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663. FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS.

When the hours of Day are numbered,
And the voices of the Night

‘Wake the better soul that slumbered
To a holy, ealm delight—

Ere the eventing lamps are lighted,
And, like phantoms grim and tall,

Shadows from the fitful fire-light
Dance upon the parlor-wall—

Then the forms of the departed
Enter at the open door ;

The beloved-one, the true-hearted,
Coine 10 visil me once more !

He,the young and strong, who cherished
Noble longings for the strife—

By the road-side fell and perished,
Weary with the march of life!

They, the holy ones and weakly,
Who the eross of suffering bore—

Folded theirpale hands so meekly—
Spake with us on earth no more!
And with them the beauteous
‘Who unto my youth was given,
More than all things else to love me,
And is now a saint in heaven.

With a slow and noisless foptstep
Comes thiat messenger divine,

Takes the vacant chair beside me,
Lays her gentle hand in mine ;

And she sits and gazes at me,
With those deep and tender eyes, *
Like the stars, so still and saint-like,
Looking downward from the skies.

Uuered not, yet comprehended,
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer—
Soft rebukes, in blessings ended,
Breathing from her lips of air.
Oh! though oft depressed and lonely,
All my fears are laid aside,
If I but remember only
Such as these have lived and died !

666. Toe Wiy To 8E Harry, All man-
kind are brethren. Every human being, who
comes in our way, and stands in need of our
aid, is entitled to our sympathy. Human na-
ture, and distress, form a legitimate claim to
our friendly assistance. ‘We are not to with-
hold our brotherly affection, from any of our
fellow men, because an imaginary line, a riv-
er, a ridge of mountains, or a channel of the
ocean, may have separated their birth-place
from ours; because their manners, customs,
and political institutions are not the same
with our own; because, by reason of differ-
ence of climate, and manner of life, their
skin is tinged with a different color; because
they offer their tribute of homage—to the
Creator in a different manner; or, because
there is some difference, or shade of differ-
ence, between {heir religious rites, and opin-
ions, and ours.

The sentiment of universal benevolence—
expands the heart, humanizes the mind, and
fostersevery generous affection ; but jealousy,
malace, hatred, and other malignant pas-
sions—pervert the soul, and cramp, and viti-
ate—the best feelings of our nature. They
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ciple. Instead of sweeping the globe, with
the guilt{lpurpose of oppressing the weak,
robbing the defenceless, exciting the sound
of lamentation in the humble hut, and draw-
ing forth the tears of the widow, and the or-
phan, let us dowhat is in our power—to pro-
mote the happiness of our fellow men. In
the genwine spirit of brotherly affection, let
us smoke the pipe of peace—with the untu-
tored wanderer of the western wilderness—
or, partake of bread, and salt, with the hardy
native of the African desert.

Mankind often complain, that they are un-
happy ; that they trmg in a thorny path, and
drink of a bitter stream. But whence do
their sufferings, and sorrows flow? Do they
not, in a great measure, proceed from their
own selfish, and malignant passions? Re-
move the cause, and the effect will disappear.
Banish malice, envy, hatred; let genuine
good-will towards each other prevail, and a
great portion of human misery — will fade
away, like darkness—before the rising sun,
It will dissipate the gloom, which often clouds
the countenance, and remove the grief, which
often preys upon the heart.—Fergus.

EDUCATION.
If thou hast plucked a flower

Of richest, rarest ray,

And borne it from its garden bower,

Thou knowest 'twill fade away :
If thou hast gathered gold,

Unrusted and refined,

That glittering hoard of worth untold,

Thou knowest the thief may find.

There is a plant that fears
No adverse season's strife,
But with an inborn fragrance cheers
The aintry eye of life;
There is a wealth that fo1ls
The robber’s roving eye,
The guerdon of the mind that toils
For immortality.
0 ye, whose brows are bright,
Whaose bosoms feel no thorn,
Beck knowledge, by the rosy light
Of yourh's unfolding morn ;
‘With ardor uncontrolled,
Seek wisdom's lore sublime,
And win the garland, and the gold
That cannot change with time.—Sigourney.
THE LAND OF REST.
Oh, when—shall 1 go to that land
Where spirits—beatified dwell ?
Oh, 1when shall T join their bright band,
And bid to this sarth—a farewell?
1 am weary of life—and its care,
I am weary of life and its woe;
Oh, when 1o that country so fair,
To that conntry unknoewn, shall I go?
A soft yellow light fills the air
Of that land, which Flong to behold ;  [there,
And the faces and forms—of the sainis who are
Are clothed—in its Iustre of gold.
Like angels they look—as they move,
And like angels they pass the sweet howrs ;
For they are not mortals, but spirits, who rove
In the light of those beautiful bowers.

wage,war with every manly, and liberal prin-

Face to face the truth comes out.
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667. Tuax PenrecT Onaron, Imagine to
yourselves—a Demosthenes, addressing the
most illustrious assembly in the world upon
a point, whereon the fate of the most illustri-
ous of nations depended. How awful such a
meeting! how vast the subject! By the
power of his eloquence, the augustnessof the
assembly is lost—in the dignity of the orator;
and the Jm&)ortance of the subject, fora while,
superseded by the admiration 'e:!tilis talents.

