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THE SOUL.

Our thoughls are boundless, though our frames aro frail,
Our soyls-immoria), though our limbs docay;
Though, darkened in this poor life by a veil
Of suffering, dyiog matter, we shall play
In ttuth’s eternal unbeams ¢ on tho way
To heaven's high cagitol our car shiall‘rolly
*The-temiile of powet whom all obey, -~ A
That is the mark we tend to, for the soul
Can take no lower flight, and scek no meauer goal,

1 feel it—though tho flesh is weak, I fzel
Tho spirit has its energics untamed
By all its fatal wanderings; Time may heal
Tho wounds which it kaos suffered; Folly claimed
‘Too largs a portion of our youth ; ashamed
Of thoso luw pleasures. it would leap and fly,
And soar on swings of lightning, like the famed
Elijah, when the chariot rushing by,
Boro lum, with steeds of fire, triumphont to the sky !

We are as barks afloat upon the sea,
Helniless and oarless, when the light has fled
The spirit, whosc strong influence can free
‘Tho drowsy soul, that slumbers in the dead,
Cold night of moral darkness; from the bed
Ot sloth ho r~uses at hier sacred call,
And kindling m the blaze around him shed,
Rends with strong cffort sins debasing thrall,
And gives to God his strength, his heart, his mind, his all.

Our home is not on carth ; although we slecp
And sink in seeming death awhile, yet then
Th’ awakening voico speaks loudly, and we leap
Ta life, and energy, and light again:
We cannot slumber always in the den
Of scnze and sclfishness; the day will break,
Ere we forever leave the haunts of men :
Even at the parting hour, the soul will wake,
Nor liko o sonscless bruto its unknown journey take.
J. G. PereivaLn

D
N Reud atthe Annual Revier,
O ANAD A

« Hail to the land whereon wa tread,
JOur fondest boast !”

Courp the ancient lords of the forest look upon the land, where
once they roamed, free as the winds, they could not iecognise
in our cultivated fields, populous towns, and crowded streets, the
hunting grounds of their fathers. Where once rang their war.

j whoop, ond where were scattered their wigwams, they could

hardly be convinced the red mau’s foot had ever trod.

P - L R R AT
Canadn was discovered by Sebastian Cabot, :an. Italiangswho
sailed under Henry VII, 'The Euglish monarch. did aot:think
proper to make any use of this discovery. The French, hows
ever, availing themselves of the information afforded by -Cobot’s
voyage, after various. unsuccessful’ endeavors; finally established
u colony in 1608, ,The,copntry.was conquered by, {hg Britishe &
in 1759, and in 1768 waos cedad, by the treaty of Paiis, to- that
nation, under whose sway, notwithstanding the repoated attempts
to wrest it from the crown, it has since continued. Till 1841
it existed as two distinct provinces. The united province cons
tains 340,000 squarc miles—nearly three times the area of Great
Britain—a fact, which in itself considered, redcems our country
from insignificance ; yea more—inspires a glow of high-toned
patriotic feeling. - - : :

From ¢ its watery boundary on the south and east, to the ut-
most verge of its immense forests on the north and west,” it
abounds in charming and romantic scenery 5 “amidst the varicty
and grandeur of which the fmagination wanders and loses itself.”
Indeed, in no part of the universe has nature more abundantly
spread her charms. Its lakes and rivers, while they must ever
excite the admiration of the lovers of the beautiful, supply facili-
ties-for the promotion of ‘commeoyce ; thus causing a more inti.
mate union between the various parts, In speaking of the mag.
nitude of her lakes and rivers, a certain writer hos remarked,
“it looks as if the great Pacific had burst the bounds preacribed
for it; forced a channel across this great continent, and was
emptying itself into the Atlantic—converting every valley in its
uncontrollable course into an inland sca; for snme of the lakes
ame cqual, whilst others are superior, in superficial contents, to
the whole of the island of Great Britain ; and fancying now, such 1
to be their source, the wonder would yet be, that they still flow
on vnexhausted and incxhaustible.”

Nor are lier towering forests wanting in charms of attraction,
They arc remarkable for the purity and richness of their foliage;
the rich hues of green being changed in autumn, to the most
brilliant colors 3 and to use the language of another, “giving cur
autumnal forest scencry a gaiety, variety, und splendor of color.
ing, which the wildest fancy could scarcely surpass.”  The for.-
est trees, as if impelled by some motive of emnlation, tower alo?,
almost to the clouds, and with their branches intertwined overs
head, form, as it were, a mighty temple. .

Flowers of rich tints and delicate shades are plentifully scat..
tered over this highly favored portion of the globe, diffusingtheir
fragrance alike upon the slumbering air of the forest wild, the
mountain breeze, and valley zephyr, .
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The  dalliopean,

Fruits too, of various kinds and dolicious flavors, nre produced
in this smiling country, so that hor inhabitants need not sigh for
the vinoyards and orange groves of southern climes.

Birds of rare plumago and sweot song, flit amoug her groves;
and let us wander where we will, wo aro enraptured by somnc
new and charmiag landscape.  Thero we behold somo magnifi-
cent work, fashioned by the all-forming hand of God. which ex.
pands and fills the mind with awe, and, rising above the things
of earth,

 Wo climb tho heights of yonder stasry rond,
Rising through nature up to nature’s God.”

Hero wo arb dalighted by the contomplation of somo softor
seeno, bicmffng cauty with harniony, and tending to sootho and
tranquilize tho mind.

As the climax of this world’s sublimities, Canada presents her
stupendous cataract, *“a mass of wonders tossed from the hand
of the Almighty, to mock the folly and vanity of man.” “The
light showers of ever coitinued spring—wetting the rocks, the
grass, bushes, and trecs—the green fresh foliage crowning and
clustering about the rocky cliffs ; nnd the gently eddying wators
below, but slightly remaved from the boililig foaming surge ; la-
ving playfully, tho rocky edges of the shore, and murmuring soft.
ly, as they ever again kiss the foot of the bank, and tho tips of
long grass hanging over, os if to woo the grecting—all this to
the observant eye, makes Niagara not more a scene of striking
grandeur, than of calm, soflest beauty,” And what a world.
famed wonder, when the opposite shores of the vast gorge below
aro bound together by tho iron bridge! “In full sight of the
cataract, tho surge of angry waters far beneath the mighty whirl.
pool, and the sullen, storm.beaten rocks all around, it will be an
iron link of civilization between the ruling powers of the world.”

Tho falla of Montmorency, though less grand, are neverthe.
less noted for their beauty, To describe appropriately, the ever.
varied sublime and benutiful scenery of our fuadly cherished
country, must bo the work of hor future bards—her “Scotts, h~r
Byrons, and her Sautheys.

While nature has lavished the orramental, she has not forgot-
ten to scatter with it the useful. Cunnde is rich in mineral nro.
ducts, which must, at no very distant day, become a =ource of
immense pevenue; rendering her, 1o a greater extent, an ex-
porting than an importing country.

