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DEATII TUE SUPPORT OF LIFE.

[Prize Composition, hy Miss ANN J. LANsirç, of the Second;

Department of the Albuny Female Academy, for which a gold
medai was awarded.]

" There is neither waste ner ruin in nature :" for the smrailest

particle of matter in the vast universe arouid us, is composed off

an infinite number of atoms which can never be destroyed, but!
being united with other etonms, constitute a new corrbination.:
One plant decays, scatters its seed, aud another springs up, per-1
haps more beautiful, in the place which it occupied. Even thrat
which we look upon' tvith disgusrt and horror "is a step in the
progress of life." "-The tiniest thing that roves-we beholdi

decay mnoving througlh its vein, and its corruption, unconscious to
itself, engenders new tribes of life. There id net suci a thirng as
beauty, there is not such a thing as life, that does not gcnerate
from its own corruption, a loathsoine life for otiers."' Tie du4t,!
which we trod under fout, has becone a beauteous rose-bud,
filiing the air with its fragrance ; or a lofty oaf<, imliparting its
shade to every tising around. It nay have forned a part of they
winged eagle, who hovers in regions of space, or the gigantic
elephiant who treuds the earth with i majesty. It may have tended
to the furnation orf tha human framie, low strange that the dust'
of the earth should give to the lip of loveliness its richest glow!
to the ear its innuënrable and exquisitely minute cavities ! andî
te the eye its floating humors and its brilliant colorings ! Hfow t

strange tisat it should formr the inclosure te the " divine spark.,
itself, tho seul ! That it should form the tenenent of the fancy,l
ihat loves to soar in unkninownr regions ! Tie iemory, that trea-
surer of the soul !-The reason, tiat weighs and balances, thati
guides and determiies and provos.1

Changes arc continually going on among ail living bodies. Tihe
drop ofwater that to-day sparkles in the diamond, and to-morrow
gives its calm quiet beauty to the pearl, soon becomres the dfeecy,
heavy cloud, floatinrg in the blue sky, and ugain descending gives'
freshness and health te the humble niglt-flower, or the burning
blusi to the cheek of the early rose. "The snow-flake of wisnr
ter revives when the sun-beans are yellow and warrn, and forms
a gem for the spotless cup of the lily, or is restored i the blos-
soin of the joumine..

Althoughr change and decay are statrped upon ail animated
nature--although the flower which buds and blossoms in the
mnorning, in the evening lies withered and dead-althoughl the!
frame of youth whici glowed with health and strength and beauty

lies in the cold, dark sepulchre-yet there is one thinmg eartily,
whiclhmocks death and decay-the never dying soul-that whici
atone attesta. mran's divine origin-alone renders him superior toL
the brute creation. The seul is imortal, eternal. It undergoes
no chauige, suffers no decomposition ; but wien decay bas fixed
its signet upon tie iuman frnarne, it riscs, like a brilliant Phonix,
from tihe fanerai pile. Free and unveiled, it embraces its divine
destiny. The torchr of death renewts its youth'.

From the Montrit lïrerary Gufrland.

THE IIAME.SICK WIFE AND CONSOLING
11USUAND.

1i i. generally, if not universally the case, that the vives andu
daughters of settlers froni Britain, who seek with the axe independ-
ence in tho woods of Canada, are woefully a(Hicted upoi their first
entrance iito the forest with the disease called Rome-sickness,
Tho complaint, hrowever, abates in proportion as their clearings en-
large, and their conforts increase. Tie dulcet warbling of the,
tuéfui hird1ga f Alioin i-.4 in im f ri otten d tnheh ll ekif

Nae mair wee'l hear the mavis singin'
On tie buh ower Cawdor Lynn.

GEORDIE.

What though ye hear.nae kirk bell ringin',
GIde, llawkie's‡ bell aye giads your ear

Wha 4. your ca', comes loupin', flingin'
Iler auld daft legs high in the air.

iENNY.
Nae laverocks here sing in the lift,

Nor linties on the whinnie brae
O' what for Geordie, di we shift,

An change for gloom--blythe scenes like thae ?

GEOR D1E.

Weel could ye sing when first I kent ye,
Then let's gie canker care the rout

Ify e'll be laverock-Pse be lintie,
Sac witie we'll sing sang about.

JENNIE.

The thochts aye set ny breast a thrabbin',
In troth my heart is nearly broie,

To leave the laverocks-linties warblin',
An coule to hear the puddocks croak.

GEoRDIE.

'Tis truc nae birds sing here sae weel,
Yet whiles ye hear the paitrick's drum, il

An the wee bird singin'---whup lier wheel,§
Wlhen droutbie puddocks ca' for rum.i

JENNY.

