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THE PORTFOLIO.

that voll along in the thunders of theit
course on all sides of us : here rules per-
fection ; here riches are strewn by nou
niggard hand : hete the Creative power
moves supreme ;. here while nothing is
lacking, nothing is redundaunt : here are
seen in bewildering profusion the resomces
of 2 mind that knows no exhaustion, the
blessiugs of 1 love that knows no bound |

A great part of the enjoyment of
ardinary life consists of a contemplation
of the beauties of nature and the wonders
of wrt: where then can scenes «f mme
transcendent beauty be found than those
to which we have just refeired 2 Do we
love novelty 2 Hete are novelties withouat
end, either to variety or number. Is the
ever buovant principle of curiosity to be
watified 2 Herve is food in abundance for
the most curions.  And then we are not
esdictea to those  branches  just
mentioned—natural science unfolds to us
all the barmonious windings of physical
laws, all the fine adaptions and hair-
spring minuteness, so couspicuons in
every part of natme’s work-room.  Then
comes chiemistry, one of the most wonder-
ful of ail, with her eagle eye throwiny off
the complicated envelopments  which
makes the world such an enigma, search-
ing out the secrets hoarded up in the
hiding places of the univeise, and holding
up to onr gaze such specinens of Divine
mgenuity, skill, power aud foresight. as
to canse the pompous fabrics of human
construction to dwindle inte unessential
shade. So with all the sciences: there
is not one which does not exhibit some
poiuts of pecaliar interest.  And science
hias given ns some of the most couclusive
arguments that we have, or conld have,
welative  to  the immateriality aund
immortality of the sonl.  Physiological
1esearches have shown that our bodies
are 1 a continual state of chauge;
that uew material is being coustantiy
added to them as old material is being
carvied away : in fine that the bodies we
now have are not at all the same bhodies
which we had a short time ago.  Yet we

kuow that we ourselves continue the
same. We see by this that the thinking

part of us is entirely distinct from the
tenement in which it dwells. Someane

hias said * We have already several times
lost a great part, or perbaps the whole of
our bodies, according to certain common
established laws of unature: yet we
remain the same living agents 1 when we
shall lose as great a part, or the whole,
by another common established Jaw of
nature, death, why mav we not also
remain the sume? This brings us to a
glorions conclusion by which we may sav
with the Roman poet, thongh in 2
different sense, “ I shall wot all die.”

The man who luxariates iu the iich
fields of science enjovs some of the
greatest privileges given to men  The
poet has high privileges, but thev are as
nonght  compared to  those of the
scientific mau.  The former has to deal
entively wiil the outwiad appentance of
uatute, but it is given to the man of
science to enter the treasure chambers of
the Creator, whete are concealed the
riches both of the wisdom and kuowledge
of God, to him as to the high priest of
old, is allowed an entrance into the very
penetralia - of the temple, whete the
transcendent glories of the Shekinah
1adiates from between the cherubims:
he alone is admitted into the interior of
these caverns of omnipotence, where the
walls  are huang  with nost  gorgeous
dravery, interringled with gems, flashing
forth the vowerful reflex of a Divinity's
insufferable blaze.

+€ost ®old.+

1My b Hasnzos Lagd
N dim green deptbs ot ingat-laden slup..
3 While golid dualiloons, that foom the drowned
hand tell,
Lac nestied in the occansflowers” bell
With Lwe's pemimed sings once kissed by now ddvad
lips 3
And gound some wroaaghtegold cupe the seaqgass
whips
Aud hidzs Jost pranks, near peards il in their sheil
Where sea-weerd fnnests il each ocean dell,
Aud xeck dim sunlight with their conntlecs tips,

Su fiv the wasted gifts, the Tong-dost hupes.
Bencath the now hushed surface of myarelf
10 lauclicr depths than whete the diver gropes

They lie deep, deep s but 1 at times heheld
T doulnful glimpses, on some scefy sheif,
The gleam of irrecaverable gold.