ithwhat strength of argument, with what
powers of the fancy, with what emotions of
the heart, does he assault, and subjugate, the
whole man; and, at once; captivate his rea-
son, his imagination, and his passions! To
effect this, must be the utmost effort of the
most improved state of human nature. Not
a faculty that he possesses, but is here exerted
to its highest pitch, All his internal powers
::e_::' work; all his external, testify their en-

ithin, the memory, the fancy, the jude-
ment, the asainns,o?re all bus{-"; Wi l::rugt,
every muscle, every nerve is exerted; not a
feature, not a limb, but speaks. The organs
of the boc’iy attuned to the exertions of the
mind, thro’ the kindred organs of the hearers,
lnstantaneousl%vlbrgfe those energies—from
soul to soul. Notwithstanding the diversity
of minds, in sucha multitude, by the light-
ning of eloguence, they are melted into one
mass; the whole assembly, actuated in one
and the same way, begome, asit were, but one
man, and have but one voice. The universal
cry is—Let us march against Philip, let us
fight for our liberties—let us conguer, or die.

668. wirs, cHILDREN, AND FRiENDS.
When the black-letter'd list o the gods was presentsd,
The list of what fate for each mortal intends,
At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented,
And slipp'd in thres blessings, wife, ehildren, and friends,
In vain surly Pluto declared he was cheated,
And justice divine could not compass her ends,
‘The scheme of man's penance he swore was defeated,
For earth becomes heaven with wife, ehildren, and friends,
I the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands rested,
‘The fund, ill-secored, oft in bankroptey ends,
But the heart issues bidls, which are never protested,
When drawn on the firm of—wife, children, and friends.
‘The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story,
When duty to far distant latitudes sends,
With transport would barter whole ages of glory,
For one bappy hour with wife, children, and friends,
‘Though valor still glows in life's waning embers,
The death-wounded tar, who his colors defends,
Dirops a tear of rogret, as he dying remembers,
How blest was his home, with wife, children, and friends,
Though the spice-breathing gale, o'er his caravan hovers,
Though around him Arabia’s whole fragrance desceuds,
The merchant still thinks of the wondbine that covers
The bower whers ha sat with wife, children, and friends,
The day-spring of youth, still unclouded wilh S0ITOW,
Alone an itsell for enjoyment depends,
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow
No warmth from the smiles of wife, children and friends,
Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourigh
The laurel that o'er her fair favorites bends,
U'er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish,
Bedew'd with the tears of wife, children, and friends,

Friendship is constant in all other things,

Savelin the office and affuirs of love:

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues.
Letevery eye negotiate for itsel

Ay (trust no agent: for beauty is a witch,

; 669, TrvE—NEW YEAB
"Tis midnight's holy hour; and silence, now,
Is brooding, like a gentle spirit, o’er [ﬁfinds,
The still—and pulseless world. Hark! on the
The bell’s deep tones are swelling : "is the knell
Ofthe departed—year. No'funeral train
Isgwecping past; yet, on the stream, and wood,
“f’nh melancholy light, the moonbeam's rest, 3
Like a pale, spotless shroud : the air is stirred,
As by a mourner's sigh ; and, on yon cloud,
That ﬂ?gls so still, and plaeidly, through heaven,
The spirits—of the seasons—seem 1o stand, [form,
Young Spring, bright Summer, Autumn’s solemn
And Winter, with his aged locks, and breath,
In mournful cadence, that come abroad,—
Like the far wind-harp’s wild, and touching wail,
A melancholy dirge—o’er the dead year—
Gone—from the earth—forever,
Tis a time
For memory, and tears. Within the deep,
Still chambers of the heart, a spectre dim,
Whose tones—are like the wizard's voice of Time,
Heard from the tomb of ages, points its cold—
And solemn finger—to the beautiful
And holy visions, that have passed away,
And left no shadow of their loveliness,
On the dead waste of life, That spectre—lifts
The coffin-lid of Hope, and Joy, and Love,
And, bending, mournfully, abovethe pale, [flowers
Sweet forms, that slumber there, scatters dead
O'er what has passed—to nothingness. The year
Has gone, and, with it, many a glorious throng
Of happy dreams. Its mark—is an each brow,
Its shadow—in each heart. In its swift course,
Tt waved its seeptre o'er the beautiful—
And they are not. It laid its palid hand
Upon the strong man—and the haughty form—
Is fgllen, and the flashing eye—is dim,
It trod the hall of revelry, where thronged
The bright and joyous—and the tearful wail—
Of stricken ones—is heard, where erst, the song,
And reckless shout—resounded, It passed oer
The buttle-plain,where sword,and spear,and shield
Flashed—in the light of mid-day—and the strength
Of serried hosts is shivered, and the grass,
Green from the soil of carnage, waves above
The crushed, and mouldering skeleton. It came,
And faded, like a wreath of mist, at eve;
Yet, ere it melted in the viewless air,
It heralded its millions—to their home—
In the dim land—of dreams.
Looking into the fire is very injurious tothe
eyes, particularly a coal fire, The stimulus of
light and heat united, soon destroys the eyes,
Looking at molten iron will soon destroy the
sight. Reading in the twilight is injurious to
the eyes, as they are obliged to make great ex-
ertion. Reading or sewing with a side light
injures the eyes, as both eyes should be ex-
posed to an equal degree of light, The reason
s, the s}ympmhy between the eyes isso great,
that if the pupil of one is dilated by being kept
partially in the shade, the one that is most ex-
posed cannot contract itself sufficiently*for
rotection, and will ultimately be injured.
hose whowish to preserve their sight, should
preserve their general health by correct habits,
and give their eyes just work enough, with a