Noo nae kind friends will e'er comle near us,
On auld yule night or halloween

Though mony a weel-kent face wad cheer us,
But for the sea that rows atween,

CEORDIE.

Let nae sie dowie thochis oppress ye,
But clear your sweet an tuneful throat,

When hogles black or blue distress ye,
Aye fieg then wi' a mrerry note.

I.E NN'Y.

Weel I will strive to be contentit,
For ye've been gude and kind Co me

Forbye our love's lthe mair cementit,
'y the dear bairriies roun' ny knee.

GEORDIE.

Thae words expresst--my sorrow ends--
Wi> mair delight the axe l'il swing

An' sure that lounies laugh portends
That hie'il yet gar the forest ring.

* Gloanin', in Scotland, as twilight in Engiand and the Eme-
raid Isle, is of considerabhe duration, wherens in Canada, in-
mvediately as the sun goes down, we are shrouded in total dark-
ness.

t Shanty, a snall but made of logs, covered with cloven hrol-
lo linnber ; usually the first residence of setlers when threy take
up ticir abode in the woods.

‡ in nuw settiemiente where the cattle browse in the woods, a
bell is rppended to the neck of the oldest cow, whici leads the
otliers m raingnurg fosr-food. Its sound is heiard at a considerable
itance, and directs those in quest of their catlle to the spot
vhere thev ray be found.

il 'l'ie cock partridge, during the season of incubation, is heard
in a still morning at a great. dsîtace, drummingi ; witi his wings
* *S~*Isn ~v. . ~ ~ ** tie lnrr oUa dad IceIr~r ~vlncir he porsm.n rngs

lulelu Uflis01 W111 orglie, alu ll liillbicr. vai! on the limub of a dead-tree, fromi whichi the -sportsman learns
ultimately believes that there is no musie on earth lihe--the music wherc partridges may he fuund iii the proper senson.
of the axe. These considerauions suggested thre followinrg dialogue : § The distinctuess with whichthiis sumal bird pronoun ces-

Om Co ri flhip poor î'ill--is evident to ll who have heard its note.
J ihe r'ie of the tbuli.frog is faniliar to every Canadian ear---

Vhy i the glormin, tell me, Geordie, such as marche-donc---De Aeuron---rum-more-rum. It is
Ave the limenc when wooers meet aUhrged that dmrinig the last war, in every place where the De

An' .on ,aMiuaia' couhie worinron Rgiment was quartered, the frogs gradually disappeared.
Awle Can:adianrs affiri that the frog9, when enrgaged in their musical

Baiti said-an sealed wi' kisses sweet ? soirees, planted videttes to give notice cf the approach orf the
GEorDE eenremy, annd thrat whenever De Ifeuron was sung, or souuded,

Ihei whioe of thie reformers imistantly dived, to seek for sheher in
'Tis 'cause its dimi sef lift conceals their ru.shy and muddv fastnesse%. The De Meurens, it appearà,

e blush ounmodest naidesn's chee l:
Anr' inugit, that tread. on glamin's hee!,.

Aye favours trysts, that wooers seek.

JE.Se~y.

What ine we got or gain'd by comin'

Ower the deep and roarini sea

D.trk drearie da% s wahioutenî gloaninr','

An naething blythe to chcer the e'e,

De cherrie, Jetrny, ave lie cantie,
I'mi suret" thaibteror avs are commr ;

I 'e mrik yc cosie ian thie shn,†
And dawî ve weel my bmnnie wonman.

Nae mair wee'l hear the kirk-bell ringin',
Nor Ihe l.uruni's ridi,ïlu' Jin ,

hnd a peculrar mode of cooking these little sonrgsters. 'ground-such gravel, sir !'

"_Well, I suppose il must ie so."

" You wouldn't like any other ; depend upon it, sir, you
The prize of 1,000 francs for Virtuous Actions ias been award- wouldnr't. The first ground, then, sir ;" and Mr. Mandrake dc-

ed hy the French Acaderrmy, this vear, to Francis Poyer, ca- parts, self-satisfied that, for the look of the thing,l-for merely the
briolet'driver, for tire flowing well-atested conduct :--Poyer lhas' sake of his customer's respectability,-he has induced himn to
earned bis bread lby keeping a hack cabriolet fur the last ten order featiers, mutes, and the first ground.
years. lie has a wife and four children. In 1829, a lady en- And in ail this dealing what part of il has Death ? Alack ! the
trusted ber newly boarn infant to Poyer's wife, paid for the first 3 feathers are not borne before his cold, white face ; the mntes
months, and hlien did not nake lier appearance for two years. Imarch not with solemn step to do him reverence ; the fine, dry,
She claimied the cli!d, and obtained it, without paying for its keep- eravell bed is not for the ease of death's pithless bones ; the