When, inconncction with her mineral and forest wealth, her
superior adaptation to agricultural pursuits is concidered, who
can doudt that Cruada is destined to become a rich and popu.
lous country ?  On this subject it has been remarked, by o wri.
ter, that it is chiefly with her agriculturists to vaisc her to an
clevated position and extend her influence in Europe, and canse
her to be beloved and respected as a highly favored country of
wealth, prosperity, and merchandize.  And she is canstantly ad.
vancing in improvements. Where a few years agn the mighty
und alinost impenetrable forests stood, now resounds the busy
din of trade ; and while the towns and villages of vesterdav have
advanced to the rank of cities new and flourishing villages are
yearly springing up ; and, judging from the fact. have we nat
gond reason to predict, that ere another century shall have been
numbered, when e who now admire and love onr native land
are gathered to onr fathers, that Cannda will shine as one of
the first nations on the records of history, rivalling even her
mather kingdom, to which she is cemented by tho closest tics
of affection and government.

The climate of Canada, though changeable, is remarkably
healthy ; and in point of salubrity, perhaps is not oxceeded.
While others are driven by necessity from the hame of their
childhood, and are obliged to seck in other lands these necessa.
rics which ure denied them in their own country, we. mare high.
Iy favored, find our wants more than satisfied, and have sufli.
cient, wheroby we may assist the crowd of emigrants that yenrly
flock o our consts.  In this far off portion of the new world the
sons of BErin, as well as of other countries. find food and shelter,
and soon forget their sufferings in their father.land, in the smi.
ling plenty of their new home,

. Bleased with so many and great advantages; with a fertile

e

and productive soil, which yiclds abundance ; with a healthy and
agrecablo climato ; with inexhaustible stores o mineral weulth ;
with water priviloges, unsurpassed in number and excellency by
any country in the world ; in a word, with all that fmtiﬁcs the
taste and charms the sight, what seose of gratitude have we to
our heavenly Father, who has given us our inheritance in this
goodly lund, an appendage of the most fred, enlightened, and
glorious cmpire. upon which the stars of heaven look down, or
the sun pours forth his cheering beams.

Our queen, though ruling o mighty empire, does not forget her
far off Canadiun subjects, but shares with them a parent’s love ;
yes, and a parent’s loaf.  May it bo her delight long to sway
the sceptre over a people, elevated by religion, literature, and
overything that ennobles and exalts mapkind, and may we prove
ourselves worthy of our country and our queen.

« There is no other land like thee,
No dearor shoro ;

‘Thou art the shelior of the free,

The hopoe, the port of liberty.

Thou hast been, and shalt ever be,
Till time is o'er.”

e

‘ CARLYLB.

Waat do the writings of Carlyle show us of the writer? We
seo him, in thom, as a poet: his criticism is poetical, he racon.
ceives and reproduces the work which he is criticising, if a work
be before him ; and 1f o character, he draws it, as a poct, more or
less perfectly—that essay on Burns, which we think the best of
his writings that have come before us, is all poetry ; let but verse
be added to it, and the whole world would recognize it as & poem.
In his teaching he is a poet also ; rather speaking to what is in
us directly, and thereby leading us to recognize its existence,
than speaking of it to the mere intellect.

Wo see him also, as a fearless and frank speaker of what is
in him: his imitation results from love, not subservicney, and
never is thorough and deadening; and this very imitation he
speaks out boldly ; will not assume to be other than he is, while
he is diseased, for we doubt not Carlyle knows that his mind is
in no healthy state, as well as many of his crities.

We sce him as an original thinker ; by which we mean nota
giver of ncw thoughts, but an originator of the thoughts given,
bo they new or old.

He is o man of genius, of insight, not leading us to new traths
by argument, but by revelation, to matters for meditation, and
recognition ; what he snys may have no meaning to-day, and but
a misty meaning to.morrow, aund yet, on the third day. be clear
to us, for it is not a merely new combination of old truths, but
the statement of a new truth, which we must see by our own ex.
crtion of the power that is in us. He is a man of keen under.
standing, too ; sceing relations as quickly as any one, aud capa.
ble of combination, and arrangement, and the mos: strict logical
specch. e is a man of enthusiasm ; his heart is in his labor ;
he lives as we have said. in an idea ; thence come his earnest
sympathy, his hearty scora, his warm approval, his deep dislike ;
and {rom these, and his noble openness, come his mixture of tol.
erance and bigotry. bis i=onical indifferonce, his assumed but not
sustained impartiality s he is bigoted, however, with regard to
pranciples, not men; ho goes wholly, neither for nor against any
man; indeed, there is much that would lead us to fear that he
cares less for men than abstractions ; that he looks at them, not
as immortal spirits, but at the individual exhibitions for a time of
the true, and pure, and holy.

In a word, we see in these writings a man of great insight,
keen and clear understanding, most unlimited fancy, and an ima.
gination that can raise the dead. and build the fallen temples
again; and this intellect is combined with deep earnestness,
quick, sympathy, and perfect fearlessness: this whole nature
comes before us undeveloped, but self-possessed ; as it looks forth
into the depths of creation, its powers unfold and stretch abroad,
but in the fever of growth lose their seif-possession, and are, for
a time, unbounded by force without, or law within : this man has
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looked up to the heights, and down into the abysses, of being,
til! he is dizzy. and staggers like a drunken man,

Of the particular views of Carlyle wo have not so much to say.
He regazds man as a spirit; and as he belicves the Father of
Spirits to have teuth within himself, so he believes man to have
reccived from God knowledge of truth 5 in this travh, which was
from our birth in us, he finds the only grounds for morality.
His morality is, to do what we know to be right, because it is
nght, without regard to consequences here or herenfier ; to obey
God, whether Ho speak through our reason or an Inspired
Tencher, unquestioning as to the effects of obedience.  His reli-
gion i3 to worship God in spirit and in truth; his views of chris-
tinnity arc nowhere clearly expinined, and those of this journal
are too well known to requirce exposition here, or, we trust, to
allow any to think e racan to approve of the pantheism or ra-
tionalism which many, with waom Carlyle is nssociated in men’s
minds, hold to. When we find clear exposition of religions
faith, we ean meet it; we shali not fight shadows and dim hints.
What we know of his political views, we shall consider when
speaking of his revolution ;—one thing, meanwhile, is clear, that
hie is no believer in the doctrine of majorities,—the voice of his
Maker is not heard by him in the shout of the mass ; far nore
likely in the whispers of onc or two pure and truth.sccing spirits,

But it is not Carlyle’s particular system on any subject that
we think worthy of thought, (if; indeed, he can be snid to even
hint at system,) but only that principlc of spiritualism which he
holds in common with many, but which he has so variously and
vividly set before us in forms more suited to general readers than
those used by nore systemauc writers: his writings will lead
any attentive reader of them to meditate, and io that is their
great worth. That the spiritual view may become known and
effective everywhere is our earnest prayer ; not known in words,
and phrases, and oddities, but in a faith that shall walk through
affliction unfearing, 2 couragn that shall make martyrdom easy
a3 it was of old, a love that shall bind men together with strong-
er bonds than those of municipal law. That the utilitarian sys.
tetn can never produce such faith, courage, and love, may be
readily seen by reading it ag it is written in the book of Ethics,
called Deontology, by Bentham; and that such should be produ-
ced by a true system no believer in the New Testament cun
doubt. In spiritualism, let it come in the German, French, or
some new English or Amerjcan form, we think will be found
the central metaphysical ideal of the christian theology, for in
spiritualism we sec most clearly the utter mystery of man’s whole
being, and learn to realize that illustration used by Jesus : “The
wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou henrest the sound there-
of, but canst not tell whence it cometh, and whither it goeth : so
is every one that is born of the Spirit.”’—New York Review.

