~ of life to the depths of the soul, and which lays open its
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. conjoined with what awakens strong emotion; and the most
ptirring 13 the most popular poetry, even though it issue
. from the desolate soul of o misanthrope and a litertine,

jts own spirit. Bacon died, butthe human understanding,

 quiring -after truth, hus-kept .on .its. course; successfully |
and. glononsly

THE PE RL
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aa the geand excellencies of - c:nch But in the . progresas
of xnenml cultivation, intellectunl and moral force in man,’
conatitutes n fur higher clain to congidetation than that of’
bones and sinews; and she, woman, who, in these times,
~ has heauty of person and . barrenness of wind, will be
~ locked-upen as:a fine picture, and. passed by, while she
the higher attributea _of mental _excellence

o
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-and moral beuuty, will interest the more, the more she is
kuown ; and wliile the first will have gazers and flutterers,
the latter will have lasting adnnrers nnd warm friends.

MODERN LITERATURE.
By W.

2., Channtng.

o —

The charncter of the age is stamped very strongly on its
Jitorary productions. Who that can compare the present
with the past, is not struck with the bold und earnest spirit
of the literature of our times. It refuses to ‘waste itself on
trifles, or to finister to mnere gratification.  Almost all
that is written has now a bearing on grest interests of
human nature. Fiction is no Jonger a mere amusement ;
but transcendent genius, sccommodating itself to the im-
aginative and excitable character of the nge, has seized
upon this province of literature, and turned fiction from a
toy into 3 mighty engine, and, under the light tale, is
breathing through the commuuity cither its reverence for
the old or its thirst for the new——communicates the spirit
and! the lessons of history—unfolds the operation of religious
and civil institutione—and defends or assails new theories
of cducation or morals, by exhibiting them in life and
action. The poetry of the nge is equally chiaracteristic.
Tt has a deeper and more impressive tone than comes to us
from whit has been culled the Augustan age of English
liternture.  ‘The regular, eluborate, harmonious strains
which delighted a former generation, are now accused, 1
say rot how justly, of playing too much on the sarface of
pature and of the heurt. Men want and demund a more
thrilling note, a poetry, which pierces beneath the exterior

mysterious workings, borrowing fromn the whole outward
creation fresh imeges and correspondences, from which to
illutninate the secrets of the worlds within us.  So keen is
this appetite, that extravagancies of imagination, and viola-
sions both of taste and moral sentiment are forgiven, when

zud exhale poison and death.

THE GREAT AND GOOD NEVER DIE.
By Daniel Websler.

low little is there, of the great and geod, which can
die! 'To their country they live for ever. They live in
&1l that perpetuates the remembrance of men on earth ; in
the recorded proofs of their own great actions, in the
| ofTwpring of their intellect, in the deep engraved lines of
 public gratitude, and in the respect and homage of man-
 kind. They live in their example ; ond they live, em-
phatically, and will live in the influence which their lives
and efforts, their principles and opmmns, now exercise,
and will continue to exercise, on the affuirs of men, not
only in their own country, but throughout the civilized
worid. A suporior and commanding human intelleet, a
truly great man, when heaven vouchsnfes so rarc g gift,
- i3 not a temporary- flame, burning bright for awhile, and
E then expiring, giving-place to returning darkness. It is
rather a spark of fervent heat, os well as radiant light,
with power to enkindle the common mass of humun
'mind ; 8o that when it glimmers in its own decay, and
fiually goea out in death, no night follows, - butit leaves
the world-all light, ull onfire, from the potent contact of

' roused by the touch. of his miraculous wand, to a per-
‘eeption of the true phxlosophy, and the just mode of - in-
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and oxén into the forest half armle f'rom home, for the
purpose of choppmg a load of wood Havmg felled a tree,‘
he drove the tewn alon«sxde, ‘and commenced choppmg it
up. By an unluchy hit he brought the whole bit of the uxe
ucross his foot, with a sliding stroke.f The immense gash,
so alirmed him s nearly to deprive him of all his strength

