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"T'hé tultivation or neglecs of the senses
makes most of the difference between one
map's knowledge and another’s. The one
sees, the other observes; one hears, the
other listens.  What follows may serve as
an exemplification of this. I was sitting in
the library of a friend, when a childish vi-
sitor .there said to my friend’s daughter, a
bright girl of eleven years—*. What are you

ing at so steadily, Sara 1"
“ A spider.”
* A spider! Horror! Why don’t you

kill it ¥  There, there it goes towards you,
Mrs. Rodney.”

*“ The little beast " said, or rather
shricked the lady addressed, jumping from
her chair, and gathering her dress close
about her ; “ do ring the bell, Sara, if
you doun’t like to kill the detestable thing,
and let Pawrick take it off.” -

¢« Ob, I’ll take it away myself, if you dis-
like it so much.”

¢ Dislike it ! my dear child, I have a
borror of spiders. I cannot forgive a ser-
vant that leaves a cobweb in my rvom.”

¢ Mrs. Rodney,” exclaimed Sara, with
simple wonder at the old lady’s excessive
hatred of the poor little animal, ** they will
not hurt you ; there are some species of spi-
ders that are venemous, but the house spi-
der is perfectly harmless. See the poor
thing now, when I touch him with my pen-
cil, how he rolls himself up into a ball, and
shams dead ; and pray, just look at that
beautiful-web, —See the circles, concentric,
and the radiations from the centre. 1 love
dearly to watch a spider comstructing one
of these beautiful net works—perfect geo-
metrical forms, my father says.”

“ And did you ever reflect what he
weaves these lovely things for 1"’ asked
Mys. Rodney, expressing iu her face con-
tempt for Sara’s admiration.

“ Oh, yes, ma’am ; it is a storehouse for
his provender.”

* Raiher say a prison for hisprey, where
he devours it at leisure.”

* All animals, I believe, Mrs. Rodney,
have some mode appointed by their Creator
of supplying their hunger. Man kills, and
men women and children eat. The poor
spider does no wore than the rest of us.
Now, do, Mrs. Rodney, and you, Anne,
come and examine this web, and I thiuk
you will feel some interest in the little spin-
ner that made it.”

Mrs. Rodoey did examine it, and con-
fessed that it was wonderful ; but little Miss
Anune asked, with an air of great superior-
ity, if Sara thought it a cleauly fashion to
have these spider draperies about one’s
room. Sara confessed, with a sigh, that it
was not, but said, at the same time, that she
never saw the sweeping away of cobwebs
without a pang.

“ But pray, Sara, what gave you such an
interest in spiders 1"

* Looking at them and their work, Mrs,
Rodney. My uncle was always telling me
‘to keep my ears and eyes open.’ lle
turned my attention to the observation of
insects and of all domestic animals, and to
the wounderful instincis their -Creator had
given them to sustain life. He once show-
ed me, when I was quite a child, a spider
through a microscope. Do you know that
they bave eight bright litile eyes, without
lids, and sight feet with claws at the end of
them ? Papa read me a charming account
from Irving’s life of Goldsmith, of a spider
that loved good company, I suppose, as he
made himself a habitation in that pleasant
man’s room ; and pleasant and gified as he
was, he seems to have had some delightful
moments in observing the spider’s ways of
going on. Do read it, and read it to Anne,
Mrs. Rodney. 1 have read some very cu-
rious particulars of a spider, in a delightful
book called ¢ La Ruche.’ A lady placed a
spider in a glass goblet on her mantle-piece,
_hat she might observe its habitudes. This
spider, like all others of its kind, had a taste
for music. Whenever the lady® played on
her harp, the spider came to the end of the
gublet to listen more at its ease. It is told
of Pelisson, in the Bastile, that he had a
«pider which he called to him by music. In
\bis same book—* La Ruche,’—there is a
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pretly oriental legend cited, in agswer to
some one who asks, * Of what use is a spi-
der 1” King David ofien ssked of God,
why he had made spiders, which where, as
David said, of nouse God showed him
that they might be useful. One day, when
he was endeavouring to escape from his
enemy Saul, he took refuge in a cave where
he remained several hours. During this
time, a spider wove his web over the open-
ing of the cave. Some time afier, David
heard the King and his soldiers passing.
One of them said to the King—* Sire, he
is there, perhaps.” * O, replied the King,
laughing, * dv you not see that unbroken
web ?  David, thus preserved, prayed God
to pardon him for baving supposed that any
of his creatures could be useless, ** This is
but a fable,” added Sara, ** but fables
sometimes teach us truths. I believe that
it is told in the true history of Mahomet,
that he was once preserved from a pursuing
enemy, in the very mode bhere imputed to
King David.”