—
A VISION.

Waex [ was a wanderer, I was once in Surat, where I made the
acquaintance of a Brahmin, so liberal, that he had much con-
verse with me, though, according to his crecd, I was of an impure
caste, and it was in Brahminical strictness, a pollution for him
to permit me to approach within nincty-six feet. He was a di-
rector in the Banyan hospital, where sick and wounded animals
were attendued 1o with as much kindness as is sometimes thrown
away in more enlightened countries, upon ungrateful men,
“ Young man,” said the Hindoo philosopher, for such he was,
« what motive has led you, at thesc years, so far from your home,
and what compensation do you expeet for such a sacrifice of the
affections 17

«1 have but one motive,” said I, “that is. curiosity ; which,
if strictly analyzed, may be found composed of a desire to es-
cape from scenes where I had ccased to be happy, and to find,
in distant lands, a substitute for happiness, in change of scenc
and emotiors of novelty.”

« It is a vain pursuit,” said the Brahmin, “and,” continued
he, “ I have beon better instructed in a vision. 1 saw,” said he,
*in 3 dream, an ancient and sage-like man ; his brow was not
smooth, neither was his eye at rest. It scemed that he was fa-
miliar to me, though I could not remember where I had seen him

before. He locked intemly upon me, and said, ¢ Mortal, 1 ani -
as thy shadow. I have been near thee from thy birth, 1 shall
be nearer through life, and 1 shall not quit thee till death. Death
only can divide vs ; but thou wilt endcavor to fly from me, and
will sometimes think that thou hast escaped.  Yet I am not thy
enemy, though I have little that thou wilt love. Thou art bound
to o country where I cannot go; but thou wilt be better recei-
ved there, from what thou wilt learn of me in tho journey. If]
for a scason, thon avoid me, thou wilt find nothing that will not
so remind theo of me, that thou wilt, though disappointed, ngain
return to me, as thy companion through life.’

« [ was sooun attracted to a being of far more onticing aspect.
He was (lushed with youth and crowned with a chaplet of flow.
ers. ¢ Follow me,” said he, radiant with smiles. ¢ am Plea.
sure, and [ know him from whom thou wouldst esgape. Ho is
Care, but he cannot breathe whers every odorIs a porfume, and
every sound is music’ For a while 1 followed Pleasuro ; but
the sacioty becams so tasteless, that I folt that 1 could prefer even
that of Care.

“ Disappointed and sorrowful, yet with a mind attuned to the
softest emotions, 1 opproached a damsel who was sitting by a
fountain, pleased with tho reflection of her own beauty, even
while her tears were falling into the strcam. ¢ Maiden,” said I,
with our oriental abruptness, ¢ Why dost thou weep, and what
is thy name 7" ¢1 weep,? replied she, in a voice broken and
murmuring like that of the fountain, ¢because I am the most
happy while T weep; and my name is Love.,” ¢I will follow
thee,’ said 1, ¢ through cvery path; and should the thorns lacer-
ate my feet, I will uot leave theo, with whom it is better to weep
than to smile with Pleasure; and in following thee I may the
farther remove from Care.” ¢Alas? said iove, ¢ thou little
knowest. Listen! for though I am not wise, I am at least sin.
cere. [ have learned from my uncles, Wisdom and Experience,
that neither Love nor Pleasure can escape the pursuit of Care.
1 can only promise, that in my society you will the less regard
hira.”

Here the Brahmin addressed me, saying, “ Stranger, return,
therefore, to thy country, follow the footsteps of Love ; for tho
affections confer more happiness than the intelicet. Happiness
is not the offspring of Knowledge; but to be good is to be

happy.” w.
——

Improvement of Socioty.

BY REV. J. N, ¥'AULRY, N. ¥,

IsPROVEMENT in every department of life is the result of effort,
Agriculture spreads her fields, and waves her golden grain, and
earners up her harvests, all by effort.  Mechapic arts send forth
their productions, replete with beauty and utility, until every de-
mand of necessity is met, and every desire of luxury more than
gratified, all by effort. Commerce marks out her plaus of in-
ternational communion ; and her laden trains wind along our
valleys, ascend our mountains, or go through our hills ; and her
rich cargoes float an our rivers, sail upon our lnkes, and speed
across our oceans ; but all is done by effort. Improvement in
society, from the first sound of the woodman’s axe, to the hum
that fills our city’s busy mart, is the result of effort; and those
who would see henevolence, justice, truth and piety flourish,
must make efforts for their cultivation. Let every other branch
of refincment receive attention, and morality be negiected, and,
exnited in every thing clse, we shall be debased in morals.
When we iook at the course of the present, in the scenes of
some Paris; or read the history of the past, in the records of
some Corinth ; or walk the cities of the dend, grzing upon the
remains of some Pompeii; we often find, that in literature, ar.
chitecture, painting, statuary, and all that is called the luxury of
life. the very witnesses of maa’s greatness aitest his degradation,
and the monuments of his glory show the inscriptions of his
shame ; so that the world may learn the truth, that sin is a re-
proach to any people who do not make divect and determined
efforts for the attainment of that rightcousness which cxalteth a
nation.
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For the Caltiopean,
A Volco at the Throne.

I'us following beuutiful lines aro from tho Scrap Buok of a friond.

A littlo child,
A lttlo meok.faced, quiot villago child,
Sat singing by hor cottage door, at cve,
A low, sweet S8abbath song. No human car
Caught tho fant melody. No human eye
Boheld tho upturned aspoct, or the sunlo
That wroathed hor innocent lips, tho whilo thoy breathed
Tho oft repeated burden of the hymn,
s« Praiso God! Praiso God 1"

A soraph by the Throne,
In tho full glory stood; with cager hand
Ho sthoto tho gdldon harp.string, tll a flood
Of harmony on the celestinl sir,
8wollcd forth uncoasing. Thon, with a great voice,
Ho sang—Holy, holy, overmore,
Lord, God Almighty ! And tho celestial courts
Thrilled with tho rapture, and tho Hierarchs,
Angel, and rapt Archangel, throbbed and burned
With vehemeant adoracion, Higher yet
Rose the majestic anthem, without pauss 3
Higher, with rich magnificonce of sound,
To f1s full strongth~—and still the infinite hcavene
Rang with the ¢ Holy, holy, overmoro,’
T4l tecembling from cxcoss of awe and love,
Each scoptred spirit sank below tho Throne
‘With a mute hallelujah,  But even then,
Whilo tho ocstatic song was at its height,
Stolo in an slion voice—a voico that scom'd
To float, upraised, from somo world afar—
A meek and childlike voice, faint, but how sweot,
That blonded with tho seraph's rushing strain,
E'en as a fountain®s music with the rcll
Of the reverberate thundor.  Loving smiles
Lit up the beauty of each angel's faco
At that now utterance—smules of joy, that grew
More yet, 23 ever and anon
Was hoard tho soraph burden of the hymn—
¢+ Praise God! Prmse God * and when tho soraph's song
Had reached its close, ana o'er tho golden lyro
Silence hung brooding, when tho eternnl courts
Rung but with cchoes of his chant sublime,
Till through tho abysmal spaco that wandoering voice
Camo floating upwards from its world afar,
8till murmured sweet on the cclestial air—

¢ Praise God ! Praisy God ! F
ARSI S

Read at the Anayal Review,
The Importance of forming a taste for Useful Reading whilo yauug.

s The fount of ife, outbursting from the throne
Of God—the doep Piorian fountain purs,

All, ali are open wide, and pouriag out

Their various flood upon the thiraty world.”

