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TO A FAIR INFANT ON HER BAPTISM.
There is a fair and lovely flower, loveliest
of her kind.
That floats upon the quiet lake fanned by
the summer wind ;
That flower is seen at eventide to drop be-
neath the wave, :
And all nightlong she lies entombed within
her crystal grave.
But when, as rising in the east, the glorious
sun appears,
soon she 1ifts her head, and dries
‘her falling tears ; ;
And to his gracious quick’ning heams, she
hastens to unfold
Her petal robes of virgin white, and heart
of purest gold.
8o, like that lovely flower, baptised with
water and with fire,
May Lucy’s breast be washed from sin and
every vain desire ;
And everin her face may all celestial graces
shine, X
The sweet reflected beams of faith, and
hope, and love divine.
And oh! may He Who takes the lambs, and
folds them in His arms,
Protect and succour thee, fair child, and
keep thee safe from harms,
May no death sickness lie in wait to crop
thy beaunty’s flower, K
No secret worm within thy heart the joy of
life devour.
But oh! may goodness follow thee, and
mercy all thy days,
Be thine—the peace of those who walk in
wisdom’s pleasant ways :
Each hless'ng thine that hovers round the
Church’s hallowed dome ;
Anq every joy that blooms within the Para-
Aise of Home!
And when in thee the fruits of Faith are
ripenn’d for the skies,—
And when the little dream of life is dark’n-
ing in thine eyes ;
May angels hover round thy bed, and bear
thy soul away,
To realms of uncreated light, and everlast-

ing day !
—Penny Post. E. 8. W.
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IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WORSE.
(From Parker's Parochial Tracts.)

Oh, I’m a miserable woman, that I am!
a poor worn-out drudge! quite a slave!
s-rubbing and rubbing, toiling and moiling
in all manner of dirt and sorrow! As
soon as one set of lodgers is gone, another
coming in! No peace, no respite! And
Tom out all day, aye, and often half the
night too, with his boat! No help in
carrying the water, nor 1in beating the
carpets! And little Tom fretting so with
his teeth! Oh it’s a miserable world, and
this is a miserable place, and I’'m a misera-
ble woman? What a fool I was to leave
Ashton Hall, and . . . there’s the kettle
boiling over!

So did Ellen Day bemoan her lot; and
while she runs down stairs to look after the
kettle, the reader shall be made acquainted
with the nature of Ellen’s misfortures.
Like many other people, she had so few
real troubles that she was disposed to
indulge herself m imaginary ones. She
had allowed herself to complain so much
about trifles, that without being aware of it,
she had grown very discoutented, and was
making herself, and every one who had 1o
do with her, uncomfortable.

Now that she was no longer in service,
she was continually comparing her present
condition with what it had been at Ashton
Hall ; all the while she was there, she was
always full of misfortunes. It was too hot,
or too cold, or the place did not agree with
her; or the country was so dull; or she
had engaged herself for a nursery-maid’s
place, while her talent was in the kitchen;
in short, every thing went the wrong way,
and nobody, according to her way of think-
ing, had ever so many troubles and vexa.
tions as herself, and in looking forward to
a future when she should be her own
mistress, and have her own way, and then
nothing would go wrong, and nobody would
cross her. “Service is no inheritance,”
she would say, “that’s my only comfort.

It was well named Sunny Nook ; for its
full southern aspect, and the lofty elms on
either side of it, and the high cliff at the
back, made Tom Day’s villa the warmest
and most sheltered lodging-house at Win-
terbourne. In its garden the myrtle and
scarlet geranium lived through the winter,
and the blue prison flower hung in festoons
from pillar to pillar in the little verandah.

It had all that nature could give it to
make it a bright and sunny dwelling ; but
unless we have sunshine in our own breasts,
our outward blessings are given us in vain,

Through every season of the year, Tom
Dav’s house had a succession of lodgers,
and each family as they quitted it expressed
to Ellen the wish that they could always
live in such a pleasant place, and con-
gratulated her on having her lotin life cast
there. At first she would blush and smile,
and her eyes would sparkle at the con.
sciousness of her happiness. « Yes,” and
she thanked God for it, “she had a good
husband, and they were doing well, and it
was a beautiful place, and they had every
thing to be grateful for.” By and by, she
used the same words, but they seemed like
a mere form, and as if they did not come
from her heart ; there was no smile, and
her eyes did not sparkle. At the year's
end, she “was sure she was very glad if
the family were satisfied, but all places
were very much the same to her.”

On the morning of the day on which our
tale commences, she had received the fare-
wells of her last lodgers with a curtesy,
and their praises of Sunny Nook with a
sigh of resignation.

The black spot had spread. A casual
infirmity of temper was growing into a
confirmed habit. No resistance had been
made to the tempter, and the poison of the
sin of discontent was spreading through
Ellen’s whole character, and making her-
self and her husband wretched.  Without
being aware of it herself, she was growing
p evish and complaining, and without a
trouble in the world save those of her own
making, was foud of talking as though
fortune had a spite at her, and as if she
had ¢ worse luck than any.body.”

