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POETRY. nothing left for me but to st down, (if ye un~
— derstand what that v ans,) as inany good man
AY SISTER'S GRAVE. hes been compelled to do. However 1 paid

— every body seventeen shillings and sixpence
hali-penny in the pound. Some of my c.edi-
tors said it was owie meikle, that | had been
simple and wrongea mysel’,

& would wish to the utmost o* my power
tobe honest,” said 1, “and if | have wronged
myselly | hae saved my conscience. I there
be wothing «lse left for me now, as Burns
Ny~

“Meaven be tiankit ! § ean beg I
My business, howvever, had been entirely

Vale, vale !~nos te, ordine quo mitura permittet,
sequ moy !

Tk voon-day suni is riding lugh,
Along the calin and ¢l udless eky !
The manile of his gorgeous glow
Floats slecpily o'er all below ;

Aud beaver and carthy are brighily gay
Beueath the universal ray '~

But not & wandering sunb u falls
Within these high and hallowea walle,

:::r’-ln.;:::n':.:urlr{ ::":.wu:'hf:'k- ot stand for the space o' six weeks, | had
~The murmurs steal along the nave, neither journeyman nor apprentice left, My
And die abov ‘—my sisier’s grave. logms, ‘and the whole apparatus connected
*Tis evening !—sull | Lnger here, wi’ the concern, had been sold off, and I had

Yet sorrow speaks not w a lear §

The silence 15 50 sadly decp,

The place 50 pure,—1 dare not wesp !
1 sitas in ashapeiess drewm,

Where all is changing, suve its theme ,
Aud, if & sigh will sometimes beave

A heart that loves,—but m
1t seems as though the spiiiis

nothing in the would out a few articles o’ furs
witare, which a friend bought back for me at
the sale. 1 got the loan o' & looin, and in

sit down 0 dnive the shuttle &
wrought none tospeak o' for ten y
and my hands were quite oul o” use, §inade
but a poor job o' it.  The first week 1 didna
wake aboon half-a<crewn; and that was but
a small sum for the suppoit o’ & wife und half
a dozen hungiy baimns,  However, | wasstill
as simple as ever, and there wasua a wife in
the countryside that was a bad payer, but
brought her web to Nicholas Middlemi-s, |

nind
serd back reproachiuliy the sound 3
And then | start,—and think I' have
A chiding from my sister's grave !

Of blighted hope that sloeps beneath !
A simple tablet bears ub 1ve

Brief record of a father's love,

And hints, in language ye! more brief,
The story of a father’s griel :—
Around, “the night-brecze sadly plays
With scutcheons of the elder day s,
And faded banuers dimly wave
On high,—right o'er my sister’s grave !
.08t wpirit !~ thine was not a breast “
To struggle vain'y after rest !

utmost, 1 couldna keep my bairns® tecth gaun.
Many a tim it has wrung my heart, when |
heard them crying to their wother, elinging |
round hery and pulling at her apran, saying

 Mother giss a picce -0 just & wee bite
mother !

“ O my darhings,” she used 1o say to them, |
wiana wsk me for brcad the now. 1 havena
a mocsel in the house, and have no siller to |
buy meal,  But ) our father is about tnished

«“Thou weat nol made (o bear the w0l
Nor labour theough te storms of lify !

. twi' the vieb, and ye shalt iae plemty the |
Thy heart was in 100 warm o mould } night,”
To mingle with the dull aud cold |

{ Thew the bits o dear creatures would have |
And every thought thal wronged 1 o { come ruanin’ ben to me and asked— Faither, |
Fell like a blight upou thy youth !— 1en will the web be ready 1 |
Thou shouldst have hgen, for thy distross »0i | soon hinnies ! said 1, halt choked ‘
;:"'.L‘:"::“'_':‘:l..‘:h - ief and blind wi’ tears, haud away {
e tonant (0 my out and play yoursels !
But al thy griefs, my gin, are o'er ! . For Tcouldna stand to see then
Thy fair-blue eyes shal' weep no more ! belore me, and to behold want, like a gnaw-
*Tis sweel 1o know thy fragile for ing woim, eating the flesh from their love y
Lies sale (rom every future Then when 1 had went out wi® the
O, as 1 haunt the dreary cy would say to me—+ Now Ni-
That gathers round thy | remember the sitwation  we are in
1 love 1o see the lightning sircam + There is ueither food o’ one description nor
Along thy stove, with fitful gleam , tanother in the house, andye see the lasto’ |
::,:""'7 In each flssh are given !our coals upon the fire. Thercfore beforc y e
T o e =i e Welsesth y o e oty
Above iy #ister's quiel grave ! the workis

\

Yetscores o' times, even after such admo-
nitions, | have veen home without a peany in
my pocket. They put me off with one excuse,
and another. Fome were to call and pay me

| on Saturday, and others when they killed their
pige But those Saturdays seldom came, and in
my beliel tie pigsjare living yet. It used to put