It has been said, and very truly, “ Muan is a bundle of habits,”
How importent then, that that  bundlo” be composed of ploa.
sing and useful elements.  Among the most important and do.
sirable of these, 15 a taste for uselful reading ; as appears from
the many advantages to be derived from the perusal of instruet.
fve books. Besides storing the mind with knowledge, roading
induces a habit of thought, aud disciplines the mind by bringing
all its powers 1nto action. thus rendering @ person an agreeablo,
as woll as o useful member of society.

By reading we acquire our know. Jge of past transactions and
events, and of the charucters and actions of those who lived in
by.gone ages.  Thus we are cnabled to learn as much in u fow
years us we could in a century, if left entircly dependent on our
own cxpeticnce and observation. By reading, we add to our
owh expericnce that of others, and are prepared 1o enter on the
business of life with the advantages of & person acquainted with

It.  Wa learn tho various successes and failures of our ances-
tors, and avo ounabled to profit by them ; we sco the heinousness
of vice aud the loveliness of virtue, and are taught to despise

and discourage the one, whilo wo oxalt and cacourage the other. |

Onoe whoso intellect is strengthened and whoso taste is culti.
vated by u course of useful reading, is prepared to resist the
tomptations, to overcomo the obstacles, and to aveid tho indis-
crotions Incident to life’s probation. .

A hubit of ronding is a great preventive of vice, and sorves as
u solacu fur muny a weary hour—

o When disappointment's biter sting
Inthicts its keon and tortaring smart,
And sorrow, with its raven wing,
O'ershades the sunshine of my heart—
When friends are false, or cold and chill,
I turn (o them my every thought,

And half forget cach carthly 1ll—

Doceit alone in looks is not."

By the colobrated Bartholin, it has been said, * that without

books, God is silent, justice dormant, natural scicnco at a stand,

hilosophy lame, and all things involved in Cimmerian darkness.”

t has boon beautifully and appropriately said that *books may

bo considered as the embodiment of the light of past ages, whe-
thor olicited by reason or experience.”

It ought to fill our bearts with gratitude to the great Author of
our taing, that wo arc permitted to live in a time, when we may,
at ploasuro, unseal its beams, und yratify the louging desires of
our hoarts, * QOur lines have indecd fullen in pleasant places,
yua, wo have a goodly heritage.”

All distinguished for literary attainments, or great mental su.

erlority, huve been also distinguished for their love of books;
ndoed it is impossible to attain to eminence in knowledge and
wisdom without it. His library was the chosen retreat of Rob.
ort Southoy, whose works are so full of beauty and feeling, and
1o loss valuable because they invariably aim at the promotion of
virtie. On account of his love of solitude, he has received
tho title of “Tho Hermit Poet.” No temptation, how.
ovor ulluring, could induce him to leave his own quiet home. In
his library, %is favorite haunt, he delighted to converse with the
spirits of thoso whosz bodies had long since oeen consigned to
tho tomb,

‘Tbough all may not be able to turn their reading to so good
an account as he did, vet, good in some way must incvitably
result from the perusal of useful books. In society we sec its
bueneficinl inflnence.  Upon the intelligence and happiness of the
domestic circle, how salutary and tragsforming is the influence
of e tasto for ustful books. Instead of sitting down at the close
of tho duy in moodish silence, or for the purpose of idle gossip,
or wicked slander, the family in whose minds a taste for solid
litorature has been cultivated, make the social circle a delightful
means of mutual happiness and progressive improvement, spend.
ing their timo in the interchange of elevated thought and senti.
mont, or in cnriching their minds from the endlessly diversified
treasures of knawledge opened up before them in the rescarches
of those who, having acted their part on the great theatre of hu.
man life, have passed away to the spirit world. The import.
ance of forming a taste for useful reading ; while young is stri.
kingly oxhibited 1n the contrast aff>rded by different individuals,
having onjoyed while young equal facilitics for intellectual and
moral improvement, and possessing originally equal powers and
susceptibilities.  We find one intelligent and influential, another
i;‘;norunt and possessing little influence; one whose society is
always pleasing and instructive, another who can converse in.
tolligently on no subject of greater importance than that of the
latest fushions, &c.; one is an active and energizing member of
socioty, nnother a mere clog or cipher. Those who have formed
a taste for useful reading are led instinctively to the fountains of
knowledge, and thus the boundaries of their ficld of thought are
constamly cularging, and the treasures of the mind accumula-
tinf; while those who have not cultivated this mental arpetite

lido down the stream of time without improvement, ¢ unbless.
ng nnd unblest.” .

Another rcason why it is important to cultivate a taste for |

uscful books in youth, is the security whith is thus afforded to
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the mind against the jnflucnce of what is frivolous or injurious ;
for reading mutter is as various as it is abundant; and it is very
important to discrimiuate between the useful und peraicious,
Better not read ot all, than have the mind enervated and poliu-
ted by thosc works, which depend for their influenco upon ap-
peals to the baser passious of the heart. ‘Lo this class belong
most werks of fiction. These clothe vice iu the garb of virtue,
thus rendering that which is inherevtly odious, attractive, and
even fascinating. ‘They pervert the judgmont, by distortinﬁ
truth, and imparting a false coloringto all the circumstances an
relutions of litc—they influence the passions, and fling loose the
reins of 2 corrupted imagination.

‘That the imagination should be improved and invigbrated,
when weak, cannot be doubted ; and on this plea is urged, by
many, the propricty of novel-reading. It is usked, why we pos.
sess this faculty, 1f’ it is not proper t2 exergise it7  And if pro.
per to exercise it, why not ia fictitious reading? We answer,
in the forcible interrogatorics of Watson— Is the real world so
barren of incident, that we must create an ideal one, to furnish
it! Is man, as he is, so barren u subject of speculation, that we
wnust contemplate him as a fuultless, or fuulty monster, that the
world never saw? Is it so difficult to find originals, that we
must ever laugh at the daubing of carjcature 77

‘The habitual use of the stimula of fiction, is as cnervating to
the intellect as ardent spirits are to the physical system. Novels
are indeed the diffusive and insinuating moral poison of the day ;
and they swarm in America, as did the locusts in Lgypt; ma.
king the otherwisc beautiful and verdant, a scathed and fruitless
waste ; nay worse, causing te spring forth, instead, into luxuriant
growth, the weeds and brambles of the human heart.

‘To prtoccupy, then, and fortify the mind against the wasting
influence of this species of reading, is préeminently the result of
a taste for sound and healthful literature,

THE LAST GLADIATOR.

