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Tr is no long time, respected reader, since - we communed to-
gether.  Yet how many mattcrs have happened since that peried,
which should give us pause and solemn meditation. W' are
still extant ; the beamg of our spirit will shinc from our eyes;
yet there are many who, since last my sentences catue to yours,
have dropped their lids for ever upon things of earth. Number-
less tics have been severed ; numberless hearts rest from  their
pantings —and sleep—** no more to fold the robe o’er secret pain.”’
All the deccits—the masks of life—2re ended with them.  Policy
no more bids them to kindle the eye with deceitful lustre—no
more prompts to semblance, which feeling condemns.  They are
gone |—¢ ashes to ashes, and dust to dust ;”” and when I think
of the number who thus pass away, 1 um pained within me 5 for
I know from them, that our life is not only ss a dream which
pdasclh away, but that the garniture, or the carnival of it, is in-
deed 4 vapor—sun-gilt for a moment, then coloured with the dun
hwes of deatii—or streteliing its dim folds afar until their remotest
outlines catch the imperishable glory of cteruity.---Such is life;
mado up of saccessful or successless aceidents ; ils movers and
aclors, from the cradle to three-score-and-ten, pushed about by

- Tate ; not their own ; aspiring, but impotent—impelled as by
visions; and rapt in a dreamn—which who can dispcl 2

v,

—

To those who lake every cvent in lhe:r lives as a matter of!

P48 spc(.ml prowdcnc-”——who make a- shop kecper: .and supercargo
‘1.oronmlpmcnw—-who refer to celestial interposition for the re-
covery of a debt, the acknowledginent of a larceny, or tie profits
on o hox of candley, or a bundle of ten-penny nails ; who perceive
omclhm«r more than a special providence in the death of a spar-

" row, or the fall'of a brick-Dat, sent from vagrant hand ; to those,
all nrgnmnent of reason would be useless, even if they who em-

ployed it were wann aund sincere, as 1 know Tam, in a belief ofl
the general watchfulness of my Creator over men's woe and
weal.  Dul, as in things that are of the earth carthy, there is but
a step from the sublime to the ridiculouﬁs, as was said by the great
cupt:\in of hisage, so0 it ﬁppears' l'o'me_it is with things ce!es(ii\}.
1L scems uupoml)lc for the hwman mtel:ecl to ﬂppr(:cme th.ntt
tryhn«v ubnqun_y of supervision “luc,h some credulous persons—=
more dwout han mtelh«renl——lmpute to the supervision of:the |l
Alnu«rhly T!mt Gpd is. evary whu‘e udm:ts of 'no dlsputa 3 but
! "when we ralmf ¥ hls dlscermnenls mLo the scrulm' ‘ol' those’ mi=
s utest muLters whnch wéuld ncmcol} ai(rnct fol 'inq'n'.' iime' ob-
o -ininded ‘men, we cu,ate an’ .moum]y whxch

.Sc:r\'utmh even of \0
hns, m propornon to ity mdlﬁe:enw, an dnpeLl uffnvolny, ani. an:
o ntllludn of - (,ommou-p!nce 11 seems to establishor defend’ that'
-"'thcm‘), which ‘pronourices - that whatever 45 is nrrht.
. phrase of I'ope g which in my humble opinion ', ‘contains much
more poetry than philosophy,’
‘ right, does away, in my poor sense, with all true appreciation of,
rectitnde and wrong. [t nullities the Deealogue. It the postulate
be true, why the tablets of the law, or that divine mountainons

Ilns i3 '1

T'o nmiaintain that oil which s, is!| \ :
. ‘the affirmative.

sermon?  VWhat need of statutes, or the jury of a man’s peers?
Why arraign @ man who abstracts the horse from Lis stable,
without a *¢ by y’rleave™ from the owner, or seduces a ram from
. the pasture, without clover or salt 2 YWhy shounld penitentiaries
be filled 2 Why Aaburn or Sing-Sing hear the groans of the pri-
soners 2 If all that s, is right, these priadnels ‘huve but done
their duly ; counterfeiting is but a pastime, thoufrh friitful 3 per-
©jury is o specws of verbal vomance, sanctified hy a kiss on calf or
- sheep-skin ; larceny and burg! lary, the acts of bricf visitors who
’ mnl\e strong allachinenls ; and even murder itself, a modification
'of the corde of honor—a kind of « popping the question®” in the
gtjent matter of the future ; sometimes put with leads to the aorta,
or with steel 1o the jugulaz.

