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THE PEARL. "~~~

(i idiom feits as purely Hindostani,as™it may bc thought |

Trish.)

‘Bring a tea-kettlo of boxlmg water,’
tleman, to the dismay of tho family. -

¢ Sir, great sir, what would you do with boiling water ?
the man is dead.’ ' ‘

¢ Exactly so my good friends; and that ig
you are ull weeping and sorrowful 2’

¢ What else, sir?

¢ Why 1 ays a great physician, and know how to bring

shouted tlie gen-

the reason that

such deail men as theso to dife.”

¢ The poor fellows begzed hard that the body might be
spared;  but the kettle was brought ; und still the dead
moved not, until a small .quantity was poured upon his
foot;. when hie bounced from his charpdhi, and upsetting
onc-half of his little broiliers and cousins, fled like a spirit
rather than an carthly body.—DBacon's Hindostan re-
cently pullished.

For the Puarl.

FRAGMENTS OF PIGUS TIIOUGIIT.
|

I PsAnL>M xxv. 5

“QOn thee do I wait all the day.’

There i: something so beautiful, so ha ppyy
meaning in the idea of waiting upon God.—

so screne, so hopeful, so confiding, so

g0 full of
t"mdlcates a

spirit s0 patient,
tirm. )

On thee do I wail—it speaks a devotedness
not furget itself in unconcern—an expectation that cannot
sndness—a patience that no deloy can

that can-

weary itself to
irritate—an attention that can scarcely mistake its meaning,
a willingness that never loiters to fuifil it.  An abandon-
ment that has no parpose of its own, and eflects nothing
on its own behatf, but ¢“waits ajl the day®’ Jong.

Many nre the events that an hour may bring forth,
changeable is the aspect of ilie days of man. The sun
that rises all bright and glorious, may be shadowed ere it
Tl fiiends that saluted us in the n:oruing, ere
may be numbered with

1s noon.
the night eloses upon the world,
the sileut dead. Various are the occupations of the davs
of man, and lickle as the winds are the feelings of his
Do 1 wait on thee all the day? not in sorrow only
ounly when 1

bazom.
when I eannot do awithovt thee, nor in joy
revel in thy bounties—nor only when the sweet voices of
and childeen mingle in gladsome straing, hyim-
ing the praises of the skies, but when fur away from home
and its endearinents, amid the tumult of the througing
crowd, or the corroding anxieties of the busy mart—nor

oniy when my heart is warinest, and prospacts a-c bright-

wifs

est, but il the day long—giving my futurity as it were to
thee with ail its temiporal and spiritual concerns, and
it back
whatsocver form or errand thou art pleased to charge it;
being

lool-'hw ta receive again winute by minute in

wuumg for tho message it brings, confident iu
pleased with it, and determined to ubide by it

Is there any happiness on carth worth the peace of a
bosom that thus waits npon its God?  The scnator may
quail for the fute of his country—the phi'osopher tremble
for the interests of Lis Joved and cherizhed pursnits, and
tha merzhant become haggard and gloomy with the wide-
spreading syu:ptoms of commercial depression and fuilure,
but he that waits on the Lord shall be as Mount Zion
which abideth for ever.

i1 -
NATURE AND REVELATICGN.

Tho voice of natare is the voice of God. This position
adinitted, you will not wounder that we urge you to go
abroad on the wide theatre of existence to g-ther. instruc-
tion from every object presented to your notice. Fur you
the dread magnificence of the planetary worlds is to cry
aloud—the waves of the great and cndless deep tossing

and Toaming in their rage are to utter their strong and aw-

ful voice—the tempest which rends tho everhstmb hills
and tears the solid rock in pieces is to admonish you—the

- crumbling of the hoary mountain is ta teach you—the |

murmuring of every pebbled stream is to convey know-
ledge—every breeze of wind that fans you is to vaft some
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gentle'| lesson of ‘wxsdom—the ancient forest oak is - to stand

before you a powcrful monitor—in the trail.of the worm
crawling at your feet you. are: to read some useful and
salutary sentimment. Youare to

“Find iongues in trees—Dbooks in the running brooks. -~ -
Berinons iu stones and good In every thing.”

Every withered leaf is to be a preachcr-—ever) biade of
grass a discourse—and ull the glory of man is to teach
cloquently and impressively of vicissitude and perpetual
mortaiity. The book of nature is to be sprend open before
you and on every page and distincly traceable in every line
you are to behold incribed‘¢Vanity of vanities,all is vanity.’’
Huving read this book of mutability with aching eyes and

lceding heart, you arc to turn to the book of divine reve-
lation—on it you are to see emblazoned ““This word liveth
and abideth for ever,”” and you are to remember that its
Redeemer can never die—that its Gospel can never change-
that its essentiz! truths can never be impaired—that its
everlasting mercy can never depart, and that its holy con-
solutions can never ceasc. This word 1is the stupendous
fortress raised by the power and goodness of the’ great
Jehoval, and you are to go round it and mark its mighty
bulwarks, and count its invulnerable towers, and consider
its massy iron gates,’ and having ascertained that the
‘foundation of ‘he Lord standeth sure’ the song  of
your triumph is to be heard, saying ““The grass withereth,
the flower fudeth, but the wo:d of our God shall stand for
ever.”’ SrLvaxus,
mm&:mm

TIIE STARS.

I warLk abroad at midnight, and my eye,

Purged from its sensual blindness, upward turns,

And wanders o’er the dark and spangled sky,

Where every ster, a fount of being, burns,

And pours out life, as Naiads, from their urns,

Drop their refreshing dew on herbs and flowers:

I guze, untii my funcy’s eye discerns,

As n an azure hall, the assembled powers
Of nature spend in deep consult those solemn hours.