He folt the warm blood filling his shoe. © With great diffi-
culty he sncceeded in rolling himiself on the sled and started
the oxen for home. As soon as he reached 'the door he
dalled eagerly for help.. His terrified wife- and daughter
with much effort succeeded in lifting him into the house,
as he wis wholly unable to help himself, saying his foot
was nearly severed from his leg. He was laid carefully on
the bed, groaning all the while very bitterly. Iis wife
hastily prepared dressings and removed shoe and sock, ex-
pecting to see a desperate wound when lo! the" skinwas |
not even broken. Before going out in the morning he had
wrapped his feet in red flannel to protect them from the
cold : the gash laid this open to his view, and he thought it
flesh and blood. His reason not correcting the mistake all
the pain and loss of power which attends a real wound fol-
lowed. Men often suffer more from imaginary evils than
from real ones.

THE .SPIRIT OF BEAUTY.

Where does the Spirit of Beauty dwell?

Oh, suid one, if you seek to know,

You must gaze around, above, below,

For earth and heaven and ocean teli,

Where the epirit of Beauty loves to dwell.
But see, she comes with the early spring,
And winnows the air with her fragrant wing,
Clothing each meadow and hill and tree

In the bloom of rich embreidery.

Ask her now ere she pass away

Where onthe earth she delights to stay

And the Spirit will pause, while earth dnd sky
Ring with the tones of her glad reply—

¢«Reek for me in the blue hare bell,

In the pearly depths of the ocean shell,

Inthe vesper flush of the dying day,

In the first fuint glow of the merning ray ;

I sleep on the breast of the crimson rose
Aud hide in the stately lily’s snows ;

I amn found where the chrystal dew-drops shine,
No gem so bright in a diamond mine;

I bloom in the flower that decks the grave,
And ride on the crest of the dark green wave;
I’m up and away o’er earth and o’crsea,
Till thue is not a spot from my presence free.

‘] am seen in the stars, in the leaf ensbrined,
Anbd heard in the sigh of the w hispering wind;
On the ripling breast ofthe w mdmg streamn;
In the mellow glow of the moon’s mild beam:
I fin the air wih the bird’s light wing,
And lurk in the grass of the f{uiry ring
My tints in the rainbow arch are set,
And I breathg in the fragrant violet ;
Look where you may, you will find me there,
For the Spirit of Beuuty is every where.

[ Foreign Jour.

BravTirurL ExtracT.—It cannot be tha' earth is
man’s only abiding-place. It cannot be that life is a bub-
bie, cast up by the ocean of Eternity, to fioat a momnent up-
on its waves and sink into nothing—else why is it that the
high and glorious sepirations, which leap like angels from
the temple of our hearts, are for ever wandering about
unsatisfied ? Why is it that the raiubow and the cloud
comne over us with beauty that is not of earth, and leave us
to muse vpon their faded loveliness 2 Why s it that the
stars which ¢hold their festival around the midnight throne’
-are set above our limited faculties—for ever nmcl\mg us
with their umpproacbab(e glorv? And, finally, why is it
that bright forms of human beauty are presented’ to our
vitw and then taken from us, leaving the thousand streams
of our affeciions to flow back in Alpine toirents upon our
hearts?, We' are born for a higher destiny than that of
earth. There isn reu]m where the rainbow never fades—

wirerc the stars will be spread out before us. hke islands on-

the-mighty ocean, and. where the beantiful bemge ‘which |

here pass before us like sﬁadows mll nny in o;r prceenco’
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Powmn or IMAGINATmu.-'—An honest"New Engienci' ‘
farmer gtarted on.a very cold duy in” winter, thh his. ‘sled

| bits, and thus produce a rotten article.
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The wasp ls .a paper make ’ém:m' R, IR
telhgent one... thle mankmd . Were; arriy] : < 0
grees, ‘at the art. of fabncutmg thle. valuable sub
w.:.sp was makmv 1t before their 4 eyes g by ’v‘ery’