But while I impagn the philosopliy of Pope, in the phrase here-
in before mentioned, let me not arraiem his verse, or cast one
doubtfal shade upon thz brightness of his thoughts, or the sweet
harmony of his numbers.  How often have their cadences satis-
fied my ear, and cnricked my mind!  In his Eloise, the netnal,
solemn swell of the music which distracted the nun betwixt the
choice cf Earth or Ieaven, scews pouriug from the stream.  He
brings to my mind those sanny seusons when my sense ol har-
mony, though less acute, was perhaps more rapturous, than now ;
when the rustle of leaves, the casual trills of summior birds, the
chiming dancc of waters, and the zephyrs, floating from the fra-
grant south or balmy west, seemed (o breathe of the concords,
and herald the duleet airs, of Paradise. Sometimes, in the jost-
ling din and bustle of active life, I lose these harmonies for a
little season, and 1 feel oppressed with the spirit of discontent and
complaining—and could say within ‘me, as do the Hebrews in
their service of the morning of :thz ninth of Ab, lamenting the|
sweet ells lost (rom the priestly robes of Israel---the lostlanguage
of seers and poets---the ephod, aud the memorials-—¢* The voice
of wailing hath passed over my melodious psalteries ; wo isme !”’

Is there any poetry cqual in severe simplicity, aod quiet, na-
tural beauty, to thatof the Hebrews of Israel? I confess thatl

! city-

'lowing, as read in the Fast of the ninth of Ab.

think not. In his inspired wanderings, 1 can conceive that Shak-
speare walked as it were arm-in-arm with DMoses and the pro-
phets; with that complaining man of Uz, who held colloquies with
the Almighty, in whirlwind and storm. In truth, as I have pored
over some of the beautiful inspirations of the Dispersed of modern
days, they come to my spirit like ‘¢ the airs of Palestine.”’ Indeed,

.1 have had great doubts, when as I have overlooked the pages

which have been lent me by a Rabbiof the Synagogue---written
on one page with mysterious characters, and on the other with the
pure English version of those venerated Scriptures---whether the
renderings of Yarchiand Leeser, and others, were not more beau-

r'tiful than those which have given to usthe Word, from the sove-

reign command ofthe First Jaues of England. Let us list the fol-
¢« The lot of the
Lord’s inheritance is Jacob. He encircled him, and Le watched
him, and he guarded him as the apple of his eye.
stirrell up her nest, jluttereth her young, spreadeth ebroad her
wing, laketh them, bearclh ihem aloft on pinions, so the Lord
did lead him.”* And how cloquently do they complain ! ¢¢ Where,*
they ask, in their deep and Lriefest language, ¢ where is the resi-
dence of the Divine Glory ? the house of the Levitic order, and,
their desk ?  Where the glory of the fuithful city?  Where are
the chzejs of. thy schools, and where thy judges? Who arrange
the answers to them?—who usk concerning thy mysteries?
‘Where are they who walk in the puths of iruth, calighlened by
the br zghtness of thy shining 2’

There 13 something extremely touching in these Iqrnclmah la-
mentations. ‘They wete. wailed con amore and by the card. 1
truly believe, that all the sackeloth poetry of modern time ¢ ‘putil
together, woald give a mere dividend of the great capital of dolor
enuployed by the olden-time Hebrews. "They wept and. howled
copiously—yeca, abundantly.  T'here is something, after all, sacred
in sorrow. It has adignity, which joy never possesses. 'The
suflerings of Medea in Luripides—the scenes betwixt Andromache
and lector—the pangs of Virginins—these are remembered, and
will be when the glittering treasures of Cresus at Delphi shall be
forgotten, and the gay meusures of Gyges be lost to men. Ilere
is a strain in this kind—one that was spent at the close of a sum-
mer day, some year orso agone. It needs a little preliminary
blazon. ' '