Methinks I hear their langnage—but it sounds
Too high for my conception, as the roar
Of thunder on the mountains, when it bounds
IFrom peak to peak; or on the echoing shore
The tempest-driven billows bursting pour,
And raise their awful voices; or the groan
Runmbling in /Etaa’s entrails, ere its store
Of lava spouts its red jets; or the moan
Of winds, that war within their caverned walls of stone.

And there is meledy among those spheres.
A music sweeter than the vernal train,
Or fay notes, which the nymph-struck shepherd hears,
Where moonlight dances on the liquid plain,
That curls before the west wind, tll the main
Seems waving like a ruflled sheet of fire—
>Tis Nature's Alleluia; and again
The stars exult, as when the Eternal Sire
Said, ¢ Be there light and light shoue forth at his desire.
Jarzes G. Percrvar.

TIIE GRASS AND TIiE FLOWER.
By J. K. Paulding.

A lovely flower stood blooming on a bush alone. Tt
was the admiration of all, but most of itself. It unveiled
its painted leaves in the sun ; it glittered with the dew-
drops of morning, and breathed pleasant fragrance upon the
air.  Throned amid the fresh green leaves, which shelter-
ed as well as ornamented it, nothing could be more charm-
ing and graceful. Every passer-by said, ‘“Look what
a beautiful flower !*’ ‘

Beneath this pretty and delicate ereature of Providence
there spread-a green meadow, here swelling iuto gentle
undulations, and sloping till it fringed the bank of a run-
ning strcam. The flower looked dowr: on the lowly grass
and with a sneering air and with a haughty tone. -gave
utterance to these thoughts,—

¢ Behold this insolent grass, what does it so close to
me ? How different the appearance and destiny from me !
Never does it hear the admiring murmurs which I excite.
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‘where will it be to-morrow?.

it emlts ro. fragrant odor,. but remarnb to be trodden under
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like to know for what it was created.”

¢Jgnorant and conceited: flower,” rephed the grass,
‘might better. be asked of thvsplf._ for thom )
art as useless, idle, and fleeting, as thou art. pretty True, ‘
the scent whlch rises from thy s:lken leaves is greatful, but -
The gleaming of thy sofi- -
colors, too, amid the verdant leaves,—but how soon- will
they fade on the grourd? Evanescent child of vamty' | 3
have witnessed the brief existence and death of a ‘thons-
and such as thou, living unvalued and perishiig unmourp-
ed; and dost thou sneer at me because my stem is not so -
slender and brittle, my blade so fair as thine? Know that’
the wise regard me, even for my beauty, more ‘than they
do thee. Ispread over the earth a carpet of velvet. - K
clothe the uplifted hills in manties of verdure. I furnish
food to hundreds of animals who derive from me the power.
to gratify man with the most judicious luxuries. The
wind blows over me and hurts me not. 'The sun-shine
fallson me and I am yet unwithered. The snows of win-
ter cover me and I am ready to beautify the earliest spring
Even the steps of the many who tread upon me, do not
prevent my growing ever bright and cheerful; and Heaven
hazblessed me with a color of all others the most graceful
to human eyes.”’

The funcy flower was about to rep]y, when a passer-by
plucked it, admired its bues, and threw it away.

ue f nn

P MALS A

CircvLATION oF THE Broop 1N Man.—In man
the heart is said at every contraction to expel about two
ounces of blood, and calculating that there are eighty such
contractions in a Ipinute, there must be one hundred and
sixty ounces sent forth by it in that space of time ; and in
the course of about three minutes the whole blood in the
circulation, on an average about thirty pounds, must pass
through the heart ; and in the space of one hour this must
by consequence take place twenty times. What must be
the feelings of that man who can think of Laese things with-
out wonder ? I envy not his feelings, I covet not his mind,
who, reflecting on the tissues to be permeated, the funec-
tions to be discharged, the secretions to be formed from,
and the nutritious substances to be taken into the circula-
ting fluid ; and reflecting vpon how soon each particle,
each atom of blocd, after having been deteriorated in its
constitution, and rendered unfit for the discharge of its
important duties, is again driven through the lungs and
again cérated ; who, I repeat, reflecting onthese things,
can retire from the investigation of the course of the blood
in our frames, without feelings ennobled, and the whole
man rendered better by his researches. But, to carry this
interesting investigation still further, let us svppose that
two ounces of blood will occupy a cylinder cight idches

n length, then it will p. 5 through eight hundred and
torty inches ina minute, and thirty-eight thousand four
hundred inches, or three thousand two hundred feet in an
hour.—Dr. Robertson.

Woyan.—Female attachment is much more pure, re-
fined, and disimterested, and of a higher, holier character
than the Jove of man. Every effort of superstitious edaca-
tion would be exhausted in vain to induce men to burn
themselves on the funeral pile of a wife; and yet, for ages, -
thousands of females, in the eastern world have voluntanly
and cheerfully submitted to this self-immolation.

The timidity of woman at the sight of blood ceases when ~
it is her own that is shed. Her sensibility te humzm agony
disappears, when it is herself that suffers. Sha submits to
pain, to amputation, to < all the ilis that flesh is heir to,”’
and to death itself, when they bccome necessary, or inevi-
table, with more cogiposure, and less ‘complaint than man.
In the horror of the French Revolution, when hui:dreds of
males and females were daily hurried to the guillotine, g“
contrast between feminine firminess,and masculine trepida~

tion, was conspicious to every beliolder. ' e
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