il ﬁ Yoo ) g&*“ ;
same p[g_e_egss as, thdt by .whic Linfian’ hands. ngw M

facture xt_yl,ghf_t__he best aji; (B’thevl;l-;;ry and. machmex}; A
While: some aations. carved thieir records on woud;: «andvi’
stone, nnd brass, and leadén tabIets, 6thers, more ifme- :
ed wrote wnth a sty]e on wpx, cherq employed thelmner ”
bark of trees, and others the skias of ammals rudely,pre- .
pared, the wasp was manufncturmgf & firm and duisble’
paper. Even when the papyrus’was rendered mo_re'ﬁt by
a process of art, for* ‘the tranbmxssxon of idgae m'v‘vrltmg,
the wasp was a better arnsan than the Eg_y ptians ; for the. early
attempts at paper-making 3 1‘ ere so rude; that the substince -
preduced was almost nseleas, ‘from beihg extremely ‘fria-
ble.. The paper of the papyrus was formed of the. Jeaves’ of
 the plant, dried, pressed, and polished ; - the. ;wasp dlone:
knew how to reduce vegetable fibres to a pu]p, and" then*
nmte them by a size or glue, sprendmg the su‘:stance imt'/
into a smooth and delicate leaf. Tlnsls exactly the proeess .
of paper making. It would seem that: thé wasp knows;.as-
the modern pdper-makers now }mow, ‘thit the fibfes of
rags, whether linen or cotton, are not the only mntemla
that can -be used in the formatlon of paper, ghe employs :
other vegetable matters, converting theminto a propér con-
sistency by her agsidous exertions. In some respects she
Lis more skilful even than our p.iper-makers, for she takes
care to retain her fibres of sufficient. length, by which she,
renders her paper as strong as she requires. . Many manu-.
fucturers of the present day cut their material into smali'
One great ém- ’
tinction between good and bad paper is its toughness ; and
this difference is invariably produced by the fibre of which"
it is’ composed being long, and therefore tough, or ahort ,
and therefore frmble. , '
"The wasp has been laboring at her manufucture of pa- -
per, from her first creation, with precisely the same in-
strument and the same materials; and her success has been
unvarying. Her machinery is very simple,. and therefore |
it is never out of order. . She learns nothing, : and she for--
gets nothing. Men, from time to time, lose their excel-
lence in particular arts, and they are slow- in finding out
real improvements. Such Inprovements are often the.
effect of accident. Paper is now manufactured very ex-
tensively by machinery, in all its stages; and thus, instead
of a single sheet being made by hand, a stream of paper is
poured out which would form a roll large enoughto extend .
round the globe, if such a length were desirable. The -
inventors of this machine, Messrs. Fourdrinier, it is.said, . .
spent the enormous sum of £40,000 in vain attempts to
render the machine capable of determining with precision
the width of the roll; and, at last, accomplished their obe-
jeet, at the suggestion of a bystander, by a strzp revolvmg'* L
upon an axis, ata cost of three shillings and su(pence.il
Such is the diftercnce between the workings of human.
unowledge and experience, and those of animal instinet..
We proceed elowly and in the dark; but our eourse is not
bounded by a narrow line, for it seems difficult to say what
is the perfection of any art. Animals go clcnrly to a gnzen,! »
point ; but they can go no further. We may, however,
learn something from their perfect knowledge of ‘what ie-
within their range. It is not improbable that, if’ mac: bad
attended, inan earlier state of society, to the labors of
wasps, he would have socner known how to make- paper. *
We are still behind - in our arts and sciences, - because we
have not always been observers. If we had wa.tched the
operations of insects, and the structurc of mnma]s in geme-.
ral, with more care, we might have been fur advenced: ins
the knozvledge of many arts whichare yet in their uﬂlmcy,
for nature has gien us abundance of yatt‘éms. We have
leant t6 project some instruments -of. sound by exziinmmg’
he structure of the human ear ; and the mechnmsm of an A i '@
eyce has suggested some valuahle xmprovements in aehm«s; ¥z
ma.uc glnsses. - ' Sk
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