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Frawmn the Boston Recorder,
THE LAST WALK.

¢ 1 supported my sistor to tako her tinal walk in
the garden. It way a fine ovening in tho month of
May, and, the garden of which sho was peculiarly
fund, was dresscd in its bast array. ‘The voices of
tho manifold birds, hoppy buyond utterance, wero
pouring out their living strains of Joy, lovs and har-
mony. My little children,as happy as they, were
playing on the dasied lawn.

o carcfully visited all hor favorite plaats, sho
spoko of thow, with more admiration than ever be-
fure ; and we jointly paid them any little attention
which they happened to require, = At length hee
moasure of strength was cxhaucted, and wo turned
tawards our quiet habitation, The big tears started
from her eyelids, and were bgain suppressed. *‘Oao
last look, Brother !** said she, as sho turned round to
the apot which had so often contributed to her inuno-
cent gratification. It was indeed the last look that
she ways taking, and sho entered the cottageto cune
out no more.”’—¢ MarTiA”" By the Rov Dr.
Rad.

The vernal ovowas soft and pure,
The cottage garden fuir }

And feeble was her step who sought
To breathe itsbalmy air 3

Upon herbrother’s arm sheleaned,

’That arm from childhood dear,—

And tenderly her plaintive tono

Rose murmuring to bis ear.

The birds with merry warbling scem’d
Her languid heart to cheer,

Tho mbin, by her bounty fed,
Confiding, hovered near,

And *mid the incenso breathing flowers,
And neath the embowering shade,

The infunt nurs'ings thai sho loved
Iu sportive gawbols played.

Grey twilight o’er the glowing scene
A hurricd curtain threw,

Aud iu its ruby cup, the rose
Received its fresheming dew 3

Yet still that lingering form was scen
With wearied stepto sfray,

All pensivo as a pérting friend,
Waas it the lust walk,—say ?

ft was. The tear dro;‘r on her check,
In peatly richness bore
The.language of her deep fatewell,
- \Who trod those paths rto more :
Bt her next walk—rnid brighter flowers,
In holice climes than this,— .
The seraph habitants of Heaven,

. Alone can tell its blixs,

. Ten Ysars.—We are astonished when
we contemplate the changes which have been
effected within ten years I  How rapidly the
swespirg tide of time rolls ant—The morn-
ing of life passes off like e dream, and we
ook rqund in vain for the companions of our
youthful days.— Wiere are the gay, the
beautiful, thes happy, with whom w~ once
sportedin the buoyancy of youth and spright-
linzss~y 'eugjuyment'!*ﬂ’/tey were here ;-we
knpew thent § ave loved them nawe sailed with
them '$ stream, with

Py . time's supn
pléaskies fragile bavk’; bt where ave they

tohirlwind :{)f death drove them rapidly
onward, and they arc now sailing upon
eternity’s wide, shoreless seat  The scencs
of our childhood, too, fade away, und soon,
not a vestige of them is left as a token that
they have cxisted.— 'ime’s stupendous wheel
is ever volling on. Hen years more, and
where will webe? Our present friends,
our present companions, will they siill be
kere? Noj thatisimprobable. Thegrave,
prrhaps will have swallowed them ; or they
may be scatlered far arway ; strangers and in
a strange land. ~ Ten years, and the aspect
of things to many, very many, will be
changed. The pale, emaciated miser, that
now bends over his heap of useless gold, (the
wrecks of ruined families, and the lust
remains of forlorn wretchedness,) where will
he be? IHe and the heggar whom ke drives
from his door, will have gone to their lony
homes ; his wealth will have passed inio
other hands. Ten years, aud the student
that is now poring ocer volumes, and sceling
with such acidity for knowledge, will have
ucquired, and perhaps forgotten it. The
lovely maiden, whose mind and person are
Just matuved ; she is beautiful, she is happy ;
pleasure beams in her countenance, and joy
sparkles in her eyes with a light foot and
lighter heart, she steps upon life’s slippery
stage; but alas! ten years, and this {ovely
being will indeed be changed ;—the bright,
Juscinating smiles no longer plays upon ker
cheek ; her laughing eye speaks deeper misery
now, than ever it did of pleasure. 7Ten
years, and what is now be tiful, will kare
decayed, will have fuded hhe the morning
Slower !  Tenyears, und many that sport in
the suushine of prosperity, will be wrapped
in misfortune’s gloomiest shade, Ten years
and the man of business will have scttled
*¢ hisfinalaccount,” the fool will have grown
wise, and the wise will have discovered his
ignorance. The Atheist will hace found
out Lis mistake, und the Christian will hace
realized his hopes.

