-
Tle: lifeless tenement o[' that dear - boy, as it burst upon the mo-
ther’s vision, seemed -to- convey an arrow: ‘to her heart. - When
the first paroxysm of grief had subsided, she laid ber ear to his
lips, as if unwilling to’ credit' the tale his pale countennnce bore.
“$he pat her band upon his breast, but she felt'no- beatmg there.
She placed the ends of her soft: fingers upon his brow, but it. was
cold. She uttered aloud his name—she listened —but the echo of
that name elicited no responding voice. - ¢ Then came the mis-
giving that her child was dend.’ She imprinted many a kiss up-
on his eheek, and hEl teurs mingled with the cold moisturé upon
Lis brow. [ler actions betrayed a fear that she could not ex-
press ha!f the anguish of her bosom. The silence that -followed
that scene, was like the silence of the sepulchre. Iiseeued of
too holy a nature to distarb, There was a charm in it—it was a
charm hallowed by the unrestrained gushes of a mothey’s love. -

Did you ever awaken, while on a bed of sickness, and find a

mother’s hand pressed closely npon your forchead? It is plea-
sant then to break thus from a dream, even when affliction is on
you. Yon are assured that you have at least one friend, that
that friend is o troe one. You are assured that il you never
again go forth in the world, you will die lamented, aud when
pain _and distress are-on you, an assurance is consoling., At
such a time, you can read more fully a mother’s feelings thas her
tongue can express them. The anxiety with which she gazes
wpon you—the tenderness with which she sympathx:es with’ you
—the willingness with which she supplies’ your want—all serve
to represent the secret workings of her heart. Buta molher s
love is unceasing. Ier children, as they advance in years, g0
out.one by one into the world, and are soon scattered in the di-
rections of the four winds of heaven, But though rivers may se-
parate them from her, they separate not the bonds of her aflec-
tion. 'Time and distance rather increase her anxieties. She
knows not the strength of her own attachments, until she becomes
separated {rom her offspring. Until she bids a chill farewell, her
nature remains untried. But at the drcad moment of separa-
tion, she feels the inflvences of her love—she feels the full
weight of the many treasures of uffection she has unconsciously
imbibed.

Who can Jook coldly upon a mother > Who, after the un-
speakable tenderness and care with which she has fostered him
throuzh infancy—guided him through childhood, and deliberated
with" him through the perplexities of opening  manhood, “can
- apeak n'reverently of a inother? . Her claims 1o hls aﬁ'ectlons -are
founded' i in; nature, and cold must’ be theh t tlmt an ‘den
Over'the’ grave'of's "2 fnend-—of aibrathet 'or sister, T wouldvp ant
1he primrose,. for it is “emblematical of youth;: ‘but over ‘that of a
mother, I 'would [let the green grass shoot up unmoleqted for

there is' something ‘in the simple covering’ which niture spredds'

“upon the grave, that well becomes the abiding place of decaying
age. ‘ Co

— et

WALKING AND STATIONARY ADVERTISEMENTS.

A very pleasant way of spending life in London, is for a man
to become an ‘¢ advertisement,’” ¢ither peripatetick or stationary.
If the foriner, he still retains the privilege of a snail-fike power of
Jocomotion, and muves along from one end of a street to the
other, encased in puinted, or printed and pusted wood, an-
nouncing to the public the discovery of some certuin preven-
tive agninst death in every shupe---the snperior polish of acer-
tain blacking---when and where such and such a line of coaches
or steamboats leave town und return, If stativnary, he takes his
place where two streets form an ungle';"~zmg!;'there, concealed
between two bhoards, from morn till night, amid the giddy whirl
and twieult aronnd, he passively exhibits his invaluable  staté-
ments to the public.  **Whata picce of work is man! How
noble in renson ! ---how infinite in facalties "’ etc. ete. The
truth is, thereis a scarcity of blank walls iri the business parts of
the metropolis, and the house-ends contain notices of < no ‘bills
t2 be stuck hepe,” urder penalty of prosecation ; trades-people,
theiefore, who depend on glaring announcements, have hit upon

the ingenious deviee of substituting a man for a house-end ; they

gethim, like Seug, the joiner, in the fumous tragedy of ¢ Py.|

And he does ¢ pre-
one from sunrise nnti! darkness relieves and reanimates him
and then, in the lungunge of honest Snug, he ~xclaims, (or might
exclaim)--- ' '

ramus and Thisbe,” to ** present a wall 1"
sent”’

“Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so;
Aud, being done, this Wull away doih go ?

