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FRIENDSHIP.

T0 TRE FOREST BARD.
Hark Brother, while the muse shall sing,
A brother bard’s esteem,
Be fnendstnp’s sacred note the air;
Fraternal fove the theme.

Would that thy muse inspired my lay,
Thy fingers tuned my lyre ;

Could [ employ thy graccful style,
Thy true poeuc fire.

Then L1y fond theme I'd sweeter sing,
Her enlogtes prolong ;

Sobhmer theughts would grace my page,
Subhmer notes—my song

FRIENDSHIP—companion 1 my joys,
My conxforter m tears;

Thon hast been mme 1n youthful days,
Be mine in niper years.

A fanhful friend is Heaven’s boon,
To hum by grief appressd ;

For Friendship’s hand Heaven oft employs,
To soothe the troubled breast.

True fuendchip’s talismanie art,
Her magic power we know ;

When silent tears of anguish fall,
Or sorrow’s tempests blow.

Bt sadness fills the friendless heart,
Though presper’d to a throne ;

Toe cup of weal would taste of woe,
If shared by one alone.

Bat who can measure friendship’s power,
Or esumnte her worth 1

Then vain must be the bard’s atterapt,
To set her virtues forth.

Brother, thy name, thy worth, thy luve,
By fnendship’s mystic art,

Are graven in immortal lines,
Deep in thy Brother's heart.

A precious gem, thou'st given to me,
From friendship’s richest mine ;

I oaght the utle “ gem,” can claum,
“Tis fnerdship, such as thine.

How few, how fleeting were the hours,
We e'er together pass'd ;

Yet the fair pictures then inscnbed,
0n mem'ry's tablets last.

Yes, mem'ry oft reviews those hours,
\That pleasure too 1s thine,)

Whea each to other pledged his hand,
At fnendship’s sacred shnne.

Sxeet bours —their mem'ry still shall live,
Till we our breath resign ;

sy, death shall fail to break the chain,
That binds my heart to thine.

Beit car object here to hve,
For God and realms above ;
Thea after death well fally prove,
s, and cach other’s love.

THOANAS A. FERGUSON.

homite, Aogast 12, 1852

Far the Camadian Son of Temperance

FEE TWO PICTURES.—A SKETCH.

BY F. B. ROLF.

majesty, among the bright constellations of Heaven. |
‘The stars, ke lamps ht by the hands of Angels,
mingled their mellow hght, and flooded earth with a
sea of glory. But while I was thus admnng
nature, the sound of music fell upon my ear. It
came from the hall of mirth. Attracted by us mitd
and soul stirring cadence, we entered. There
was a beautiful picinre presented to my view. It
was a lovely female who had just been led by e
hand of her lover tothe Hymenial Aliar. The snow
winte bridal wreath sat light upon her brow, and her
raven hair floated in rich profusion around her
shoulders.  She was traly beautiful, and many a |
'nuble yuuth had bowed Ubelure the mujesty of her |
brown eye. But uue, and only one, had succeeded |
‘i winng her heart and obtanung her hand,  ‘Their
love was mutual, and like two crystal nivulets,
which gently roll through the tlower “clad vale, and |
sweetly meetand minglentoone ; this was the mng-
ling ot kindred spints—the umon of loving hearts
and the spontaneous overflowing of warmn and holy
cmotions.  But whilst the farr godess of luve seemed
I'to preside on the occasion and throw chaplets of
flowers around the brow of the guests, yet there was
one sight, which caused a thnll of lerror to run
through my frame. I saw the fond couple ap-
proach the table where the light from the massive t
lamp disclosed to my view the sparkling wine cup. |
Oh! what feelings filled my bosom, when I saw that
lovely bride stain those lips which could vie with the
fairest rose, with that hqud fire which ¢ at Iast
Liteth like a serpent and stingeth like an adder.”
But titne passed onward.  The pulpitlabors of a May
Sabbath were ended, and the glories of sunsot
were fading in the west as [ wandered in solitude, |
through a grove of evergreens which stood near a
beautiful village. There are times when the soul
loves solitude, It cuts loose from the cares of life
and goes forth to luxuriaie in the wide ficids of
beauty and sublimity. Jt seems to forget its woes
and sorrows, and on spirit wing fly w the radiant
shore where no clouds anse. \%mcl was enjoying
this revery, amidst the soul punfying scenes which
surrounded me, a voice, low. d plaintive, fell upon
my car. It was a voice of prayer. A sort of
dehghtful thrill ran through my bosom. 1 advanced
a few steps and a gentle breeze moved the branches
and disclosed to my view the form of a female, low
bending in nature’s own temple in the solemn act
of prayer.  But fancy, dear reader, my surprise
when the moon rushed from behind the cloud, and
by its pale beams, § was cnabled to recognise the
form I once saw in the hall of mirth. Rut how
changed the picture. Her countenance, once so
beautiful, was pale and deathly. The rose had fled
from the check, znd the diamond from the eye. But
her voice was clear and as mild as the breathing of
the Aungel’s lyre, which sounds amidst the branches
of the “ I'ree of Life.” But what was the burden of
her prayer? Oh! how it must have melted the cold
heart of the rum seller, to hear her plead with God to
restore her husband to virtue and temperance. She
spoke of the joys of her youth—the time when no
dark cloud hid the sunshine of love and bappiness,
But now her heart was broken, and its strings, hke
those of a d. serted harp, vibrate to every breeze of
sorrow which swept through 1. While I hstened, 1
methought if over angels flew from Heaven with
golden phials to treasure up the rmycrs of saints, and
mingle them with odours on Heaven’s altar, there
must be some sister spirit lingering over the place to
catch the prayers of this sainted one. With that

and a halo of pleasure may seem to flow around 1,
yet a viper lays coiled 1n its depth, Its bright huea
may gliter in your view, but only serve to decoy
you to ruin. Touch it not, for it “biteth like a
serpent, and stingeth like an adder.”