BY MRS, 8. T. MARTYY, N. Y.

« Aup so, my Marcus, thou hast seen Rome—the magnificent,
cternnl Rome. What hast thou to say of ite wonders, that may
intorest & recluse like myself, into whose cell so little of vanity
fiads entrance 7’

The youtbful soldier thus addressed, stood carelessly leaning
against the rocky door.way of a spacious grotio, while his casque
and burnished arms were lying on the couch from which he had
just riser. His cloak was thrown carclessly about a form re-
markable for strength and manly grace; and his ingenuous
countenunce beamed with animation as he turned to look at the
speaker, wio had laid aside the calamus with which ho had been
describing a part of the Holy Seriptures, while his guest was en-
joying the profound repose of youth and innocence. The her-
mit, though the elder of the two, was still 1n early manhood, and
his noble and inteliectual featuves, if less beautitul than those of
the soldier, were far more interesting, for they reflected every
movement of the spark of divinity within, The habitual expres.
sion of his apen face was that of quict cheerfulness, and it was
stamped with that ingenuous modesty which seems left by youth
on the countenances of some, in mature manhood, and preserved
there by the purity of that wisdom which is from above. He
had left the rude table at which he had been wrnting, and ap-
proaching the young soldier, waited s reply, and hstencd with
delighted aticntion, while he spoke of Rome, the customs and
manuers of her people, of her churches and palaces, her wonders
of art, her aqueducts, baths, pictures, and statues. There was
one statue, of a dying gladiator, which rivetted the attention of
the amiable recluse.  His full gnze was fixed on the cloquent
speaker, and a deep sigh heaved his manly breast.  © Alas1” he
excloimed, when his companion ceased speaking, “in what a
fearfully degraded state Rome once was!  Whata vivid pictare
does your description of this statue bring before me, of the man-
ners of pagan Rome ! T can almost see before me the breath.
ing form of the wounded gladiator. What reason have we tu
rejoice, my Marcus, tha o brighter day has at length dawaed on

this bonighted world, and that the gospel of our blessed Lord
has introduced such a different order of things among theso noble
Romans "

«Bat what wilt thou say, Antonius,” replicd the soldier,
s when I tell thee. that these things may now bo scen even in
christian Rome ! I might indeed have deseribed the statue of the
dying maa to you, from the gladiators whom I have so lutely
seen gasping, tainting and dying in the arean of the Coliscum.
'The same moon, my Antonius, that poured its soft lustre into
this quiet cell, where T found you last mght, seated in peaceful
meditation ; that very moon rosc above the vast walls of the
Coliscum, filled with countless myniads of gazers, and shonc on
the flashing swords of the doomed gludiators, who ware brought
there to encounter cach other in mortal combat, to suffer, and to
dic. I saw—but how shall I describo to you the scene which
wgung my heart 7 As the youthful combatant camo forward to
meet his antagunist, be suddenly stopped, stood as if transfixed,
tho sword dropped from his nerveless hand, and as his antago-
nist pressed upon him, he fled.  An angry murmur arose among
the crowd; and the sceming coward was doomed to instant
death. He understood the upturned thumbs of the audience,
came forward with a calm step and resolute look, and received
tho fatal stab without one shudder; bat, as he fell, one word cs-
caped his lips: that word was, proTuer ! ‘Lhe gladiator from
whom he had fled was indeed bis ouly brother, from whom he
had been long separated ; while both hud endured privation,
captivity and sufierings of various kinds, and whom he had thus
met for the first time after their sad parting, in deadly encounter.
They had loved cach other as we love, my Antonius,” continued
the soldier, clasping the hands of the hermit, who stood horror-
struck, gazing in his face, “but they were forced to meot as
murderers. And who were the mea who thus broke the bonds
of nature, and wrung human hearts with mortal anguish? They
were the profcessef disciples of the compassionate Jesus, the
Prince of Peace.”

The hermit and his brother parted that night, but not until
they had knelt down together in the dear Redeemer’s name, and
commended themselves to their heavenly Father’s care.  After
Marcus had departed, he turned anco more to Jook upon the
quict grotto and its kneeling inmate. He still remained where
he had reccived the last embrace of his brother; and, as the
moonbeams fell on his calm brow and carnest eyes, they disclo.
sed also the tears that were slowly trickling down his face. The
soldier wept in sympathy, for he knew it was for him those tears
were flowing ; aud us he went forward through the wilderness,
his thoughts dwelt on the contrast which his own and his bro.
ther’s life presented.  ‘The perfect calm of solitude—the timpid
fountain, with its graceful palms—and the peaceful hermitage,
were: the possessions of the one—the stir of busy life, the din of
a camp, and the perils of the battlefield, marked 1he lot of the
other. How little he dreamed, as he journeyed onward, thet be-
fore the light of dny had gilded the mountain range before him,
his brother had gone forth to a busier world than that of tne Sy.
rian city to which he was hastening. He littic thought that
even then, the cell in the desert was left vacant, and that in after
years he should return to find it cven more desolate than the
dreary wilderness around it; that he looked for the tast time on
the placid countenance that was dearer to him than aught on
earth beside.

It was a festival day in Rome, when a stranger stood by the
torab 0o® Cecilia Metella, on the cclebrated Via Appia; and
wherever he turned his eyes, the causeways were thronged with
peuple dressed in holiday garments, and cvery face lighted up
with joy. The stranger was clad in the course weeds ol a way-
furing man; but though no smilc sat upon s bencvolent coun-
tenance, a deep spirit of gladness pervaded his heart.  His long
pigrimage was ended, though the object of Ins mission was not
yet accomplished.  Resting for a few momeats vu his staff, be
inquired of o gentle matron who stood near lum, the occasion of
the general repoicing,  From her he heard, that the Romisns
were about to celebrate the famous victories, in which Stilichp,
the gencral of the emperor Honorius, had defated and driven
back Alarie, the Ging of Visigoths, The cmperor himscif was
in Rome, and had pussed in triumphapt procession through the




102

M-

@he  Lalliopean,

strects with his favorite and successful gonoral.  She described
tho piety of the good Honorius, who so often weut to worship
at the churches, aud had disiuguished the clergy with peculiar
favor. The migrim regarded her with grave attention, but appa-
rantly with httle intercst, until she went on to speak of the pub-
lic games, tho pageants cf wild beasts, the dances of warriors,
and the combats of gladiators, when, to her astonishment, tho
foco of her auditor becamo radiant with animation, and before
she could fully reply to the questions which poured from his lips,
he was gone.