A sharp fit of the toothache wonld have
been a positive blessing to her, if it had
befallen her in the first month of her mar-
riage. The fact was that she was really
t0o happy ; she had a husband who doted
on her, and made every thing smooth to
her. It is a sad thing to say, but her very
mercies had made her ungrateful. ~ So
true is it that the safest and least danger.
ous path for a Christian is one in which
all things do not go well with him. So
needful is it for our own personal happi.
ness, no less than for our spiritual ad.
vancement and growth in God’s favour,
that we should obey the injunction of our
blessed Lord, ¢ If any man will come after
me, let him deny himsclf, and take up his
cross daily, and follow me.” Weall need
a daily oross; and if we do not find crosses
ready provided for us, we had better make
them than be without them. Only, if we
desire a blessing on them, we must take
good heed what the materials are from
which we make them. We may make
our erosses out of self-indulgenne, (as poor
Ellen did ;) Scriptare teaches us to make
them out of self-denial. And we must
remember this too, that we have no right
to make crosses for others.

Ellen’s infirmity had been a sore eross
to her busband. For a ‘ong while he could
not understand how it could be that such
little matters as she declared to be t'is
source of her vexation could be a trouble
to any body. At first he tried to laugh
her out of 1t, but he soon found that the
would not do. Then with ready good
humour, he endeavoured to lighten her
domestic labours, or whatever happened
to be the cause of her trouble, by under-
taking them, so far as he could, himself.
Many a job in house and kitchen did he
do, which never fishermen was seen to do

If T were but settled for life I should be
bhappy.”

And before very long she was settled
for life, About two years before the events
which we are about to record took place,
the family from Ashton Hall moved for
the summer season 1o the sea.side, and
took up their abode at Winterbourne,
which, as all the world knows, is one of tae
most delightful spots on the Sussex coast,
a bright sheltered nook, in a little bay or
rather cove of its own, with a long row of
villa-residences built at the foot of a lofty
cliffy and with a wide expanse of firm white
sand in front.

Being a good fishing station, there are
plenty of boats, and where there are boats
there must be men to manage them. The
Ashton children passed a good deal of their
time on the water, and it was soon ob-
served that a certain Tom Day had ac-
quired the exclusive privilege of carry-
ing the young Ashtous out at sea, and
further, that when he came up to Sea View
House for orders, Ellen Mason was seldom
out of the way. A fine, sturdy, good-look-
ing fellow was Tom, with a merry laugh.
ing eye, and arlv honest, Opélll’, saill;)r-lil;e

anee suppose en thought
AR e S o, it vo had .
wife, would know how to take care of
her: and, as soon as he dared, Tom
let out that he was pretty well to do
in the world, and every year was doing
better ; that Winterbourne was a growing
place ; that a lodging-house (and there
were one or two of them on sale) would
be a safe investment for money, and that if
he could but find a wife to take charge of
it, he should be a happy man. And if, in
addition to all this, he told Ellen that he
admired her more than any one he had ever
seen, and that he was over head and ears
in love with her, he said no more than he
felt, and than he had good cause to say,
for barring a slight shade of discon'tem
which now and then passed over her face,
Ellen was a very pretty girl, and whal
is more to the purpose, a well-principled
and well.disposed one ; so that when upun
enquiry and further knowledge, she was
satisfied that Tom was a good man, and
likely to make a kind husband, she con-
trived to let him koow that she did not
care how soon Ellen Mason became Ellen
Day.

’{‘he autumn of that year had not passed
into winter, before the young Ashtons had

one home with a new nursery maid, and
%llen's savings were helping to furnish
« Sunny Nook” (so the new purchase was
called) with beds and carpets, tables and

before. His neighbours laughed at him,
and told him that his fingers were thumbs ,
but little cared he what was said, if only
he could see her happy, and not hear her
incessantly complaining.

However it was all to no purpose ; and

when Tom found that in spite of all his
efforts to make her comfortable, Ellen still
persisted in talking as if she were a
miserable woman, he began to grow callous
to her imaginary miseries. Certainly it
made his home very uncomfortable at
times ; but (so he consoled himself) ¢ it
was only her way ;” and he determined
not to mind it. So when she began to
complain, he put his hands in his pockets
and began to whistle, or put his hat on
his head, and went down to his boat. This
did not mend matters : and by degrees the
way was preparing for that miserable state
of things in which husband and wife are
glad to escape from each other’s presence,
instead of finding mutual society, help, and
comfort. Ellen grew more peevish and
complaining; and Tom became  indiffer.
ent to his home and all things connected
with it. He was happier when buffetting
with the winds and waves than at his
own fireside ; and Ellen was happy no
where ; and this, simply because she had
given way to a discontented spirit, which
grew upon her more and more, and at
times persuaded her that her very life was
a burden to her.
The kettle, which by boiling over, had
interrupted the course of Ellen’s lamenta.
tion, was speedily removed from the fire,
and the work of preparing her house for
fresh lodgers proceeded. Even in her
grumbling, Ellen had a pride in her house,
and unknown to herself, she had a great
deal more interest in it, and every thing
connected” with it, than she believed her.
self to have.