Iinn'. In a few wet~ after, Poyer hearrrcd tiratirhe infant hmrd beeJ rrei c antfrtr ne fdai' ihe.bns lemewould rest as well in the third ground as the first. No ; the trap-
again deserted, and gent te the Foundling Hospital. He went tollpings of the defunct are but the outward dressings of trhe pride of
cimini it, and foun it sufferimg, and even menaced with loss of'the living: the Undertaker, in ail his melanchoiy pomp, his
sight. The establishnent, bowever, could not give up the child, dingy bravery, waits upon the quick, and not the dead. it is the
unlcesshe who tock iL would lodge the sum of £10, to be given ý living who crave for plumes, for nails double gilt,-for ail the
la the cild n ils najority. The amount was large for poor outward show ofwelth and fiaery. Pride takes death, an, for
"Jycr, w-h fear childcn or fis own ; bi hg raised it, paid it is especial purpose. trice ilOal ta the frippery of life. "Man,"

on the 14th of September, 1829, and brought the child as bis

adopted again home. After ten years the facts came to the know-
ledge of an acdemician, and the prize of 3,000 francs was voted
to this poor cabriolet driver.

THE UNDERTAKER.

"No man (that is, no tradesman) has a more exquisite notion
of the outward propriehics of life-of ail its external dencencies.
luxuries, and holiday show-making,--than youir Undertaker.
Vith him, death is not death, but on the contrary, a something

to be handsomely appoiçted and provided for ; to be approached
*witi the deference paid by the trader te th e buyer, and treated
with an attention, a courtesy, commensurate with the probability
of profit. To the Undertaker, death is not a ghastly, noisome
thing ; a hideous object to be thrust into the earth ; the com-
panion of corruption ; the fellow of the worm i not it! Death
cornes to the Undertaker, especially if he bury in high life, a
melancholy coxcomb, curious in the web of his winding-slheet, in
the softness of his last pillow, in the crinison or purple velvet
that shall cover his oaken couch, and in more than al], particular

in the silver-gilt nails, the plates, and handles, that shali decorate
it. A sense of profit in the Undertaker wholly neutralises the
terrible properties of death ; for, te him, what is another corpse
but another custoner?

THE RICH M.N's FUNERAL.

"Of course, sir," says Mandrake, taking orders for a funeral,
-" Ofcourse, sir, you'il have feathers ?"

" Indeed, I-I see un use in feathers," replies the bereaved
pirty, whose means are scarcely sufficient for the daily necessi-
ties of the living ; "no use at all."

"No feathers, Sir !" says Mandrake, with a look of pitying
wonder. "Why, excuse me sir, but-really--you would bury
a servant without feathers."

Well, if you think them necessary,"-
"Necessary ! No respectable person can be buried witlhout

feathers," says Mandrake ; and [wise dealer !] he touches the
chord of worldly pride, and feathers make part of the solemnity.
" Then, sir, for mutes ; you have mutes, doubtless?"

I never could understand what service they vere," .is the
answer.

"Oh, dear sir !"-cries Mandrake ; "ot understand ! Con...
sider the look of the thing ! You would bury a pauper. sir,
without mutes."

I merely want a plain, respectable funeral, Mr. Mandrake"
1 Very true, sir ; therefore, you must have mutes. What is

the expense, sir? Nothing, in comparison with the look of the
thilig.'

I always thought it worse than useless to lavish money upon
the dead ; so everything very plain, Mr. Mandrake."

S I siail take care, sir ; depend upon me, sir: everything
shall be of the most confortable kind, sir. And now, sir, for the
choice of ground ;" and hereupon, Mr. Mandrake lays upon the
table a plan of the churchyard, prohably divided into three sepa-
rate parts for the accommodation of the different ranks of ti
dead. "Now, sir, for the ground."

Is there any choice ?"
Decidedly, sir. This is what we call the first ground ; a

charming, dry, gravelly soil: you may go any depth in it, sir,-
any depth, sir ; dry, sir, dry as a bed. This is the second ground
a little damnper ilhan the first, certainly ; but stili, some respecta-
ble persons do bury there." Oit this, Mr. Mandrake folds up
the plan.

"Well, but the third ground. That is, I suppose, the cheap-
est P''

" Clay, sir ; clay ! Very damp, indeed ;-you voulda't liLe
il ;-in winter extrenely wet."

"Stil, if the price be much lower than either of the
othe rs,7--

" Very true, sir, il is, and properly so! or how would the
very poor people be able to bury at ail? You may, of course,
sir, do as you please ; but nearly all respectable families bury in
the first ground. If it were mny own case, I should say the first