EXTRESMES BEGET EXTREVES.~—No
axiom is more uwiversal thun the truth that
extremes, whether in physics, politics, com-
merce, morals, or religion, always beget
opposite extremes, Lrtraordinary animal
or mental excitement is incarwably followed
by a corresponding depression and debility.
Despotism produces rebellion, and not unfre-
quently rebellion tevminates in  anarchy,
The commercinl world, like the ocean, has us
eblingsavd flowings, und the kigher the tude,
the greater the depression.  Stoicism begets
Epicurianism.—-Intolerauce will always
produce secession, and the reforming party,
whether in Church or State, are i gieat

danger of the opposite extreme. Slavery
begels Abolitionism ; and Abolitionism s
likely to beget « move intolerpble species of

now? Alas they have gone before us ; the |universal axiom.

—

The truth always liy
between the two extremes—gelin the centre,
and then you are right.  Violent partizans,
whether in religion or politics, are always on
ouc or the ather of the extrames, Sober.
minded  reflecting men  usually  occupy
medivm grov-d.
a—ti

Bravry Avp Horiness.—Relgion iy
cvery thing to women. Nothing is more
disgusting than a syllable of disrespect utter.
ed against institutions which ave the stay
and staff’of women. A woman never ap-
pears so lovely as when she is at her prayers,
A mother’s word, a mother's prayers have
more sway over the son than all the komulics
of thepulpit. Thesimplest phrase from her
will draw a tear thut no eloguence can bring
| forth.

Cinpovp.—We are so used to disyuiss
oursclees to others, that at last we become
disquised even toourselves, Were we totake
as much pains to be what we ought, as we do
to disyuise what we are, we might appear
like ourselves, withont being at the trouble
ofany disquise at all.

Revicioys Dispurarioxs.—The age
of the church which was most fertile in nice
questions, was most barren in religion ; for
it makes people think religion to be onlya
matter of wit in tyiny and untying of knots.

MEerir—A man of brilliant talents com-
bating the storms of adversity and misfo,-
tune, is ltke the sun behind the clond 3 hid;
but not impaired, obscured, not forever, but
anly for a time, to shine with greater splent
dour when those storms are over, like the
sun when the cloudsare passed over.

If your enemy is forced to have recourse
to a lic to blacken you, consuder what a
pleasure it is to think of your having sup-
ported such a clreracter as to reader W im-
possible for malice to hurt you without the

}

aid of talsehoad.

G. HOBSON,
Engraver and Copper-Plate
Printer, '
No. 39, DUKE-STREET.

@3 Maps, Plans, Bills of Exchange,
Bill tleads, Address and Visiting Cards,
Armsand Crests, Labels, &c. neatly design-
ed, engraved and Erinted. Metal Seals,
Door Plates, Dog Collars, and Dandy Or-
naments, neatly engraved. ..

May 13, 1836, . i

BLANKS. |
Bills of Lading, Seamen’s Ar,
ticles, (new form) QOutward and
Inward Reports, Gontents; &c:

slavery, Ultraism begels. Ulgraism in all
Wings,  T'wo- wrongs. U ank right, is'a
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&c. for'sale-at this Office:
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