Grumbling had become a habit to her,
and so as soon as she resumed her work,
she resumed her grumbling. Yet it was
not without a feeling of sutisfaction that
she looked upon her pretty paslour, when
the labours of the broom and duster were
concluded.

« It is a neat place, I will say that for it,
when it’s properly cleaned up. There is
some comfort in seeing a house look as it
should, tho’ I’'m worn to death with clean.
ing it.  Dear! dear!" if I lived any where
but in a lodging house, how happy I should
be! But these lodgers, coming in one
after another, they’re always making some
mess or another, and never think of the
trouble they give. And the sea, that's
another thing, as bad or worse than the

chairs.

lodgers : it spoils every thing, and fades

every thing, and wets every thing. Who
would have thought that it is ouly a week
ago since I cleaned these windows, and
now,—ugh ! one can hardly see through
them for the salt on the glass!” So say.
ing, she threw open the folding doors
which opened out into the garden, and
began to clean the windows. ¢ Never
saw such a mess in my life! Who would
ever have thought I should have to take to
window.cleaning? I am sure I never
cleaned windows at Ashton Hall. What
a fool I was to leave it! What could have
tempted me to come here ?”

« Why, you fell in love with me, and
could’nt help ycurself, you know,” said a
good natured voice behind her.

Ellen could hardly resist a smile in
spite of herself, and the tone of her hus.
band brought back a vision of days that
had long pussed away.

“1 wish you would not make one jump
so, Tom, I thought you were going out
fishing.”

“ So I was, and so I am, but I ran home
just to get my glass, and tuke a look at
that schooner there.”

“Did you never see a schooner before ”’

<« She’s Dutch built, that’s evident,” ob-
served Tom to himself, as he gazed
through his telescope, without paying much
attention to what his wife was sayiog,
“and if the haze would clear away a bit, I
should see more of her.”

% Why, what’s the matter with her ?”’

“] don’t know that anything is the
matter with her, but I can’t understand
why she keeps beating about in that
strange way, nor what her people are
doing.”

There was something about her which
was puzzling to Tom’s nautical experience.
At last he said in an unsatisfied tone,
“ may be they are waiting for a pilot,” and
he shut up his glass, but instead of tuking
it into the house, he put it into his pocket.

“Can I do any thing for vou, Nelly,
befure I go? he asked, addressing him-
self to his wife.

% No, thank you, Tom. You have left
me to do every thing by myself, and now,
when ali’s done, you offer to help me.
‘There are only the windows to be cleaned,
and you can’t do that, for you would break
every square you touched. If there’s a
thing on the face of the earth I hate, it’s
window cleaning.”

“ Why do you clean them so often then?”

“ Because, if 1 don’t, the lodgers will
gramble.”

“Let em grumble,” said Tom, ¢ don’
worry yourself about the windows ; when
they’re dirtiest, they are cleaner than at
the other lodging-houses, P’ sure.”

“Of course they are. You would’ t
have your house like Hogg’s lodging,
would you? People never stay there
more than a day or 1wo, because of the
dirt.”

« Well, then, don’t clean these windows
till you’re rested.”

“Rested!” exclaimed Mrs. Day, in a
very injured tone, *I'm sure there’s no
rest for me, Tom. I’ve never known rest
since I left Ashton Hall, and as for having
rest ever again till 'm in my coffin, the
thing’s impossible.”

And then to shew how impossible it was
that she ever could have rest, she began to
clean a large pane so vigorously, that in a
moment her cloth went through it, and the
glass was shivered to pieces.

self 1” cried ‘T'om, with great earnestness.

% Cut myself? no ; but there will be five
shillings to pay to the glazier, if there’s a
farthing.”

“ It might have been worse,” said Tom,
greatly relieved, « we might had to pay the
surgeon.  Never mind the glass.”

¢ ¢ Never mind the glass,” and ¢it might
have been worse” Why, Tom, you'd
make one thivk you were a fool, by the
way you go on at times. I do believe I'm
the unluckiest creature that ever was born !
Don’t you know there are new lodgers
coming in to-night, and don’t you know
there’s not a glazier within four miles of
us?  And then to go and say, ¢ It might
have been worse> You're enough to pro-
voke a saint, Tom.”

It was well for both parties that the con-
versation was here brought to a sudden
stop. Had it proceeded further, the quarrel.
which seemed to have been long impending
would have been the result. Day was
wearied out with his wife’s fretfulness, and
her womanly pride was piqued that she
could no lunger exert the same influence
over her husband now with frowns, as
formerly with smules.

Hurt and angry at Ellen’s hasty worde,
he had turned away from hes, and was in
the act of taking the path which led out of
the garden to the sea-shore, when once
more his attention was rivetted to the
schooner, which was now rapidly ap-
proaching the shore with her sails set. A
fresh wind was blowing, and during the
short time in which Tom bad been talking
to his wife, the vessel had come full into
sight.