1 terior (o meet my poor starving family, |

{ The consequence generally was, that Nancy |
liad to go to where | had come from and re-
qaest payment herself ; and at last she wou!dna |

trust me wi' the taking home o’ the webs.
y when ye | Wesuffered more than Tam willing to tel
llbought otherwise o’ my company. Yet, the abouty at the period Tment on, and all arost
1 see 0° your 1 ansactions Nicholas, the Out o' my simpleness,  But 1 was confined to
am 1 convinced in the truth o the say- |1y bet Tor ten weeks, wi' a dreadfu’ at tack
y that the simple man is the beggac's bro- | ©° thewnatish,—it was what was ca'ed o
£ ttic fevery—it reduced me toa peifect
 Serrow take ye wife! eried I,  will ”I Wis as !'rcl.lcm as a half-burned
ye really come owre thae words again.  Are | Through futigue, anxiety, and want

not aware (hat | detest and abhor then c‘w"m"ﬂ thegither, Nancy also took ve:y ill,

v L oot said that to ye again and again, | U there did we lie to all appearance hasten-

yetye will repeat them in my he aning. o ““ the "'rr‘"l.‘ What d“c m@ml. obg
ye wish to drive me mad 1" and what our umgl.\'suﬂ'rm upon llusoa}wn,
“ L would wish tosee ye act, answered | M0 J7s0n ina christian country could helieve.

% 09 that | would never aeed 1o use them l!.ul for the Kinduess o° the minister, nnd_i'omr

ain.”  And on saying that she wen. out o’ "\ pur "“‘"{'l"'}"ﬂ, we mu!: .Illl ll':l:" hl’";‘-""‘i
v al deliver. | A% matter of conrse we fell sadly back, an
foom, which to me was a great deliver. | when the house-rent hecame due, ’wn Ila:l not
l;ulhe Mil cssbod, s0d 10, tell e the |w h:m_a:ilh to pay it.  The landlord distrained

A ) {us for ity
““lt:lo’ul also “"_’ it .:“ n,’ dl":"' WAS 1A second time the few things I had left were
o me ; an ound there was 1 put under the hammer o’ the auctioner. « 0 1"

THE SIMPLE MAN ISTHE BEGGAR'S
BROTHER.
‘oncluded,)

* O Naney ! Nancy !" cried 14 yo would
ki the wind ! Just take yoursel’ away if ye
please, forieally ye're tormenting me,—nik-
ing a perfect gowk o me for neither end nor

)

% 0, if that be the way,” said she,™ 1ean
kave ye,—but | have the «

order to support my wife and family, | vad to '

wiought late nd earlv, but though I d.d my |

sand 1, ¥ surely misery and [ were born the-
gither 1 For we had two daughleng the
auldest only gaun six, both lying ill o* the
scarlet fever in the same bed, so.d oul from
under them. 1L was more than human nature
could endure. The poor, dear lammies cried--
& faither ! mother! dinna let them touch
us "' 1 took the auldest up in my anns, and
begged that & might be allowed a blanket to
row herin; Nancy took up the youngest one,
and while the sale went ony, with our dying
bairns in our arms, we sat down in the street
before the door, wstwo beggars--but we were
not begging. .

Our case excited universal commiseration.
A numiber o° vespectable people began to take
au interest in our weltare, and business camc
§7 thick upon me, that | bad to get two
other looms, and tound constant employmem
not only for my au'dest laddie, whom | was
| bringing vp te the business, bt also fora
journeyman.

Just as | was begining to prosper, however,
Land to get my head above the water, there
| was one o’ my auld creditors to whom I had
| paid the composition of seventeen and six-

pence halfpenny in the pound, who was a
| hard-heaited, avaricious sort of man, and to
| whom T had promised, and not only promised.
| but given a written pledge, to pay hini the

remaining two and fivepence halfpenny in
the pound, together with interest, in the
course {six yewrs. The tine was just ex-
piting, when he came to me, and presenting
the bit papery, which wos in my own hand-
wiiting, demanded payment.

 Really sir,” said 1, « §ackn wiedge that

{1 must pay ye, thonzh every body said at
N

the time that §was a very simple wan for
entering into any such agreement wi' yej but
itis not in my power to pay ye just now, In
the ~ourse o' & twalmonth § hope to e able
to doit.”

< B Middicwiss,' said ey as stowly as

want, and oy n

itimmediately too,”

 Nir,” said I,  the thing is impossible, |
na give ye what 1 havena got.””

“ 1 dinng care for tha'y” said be, %if 1
dinna get ity | shall ¢ gel you."

He had the cruelty o thiow me into jail,
Just as 1 was beginning to gather my feet,
It knocked all my prospects in the head again.
1 began to say it wus o’ no use for me tostrive,
for the stream o fate was against me.?”

“ Dinna say se Nicholas,” said Nancy,
who came on foot twice cvery week, a’ the
way from Langholm, 10 sec me, % dinna say
so.  Your own simplicity is agaiost ye—
nothing else.”