Oroxo, August 23, 1853,

A CHICKEN STORY.

While the Legislatnre of Missouri wasin seasion, a
few ycars ago, & green fellow from the country came
tu Jefferson 1o xell some chickens, He had about wo
dozen, all of which he had wed by the legs to a stnng,
aad this being devided equuliy, and thrown over his
horses’ shoulder, formed ins mude of conveyance, leaving
the towls with their heads hanging down, with little else
of them visible except t} eir naked legs, oud & promis-
cuous pile of outatretched wings and feathers,  After
several ineffectual efforts to dispose of his load, a wag,
to whom he made an offer of sale, told him that he did
not want chickens himself, but peihapo he could eell
them at a large stone house over th.. there (the Caputol,)
that there was 2 man over there baying for the St. Lous
matket 2ad no doubt he could find a ready sale.

The dehighted countryman started, when bisinformer
stopped him. 53

* Look here,” saye he. *“ when you get over there,
80 up stairs and tarn to the left.  The man stops a that
large roon..  You will find hum sutting at the other end
of the room, and he is now engaged with a number of
fellows buying chickens  If the man at the door shoutd
step vou, don’t mind himi. He has got chickens himself
for sale aud tnes to prevent other people selling thewrs,
Dou’t nund him but go right a-head.”

Following the directions, our fnend soon found him-
self at the door of the Hall of Representatives. ‘To
open the door and enter was the work of a moment.
‘Taking fiom s shoulder the ering of chickens, and
grung them a shake, 10 freshen them, he commenced
his journey to the speakers chaur, the fowls n the mean-
tune, expressing from the haif formed crow to the harsh
quaark, theur bodily presence, aud their seuse of bodily
pamn. -

T ray sir 1" Here he had advanced about half
way down the amle, when he was sezed by Major
Sackson, the doorkeeper, who happened to be returning
from the Clerk's desk.

“ What the d lare you doing here with these
clickens? get out, sir, get out™ whispered the door-
keeper.

* No you don't, though, you don’t come that game
over me, You've got chickens yourself for sale, get
out yourself, and let me seil nume. | 8ay, Mr, (10 A
iouder tone 10 the Speaker,) are you buying chickens
here to-dey 1 I've got some pnme ones here.”

And he held up lus string, and shook s fowls nnul
their muuc made the walls echo.

* Liet me go, sir, (to the door-keeper,) let me go, 1
say. Fine large chickens only six bits a dozen.”

* Where's the Sergeant-at-armsl™ roared the Specker
—* take that man out.”

“ Now don't will you, Iam’t hard to trade with. You
let me go (to the dootkeeper,) you've rold your chickens
now let me have a chance. I say, sir, (to the Speaker;
1n 8 louder voice) are you buging chickens to™

“Go a-head,” “at lum agam” «that's nght”
whispered some of the opposition members who could
vommand gravity enough to speak.

1 say, air, (10 the Speakerj—cuss your pictares, let
me go—tair play—two to one amnt fair (to the door-
keeper and Sergeant-at-arms,) let me go: I say, sir,
up there, (to the Speaker,) you can have 'em for mx
bits! won't take a red cent less.  Take "em home and
cat ‘em myse’ hafore Il take ———Drat your hides,
don't shove g0 hard, will you! you'll hurt them chickens,
and ‘theyve had an hard travel of 1t to-dey, anyhow.
1 say, yoa sir, up there”

Here the voice was lost by the closeing of the door.

% roar of the tempest was hushed, and the | jove which was manifest by Jesus upon the cress, ; An adjournment was moved and carned, and the mem-
winged mintow spanned the dark clouds, , she Implored Heaven to forgive the rumscller, and ‘ bers almost frantic with minth, rushed out to find our
by 1ts golden tints the mercy of Heeven ! not lay the sin of tempting her husband t Ius charge. | friend a0 high altercation with the doorkecper, about
d of sentient and rationa) beings. Tho! She prayed for light to dawn upon the chaos of ker . e mfﬂn{lm of seling s:; owr;‘ ch,‘ck;-n; and 'ldcumg
#p51s swept through the strings of nature’s | husband's heart, that they mught again cnjoy the | “°b“’:yl clse stu ‘t"“_"'b-‘ Jiog ‘""‘l‘; g becb;?:d “{::”
o e o and Swelling udo of music | scencs of love cind happiness whnch had once been | % het man op dhere by humel man could afford To
the wide and everlasting corridors of nature. { theirs. But soon the last word of prayer died on :_:m‘ chickens for less than six buts.**
wand was beauty and sublimity. The declin- | the vacant air; all was for%:)cuen upon earth, but not ,

3 Th bess bought lus fowls b ny purse, and
athrew its crowns of gold upon the brow of in Heaven. God remembers the prayers of the! oo f;;::{;:ﬁt:;: }‘;i,,,wi’ ;;y,,:g y,: ’;,:’wgm dowa
iy monntain and giant oak. But soon the, sants, and will seward them with Lifc in the world | staits : ta

Fair Cynthia shook from her

4 to come. Reade, let me remind you, thatalthough !« wWell, thus is xh; darnnest, roughest placo for selling
te fleecy cloud, and rode forth in peerless | the wine cup s enarcled with a wreath of flowers, | chickens that I ever came across by hokey !