The careless whistle which had been com-
menced with the view of hidiog deeper
feelings, stopped in a moment.  The tele-
‘scope was raised, as suddenly let fall, and
then in a voice which was choked with
agitation, the fisherman exclaimed, *Oh
Eilen, Ellen, look out yonder! As sure
as there is a heaven above us, that vessel
is on fire, aud the poor fellows are running
her ashore to save their lives !”

«QOn fire " cried Ellen, darting up, and
forgetting in a moment all her"silly pique,
« where, where 7 1 see no fire.

“No, no, that’s yet to come, but you see
the smoke, don’t you, driving across the
sails? you see how they’re steering the
vessel, don’t you? Would thgy steer her
so in broad day-light, knowing as they
must that in five minutes’ time they }vill
be aground within fifty yards of our cliffs,
if they had any hope of saving their own
lives by any other means il :

[t was but too cvident: even while he
spoke the mass of smoke surroundin.g the
ill-fated vessel grew thicker and thicker.
The hatches had been fastened down to
prevent the approach of air to ll.hf flames,
and to retard the progress of ignition ; but

it was a question of time, that was all,
whea the fiery element would burst forth.
Without saying another word, the husl_mnd
and wife ran out of their garden, and in a
minute more were upon the beach, whither

“ Are you hurt? Have you cut your- | jets of white, and green, and ruddy flames,

It was about noon: but the month was
November, and heavy clouds were drifting
across the sky, and obscuring the sun,
which, however, gleamed forth at intervals.
The tide was going down, and the firm
white sands were thronged with the popu-
lation of the little village,

Nearer and nearer came the vessel, and
every instant the smoke, black as ink,
poured forth in denser masses from every
cranny of escape, eddying round the white
sails, spreading over and obscuring the
deck, and then, stretching out in a long.
low line above the waters, darkened both
sea and land.

Nearer and nearer it came, and gradu-
ally, as it approached, was heard a sound
which still grew louder and louder, till it
rose above the howling of the wind, and
the tumult of the waters dashing over
a line of rocks in the immediate neigh-
bourhood. It was the angry roaring of
the pent-up flames, writhing and strug-
gling to burst forth, raging like wild beasts,
greedy of a prey, which some obstacle
detains for a moment from their grasp.
The squall increased ; down came the
rain in torrents; but the nnxious crowd
upon the shore stood motionless, one sight
in their eyes, the fated vessel, one sound
in their ears, a sound which rung in them
for weeks after, the indignant bellowing of
the bafiled fire.

Baffled for a short space only! for at
the moment she grounded, the force and
shock of her keel cutting its way into the
sand and then meeting a sudden and com.
plete resistance to all further progress,
seemed to have the effect of causing the
tunbers to gape, and of removing every
obstacle which hitherto had hindered the
visible ascent of the flames. Within a
mivute the whole space about her stern
was a mass of fire, lapping up every ob.
ject within its reach, curling round the
masts, running in tongues of flime among
the rigging, darting the balls of fire from
point to point, till every part and portion
of the schooner was wrapped in fearful
conflagration. The rain continued to fall
heavily, the waves beat over the ship, but
not the slightest check appeared to be
given to the devouring element. For a
brief space the fire was less bright, for the
wind was now veering about coutinually,
and sweeping in eddies round the vessel
carried the smoke with it, and obscured
every object. So things continued for a
quarter of an hour or more, and then
the wind having shifted and blowing
steadily off the land, the progress of
the fire became visible once more. By
and hy there was a loud explosion, which
caused the affrighted crowd to hurry away
in all directions; then another, and an-
other, and then some portion of the stern
gave way, and there issued from the open-
ing a calaract of liquid fire, which ran
over the sands, (for by this time the
retreating tide had left the vessel stranded,)
rolled through a low barrier of rocks and
sea.weed, till it forced its way into the sea,

being exhausted. And no wonder ! for the

of turpentine and rosin.
the heat and glare of the flimes was so
insupportable, that none could approach the

at extinguishing the fire were hopeless, to
save any thing was impossible, and the

and a cloud of inky smoke which stretched

of the good ship “Rebecea.”

And what meanwhile had been the fate
of the crew ! By God’s great mercy, not
one of them perished.  Though scorched,

of the turpentine, they were able to remain

the flimes burst forth, Then they leapt
over her side into shallow water.  And
so it came 10 Pass, that they all escaped
to land.”

And no sooner did these poor foreigners

consent they fell upon their knees, while,
in some brief and well.known form of
prayer in which all joined, their captain
offered up in their native tongue, for him.
self and them, a lhanksgiving to God for
their deliverance.