Tho vast Coliscum was crowded in every part, from the po.
dium, where the emperor wvas seated with his senators and nobles,
to the popularia, to which the common people had free admis.
sion. A death.like silence prevailed : a silenco broken only by
tho ringing clash of sword meeting sword, or the quick tread of
tho combatants. The gazefof the assembled throng was riveted
on two gladiators, Whose youth, vigor and dexterity rendered
them objects of intense interest to all. The combat was sus.
taiued with equal skill on both sides, and the feelings of the spec.
tators werc wrought up to their highest pitch, when there was a
sudden interruption. A stranger, who was cvidently no gladia-
tor, yct a tall and poworful man, cntered the arena, and with
strength and skill equal to their own, threw himself between the
combatants. Utterly regardiess of his own safety, he strove and
wrestled with them both, until he stood master of the field,—his
maonly framo yet heaving and his face flushed with exertion;
with tho sword of one of the combatants grasped in his hand,
while the other had been thrown to the farther end of the arena.
Standing erect, with a voice strong and clear as the tones of a
trumpcet, he called on the emperor, as a christian king, and upon
tho Roman people, as a christian people, to put an exd at once
and forever to their bloody pastime. As the eloquent appeal
burst from his lips, his countenance and frame scemed to dilate
with glorious energy and beauty, so that many who looked upon
him, vainly supposed they were gazing on an angel, sent from
heaven to admonish them. He bade them not disgrace their
holy name and calling, with the savage passions and customs of
heathenism, but to think on Oae, whoso salutation, when ho met
his disciples, was: ¢ Peace be unto you;” and whose parting
words were : % Peace 1 leave with you.” He told them, he had
come from the desert, to a countless multitude of nominal chris-
tinns; but he had looked in vain for pence, that most precious
legacy of Jesus, and for love which rejoiceth not in iniquity, and,
least of all, in such iniquity as theirs. While he spoke, the mild
and humane spirit of Honorius was subdued and overcome.
The just rebuke of the dauntless stranger penetrated the very
depths of his heart, and he looked on the pyrannds around him
as o concourse of evil spirits, who had been suddenly surprised
in the midst of their orgies by an angel of light.

The emperor rose, but at that moment a howl of rage burst
from the savage throng, whose spert had been thus interrupted,
and the youthtul hermut full beneath a showur of stones hurled at
him by the audience. A profound silence ensued, while the
murdered man lay motionless, and apparently hfeless, on the
arena. By the emperor’s command, he was gently lifted from
the ground, and the motion awoke him to a bewildered con.
sciousness. He entreated thuse who raised him, to support him
for a little while. In this posture, raising his trembling hands
and languid countenance, over which the blood was flowing from
his wounds, to heaven, hie breathed forth a few faiut words of
prayer: “ Father, forgive them, for the sake of Him who died
on the cross for their sins.  Send Thy Holy Spirit into their
hearts, and teach thew to love thee ; to love one another.”  As
he closed, almost fainting, he raised his eyes, and beheld tho
countenance of the emperor beaming *  tender compassion.
He hifted his drooping head, and asked to be carried to the feet
of the good [lonorius. The kind voice of the emperor, who
stood leaning over the paranct dividing the podium from the
areng, rouscd the dying man from the torpor that was stealing
over every faculty, and rausing his dim eyes, he fixed them on
Honorius with a glance &t once so earnest and imploring, so
full of deep and solemr menning, that it thrilled through cvery
fibro of his frame. The Jips of Antonius moved, but he had

lost the power of speaking one articulate word. 1 know, I
fully comprehenu whot you would say,” exclaimed the emperor
in a loud clear voice, and aldressing himself with commanding
dignity te the whole assembled multitude : % Here, in the prea.
ence of this murdercd saint, of this holy and expiring martyr, 1
make my fixed and irrovocable decree, and abulish furever the
combats of giadiators, the scourge und disgrace of christian
Rome.”  While he was speaking u radiant siile stolo over the
pale features of Antonius, lighting them as with a sunbeam ; but
it gradually faded away beneath the heavy shades of death 5 for,
with that smile, his triumphant spirit had cscaped from its tene-
mont of clay. The mission of the youthful recluse was accom.
nlished. The last gladiator had fallen on the arena of the Co-
iscum,

<
o

TAE SUMMER TDMPEST.

BY J. D, PRENTICE,

I was never a man of fecble courage. There are few scencs,
either of human or elemental strife, upon which I have not look.
ed with a brow of daring. [ have stood in tho front of tho battle,
when swords were gleaming and circling around me like fiery
serpents of the air—1 have sat on the mountain pinnacle, when
the whirlwind was rending its onks trom their rocky cliffs and
scattering them piece.meal to the clouds. 1 have scen these
things wiih a swelling soul, that knew not, that recked not dan.
ger—but there is something in the thunder’s voice that makes
me tremble like a child. I have tried to overcome this unmaunly
weakness—I have called pride 1o my uid—I have sought for
moral courage in the lessons of philosophy—but it avails me no-
thing—at the first low moaning of the distant cloud, my heart
shrinks, quivers, gasps, and dics within me.

My involuntary dread of thunder had its origin in an incident
that occurred when I was a boy of ten years. 1 had a little cou.
sin—a girl of the same age ns myself, who had been the constant
compauion of my childhood. Strange, that afier the lapse of so
mauny years, that countenance should be so familiar to me. [
can see the bright, young creature—her large oyes flashing like
a beautiful gem, her free locks streaming as in joy upon the ri-
sing guole, and her cheek glowing, like a ruby through a wreath
of transparent snow. Her voice had the melody and joyousness
of & bird’s, and when she bounded the wooded hill or the fresh
green valley, shouting a glad answer to every voice of nature, and
clasping her little hands in the very ecstasy of young existence,
shie looked as if breaking away like a freed nightingale from the
carth, and going off where all things arc beautiful and happy
like her.

It was a merning in the middle of August. The little girl had
been passiog some days at my father’s house, and she was now
to return home, Her [[)nth lay across the fields, and [ gladly be-
came the companion of her walk. I never knew a summer mor.
ning more beautiful and still. Only one little cloud was visible,
and that seemed as pure, and white, and pcaceful, as if it had
been the incense smoke of some burning ce.sor of the skies.
The leaves hung silent in the wouds, the waters in the bay had
forgotten their undulations, the flowers were bending their heads
as if dreaming of the rainbow and dew, and the whole atmos.
phere was of such a soft and luxurious sweetness, that it seemed
a cloud of roses, scattered down by the hands of Peri, from the
far-off gardens of Paradise. The green earth and the blue sea
lay abroad in their boundlessness, and the peaceful sky bent over
and blest them. The little creature at my side was in a delirium
of happiness, and her clear, sweet voice came ringing upon the
air, as often as she heard the tones of a favorite bird, or found
some strange or lovely flower in her frolic wanderings, The
unbroken and almost supernateral tranquility of the day contin.
ued until nearly noon. Then for the first time the indications of
an approaching tempest were manifest.

Over the snminit of a mountain, at the distance of about a
mile, the fulds of a dark cloud became suddenly visible, and, at
the same instunt, a hollow roar came down upon the winds. ~s if
it had been the sound of waves in 2 rocky cavern. The cloud
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rolled out Jiko a banner fold upon the air, but still the atmos.
phere was as calm, and tho leaves as motionless as before, and
there was ot even o quiver upon tho slecping waters, to toll of
the coming hurricane.