You murt know, reader, that tlxerelietll, some lhree nnles ox'
50 irom Brolherly Lme---n clty of this cumment, a: delectable
-8, place ofbulml « Lnulel Hxll” by name. On a sweete
spof the sun never threw thc dn_) -8pring of the mormurr not the
b!ush uflhc cvemng wesl There lhe odors nnd cclora ofnatute

plOﬁISLI) repose’; there, to rest.of a spring.or summer afternoon,

on spine rurul Seat, iool\mw at trees, nnd dancing - waters, and the
J{like, you would wonder at that question of Dean Swift, addressed

‘on his death-bed, to-n fucnd at his side > ¢ Did you ever know
of any really good weatker in -this world ?” You would take
Well, thus I sang :

Tere the lamented dead in dust shall lie,
Life's lingering languors o’er---its inhors done 4
Where waving bonghs betwist the earth and sky,
Admit the farewell radiance of the sun.

Iicere the Jong concourse from the murmuring town,
With funeral pree and stow, shall enter in;

To lay the loved in tranquil silence down,
No more tosufler, and no more to sin.

And here the impressive stonc engrav cd with words -
Which Grief sententions gives to marblé pale,

Shall teach the Reart, while waterz, leaves and birds

. Make clieerful music in the passing gale.

Say, wherefore should we weep, and wherefore pour
On scented airs the unavailiug sigh----

While sun-bright waves are quivering to the shore,
And landscapes bloomring---that the loved should die?

There is an emblem in this perccful scene---
Soon, rainbow colorson the woods will full;

And autumn gusts hereave the hills of green,
Assinks the year to meet jts cloudy pall.

Yet, when the warm, soft wiuds shall risc in Spring,
Like struggling dny-beams o'er u blasted heath,
The bird returned shall poisc her golden wing,
And liberal nuture break the spell of death,

Se, when the tomWsdull silence finds an end,
The blessed Dend to endiess youlh shall rise,

And hear the archaugel’s thrilling suminons blend
1t5 tones with anthems {rom the upper skies.

There slm]i the good of carth be found at last,
Wlere dazzling streams and vernal fields expand—--
Wlhere Love her crown attains—her trials past---
And, filled with rapture, hails the better land !

Thus I strammed the old harpsichord, from whick 1 have
aforetime, at drowsy hours and midnight iutervals, extracted a
few accidental numbers, (more pleasant doubtless to begst than
read,) ¢ sleepless myself, to give to others sleep !’

Well, thatis the only way to write without fatigue, loth to
author and reader. Inall that pertains in the petty businesses
which bow us to the routize of this work-day world, I am as it

!
As an eugle

were at home. _Iam distinctly a mover in the great tide of Action.
sweeping onaround me ;. yet when I enter into the sanctaary of
the muses, lo ! at one wave ofthe spiritual wand, this ““dim.
and igoorant present’ disappears. [ breathe a rarer atmosphere.
Visions of childhood throng upon my soul ; the blue mountsin-
tops--~the aerial circles of far-off landscapes---the hazy "horizon
of ocean-waters-—the wind-tossed verdure of summer-—the hills
that burst into singing—-and the sweet harmonies of nature-—-
Universal parent !---all appeal to my spirit. This dismember-
ment of the ideal from the actual, is a fountain of enjoyment,
which whoso knows not, has yet the brightest lessons of life to
learn. He has yet to enter that fairy dominion which seems the
intermediate territory betwixt the airy realms conceived of in this
iworld, and the more radiant glories of that undiscovered country

% from whose bourne
No traveller returns.”

There is something in ihe feeling, Léyond the impulses of fume,
beyond the ‘¢ mouth honor, breath,” which the falsest of the
world arc the most ready to bestow ; something beyond the
empty plaudits, the spurious honors, of the multitude, given to-
day---withheld to morrow. Anathemas a moment gone-—-lene-
dictions now--~these are the marks and signals of the multitude.
T would not seek their favor, for their disapproval isthe same in
the end. It is a curious truth, that no man realizes fame until he
is beyond it 5 that the_ tardy honors which men receive from king-
ily or from republican powers, generally cote too late to be ap-
Eprc-':cmted---m mthm too late to be of value

'