It would have been well if the crowd
around them had dowe the same: but we
English are miserable victims to false
shame. However, there was a solemn
s lence ; men removed their hats from
their heads; and down more than one
weather-beaten cheek an unwonted tear
was seen to ghde. But when the poor
fellows rose from their knees, they were
almost stunned with a hiarty cheer, and
kind words and offers of assistance (can
there be such children of hell as % wreck-
ers” any where ?) were pressed upon them.,

The captain stood for a minute, among
his crew, gazing at his blazing vessel,
silent, unable to speak : and then turned
calmly to an officer of the coast guard who
was already on the spot, and who with
Tom Day and others, were condoling with
the sufferers on their misfortune, “ We
must submit,” he said, in such broken
English as he could muster, “ things might
have been worse.”

“ Well master,” said Tom, “there are
not many men, [ reckon, who would think
of that, if they found themselves in your
condition.”

“ Nay, my friend,” rejoined the captain,
“things are bad enough, and we have had
a bad time altogether, but our good Gud
has not forgotien us. We have had yellow
fever on board since we left America, but
only one of the crew died. Our ship might
have taken fire in the midst of the Atlautic,
and then we should have all perished.
Nay, if it had happened only yesterday,
there was such a fog off your coust, that
the chances would have been all against
us,  Oh, it might have been worse! The
ship might pot have been insured, but,
thank Gud, she is, so my poor wife and
children will not be beggared. We might
have run her among rocks, and been
dashed to pieces in trying to land. We
might have landed among men who would
be more disposed to plunder than to help
us. Oh indeed, good friends, we have
much to be thankful for. Bad as things
are, they might have oeen worse1”

“I can’t get these poor fellows out of

fatal spot within many yards. All atternpts | the :
cipline, must, at some time or other, have

crowd of villagers could only gaze upon | ¢

out to sea for miles, till the returning tide | €
swept over @ few charred and hissing | €8¢

timbers, which were all thai then remained | With eager 4
from the first creeping on the hands and

kuees, to the tip-toe journey round the

reach the shore, than with one impulse and | ¢ertain autuma day j

late in the afternoon he stood with her in
the garden of their quiet home. The wind
had lulled, the rain had just ceased, the
heavy clouds were passing away, the sun
was breaking forth with a mild evening
glow, and a bright rainbow spanning the
heavens, interrupted only in one spot by a
mass of black rolling smoke. “1 can’t get
these poor fellows out of my head ; I wish 1
could,”

“Do you?” replied Ellen. “Well, [
hope that I shall remember them to the
longest day I live. Oh Tom, Tom! how
ashamed of myself I feel! what a thaukless,
ungrateful wretch I have been! 1 have
been making miseries of my very mercies,
while they have found blessings in their
terrible misfortune. Oh, dear Tom, forgive
me. Help me, pray for me,; when you
see me giving way to my besetting sin,
remind me of yonder smoking wreck, and
I think by God’s grace, the recollection
will not come into my mind in vain !”

And it did not? And in a year’s time
Sunny Nook was once more the happiest
home, and Tom Day the happiest man in
Winterbourne.

pers ST

LITTLE FRANCIE.
WHEN THE SUMMER COMES.

I once knew a little boy, a little child of
three years old ; one of those bright crea-
tures whose fair loveliness seems almost
more of heaven than of earth—even a pass.
ing glimpse stirring our hearts, and filling
them with purer and holier thoughts. But
this, the little Francie, was more of a
cherub than an angel—as we picture them

‘—with his gladsome hazel eyes, his daz-

zling fairness, his clustering golden hair,
and his almost winged step. Such he
was, at least, until sickness laid his heavy
hand upon him ; then, indeed, when after
days of burning, wasting, fever.-hours of
weary restlessness—the liitle hand at last
lay motionless outside the scarcely whiter
coverlet of his tiny bed, the fair, siill head
pressed down upon the pillow, and the pale
face gazing with the silent wonder of re.
turning consciousness on the anxious ones
around it ; then, indeed, a bright yet pity-
ing look would flit across it, or dwell in the
anxious eyes—a look such as we assign 10
angels in our dreams, when some fond
fancy seems to bring them near to us,
weeping for mortal griefs beyond their
remedy.

It was such a strange sickness for one
so young—the struggle of typhus fever
with a baby frame; but lifc and youth
obtained the victory ; and quicker even
than hope could venture to expect, the
pulses railied, the cheeks grew round and
rosy, and the httle limbs filled up again.
Health was restored,—healthy but not
strength ; we thought this for a while.
We did not wonder that the weak limbs
refused their office, and still we waited on
10 hope until days and even weeks passed
by ; then it was found that the complaint
had left its bitter sting, and little Fancie

with which it appeared to mingle without could not walk a step, or even stand.

