BTANZAS, ON TIMRE

aapping carth *Tias poor mockery of s humble !
atate ;—and yet perhapsicwas nieant kindly —Three |
days after this he was borne away in a hearse, and
Iletout my griefin tears.

I scarceiy know how it is, but the deaths of!
children seem to me always less premature than
those of older persons, not that they are i fact so,
but it is because they themselves, bave litle or no
rclation to maturity  Life scems a race which they |
have yet o run emniely .
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Tley have made no pro-
gress towards the gaol
further

They are born—unothivy

The Sprritof an Infunt to ks Mother

Mother, I've lain upon thy lulling breast,
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And felt thy gentle breathung on vy brote;
My futtie frame st the carth at test,

But my voung puit hovers near taee pow. i
J cannolleas e wee, thorwh o o'y heaum

A beckoniag angel uols me fron absee ; I

(Sleep, mother, sleep, Prowath tuee in thy deeam ;)
Ol ! een for them I eannat leavs oy lave,

Thou who wouldst nrmur to tie ull Ferept
Into thy blameless besom, where I siept.

Dhere s my little cot—nn teaant row
Presses is pillow—=all is sull az death:
The nizithght gleams likewmoonbeams on her brow,
Her fips apart are rosy with her breath,
Moveless is that winte arm on whica P've laid,
Aund veil'd that bosoin where 1 used to rest,
See, see, a tear from the fair lid has stray™d,
Mother ! sweet mother! thy youne boy is blest j—
He lies no longer near thy beating heart.
But thouw and he will ne'er be far apuil}

But it secms hard when a man has toiled high up
the steep hill of knowledge, that he should be east,
downwards in a moment; that he who has worn the
day and wasted the night in gathening the gold of

ience, should be with all his weaiih of learniag,
u!l his accumulations, made bankrupt at once.
What becemes of all the riches of the sot), the piles
and pyramuds of precious thought which men heap
ogether ? Wiere is Shakespeare's imagination—
Bacon'slearning 2 Where is the sweet fancy of Sul-
ney, theairy spiritof Fletcher, and Milton's thought
severe? mcthinﬂ??ﬁrch things should not die and
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dissipate when @ B8l can hve for centuries and a
brick of Bgypt will last three thousand years !1
am contert o belleve that the mind of man survives
(somewhere or other) his clay.

Death is the tyrant of the nnagination, Ins reion
is in solitude and darkness, in tembs and prisons,
over weak hearts, and scething brams  1le lives
without shape or sound, a phautom, inaccessible to
sight or touch, a ghastly and terrible AppRERRNSI-
ox

All that has been, and is, and isto come, must die,

£0d tho grave will possess all—already the temple
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of Death is stored with enormous treasures: but it
shall be filled, till its sides shall crack and moulder,
and its gaunt Kinyg, “Death the Skeleton,” shall wi-
ther like his prey.
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STANZAS,

Bt did thy virtuous bosom never feel,
Luose blivited Lopes which thougit could never
Lieal ?
Ind thy capacious wisdom neer explore
An unseen world, where faiae shall be no more ?
Wast thou coutent mind’s purest joys to hnow;
And 1 the silent grave, those joys forgo 2
The towernng heigits uf euson’s lore (0 try,
To piwne tane eagle fancy axd to die ?

D14 no siill voiee ¢'er watsper in thy breast,
‘That those fund aspirations to e blest,
That fevensh westlessuess. that wortal strife,
Were the sure earnest of hsmortal life,
Sceds of that flower tuat was again to bloom,
More brizht. wmore forr, aud Lve beyend the tomb ?
Unhappy ! fiom these truiiis thou turned'st away,
Nor build'st the moza wnat brings that glorous day.
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ON TIME.

"The doctrive, that tume eaistsonly in remembrance
may serve to expiam some apparent mconsisiencies
m the language which we use respecuing our sense
of us passage. We hear persons complaining of
the slow passage oftime, when they have spent asin-
¢le nieht of unbroken wemisomeness, and wonder-
g how speedily hours filled with pleasure or en-
grossing occupations, have fiown, and vet we all
haow Low long any period sceins which has been
erowacd with events or feclings leavmg a strong
naprossion beliiud them.  Imtlunking on seasens of
ensut, we have nothing but a seuse of lengih, we
meresy temerber that we it the tedivm of exist-
ence, buttheress really no space in the imagination
filed up by the period  Mere time unpeopled
with diversified emotions, or circumstances, s but
onc idea, and that idea is nothing more than the re-
membrance of a listless stnsativn, Thne then is
only anation, unfelt in is pessage, a mere measure
given to the mind to its own past emotions A night
of dull pain and months of lingering weakness, are
in the reirospect nearly the samething.  When our
hzasds or our hearts are busy we know nothing of

ftime, it does not exist for us, but as soon as we pause

to meditate on that which 1s gone, we seem to have
lived long, because we leok Lack through along se-
ries of events, or feel them at once peering oncabove
the other, like ranges of distant hills.

Actions or feelings, not hours, mark all the back-
wsard course of our being.  Our sense of the near-
ness to us of any circumstance in our life is detei-
mined on the same principles, not by the revolu-

.