By this time Anne’s feelings had consider-
ably changed, and she stood in a chair 0
observe more closely the spider’s web.

* What in the world,” she asked, ** does
he spin the web of—out of nothing "

% Oh, no, dear Anne ; from a viscuous
secretion ; threads so fine they can ouly be
seen by the microscope, issue through a
multitude of litle holes, and, joined togeth-
er, form but one thread. It is stated in * La
Ruche,’ that these imperceptible threads
issue in a shower of five thousand. A
great naturalist asserts that it would require
five millious of these threads 10 make one
as coarse as a single hair of his beard. So
you see dear Anne, that man, with all his
art, cannot equal that poor little scared
spinner, yet lying there like a lifeless ball
—that odious detestable little beast.”

Both Mrs. Rodney and Anne began to
feel some respect for the spider, but Anne
was not yet ready to abandon the whole
ground.

* You must own, Sara,” she said, “ that
they are diriy creatures.”

* No, 1 shall allow no such charge; their
web 1s at first white, but is svon discolour-
ed by the dust. This annoys the spider,
and he beats it off the web with his foot.
Sometimes, by running over the web he
sweeps the dust into little balls, and throws
it out of his habitation. There is an anec-
dote of the maternal love of the spider, told
by Bounnet, the naturalist ; but you will
laugh at it, Mrs, Roduey.”

** I promise you I will not.”

 Here it is, then. The eggs of a spider
are contained 1 a sack of a pea’s size, at-
tached to s body. Bonuet, desirous to
test this maternal love, threw a spider with
its sack into the unest of the lion-ant, a cruel
insect, which hides itself in holes in the
sand. The poor mother-spider tried to
escape, but could wot and save its sack.
She tried in vain to defend it.  The rapa-
cinus insect seized it. ‘T'he mother mught
have escaped, but chose o remain aud
perish with her young.”

‘ Dear Sare,” exclaimed Mrs. Rodney,
‘- you have cured ine of my antipathy. You
have taught me that it is far better 10 study
God’s creatures, than ignorantly w contemn
them.
ing a silly réewmling, have remained in 1g-
norance ; you, by keeping yours open,
have acquired pleasing knowledge.”

‘“ Aud as for me,” said Anune, *“ [ will
henceforth adopt your uncle’s motto, and
‘ keep my eyes and ears open.’

We recommend it to all our young friends
likewise 10 adopt this wise motto. ‘P'hey
will perceive in their every-day walks, under
their own roofs, in the meanest nsect that
creeps over the ground, illustrations of the
wondrous skill and infinite love of their
Creator which will expand their minds and
also raise their thoughts from the creature
fo the Creator, from earth 10 heaven.—
Am. Messenger.

Two Oak ILeaves.

Two leaves fell gently from a fresh and
strong oak tree. Softly they fluttered on
the wings of the wind, their broidered
edges sometimes folding together, until
finally they laid side by side, so closely
that one would hardly notice whether

I, by shutting my eyes and iudulg- |
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there was a division, or whether one broad,
beautiful, glossy leaf, laid in the dust, by
the roudside. :

We watched their descent, and with a
feeling akin to pity beheld their brightness
soiled, and their soft vestments, belore so
shining, covered with unsightly mould.
And they brought to our remembrance—
those young leaves—an incident of which
we once took note, beautiful yet melancho-
ly ; glorious in its unseen consummation,
mournful in its present sad reality.