To escape the tempest was impossible.  As the only resort,
wo fled to an oak, that stoud at the foot of a tall and rugged pre-
aipco.—Ilere wo remained, and gazed almost breathlessly upon
the cluuds, marshaling themselves like bloody giants in the sky.
The thunder was not frequent, but every bust was so fearful, that
the young creature who stood by me shut her eyes convulsivoly,
clung with desperate strength to my arm, and shricked as if her
heart would break. A few minutes and the storm was upon us.
During the height of its fury, the lintle givl lifted her finger to.
wards the precipice that towered above us. I looked up and an
ametliystine flame was quivering upon i¢s groy peaks! and the
next moment, the clouds opened, the rocks tottered to their foun.
dations, o roar like the groan of a universe filled the air, and I
felt myself blinded and thrown, T knew not whither. How long
1 retnained insensible I cannot tell 5 but when consciousness re.
turned, the violence of the tempest was abating, the roar of tho
winds dying in the tree tops, and the deep tones of the cloud
coming in fainter murmurs from the eastorn hills.

{ roso and looked tremblingly und almost deliriously around.
She was there—the dear idol of my infant love, stretched out on
the wet green carth,  After a moment of irresolution, 1 went up
and looked upon her. The handkerchief upoa her neck was
slightly rent, and a single dark spot upon her bosom told where
the pathway of her death had been.—At first I clasped her to
my breast with a wild ery of agony, and then laid her down and
gnzed upon her face, almost with a feeling of calmness. Her
bright, dishevelled ringlets clustered sweetly around her brow,
the loak of terror had faded from her libs, and infant smiles were
pictured beautifully there; the red rose-tinge upon her cheek
was lovely as in life, and as I pressed it to my own, the fountain
of tears was opened, and 1 wept as if my heart were waters. I
hgye but a dim recollectian of what followed—1 only know that
I remained weeping and motionless till the coming of twilight,
and that T was then taken tenderly by the hand and led away
where I saw the countenance of parents and sisters.

Many years have gone by on the wings of light and shadow,
but the scenes [ have portrayed still come over me, at times, with
a terrible distinctness. The oak yet stands at the base of the
precipice, but its limbs are black and dead, and the hollow trunk,
looking upwards to the sky, as if “cailing upon the clouds for
drink,” is an emblem of rapid and noiseless decay. A year ago
I visited the spot, und the thoughts of by-gone years came mourn-

fully back to me—thoughts of the little innocent being who fell-

by my side, like some beautiful tree of spring reat up by the
whirlwind 1. the midst of blossoming. But I remembered—and
oh! there was oy w: the memory '—that she had gone where
no lightnings slumber in the folds of the rainbow cloud, and
where the sunhght waters are broken only by the storm.breath
of Omnipotence.

My readers will understand why I shrink in terror from the
thunder. Even the consciousness of security is no relief to me
—my fears have assumed the nature of an instinct, and seem in.
deed a part of my existence, \
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GoLvsita says, “of all the professions, T do not know & more
useful or honorable one than that of a school-master ; at the same
time, I do not see any more generally despised, or cne whose
talents aie less rewarded.”

“ Our Doctor™ forgot to mention printers as being in the same
category. The reason why these two classes are so much ne-
glected is obvious.  Education and refinement are not necessary
to mere anima: life, and to live the sensuous reign of a day is
the highest ambition of too many. We wot of a printer wha
worked hard and manfully to get his bread by toil, but failed,

* He went to brewing beer, and made a fortune. e used to say

3. every » .y had stomachs, whereas very few were blessed with

i .hcnds.

Oharaster of Dr. Johnson.

In a world which exists by the balance of antagnnists, the ze.
spective merit of the conservator and innovator mm-t ever re.
main debatable. Grent, m the meanwhile, and undoubted, for
both sides, 1s the ment of him who, in a day of chaage, walks
wiscly—honestly. Johnson'’s aim was in itself an impossible
on ¢ this of stemming the cternal flood of Time—af clutching
all things, and anchoring them Jdown, and saying—movn not!
How could it, or should it, ever have success? "The strongest
man can but retard the current partially, and for a short hour,
Yet even in such siiortest rotardation may not an inestimable
value lic? If England has escaped the blood-bath of a French
rovolution, and may yet, in virtue of this delay and of thoe expe.
rience it has given, work out her deliverance calmly into & new
era, let Samuel Johnson, beyond all contemporary or suceceding
men, have the praise for it. Woe said above that ho was ap-
pointed to be ruler of the British natlon for a scason: whoso
will look beyond the surface—into the heart of the world’s move-
ments, may find that all Pi:t administrations, and the continental
subsidies, and Waterloo victories, rested orn the possibility of
making England, yet a little while, Toryisk, loyal to the old ; and
this again on the anterior reality, that the wise had found such
loyalty still practical and recommendable. England had its
Hume, as France had its Voltaires and Diderots ; but the John.
son was peculiar to us.

If we ask now by what endowment it mainly was that John.
son realized such a lifo for himnself and others ; what quality of
character the main phenomena of his life may be most naturally
subordiuated to, in our conception of him, perhaps the answer
were—The quality of courage, of valor ; that Johuson was a
brave man. The courage that can go forth, once and away, to
Chalk Farm, and have itself shot and snuffed out with decency,
is nowise wholly what we mecan here.

The courage we desire and prize, is not the courage to dic
decently, but to live manfully. ‘This, when by God’s grace it
has been given, is deep in the soul ; like geninl heat, fosters all
other virtues and gifts ; without it they could not live.

That mercy can dwell only with valor, is an old sentiment or
proposition, which, in Johason, again reccived confirmatiou.
Few men on record have had a more merciful, ténderly afiec-
tionate nature than old Samuel. He was called the Bear, and
did indeed too often look and roar like one, being foreed to itin
his own defence ; yet within that shaggy cxterior of his there
beat a heart warm as a mother’s—soft as a little child’s,  Nay,
generally his very roaring was but the angor of aff ction—the
rage of a bear, if you will; but of a bear berenved of her whelps.
Touch his religion, glance at the Church of Eagland, or the Di-
vine Right, and he was upon you! These things were s sym-
bols of all that was goud and preciovs for men—his very ark of
the covenant ; whoso laia band on them tore asunder his heart of
hearts. Not vut of hatred to the opponent, but of love to the
thing opposed, did Johnson grow cruel—fiercely contradictory ;
this 15 an unpurtant distinction never to be forgntten in our cen.
sure of lus conversntionnl outrages, But observe, also, with
what humanity, what openness of love, he can attach himself to
all things :—.0 a blind oll woman, to a Dr. Levett. to a cat
“fodge.” His thoughts in the latter part of his life were frc-
quently employed on his deceased friends : he cofien muttered
thesc, or such like sentences—* Paor man ! and then he died ¥
How he patiently converts his poor home into a lazaretto; en.
dures, for long years, the contradiction of the miserable and un.
reasonable, with him unconnected, save that they had no other
to yield them refuge! Generousoldman! Worldly possession
he has little ; yet of this he gives freely from his own hard.earn.
ed shilling, the halfpence for the poor, that ¢ waited his coming
out’ of one not quiteso poor ! A Sterne can write sentimentali.
tics on dead asses : Johason has a rough voice ; but he finds the

wretched daughter of vice fallen dowa in the street—carrics her -

home on his own shoulders, and, like a good Samaritan, gives
help to the help-needing worthy or unworthy.  Ought not chal-
rity, even in that sunse, to cover a multitude of sins T—Carlyle's
Miscellany. . M
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¢ Bvary thing that is high is not holy , nior overy desir., pure; nor all that
is sweet, goo%.‘ nor ovory thing that 19 dear 1o man, pleasing to God.
Tuoras A. Kauris.