Many aud tedious and painful were the

cargo had consisted of hundreds of barrels remedies resorted to; yet the brave little
I a short time | heart bore stouly up, with that wonderful

fortitude, almost heroism, which all who+
have watched by suffering childhood, when
he tractable spirit bends to its early dis-

remarked. Francie’s fortitude might have
afforded an example to many ; but a dearer
lesson was given in the hopeful spirit with
which the little fellow himself noted the
ff. ct of each distressing remedy, marking
h stage of progress, and showing ofl’
gladness each step attained,

room, holding on by chairs and tible ;

then to the clinging of some loving hand ;
and almost suffocated by the dense fumes and then, at last, the graceful bulancing of

his light body, until he stood quite erect

on board till the Vvessel ran on shore, and | 2l0ne, and so moved slowly on,

It was in Autumn this illness seized op

the little one, just when the |eaves were

turoing and the orchard fruits becoming
ripe. His nurse attributed it all to his
sitting on a grassy bauk at play on one un-
but he in his childish
way, always maintained, “ [t was Francie
himself— eating red berries in the holiy
ower.” However this may have been,
the season and the time seemed indelibly
impressed upon his mind. In all his long
counfinement to the house, his thoughts con.
tinually turned to outward objects, to the
eternal face of nature and the season’s
change, and evermure his little word of
hope was this,—¢ When the Swmmer
comes,”’

He kept it up throughout the long winter,
aund the bleak cold spring, A fairy little
carriage had been provided for him, in
which, well wrapped up from the cold, and
resting on soft cushions, he was lightly
drawn along by a servant, to his own great
delight, and the admiration of many a
young beholder. But when any one—
attempting to reconcile him the better to
his position—expatiated on the beauty or
comfort of his new acquisition, his eager
ook and word would show how far he went
beyond it, as quickly interrupting, he would
exclaim, “Wait till the summer comes
—then Francie will walk again.”

During the winter there was a fearful

storm; it shook the windows, moaned in

the old trees, and bowled down the chim.

neys with a most menacing voice. Qlder

hearts ‘than Francie’s quailed that night,

and he,_uuable to sleep, lay listening to it

al‘l—quilet, b'ut asking many a question, as

his excited fancy formed similitudes to the

sounds. One time it was poor little children

cruelly turned outy and wailing ; then some-
thiog trifling, with is last hoarse cry; then

wolves and bears, from far off other lands.
Butall the while Francie knew he was suug
and safe himself; no fears diswrbed him
whatever the noise may have been.—
Throughout the whole of it he carried his
one steadfast hope, and in the morning
telling of it all, with all his marvellous
thoughts, he finished his relation with the
pever-failing word of comfort, ¢ Ah! there
shall be no loud wind, no waking nights
when once the summer comes !”

The summer came with its glad birds,
and flowers, its balmy air 3 and who can
paint the exquisite delight of the suffering
child that had waited for it so long?—
Living almost continually in the fresh air,
he seemed to expect fresh health and
strength from each reviving breath he
drew, and every day would deem himself

(for the alarm was already given) their
neighbours were hasteuing.

my head,” said Tom Day to his wife, as

capable of some greater efforty as if to

~

prove that his expectation had not been
in vain.

One lovely day he and his litlle play-
fellows were in a group smusing them-
selves in a part of the garden, when some
friend passed through. Francie longing
to show how much he could do, entreated
hard to be taken with them “along the walk
just to the holly bower.” His request was
granted ; and on he did walk, quick at first,
then slowly, slower ; but still upheld by his
strong faith in the summer’s genial influ.
ence, he would not rest in any of the offered
arms, though the fitful color went and came,
and the spasms grew more and more fre.
quent. No, with a heavy sigh, he admitted,
“’Tis a very long walk now ; Francie
must not be tired ; sure the summer has
come.” And so, determined not to admit

proofs around him, he succeeded in accon-
plishing his little task at last.

Thus the summer passed away, and
again came the changing autumn, acting
upon little Francie to a degree he had
never reckoned on, and with its chill,
damp air, nearly throwing him back again.
With a greater effort than before, he had
again tried the holly bower, the scene of
his self-accusing misdemeanour, as the
cause of all bis sufferings. He sat down
to rest; above his head, as the autumnal
breeze swept through them, *the polished
leaves and berries red did rustling play,”
and as little Francie looked upward toward
them, a memory of the former year, and
of all the timesthat has passed since then,
seemed for the first time mournfully to
steal over his heart. He nestled in closer
to his mother’s side ; still looking up, but
with thoughtful eyes, he said, * Mamma, is
the summer guite gove 7’

“Yes, my darling. Don’t you see the
scarlet berries, the food of winter for the
little birds 7”

% Quite gone, mamma, and Francie not
quite well 7

His mother looked away; she could
not bear her chiid to see the tell-tale tears
his mournful little words called up, or
know the sad echo returned by her own de-
sponding thoaughts. There was a moment’s
silence, only broken by the black-bird’s
song ; and then she felt as softa little kiss
upon her hand, and looking down, saw
her darling’s face—yes, surely now it was
as bright as an angel' s—gazing upward to
her, brightly beaming, brighter than ever,
and his rosy lips just parted with their own
sweet smile ngain,as he exclaimed in joyous
tones, —* Mamma, the summer will come
again 1”