Unto a young and trustiful mother, were
born two sweet babes. Twins seem always
lovely ; with the same fair round faces, and
the same silken locks, with little fingers of
waxen purity interlocked, as they lie toge-
ther in the same cradle, or side by side are
folded to the maternal breast. These "pos-
sessed much more than ordinary beauty,—
and were worshipped by the youthful pa-
rents ; bound to their hearts by strong bands
that shut from #ight the Christian sentiment,
“ Father, thou hast but lent them to earth,”
they foudly termed them all their own, and
making no reservation for the Almighy,—
loved them with a blind and selfish love.

stood, still firmly planted, though bowed by
the blast of affliction ; for from the branch-
es had fallen two young leaves. Two
young souls in their freshness and purity,
had gone up to the better land. Side by
side, on a bed of roses, they reposed ; and
up between their golden locks, crept the
pure, unfolding petals of white moss buds,
and the bright vesture of glossy myrtle
leaves. Sweet darlings, they had grown
weary by the wayside; the dust would soon
cover them ; the whiteness of their innocent
brows, upon which nothing less holy than
a parent’s love had been breathed, was ear-
ly 1o wear the hues of pitiless corruption ;
but unlike the things of mere mortality, in
the garden of Paradise, these hitle leaves
are wafied from glory to glory, by the breath
of 1he ten thousand harps that angels sound,
striking on strings of gold.

Yesterday, as we were wending our way
homeward, we saw, calinly descending in
the clear atmosphere, two oak leaves. But
the sere winds of Autumu had stolen their
freshness ;. crumpled, yellow and withered
they came slowly downward, as if wearied
of their little hie, and longing to lie toge-
ther and be forgotten, mingled with ihe soil
beneath the feet of the traveller.

Poor oak leaves ; they have had their
youth when caiuty veins mingled with the
delicate fibres on their smooth texture ;(—
they have been refreshed with the wooing
zephyrs of the bright spring ume ; they
have dallied with the spray of the rain drop
{ as the warm south wind broke it into pearls
{to scatter upon them. They have passed
{their prime ; are old and decayed ; for
[ through their very hearts the worm has
| threaded his way, and left his corroded
| and shmy paths behind him, and they are
| ready for the death.

So go an aged couple to the tomb. The
instance but rurely vccurs, when a mau and
wife, who

¢« Have shaied each others pleasures,

Have telt each vthers woes,”
Lie down hand in hand when the march of
life has ended. Yet there have been sucth,
in which the grey haired patriarch, and the
meek eyed dame, have murmured their last
petition 1 the same breath, aud in the same
momeunt, entered the glories of their ever-
lasting home. We thought of this when the

!'a silent prayer found echo i our hearis,—
that 1f we lives to be old and decrepid, we
might sail as calinly down the river of death
as those blighted children of the forest were
wafied to their common grave.—Boston

Olive Branch.

An Allegorv.

An Angel from the realms of light sat by
the wayside as a rosyv-cheeked child came
playing by in pursuit of a gaudy butterfly
which ever and anon lit upou some sweet
flower ; but as the little one put out its
tiny hands to grasp the prize, the insect
wafted on, unul the child, weary with is
exertions, laid down on a shady bank aud
soon fel! asleep.

The angel then came lightly up to where

e -~

A litile while passed, and the pareut tree |

faded leaves feil in our path, yesterday, and |

—

i lay — breathed upon it, when a swey
siile stole over its features, resembling (hy
of the angel’s face.

¢ What see’st thou child 1’ said qb.h.‘...

sounded hke dying music on the aijr. ;

[ see a areat number of people all iy
pursuit of one thing, but none succeed ip
securing it, for as they approach, it recedes
from them Many fall asleep by the wag*
and wake not’

“These are the people of the warld iy
pursuit of happiness, which is never obtaiy.
ed in this lite. T'he sleep is death, and the
end of the chace, Look again und tell me
{ what thon see’st now.’

