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Love me with all thy sweetness
And cast forth into the night,

The joyless thought within my soul,
Veroal gpicit of Light!

J. G. Ascagn,
Montreal, April, 1863.

THE RETURN.

See o’er yon onks, those ruin’d walls
Speak of days long forgot ;

Yet there is one who dreams them o'er,
He owns a wand’rer's lot,

With heavy eye, by tears obscur'd
He scans the reeling tow'r:

Oh1 thousand days of happivess—
Could he recull one hour !

Slowly he climbs the winding path,
Lingering unear the groves,
Where steals ns silv'ry filument,
The brook he dreads—yet loves, .
*Twas here the fatal sword be drew:
His frivnd had fallen here,
Hate vanish’d with that mortal blow—
Now friendship claims a tear!

See, bow that sore oppressed heart
A fond emotion sways ) -
'Twas here, ker love was pledg'd to him,
In bless’d and happy days.
Hark, hark! what long remember'd voice
Now calls in musw/'ring tones?
Oh! would it were her voice ngain—
*Tis but the Brook who moans!

QOb, Wanderer, how chang’d the scene !
Thou, too, how alter’d now !

Friends, youth, and home, all past away—
A stranger here art thou!

*Tis thus that passions o’ an hour
The fairest life may biast,

When erring Honor stuops to crime,
Tho’ Justice weep o'ercast.

A.E. P.
Montreal, May, 1863.

THERE SHALL BE NO MORE DEATH —IN HEAVEN.

There shall be no more fading of the flowers,

No Autumn winds shall lay the beauty low ;
There shall be no more death of joy-winged hours,
No burial of bope, as here below.

Love shall not die, where all is living love ;

There the heart grows not steange, or weak, or cold ;
For gricfs wild blast shall blow no more above;
There friends 8o cling to, fade not—wax not old.

There i3 not heard the steahby step of him
Who placing icy hand on heart and brain,
Makes the old landsecape of our lifea1ay dim,
And wings the spizit from its howe of pain.

There shall be no more death! Not then as now,
Will be the nameless shudder—the regret

Of bearing sin's deep stain upon the brow—
Death’s warraut for the deed he stays as yet!

A glorious life, untinged by thought of death!

Then shall we lice when ouce that buurne is ours
Where fell disease ne'er stops the labouring breath—
Life, bappy life—amid the unfading flowers!

SCIENCHE.

The wonders of the Xcavens.

(Lecture delivered in the College of Lachute, Feb., 1863.)

Many are the subjects with which man meddles, and on which
he exercises his mind. He has his subjects of art and subjects of

science ; subjects taken fiom the world around him, and many
from worlds abave him,—subjects terresttial and subjects celestialy
subjects relating to time, and subjects pointing to eternity. Some
of these lin within the grasp of his mind ; if others, he can neve

give but a twilight view; and of how many does he try to say
something, of whose truths and verities he actoally knows nothing.
Yetof all how many have an improving and an intellectualizing
effect, when rightly handled—giving the mind of man a higher
wonld. character and cast ?--Few have not their wonders—and
not a few are ull wonders together; and of which the one selected
for your ententainment, wanks igh,  Olall the subjects with which
man deals, that which directs his mind to, and opens up to it, the
high sutlimties of ereation, is one of the most interesting and
attractive,—tending much 1o give the mind an elevated tone, and
foster exalted thovabts of Him who created the hezvens—~and by
a word brought thesr hosts into being. To some of these wonders,
let our attention for a little be directed.

[t is mght. A while ago the sin tinged the western horizon with
his last golden beams, and sank to rest behind the distant hills,
Earth has deawn ronud her the sable robe ot darkness.  The ham
of the busy-on-going world is silenced—nature is hushed 1o repose.
Dirkness “teigns around,  Day has its peculiar charms: so has
night. Day shows us earth ; mght reveuls to us the heavens.
Day decluares the greatness of our world 3 pight, the majesty and
immensity of the Cieator’s universe.  Day awakens ihe harmonies
of earth 5 wmght the music of the spheres. We cannot look upon the
ahittering bosom of the heavens, without being beguiled mto medi-
tation on s wonders, It is true the great mass of maukind, are
indifferent 10 the charms of these scenes. The greater number
of ub-crvers see nothwag but a vast canopy mantimg the mx'obe,
sparkling with brilbimt atoms.  To them it is a scene of only gay
ad gorzeous confusion, in which no law can be recognized,—a
filting dome, perhaps, for so noble a temple as caith, or a pave-
wment for heaven,

They look upon the stars simply as jewels of light set in a frame-
work of ebony 3 they can see no end answered i their existence,
at all commensurate with the maguitade and extent of the agency
emmployed ¢ there is not a tithe of the beauty in their conceptions
that characterised those of the child, who described the stars as
<« eyelet holes m heaven, to let the glory throagh.”? And the most
imaginative of such gazers would not say winh Carlyle thit they
are ¢ street lanps to the city of God > or halting places in the
path to heaven.”
© Mauy there are who are neither uneducated nor thonghtless,
and who could give expression 10 a multitude of bright imaginings,
and lovely theughts abount the heavens, who could not give a lucid
eaplanation of the simplest laws by which the revolutions of the
orbs of heaven are directed 3 who conld not tell whether the stars
move or are tn & fixed position, whether they change their relation
to one ancther, whether they nise or not, whether the same clu-~ters
are displayed in summer as in winter.—Bot one who has paid a
very maoderate degree of attention to the revelations of astronomy,
contempiaies such a scene with 2 new order of interest : yes, even
he who 1s not a professional student of the science. In those
seemingly promiscuous assemblages of twinkling stars, he will be
enabled to tace regularity and harmony, where the ignorance of
the untutored, or the folly and faithlesness of the sceptic, can see
only the fortuntous disposiions aud arrangements of chance, he
cau find the tiuks of the most consmmmate design as

f e ieaves.. Globes wheel round,
Eacti drawing each, yet all still found
In once cternul system bound,
One order to futfil? .
and when he has iraced the intermingled threads of the warp and
woof that compose the texture of the shady mautle, starced all
over, when he has seen the modes of operation of combined and
conflicting forces to produce 2 harmonioug result, and when at
length, whe hine of rigid demonstration fails him, a reasonable
anxlogy takes the helm and he is guided into new fields of inquiry,
on which he may expanate ; and thus engaged in a tour of observ-
ation over the wanderfui woiks of God, his conceptions of the wis-
dom, power and zoodness of the Great parent and preserver of the
universe cominually expand, till overwhelmed by the variety aud
sublimnty of the objects of lus contemplation, he rinks down 10 the
consciousness of s own littleness, and seeks repose to his weared
facullies, in the homage of silent adoration, or cries out with the
words of the royal puet:
¢ Whea I consider the heavens, the work of thy fingers—
The moon and the stars, which Thou hast ordained s
What is man, that Thou art miudful of him? and the
Son of man, that Thou visitest kim 2
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