Precious was that heaven-born word of
childish faith to the care.worn mother, to
cheer her then, and, with its memory of
hope, still to sustain her through many an
after experiment apd anxious watch, until,
at last, she reaped her rich reward io the
complete realization of her bright one’s
hope. Precious to more than her such
words may be, if bravely stemming our
present trouble, whatsoever it be—bravely
enduring, preserving, encouraging others
and ourselves, even as that little child—
we hold the thought, that as the revolving
year brings round its different seasons, as
day succeeds to-night—and even as surely
as we look for this, and know it—so to the
trusting, faithful heart there comes a time
it may be soon or late, it may be in this
transitery world, or it may not be until
we bave reached that glorious city, which
has * no peed of the sun, or of the moon
to shine in it,”” when all grief or grievance
will have passed away ; and so ’twill all
seem nothing, for the summer has come.
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A A A A A A N A A N A A A AN AAAAAANANAANAR

HERBERT MORTIMER,

BROKE R,

House, Land and General Agent,

No. 80, KING STREET EAST, TORONTO,
(Opposite St. James's Church.)

REFERENCE Kindly permitted to J. Cameron, Esq., 'T. G
Ridout, Esq., Jus. Browne, Esq., W. McMaster. Esq.,
P. Paterson, Ksq., Messrs, J. C. Beckett & Co., Bowes &
Hall, Crawford & Hagarty, Ridout Brothers & Co., Ross,
Mitchell & Co.

Twenty years’ Debentures constantly on Sale,at a liberal
discount.

T'oronto, October 1st, 1852,

T. BILTON,
MERCHANT TAILOR,

No. 2, Wellington Buildings,

King street. Toronto.
Toronto, February, 1852

M. ANDERSON,
PORTRAIT PAINZER.

N his tour of the British Provinees, has visited
Toronto for a short time, and is prepared to

receive Sittings at his Rooms, 108, Yonge Sireet.

Toronio, Dee. 10, 1852. 251f

WILLIAM HAY,

RCHITECT anp CIVIL ENGINEER,
REMOVED to 62 Church Street.

WANTED.
Two well educated YOUTHS as pupils.

ANGELL & Co’s.
PULVERIZED CORN STARCH.

~ For Culinary Purposes.

S now an absolute necessary to all House-
keepers Cooks, and Pastry-cooks. For in-
fants’ Food, Diet for luvalids, Cakes, Puddings,
Soups, Gravies, Blanc Mange, &c., it is indispen-
sable.

Price, 73d. for the lb. packets, with full In-

structions. i
If your Grocer does not keep it, apply to

JOHN A. CULL,
Starch Manufacturer, Front St. Foronto.

AN INDEX
TO THE
STATUZES OF CANADA,
Frow 3 § 4 Victoria to 12 & 13 Victoria, inclusive.

1840 to 8150.
COMPRISING all the Acts passed and Re-
pealed in Upper and Lower Canada, from
the Union Act to the close of last Session, to-
gether with a

CHRONOLOGICAL INDEX,
shewing the date of receiving the Royal Assent,

By ZAMELIUS IRVING,
BARKRISTER-AT-LAW.

Royal 8vo., Price One DoLLAR.
Parties desirous to obtain cop'es of the above
are requested to forward their names and ad-
dresses to the Publisher. The work can be sent
through the Post, at the cost of three or four
pence only, and will be mailed to any address on
the receipt of One Dollar—(Post-paid.)

HENRY ROWSELL,
Publisher.

5t

27-tf

King Street, Toronto.

fatigue in the face of the seasou’s bright |

130 and 132 King Street West.
(EsTABLISHED 1832.)
OWEN AND WOooD,
(FROM LONDON.)

Toronto, July 8, 1853. 50-12mo

TORONTO COACH FACTORY. | -

HOME DISTRICT

MUTUAL FIRE INSURAMCE COMPANY.
OFFICE—No. 71 King Street, Turonto,

INSUR_ES Dwellings, Houses,

Buildings, in general, Merchan

hold Furniwre, Mills, Manufactories, &e,
DIRECTORS :

JorN McMuRrricH, Esq., President.

James Shaw W. A B i
- A. Bal
Alex’r McGlashan, ' William dn;j::;ine’n
Joseph Sheard, Thomas Clarksgo, ’
Franklin Jackes, John B. Warre e
A. McMaster, B W. Smith -
’

J. RAINS, Secret
g5~ All losses promptly adjusted, -
Muil must be pest-paid. S oo L

Toronto, June 5, 1850. 21-tf
AYER’S
CHERRY PECTORAL
For the Cure of
Coughs, Colds, Hoarse-

% ness, Bronchitis,whoo
.[‘—Af?i- 2 35\ ing-cough, eroup, Astll:
C B T T8 and Comsumption.

