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* Unused to the luxuries or extravagancius of life, he
oontents himse!f with the simplest food, and ruch asthe
bountiful hand of natire supplies. The meats and in-
temperate liquids of sociol hife, are unknown te him.

¢ But from tho mountain's grassy sile,
A guililess fuast bic brings;

A scnp with herbs and fruite supplicd,
And water from theaprngs.*

In summer he cultivatos a small Jot of fand, whieh he
11 fandly allowed to possess, by the ownier of the estute
on which the hernntage is lacated; but he rarcly a'lows
the plants 1o arrive at matunaty, befuce he plucks them
from tho carth, ond throws themn to the cattle that
fued aronnd his leaely mansion.  What should mduce
him to thue destroy what he has often been o great
Jabor tu culuvate, he asugns no rearon, hor can any
ane for.n atcasonuslie canjecturs. [l coll is ducarated
with varwous glietls and bones, znd 18 searcely capoble of
accomadatmg .01l alone; and the fumituwre with
which 1t 18 suppl ~d, consists of a stoal and an oaken
dench. on wlich hie repuses, and two o1 thiee pueces ot
lisoken delph ware. It s as ploomy, as darhness and
soliude con make a1, und sppears 1o bo adourably fit-
ted fur o misanthrope and a recluse,

In winter he seldom enmesges from his falitary man.
rion, hut silontly and patiently waits for tune to misn.
duce the vornal &pring, oud to brine wbout that joyful
season wwhen ance oo he ean 1ove aroutd the adja
cent woodland snd meads.  The rars of the sun never
anter the portals of lus donuci, and at m.dday 1t as
auncs all the darkneas of mulinght,  Content with thee
situation, and at peace with all, ho quic'ly looks; lot.
watd for the arrnal of that day, when o shatl* bid the
waking world good mght,’ and find in countries unes
ploved, that happiness wineh hfe has deaied han,

1L ceil is surrounded wath 2 thuck set hedge,
wrought of wild briars and hemlack, and dizplays snuch
ingenmty and taste. 1t 1410 a mast romantic saluation
and not ofien annoyoed by the gaze of the curous, or
the mischievous visis of the boys, for they all love poor
Rabert. 1tis well worth the touble of thase who 3re
fond of the curious, und are pluased with noticing the
eccentnicities of frai) wmortality, to vt the abods of
‘Resent Tuc Hensur.?

—ojoe—
GOD'S UNIVERSAL PROVIDENCE.

Let it not be assetted thut w15 hencath the
creator to care fur indwiduals  The whole sys
tem of the umiverse, hke 1o smallest atom, s
nothing in comparison of the infinite God. Thi-
being the case, what 1s it that we caa call Inile
and contemptible?  How much swaller is the
differcnce betacen me and whole natons, thun
between the latter und those prodigious orbs,
which sppear so insigaificant to aniustructed
man!  ‘The most supesficial observation will
bie sufficient to convince us, that n the eyes of
that Ged, to wham a thousand years are as one
day, and the umiverse is as a drop in the wide
acenn, ho creatuie can be so mean, no circum-
stance o ivsituificant, as to be vuworthy of his
attention. It we take the smallest plant, the
mogt dininuiive insect that we nre able to diissct
wej d-scover the moat profound wisdom iu the
struetare of tie minutest vessels, 6s in the whole
which they contnibuie 10 turm; and the smallest
part of these apparently nsanificient abjects
tends no Jess 1o the perfection of the wislo, than
the animal or tho plart sself to the perfection of
the whole apecies, snd the letter to that of the
aniverso.  If Gad has not disdained to form
creatyres  that appesr so contemplible, why
shonld it be theught Leneath lum to preserve
tham? O how can 2 whole speeies Le preserv-
ed, unles thit prescrvation be eatonded to indr-
widual»?

ANECDOTRS.
—cjce—
HOW TO OVERCOME EVII, TEMPERS.
Jhe colebrated physician, Bocihaave, Loing

JUVENILE ENTERTAINER.

asked by a friend, who had oficn admired his
pmtience under grest piovocations, ** Whather
ha knew what it was to be angry, and by what
mouns hie had 80 e.uirely suppreesed thet impe-
tuous and ungovernable passion?” He answer-
ed, with the utmost frankness sad sincerity,
“Fhat he was naturally quick of resentment;
but that b2 had, by dmly prayer and meditation,
rat length attnined  to this mastery over himself
But this,” lie sad, “ was the work of God’s
graco: fur he was too gensible of his own weak-
ness, to a<erthe any thing to himaeolf, or to con-
cene that he counla subdue passion, or withstand
temptation, by his owen natwval porwer.?