~Yet lhere is somethmw e\ceedmnl) colemn in the mutablln) ol'

aname. ’Tis indeed a vapor, which appe'lreth bat for.a little

‘}%hc known ?

i

I lll\e not’ this nl'o-.lf'ter dealh
£« Give it to me, if' I deserve

'season, and then vanisheth away.

irepute——this post-mortem vitality.
{it, while the breath of existence sports in my nostrils ; while T
tcan walk, and bear, and see, and jostle ‘n.m‘ohg men !”*" Such are
'my aspirations—malgre the littleness of it. To have antiquaries
‘puzzling themselves with one’s merits—supposing that they mighy
‘reach beyond his sepulture—~is to my mind adryand arid pros-
pect. One wantsto be quiet, "** To subsist in bones,”” saith- my
old fiiend, Sir Thomas Browne, ** dnd’ to be'put pyramidically
extaft, isa ﬁl!ac) m ‘duration. . ¥ ain 1=hcs, whu,h in the oblivion’
of Namea, Persons, Txmes, and Se\ea, h'xvc found untu lhem-
scl\ es a-fruitless contmuauon, and only nn:.e unm late po:.teru_y,
.1:. emblems of mortal vdnmeq, nnndotes 0[' pnde —;Ol)lxx'lun
blmdly scatterelh her.’ poppy ‘and: deals thh the. me-no v“oi men,
wnhout dlalmclmn 10 ‘merit; of’perpet'_ty. . W ho c.m but =.p|ty
the founder of&he pv\am\ds’ - Hefostralus lwes \hm. lmmt“
temp'e of’Dlana—hc is nlmost lost that butlt it

TJme lmd spured‘
the epltaph ofAdnan shoxse---confuunded that of hlmspif A
vain we compute- our ﬁahunce ln the dd\anmue of onr. "ood namr."
since bad have cqlml durations and T llemtea is like 1o live as.
lonrr us Agamemuon, witheut (he fivor of the 1‘sul an RL‘"I:-
“The Canaanitish woman lives more happily without 1 mme
llmnllcrodxaa with one ;5 and who had not rather have been the
.z00d thiel than Pileic 2 Who knaws whethier the best of men
Or whether there be not more remarkable persons

lurgot, than any that stand remembered in the known account of
Y— Ollepod,

Aime

EXPOSURE OF THE SI1CK I'N INDIA

Hlndoo= are extremely anxious to die by theside of the Gunges.

,Hm 1]1ev wmay have lheu sins w: 1shcd away in their last moments.

Vhen a person is on the pomt of death, his relations cnrry himn
on « litter to'the bank oflhe river, ‘The ]nlcr counsists - of some.
bamboos fastened together and . slun«r on ropes. Some persons
are carried many miles to the river, and this pra"llce is often at-"
tended with very grievous circumstances ; a person in his last
agonios is dr.'lvgged from his bed and {riends, and carried in the

'eoidest or in the hottest weather, frotn whatever distance, to the
} - > . - » .
river side, where he lies, if & poor man, withouta covering day

or night, till he expires ; and not only this, but in his lastagonies he
is put up to the middle in water, and the water poured down him,
Leaves of the toolsee plant are also put in his mouth. Ilis re-
lations who carry him to the river call upon him to repeat, and
repeat for him, the naumes of Rama, HHuree, Narayuna, Bramha,
Gunga, cte. While he has life and the power of speech, he him-
sell repeats one or other of these names. In some cases the
family priest goes to the riverside, repeats some incantations, and
makes an offering to Vocturunee. Ifa person should die in his
house, and not by the river side, it is considered as a great. mis-
fortune, as he thereby loses the benefit of the goddess in hisdy-
ing moments. I a person choose to die at howe, he is sure to
leave a bad nume at his deoth. YWhat the sick and dying suffer,
by being exposed toall kinds of weather, in the open air on the
banks of theriver, and in being choked by the sacred waters in
their last moments, is beyoad expression. The wish to get rid of a
burden is another reason. There isno public provision made for
the old or infirm. Allwho are past labour become dependent
upon their relatives ; and the consideration of the expense may
possibly make them wish to rid themselves of an incumbrance ;

especially when it can be done n a way, which, instead of ap-