MONG

tie numerous discoveri 0
has made 1n this generation 10 f:i'sililsact:eel:;:
business of life—increase jtg enjoyment, and
even prolong the term of human existence. none
can be narned of more real vajue to mar;kind
than this contribution of Chemistry to the Heal:
ing Art. A vast trial of its virtnes throughout
this broad country, bas proved without a coubt
that no medicine or co . binaticn of medicines
yet known, can so surely control and cure the
vumerous varicties of pulmonary disease which
have hitherto swept from our midst thousan 18
and thousands every year. Indecd, there is now
abundant reason to believe a Remedy has at
length beer found whieh can be relied on s cure
the most dangerous affections of the lupes Our
space here will not permit us to publish :n.y pro-
portion of the cures affected by its use, but we
would present the following opinions of’eminent
men, aud refer further enquiry to the cireular
which the Agent below named will always b.;
pleased to furnish free, wherein are full Pﬂl"ticu-
lars, and iudisputable proof of these facts,
From the President of Amherst Cyll,

brated Professor Hilckc:/‘c/f'.ge’ ok
“TJames C. Ayer—Six
your CHERRY PECTORAL ip my own cas?
of deep-seated Bronchitis, and am satisfied from
its chemical constitution, that it is ap admirable
compound for the relief of laryngial and bron-
chial difficulties. If my opinion as to its superior”
character can be of any service, you are at liberty
to use it as you thiok proper.

EDWARD HITCHCOCK, LL.D.

——

I have used

From the Widely Celebrated

Professor Silliman, M D., LI, D 9
Chemistry, Mineralogy, Yu/e’ ({’2}7{8:&0" of
Member of the Lit. Hist. Med. Phi?,. :
and Scientific Societivs of Amer-
ica and Europe.
“I deem the CHERRY PECTORAT, an ad-
mirable eomposition from some of the best arti-
cles in the Materia Medica, and a very effective
remedy for the class of diseases it is intended to
cure.”

New Haven, Ct., Nov. 1 1849
MAJOR PATTISON, President of ,rhe S C.
Se(r)n;{e,[!jlateﬁ he has used the CHERRY PEC-
TORAL with wonderful suce in=
flammation of the lungs. il

From one of the First Physicians in Maine.

. Saco, Me., April 26, 1849,
Dr. J. C. Ayer, Lowell. Dear Sir: Iam now
constantly using your CHERRY PECTORAIL
n my practice, and prefer it to any other medi-
cine for pulmonary complaint. From observa-
tion of many severe cases, | am convinced it will
care coughs, colds, and diseases of the lungs,
that_haveiput to defiance all other remedies,

I myanahlg‘ reeommend’its use in case of con-
sumption, aud consider it mue

known for that disease IR T
Respeetfully yours,

L 8 CUSHMAN, M.D.
PREPARED AND SOLD BY JAMES . AYER

Practieal Chemist, Lowell, Mass.
_ Sold in TORONTO by Lymas Brormers—
in Hamilton, by Hamilton & Kneeshaw :—ift
Kingston by E W. Palmer;—in Montres] by
Mr. Lyman & Co ;—in Quebee by Jos. Bowless
and by the druguists every where thronghout
the Provinces and United States, F;-ﬁm-
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PRINTING PRESSES AND MATERIALS-

HE SUBSCRIBER baving purchased 8
complete Printing Eslublishment, has du-
plicates of several crticles for disposal, which
he offers either for Cash or appruved, credits
The following is a list of a portion thereof :—
No. 4 Washington Press.

Medium do. do,

Double Demy Stanhope do.

Fount of Great Primer.

Do. Pica.

Do. Small Pica.

Do, Loug Primer,

Do.  Bourgeois on Long Primer.
Do. Brevier,

Do. Nonpareil.

Together with several Founts o
and Ornamental Job Ty pe,
and numerous other article

f Script, Plain
various Cuts, Chasesy
s

HENRY ROWSELL.

Toronto, August 25, 1853,

o=

“Ehe EYuren”

S PUBLISHED every THURSDAY MORN
. g 2 ) ING. b
l_lll«.Nl{Y_ ROWSELL, at his Office Wellmglon’
Buildings, King Street, Toronto, :

TER MS;

TEN SRILLINGS a year, if paid in advance ; TwgLvE
SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE if paid within six months ©
subscribing ; FipTees SHILLINGS if not paid till the end
the year.

hese rules will be strictly adhered to.

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Six lines and under, 28. 6d. for the fiy
7id for every subsequent insertion,
3s 9d for the first insertion, and |s.
insertion. Above ten lines, 4d. per
sertion, and 1d. per line for every su

e st insertion, and
Ten lines and under
for every subsequent
line for the first in-
bsequent insertion.

Adverti s sent in, uy - c
steuctions, wiil » Unaceompanied by written in=
corrc;ilngl ) Will oe inserted until forbid, and charged ac”

The followin
Journal :—

M. Qele & Son,...

g gentlemen act as AGENTS for this

g " $ilasgow.

’li‘lr.JS A. Acke_rly, Fyedericton, N.B.
- Scovil, Esq., Cambridge, *

Jomes Grover, ksq Woo stock, *

Mr. W, L. Averley St. John, ~ «

L. P. W. Desbrisay, Esq, Riclnibut:to “

Rev. Jas Hudson,,...,... blz’rnznichz",

EVERY DESCRIPTION OF BOOK
AND JOB WORK

January 12, 1850.
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