Ho never regarded calutinies, (for Boorhaave
hinvelf had eneimes,)) nor even thought it ne.
cessary to copfute them.—~* They are aparka,”
<ard bie, ¢ which, if yon do not blow, will ga out
o themselves  'Fhe surest remedy  sguast

seandal is to live it down, by perseverance in
selldomg, and by pras g to God that he wnuld!
sure the distempered msnds of thase who traduce;;
aud 1ojure ug ¥ !
~olo m—
TRADITION OF THE DELUCE.

The tradstion concernng  this subject among
the Amenican Indians 18 curious.—The Great
Hute, or Nanibojau, hved originally, toward
the going 4 wn ot the sun; when, being warn-
ed, 1 a dream, that the inhabitants would be
drowned i a generul flood, praduced by heavy
rains, he built a roft, on which he preserved hia
swn famly, and all the animal werld, without
exception,  According to his dream, the rains
leil, und 2 flond ensued.  His raft dnfted for
many moons, during which no land was dis-
cavesed.  His fonnly began to despair of a ter-
mnabion to ther calamities: and the animals,
aho hud the use of speeck, murmured londly
agaiast . la the end he produced a new
varth, placed the aniwials upon it, and created
man

RULES OF BEUHAVIOUR.
—oolce—

Provoke no body.

Luve your schucl fellows,

Please your master,

Let nol play entice you.

Restram your tongue,

Lovet future honour, which only virtue and
wisdom cun pocure
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POETRY. ‘
For the Juveunile, Entertainer.
*Twas anrly in the month of June,
W hen flowera look fresh and gay,
Youns Em’ly and Matilda walk’d
Aloag the garden way.

The race was blushing in the dow,
The tark was mounting high;

And clouds, with threat’ning aspect, flew,
Alovrg the Sombre sky,

Young Em'ly view’d the threat’ning sterm,
With yauthiul fear and awe;

And terror shook her frame, when ahe
The thundecs herald saw,

God speaks not only in the blast,
The mild Matilda cried,

The rosa bud and the hghtaome lark,
‘Tho® little in our eyes,
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His great and glorious wisdom marl,
Like the lightening of the skies.

Eviza,
—aoloen
THE DYING BOY:

It inust be eweat, in chuldhiood to give hack

The spirit 1o 1te Maker; ere the heart

Has grown faniliar with the paths of sin,

And sown-—lo garoer up its bitter fruite.~—

1 ki.ow o boy whose infant feet hed trod

Upon the blussatus of some saven springs,

And whoi the enght camo tound, and call’d him or
To tevel m ity hight, he twned away,

And sought lus chamber, to lie down and dee.
"Twas night-—he sunmoned his sccustomed friond
Atid, ous tlus wise, beutowed hus last butjuust

Mother—I'm dying now!
Thore's a deep suffacation in my breast,
As i soine heavy haad 1ny bosom prese’s:
Aud on my brow

1 fecltha cold sweat stand:
My bpx grow dry and tramulous, and my breath
Cowes frebly up.  Ob!tell me, 18 thus death!
Mother, your hand—

Here—lay it on my wrist,
And placs the other thus bensath my head.
And say, swect mother, say, when { ain dead
Shall 1 be nussed? )

Never beside your kaee,
Shall [ knccl down ugain st night to pray
Nor with the morning wake, and sing the lay
Youtaughtme.

Oh, atthe time of prayer,
When you look round, and ‘see a vacant seat,
You will not wat then for my cowning feet—
You'll miss me theto.

Father—i'm going homo!
To the good hiome you spoke of, that blest tsad
Where 1t 18 oue tright sumner always, and
Slorms do not come. -

‘T must be happy then,
From pain and death you say I shall be free,
That sickness never cuters thcsre, and we
Sheli meet sgain.

Brother—-the little spot
1 used to call my garden, where long hours
Wa've stay'd to watch the budding things and fi
ers
Forgsat it not!

Plart there scme box or pine,
Something that lines in winter, and will be
A verdent offering to my memory,

And call nt mine!

Sister—my young ross-trece—
That all the spring hus boeu my pleasant ears,
Just putting forth its leaves 20 groen and fair,
Igive to thee;

And when its roses bloom—

J shall be gone away, my short life done;

But will you not bestow a single ons
Upon my tomb!

Now-mother-~sing the tuce
You saug last night, I'tn weary aud must sleep. -
Who wasit called my name! Na, do not wesp,
You'll all come soon! ] :

Morning spread o'er oarth her rosy winge—
And that meek suflferer} cold, and-ivary-pale, -
Layon his couch asleep. Thegentle air
Came through the open window, freighted with
The savoury odours of the early spring— |
He breathed it not: the laugh of pimers by,
Jarred, like a discord in some mournful tume.-
But worried not his alumbers, He wid dead