Weel, the delt was paid, and | got my
libeity.  But come weel come woe, | was
still simple Nichol Middlemiss. Never have
I been able to get the better o’ my easy dis-
It has made me acquainted wi
miseryy~=it has kept e constantly in the
company o' poverty,—and when | am dead,
il ouy body erect a gravestone for me, they
may wmscribe over it

1 will bave ; and have

ca

S THESIMGLE MAN IS THE BEGOAR™ prorien™

THE STAR IN THE EAST,

In one of those quiet valleys of the Alps,
newe the lake's wild marging embosoried by
stowclowned mountains, lay the livte village
of Geneva. In its midst stood the moss-cover-
ed cottage of Bolien, The depuiting rays of
a summer’s sun played among the leaves of
the flowers, and the mountains snd tall tiees
weie inverted in the pure waters now stilled
be neath the deep blue sky of heaven,  The
windows of Rolien’s cotiage were thro vi oy
the curtains drawn aside, and there watched
he wife of the faithful pastor over her dying
child,  Now she pirted the damp curls from
his brew, and thens pressed her lips on his
little cold fingers, #which she held in her
hand.  Feivently the silent prayer ascended,
that the night of sorrow might pass, and the
storm of axony be stilled in her bosom ; then,

s the babe tarned rostiessly in her lap, ina
wow tone she sung,

Sleep, baby, sleejs
Ovice more upon my breast,
.Y oe aching head shall rest,

Bu quict Pleep,
Sleep, baby slecp.
Sweetly thine eye is closing,
Calwly thow'rt now reposing,
b slumbes deep,

Rloep, ungel, baly, steep,
Not i thy cradie bed
Sha Liost thy little head,
Bt wilh the quict dead,
T dream!csshleep,

As the mother booked on her boy, she saw
that his litde limls were stift with the icy
chill of Ccath, A smile was on his cherub
face, and the loug lashes were closed over the
blue eyes. Sweet Babe ! no wonder that thy
mother's heart is broken when she looks on
het only childy—dead! The Kind-hearted
villagers made a little grave among the trees,
—and on the third day, vhen the morning sun
shone upon the Alpine mountains, they toox
from the mother’s bosom her little one, and
laid itin the giound ; and then they looked
along the narrow and wild defiles of the
mountain for their pastor, who had been foi
some days absent.

Atevenmng the wife of Bolien sat alone in
her cottage.  She looked upon the lake. A
bea.tiful light was on its waters,  She raised
her head. It was the star in the east: and it
| eame up and stood over the ple 2 where the

youngz child was.  Upon her darkened soul it
| Tose as the star of hop2— the dawning of that
{ light, which had been for a while witl drawn,
i ¢ I'shall rejoice in him who wasborn King of
‘lh».l.«“- for be (ath gathered the sheep in
his arms, anl he carries the laabs in his ho-
i som,” she exclaimed-—and her feelings were
| ealmed —her broken spirit found repose.
Thatnight the villagers welcomed their be-
loved pastor. No one dared to tell him his
{ only son rested beneath the sods of the valley

{if o vere spelling my name, * my moncy | | As he passed from amoar thew ite his own

| cottage, from which the light was faintly
| gleaming, they uttered the heartfelt b i
{ tion, ¢ Peac within his dwelling.?
| embrace of the pastor and s wiie was close
| and affectionat s and thien the eye of the father
| glanced on the cradle, which stood in its ae-
\l‘lhlul!l' d place, ¢ The babe sleeps,’ he sa
¢ Blessed be God who has preserved you hoth !
{ The mother turned to wipe the tears fiom )
eyes, as she replied.  Yes, the baby b
you cannot wake him:*  The fearful trath did
| not enter the mind of Bolien, ! he teated
himself to partake of some simple refreshment
| which was st before him. ¢Y rounten-

ance is sad,’ he exclaimed, as he looked upon
the frce of his wife, ¢ Methi u ought
to be full of joy.  What shall nder tothe

Lord for all his goodness !

The struggle in
the cou

enance of the afflicted mother was
100 agonizing to eseape the notiee of Bolien,
and, as he took hei hand in his, he exclaiimed,
¢ Tell me, 1 heseech you, what has heppened.
Chuistianity I know is not secute, even among
the Alpine valleys, It Liey that we are
3 of 1ce and snow,
and seek shielter f whe persecute us
for righteousness® sake. Tell me what has
befullen us that yon weep thus ' The eye of
the heart=stricken methier glanead towards the
eradle of her bahe, and there needed no com-
ment. The postor fell on his knees and utter-
ey ¢ Our chitd is dead P—ther buried his face
in his hands and wept aloud,

An hour passed, and the pastor and his wife
mingled their tears at Je grave of their child,
Sweetly did the starin the east shine on that
little mound.  As Bolien uncovered his head
and cazed npward, he fervently exclaimed,
¢ The Star of Bethlebem shall be our guide to
that lan | which needeth no star to shine upon
it! forthe glors of God shall lighten it; and
the Lamb isthe light thereof *

Wio smarr mave e ewize 2 —~There
was once to bo a meeting of the flowers, and
(the judze was to award a prize to the one

rmm-unrml the most begutiful.— Who shall
[ have the prize T soid the rose, stalking for-
(ward in all the consciousness of beauty. —
14 Who shall have the prize 2 said the othér
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