A o,
Y,

You sometimes loso sight of the semi-vital prnperlres of those
wuoden eases. We were perusing one of themn the other morning,

when we perceived sumething vscillating at the top of the boards
in a very singular nmn_ner«-ﬁrst visible aqid then invisible. Look-
ing closer, in order to solve the myatery, we perceived a small,
meagre old woman standiag beside the announcement,with a piece
of bread und a-pot of something hot in her hand, doubtless a substja
tute for coffee, which she ever and anon handed in hetween the
boards.. Tt.was the advertisemnent taking its breakfast ! and every
time it put the bread or coffee to its mouth, the hend disappearcd
betwem the boards, and then emerrrcd Jgdm. The =Ighr. was not
a l'ngelher _ll.dncr_ous--- there wus a touch of humanity about it.

b ' -

The zid'v ertisenierlt

N

it was. ev:dent =wns, not

and thousands that passed it thruunh the o
there was:still thal small meagre figure coming creepmv lhrouah,
'mtermmable streets, " to; admmlster tu na neces»mes 3 still some,‘

*day,wnlhout a thounht ‘_' ; -51

one 10 slir the ﬁre fori it,- (1[‘ coals were nat 100 dear,) wheu lt‘ '(v en.tae; i

went home at evenmg It was'yet u few. degrees supenor to
actual wood or brick and mortar ‘ ' :

But it were an endlegs, nud, in many renpects, lrlcsome task~
to attempt to sketch ‘the: unheard-of shifts, and strauge means
resorted to for alivelibood in London. - Renlly some of them are
almost sufficient to stagger the faith in the virtue of our existing
social laws and convenants. - True is the proverb that ¢ one.
half the world knows not how the other lives.,”” W. Coz.

Frowers.—Who would wish to live withouat flowers? Where
would the poet fly for his images of beauty if they were to perish
forever? Arethey not the emblems of* loveliness and innocence
~—the. living type of all that is pleasing and graceful? We
compare young lips to the rose, atd the white brow to the radiant
lily ; the winning eye gathers its glow. from the vielet, and the
sweet voice is like a bee Lissing its way through flowers. We-
hung delicate blossoms on the sitken ringlets of the young bride,
and strew her path with. fra«rrnnt bells when she .leaves the
church. We place them around the marble face of the IATrow
coffin, and  they. become symbols.of our- af‘fectlous—-piedsures re-
membered and hopes faded, wishes fown and scenes cherished
the more that they can never return.  Still, we look to the far-
off’ spring in other valleys; to the eternal summer beyond the
grave, when the flowers which have fided shall again bloom in
starry fields, where no rude winter can intrude. They come
upon us in spring like the recollections of & dream, which ho-
vered above us in sleep, peopled Wltll shadowy beauties and
purple delights, funcy-broidered. Sweet flowers ! that bring
before our eyes the scenes of chifdhood—faces remembered in
youth, when Love was a stranger to himself! The mossy bank
by the way side, where we so often sat for hours drinking in the
beauty of the primroses with our eyes; the sheltered glen,
darkly green, filled with the perfume of violets that shone in
their intense blue, like another sky spread upon the earth ; the
langhter of merry voices ; the sweet, ‘song of the maiden—the
downcast eye, the spleadmrr qush, .the lus.-, ashamed at rts own
sound-—dle dli brouwht back to the, memory by o ﬂower. L

\ xch-it'fc B

_ Pnoennss oF THE EVGLISH” L

700, the Lord’ sPrayer began thas: | . =
¢ Tren ' fader thie’ att in heof'nas, sxe oel\n]gud thm noma, to

cymeth thin rich : sic thin willa suc'in, heofnus and in earthe.’?:

Two hundred ye'us after, thus :
< Thee ure fader the ert on heofnnm si thin mmacruhnl aod
Com thin ric. 83 thin willa on €orthan swa, on heoftum.”’

About two hundred years after this, i the reimn of Henry II.,
it was rendered thus, and sent over by Pope Adriun, an
Englishman :

“Ure fuder in Ifeaven rich,

Thy wame be hniled eber lich,
‘Thou bring us ty michell b]hb(‘,
Als hit in heavenly doc,

That in yearthe been it also,” ete,

Ahout two hundred years alter, in the reign of Henry L, it
runs thes :

“TFader thou-art in heaven blisse, .