Mionr we but view tho shore
Of tlus dim world, oa from heaven's lull it gleama,
Ifow should wo blame the tear undaly sboﬁ.
And tax tho truant joy ?  How ahall we see,
Amaz'd, our own mustakes? The lowly omb
Of our lost idols bluonung thick with flowers,
Such ns the soraph's bosom boars above ;
Aud tho steop chif where we have mauly blown
Ambition's victor.trump, with storm.clouds erown'd
To wreck th' unwary soul ; wealth's hoarded gold,
Etotnal poverty ; ond the mevk prayer
Q! lum who knew not whore to lay s head,
An horitage of glory. Each desire
Fed to fruition, tll the aatinte heart
Is gorg'd with richncas—aows 1t not the recds
Ol sickness thore 7 whilo ho whause only rest
Was on a spear.point—who might usk for bread
Only to find a stone—gained he not thus
A mansion in the amaranthine bowers
Of love divino?  Prosperity, alas!
Is often but another name for pride,
And solfishness, which acorns anothor's woe ;
Whilo our keon disappointinents are the food
Of that bumility which enteroth hoavon,
Finding itaclf at home. Tho things we mourn
Work our cternal gain.  Tlhon lot our joys
Be tremulous as the Mimosa's leaf,
And euch afflicuon with a serious smilo
Bo welcomed in ot the heart's open door ;
As tho good patsiarch met his muffied guests,
And found them angels !

—lpr—
Youth and Age.

L. H.8.

W we are young, our days are like
The fountain.waves that flow in June,
That sparkle in tho golden sun,
Or gleam boneath the silver moon.
When wo are old, our mor snts glide
Like winter waters cold and drear,
That freczo beforo December's voico
Has sighed tho death.note of the year.

When we are young the clouds around
Our path have hues of glory on,

Liko thoso which aleep on Summer akies
Before tho crimson flush is gone.

When we are old, no ray concoaled
‘Within the folded vapor lics,

But Eioomy shadows overspread
Tho circle of life’s evening ekics.

Oh then, sinro with the hours that fade
QOur being’s bght is fading oo,

How shall we find a hope to cheer,
When wo to youth must bid adiou?

In hoaven, and not on carth, there glows
A san, whoso pure and perfect ray ¢

Will warm the freezing waves of life
Avnd change its twilight into day.

——

The Heaven of tho Bible.

I i3 not sufficiently adverted to, that the happiness of heaven
s simply and cssentiully in the well-going machinery of a
woll.conditioned soul ; and that according to its measure, it is
the samo in kind with the happiness of Gud, who liveth forever
in bliss inefTable, because he js unchangeable in being good, and
upright and holy, There may be audible music in heaven ; but
its chicf delight will be in the music of a wo!'-poicd affertinn,
and in principles in full and consenting harmony with the laws
of eternal rectitude.  There may be visions of loveliness there ;
but it will bo the loveliness of virtue, as seen dircetly in God, and
as reflected back again in family likeness from all his children.
It will be this that shall give its purest and sweetest transports
to the soul.  In a wurd, the main reward of paradise is spiritual
Jjoy, and that springing at once frum the love and the possessions
of spiritual excellence. It 1s such joy as sin extinguishes en the
moment of its entering the soul, and such 2 joy as is again re-
stored to the soul, and that .iumediaicly onits being restored to
righteousness,~—Chalmers.

P.B.

Lire of any kind is a confounding mystery ; nay, that which we -
commony do not call life, the principle of existence in a stone
or a drop of water, is an inscrutable wonder. That in the infin.
ity of timo and space anything should be, should have u distinct
existonce, should be more than nothing!  The thought of an im.
mense abysmatl Nuthing is awful, only less than that of All and
God ; and thus a grain of sand being u'fact, a renlity rises before
us 1nto something prodigivus, immeasuiable—a fact that opposes
and counterbalances the immensity of nen.oxistence. And if
this be so, what a thing is the life of man, which not only is, but
knows what it is ; and not only is wondrous, but wouders !

WE paiat our lives in fresco.  The soft and fusile plaster of the
moment hardens undor every stroke of the brush into eternal rock.

Tug more sides a man has to his mind, the more certain he is
of receiving blows on all of them from onc party or other.

Tz candles of man’s night are doubtless vurning out, but like
Alfred’s candle.clocks, their decay measures the wearing on of
the night itself.—When they sink into the socket, lo! it is not
dark, but day.—Blackwood.

S am

AvpzxaNpeErR THE GreaT, in his earliest youth, showed what he
would ono day become. He '.ad learned from his father and
Ari.. stle, everything that could clevate his genius, naturally prone
to glory. Tho lliad was his delight, because it related the com.
bats of heroes.

Since our last, tho mouraful intelligenco has reached us of tho death of Miss
ANN MoINTOSH, a highly gifted and much.loved member of our As.
sociation, and for several years an efficient Teacher of Musiciu the « Co-.
bourg Laodies’ Seminary,” and the « Barlington Ladies’ Academy.”

Whilo on a visit to her mother's, in Montreal, last sutumn, sho was
seized with the then provaling fover; from which sho so far recovered
as to bo enabled to leave homo, with tho design of resuming her duties
in this Institution, On arriving at Toronto, however, her strengih failed,
and she was compelled to stop at an aunt's, where sho graduslly decli.
ned 6ll «the silver cord was loosed.” Further particulars relative to her
sickness and death, wo have not beon able to learn. ‘

Wo are reminded by this visitation, of tho fading niaturo of earth's bright.
cat glorics, and impressively admonisbed to scek a home above the reach
of death and the fluctuations of time.~Eb.

BUIRLINGTON LADIES ACABEBRI.

HE SUMMER SESSION,
cousisting of FIFTEEN WEEKS, will commence on THURSDAY,
the ELEVENTH doy of MAY, 1848. .

The Principal and Preceptress are assisted by eight Ladies, eminently
quahfied to impart nstruction in their several departments.

For full information, attention is invited to the Acadeny Circular, which
may be ocbtained on application to the Principal.

The Academy Buildings suuaied fn a pleasant part of tho city, and in all
s arrangements and furniuic, bos been fined up with special refercace to
the healih, comfort and convenience of the pupils.

The Principal invites Ladics and Gentlemen from abroad, &t their con.

venience, to visit the Institution.
D. C. VAN NORMAN, A. M, . ,
Hamilton, March 9, 1848. .If:_:qm’pal.

The Calliopean is Published on the 9th and 24th of cach
month, by Perer Ruravey, James Street, Hamilton.

Terns—One Dollar a yoar; in all cascs payadle in advance. Siz eopies
will be seat for Isve Dollara; or any one forwarding tho names of fivo
subsenbers, with the money, frec of postage, will reccive a cupy gratis,

Although »* Tre CarLuiorsas” is under the mansgement of the Young
Lisdics connected for the time being with the Burlington Ladies’ Academy,
Contributions of a suitable characicr will be thankfully received from all
who take an interest in the work.

g7 All Commumcauons and Rematances must be addreesed: to the
Eduress of * Trg Cacrsorsan,” Burington Ladies® Academy, Hamilton,
Canade West. : .