¢Oh ! what a beautifal garden ! it is fi).
ed with rare flowers and ripe fruits. There
are thousands of beautiful beings with wilfp
who seem 1o walt themselves through the
sweet scented groves without any apparem
exertion ; singing sweet sonys, partaking of
the rich fruus A soft radiant hght adorus
their countenances, their conversalion is
like music ; I can understand what they
say, but their language is not hke vurs.—
It is entrancing, and I long to join them,
but there seems to be a space between ug
| which [ cannot pass although they cail come
[to me. ‘There i1s one who looks like my

mother — she comes towards me — how
| sweetly she smileg upon me ; may | not go
1o her 7’

¢ Not yet, child ; the bright beings which

you saw in the garden are those who have
| passed from  this life into the Celestial
| World. ‘The flowers are the purity of their
| repose and the perfume of their good works,
"'I'he fruits are the result of their labors and
| the happiness upon which they subsist.—
"l'hmelure, follow no more after the gilded
| phantom, but seek after wisdom and you
I shall find the true path to happifless.’
| As the aungel concluded, the spirit mother
I kissed her child ; the sleeper awoke —the
scenes of his beautiful dream had vanished,
but though long years of earthly life were
his, he never forgot the vision of Heaven.

Self-Improvement.

ENCOURAGEMENTS AND CAUTIONS, ADDRESS-
ED TO YOUNG MEN.

If your heasts are set on selfl-improve-
ment, let uot poverty deter you from its
pursuit.  Linnazus, the celebrated botavist,
when pursuing hns studies, was so poor that
he was often depending on his brother stu-
| dents for a meal; obliged to be content
| with their lefi-off clothes and worn-out
| shoes, and compelled to mend the latter for
| himself.  If poverty, in other times, present
| ed not an insuperable barrier to advance
ment, it need do it now less than ever. The
facilities of the present day for gaining edu-
cation, and the cheapness of books, put
these invaluable blessings within the reach
of multitudes, who, in similar circumstan-
ces, fifiy years ago, would have felt them-
selves hopelessly excluded from them.

Let not hard work deter you from the
pursuit—neither on account of any suppo-
sed incongruity between menial labour and
the graces of literature, or the refinements
of taste; nor from any impression that men-
tal improvemeut cannot be gained in cone
nection with toil so laborious as yours.—
Weaving, digging ditches, and breaking
stones, did not prevent others from advav-
cing; why should any labour you have 10
perform prevent you?

Let not a supposed want of time prevem
you from making the effort. Hardly press
ed as any of you may be, you are cerfain-
Iy as well off in these respects, as some
the cases that have occurred. It depends
not so much on the amount of time you
have at your command, as on the use you
make of it. The hours of some menare 88
valuable to them as days are to others—the
minutes of some are made to produce 88
much that is really good, as the hours of
others, Seize your minutes—prize them—
| make a good use of them; and you may
soon leave in the rear others who have tef-
fold the time at their command that you
have, but who, because they have so much
of it, may be induced to undervalue it, a»
waste it.

Let not your present age deter you. Ales-
ander Beilune was two or three and twen
ty when he began to attend au evening sch
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of light, in a sweet, harmonious viice, whigh .

T
et~

Sl

1851

in order |
fects of h
the men
walks of
g to 8
or eveu |
Let no
you. D1
being ab
distress
his book
by with 2
of ever |
When a
your L
tears, ani
uot learn
said, he
feilow-sc
was to be
that hout
tering ev
that he u

Of the M

Two y
ting or ev
of these
mind or b
tion. It
general p
slves ane
ber, the ¢
the soil h
in the ma
ished in 1
regzarded
an event

Iappil
ged. l)i
cipated b
ber 1349
publishec
cirenlatio
the publi
specting

abilities
[:vl thou
elforts to
Mr. Rane
For man
be the m
ed, « He
he labou
of Genth
who bein
stituted :
the prose

After
they had
fully acq
with the
formed,
ceptions
now elag
the publ

They
respects
are bold
ary, at tl
proceedi
harmony
the way
way in
anl mor
ditferent
classes 1
lected b
believe ;
undertal
they noy
circumst
filled the
their mo

This ¢
Associat
and civi
New Br
Commit
Mr. Rar
conjunct
rection
were pt
sent was
ed; and
inthe w
the Con
judgmer
sured of
vicour.
the wint
Most ex
This ob
tion wit
labouri
in \'i\' w

their oc




