ;
Our jovs with those we love are intertwined ;
And he whose wakefu! tenderness removes
Th obstructing thora which wounds the friend hoe loves,
Smooths not another’s rugged path alone,
But scatters roses to adorn his own.”

BeavtiFue, and truec ! How wise and benevalent the Being who
has thus constituted us.  From thisinnate capability of sympa.-
thising with his fellow.creatures, man derives his most refined
and soul-purifying sources of happiness.  Its tendency is to en.
lurge and frec the heast fromn sclfishness—that bane of carthly
Juvs—and to institute in its place, heaven’s own gem—a noble
ganerosity.

tlow importamn that this power of participating in the feclings
of others should be cultivated,  Without it, all is misery, Man’s
spirit withers and dies, when assailed by Sorrow’s blighting hand,
unlcss supported by the hindness and love of some sympathising
fricud ; nny, eveu his very joys are as nothiog, uoless some
kindred spirit share them. So intuitively is this fecling inter.
woven with man’s naturc, that, from the first dawunings of infan.
ey, he secks, like the clinging ivy, for some object around which
to entwine his affcetions.

But theso gencrous overflowings of the heart are not confined
Here in their influences; not only do they tend to soften the as-
perities of this life, but they arc the incentives of o higher hope,
and in them may be traced those inward longings of tho soul,
which lead men to seek a friend in God—to aspire aficr the
Deity. ADELINE.
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_material world, that he has no teason to complain of monotony.

. For tre Ualliopenn.
Faosbiés iz Canlidian Dotady,
a2

Max {s = creature fond of change, and God has so arranged the

The seasons arc continually changing, yef their order is always
the same.  Winter, Spring, Summer, and Auturan succeed cach
other in regular rotation, and cach bringe & c¢hange for the plea.
surc of man. When Winter has whistled arotnd us, and has
braced the husbandman for the teils of the field 5 then comes
gentle Spring with her flowery train, and after her Summer with
her balmy breezes.

Let us take a glance® dt 361116 of the flowers that adorn tho
train of the Seasons, ag they appear in our Canadian wilds,
The first that ralses its hoad from the lap of its inother, is the
Hevatica tritola, or noble Liverwort, with its flower of white,
pink, and blue. After it comes o host of Erythroniums, Sangui.
narias, and Trilliums, with the delicate carrotleafed Fumaria,
and the pink flowers of the little Claytondd, the roots of wkich
have been mentioned in some European papers s a substitute
for potatocs. They are little bulbs, not larger than peas, and I
fear that they would hardly supply the wants of the sons of the
Emerald Isle.  The first shrub that puts forth its flowers is the
Dirca palustris, or Lceather-wood, well knowa by the tenacious-
ness of its bark, which was used by the Indians for thread,
These can be seen by any one who walks in our Maple woods
about the end of April oc the beginning of May, The Jefferso.
nia diphylla, and Epigea repens, or ‘I'railing Arbuws, fower
about the same time as the former, but are not so easily found.

In May, the Pine forests are carpeted with the ved tlowers of
the Polygala paucifolia, a iittle plant of rare beauty, the whie
tufted Convallaria borealis, or Lily of the Valley, the Gaultheria
procumbens, and the creeping Linnea borealis—a plant vamed
by Gronovius after the fur-fared Linueweus, who discovered it in
the wilds of Laplund. It is now found in Scotland, Germany,
and in our continent extending to the arctic regions. Unchan.
ged by the vicissitudes of climate, it presents the same charac-
teristics, whether in the wilds of Europe, or in the daxk forest '
shades of America. “In every systern of Botany it stands
alone, not being allied to any-other genus.”

Towards the end of May and the beginning of Junc, our plains
are ornamented with the orango flowers of the Batschia and the
scarlet tufts of the Bartsia coccinea. The meek yvellow flowers
of the grassy Hypoxis, and the Polygala senega, far-famed for the
bite of the rattlesnake, also abound. Our ponds are covered
with the floating leaves of the Nuphar lutea, and the large white
flowers of the INymphea alba, cach a species of the Water-lily.
Their margins are hedged round with the Andromeda polyfola,
a shrub named by Linnwus, who found a lonely plant of it grow.
ing on a rock in Lapland, and called it after Andromedn. In
the same locality as the former, the Kalmia angustifolia, or
American Laurel, and the Ledum palusire, or Labrador tea, a
shrub that stands the icy winters of Greenland, may also be
found. The most wonderful of all our Capadian plamts is the
Sarracenia purpurea, or Side-saddle.flower, named thus in mem.
ory of its discoverer, Dr. Sarrazen of Quebee, and blooming in
June. Its leaf, filled with water and supported by spaguum, a
soft kind of moss, proves a grave to all insects that have the
misfortunce 1o enter its tube.  Near it, the Calopogon pulchelius,
and its sister Arethusa, shoot up and flower. The Calopogon is
a plant of remarkable beauty, not surpassed by any flowers of
the garden.

These arc a few, and but a few of the beauties which a bene-
volent Creator has scattcred around, that man may enjoy some
of those innocent pleasures, which he had, when he was a guile-
less being and conversed with his Maker amid the myrtle groves
and flowery walks of the Garden of Eden. Every thing that
comes from God deserves the attention of man. 1 hope, then,
that those, who are sometimes called “the stars of creation,”
will not think it bencath their dignity to atterd to the sister Ju.
minaries that twinkle at their feet.  He, who made the universe,
sald, “Consider the lilics, how they grow,” &c. It is the same
Being who opens ¢ the eyelids of the morning and the corolla of
a flower,” From these considerations, I hope that many of our
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