Thine Helye name it wert the blisse ‘ L
Cumen and mut thy }\m"(]r'n, ‘ R
Thine holy wumm all doy, A I

In heaven and in earth .1150,

‘8o it shall be in tall well i¢ tro-=" ete. = .

I the reign of Henry VL it began thas:
s« Qur fader that art - heavens, linllowed be thiname; the
l\mtrdom come 1o thee ; be thee will donc, m earth as in hul-

ven,’’ ete.

In 1537, it hegan thus:

<<, our father who art in heaven! hallowed he thy name.
Thy will be fuifilled as well in earth

Visitant.”

Let thy kingdome come.
us it is in heaven,’’ etc,.—

Tue Restivg Prace.—*So man lieth down, and riseth
not—till the heavens be no more, they shall not awake or be
raised ont of their sleep.”

. However durk und d1sconsohte the path of life _inay hnve
heen 1o any man,- there is an- hour .of deep and quiet repose at
hand, where the body may sink into’ a dreamless slumber. Let
notthe imagination be startled if this resting place, 'knsre'ud ofa
bed of down, . sh.}.ll be the bed of gravel, or the roc! ky pnvement
of the tomb. .No.-matter. where . :the poor. remains of wearied
fm".n may he, the -repose. lS "deep and undlstulbcd——lhe serrowful
hosoin heaves no, more——lhe tears are dried- -up in- thexr fountams

—the aching head is at rest,. and the stormy waves of, em'lhly

tribalation roll. unheeded  over the plar'e iof graves. Let: armies

~In :th‘e" {yéax’_ :

'champlun at least. to hold her colours

‘the twilight of a fine evening, -

mind. culuvuted a9 natiire meam it to- be therer is notfonly dehgh
in contemplatmw the: aublumty ofﬂ'lhe endless sea,, or’ eve'l

"wen us in vam, and 1f we are constantly al
never be.in \vuntofsub_]ects oi‘ugreeable con
be habitually ‘cheerful.— Caplain’ .Baszl Hall

BIDLICA.L ‘THEOLOGY-—As to: your pr

reading, without wrong to the clzums of health and ocial relaxn-‘
tion, there is one department of Lnowledge, ‘which, Jike' an- nmplo
palace, contuins within itself mansions for- eve:y othér Lno\w-
ledge ; which deepens and extends the interest uf'cvery other,
gives it new charms, and additional purpose ] the study of whlch
rightly and liberally pursued, is beyond any other entertmnm

bcyond all others tends at gnce to tranqurhse and t,nhven 0 keep

he tlmt ple ds agmnst s+
truth, takes pains to be overthrown & 3 Ol 1i'o. conqueror, gmns bnt
vain-glory by the conquest. ——Qum’les. . R,
Narvure.—Surely there is. nothing in the world short of tho
most undivided reciprocal attachment, that has such power over.
the workings of the human heart, as the mild sweetness of natute. -
The most ruflled temper, when emerging from the tosvn, \'v‘ill. sub- .
side into a calm at the sight of an extended landscape reposing‘ in-
1t is. then that the spirit ‘of ‘peace .,
settles upon ihe heart, ‘uufetters the thoughts, and- elevates the "
soul to the Creator. Ttis: then that we. _bebold the. Pment of the .,
umverae in hzs worl\s e, see lusrﬂrandeur m enrlh sen, sk

tinet to’ lhemsel s nud reduce the sub_]ects ofour‘aorruws

'mxxety to thexr Just mawmtude f'or our own conlemplahon L
C’olcrzdwe ,

"An E\'rnr.cr.—I'xrtue Bas resources buned m ltselF whr b
we know not ull the mvndmg hour calls them f'rom lheu' retreals. :
Surfounded by hosts without, and when nature xtself tnrned
fraitor, is its most deadly enemy wlt]un ; it usqumes a. new and |
superhuman power, which is"greater than nature ltself W’hat- .
ever be its ereed, whatever bo its sect, (‘mm whutever se"meut
of the g]obe its orisons arlse, virtue is God s :emprre, “'},‘] from
hxs throne he wﬂl dcfend it. Thourrh cust ;nt' a 'dlstnnt earlh,

engage in fearful conﬂrct over the very bosoms of the “pale na-

1
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