Ag nst whose charms faith melteth into blood,

due degree of light,
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670. Awenica. Iappeal to history ! Tell
me, thou reverend chronicler of the grave,
can all the illusions of ambition realized, can
all the wealth of a universal commerce, can
all the achievements of successful heroism, or
can all the establishments of this world’s wis-
dom, secure to the empire, the permanency
of its possessions? Alas! Troy thought so
onee; yet theland of Priam lives'only insong !

Thebes thought so once; yet her hundred
gates have crumbled, and l’leg very tombs are
as the dust they were vainly intended to com-
memorate ! So thought Palmyra—yet where
is she? 8o thought the country of Demos-
thenes and the Spartan; yet Leonidas is
trampled by the timid slave, and Athens in-
sulted by the servile, mindless and enervate
Ottoman !

In his hurried march, Time has but looked
at their imagined immortakity; and all its
vanities, from the palace to the tomb, have,
with their ruins, erased the very impression
of his footsteps! The days of their glory are
as if they never had been; and the island,
that was then a speck, rude and neglected in
the barren ocean, now rivals the ubiquity of
their commerce, the glory of their arms, the
fame of their philosophy, the eloquence of

their senate, and the inspiration of their
1

ds!

Who shall say, then, contemplating the
past, that England, proud and potent as she
appears, may not, one day, be what Athens
is, and the young America yet soar to be
what Athens was! Who shall say, that,
when the European column shall have mould-
ered, and the night of barbarism obscured its
very ruins, that mighty continent may not
emerge from the horison to rule, for its time,
sovereign of the ascendant !—Phillips.

671. THE POWER OF ELOQUENCE.

Heard ye—those loud—comending waves,
That shook—Ceeropia’s pillared state ?

Saw ye the mighty, from their graves
Look up, and tremble at her fate ?

W ho—shall calm the angry storm?

‘Who, the mighty task perform,
And bid the raging tumnlt—cease ?

See the son of Hermes risej

With syren tongtie, and speaking eyes,
Hush the noise, and soothe to peace !

Lo! from the regions of the north,
The reddening storm of battle pours;
Rolls along the trembling earth,
Fastens—on Olynthian towers.
“Where rests the sword ! where sleep the brave,
Awake ! Cecropia’s ally save,
From the fury of the blast;
Burst the storm on Phoeis' walls;
Rise! or Greece forever fall
Up! or freedom—breathes her last!”

The jarring states, obsequious now,
View the patriot’s hand on high;
Thunder—gathering on_his brow ;
L%ghminﬁ—ﬂ.ﬂﬁhmg from his eye!
Borne by the tide of words along,
One voice, one mind, inspire the throng:
“To arms ! to arms ! to arms!”? they cry,
“ Girasp the shield, and draw the sword,
Lead us to Philippi's lord,
Let us conquer him—or die !”

Ah eloquence ! thon wast undone ;
Wast from thy native country driven,
‘When tyranny—eclipsed the sun,
And blotted out the stars of heaven.

RECITATIONS.

To where the Tilier pours his urn,
She strack the rude Tarpeian rock;
Sparks were kindled by the shock—
Again, thy fires began to burn!
Now, shining forth, thou madest complaint,
The conscript fathers—to thy charms;
Roused the world-bestriding giant,
Sinking fast, in slavery’s arms!
I see thee stand—by freedom’s fane,
Pouring the persuasive strain,
Giving vast conceptions birth :
Hark! I hear thy thunder’s sound,
Shake the forum—round—and round,
Shake—the pillars—of the earth!
Pirst-born of !ibeng digine!
Put'on reigion’s bright array § ;
Speak! and the starless grave—shall shine,
The portal—of eternal day!
Rise, kindling with the orient beam;
Let Calvary’s hill—inspire the theme !
Uniold the garmenis—rolled in blood!
O touch the soul, touch all her chords,
‘With all the omnipotence of words,
And point the way to heaven—to God—Carey.

Tue InFLUENCE oF Gorp. A man who
is furnished with arguments from the mint,
will convince his antagonist much sooner
than one who draws them from reason and
philosophy. Gold is a wonderful clearer of
the understanding ; it dissipates every doubt
and scruple in an instant; accommodates it-
self to meanest capacities, silences the
loud and clamorous, and brings over the most
obstinate and inflexible. Philip of Macedon
was a man of most invincible reason this
way. He refuted by it all the wisdom of
Athens, confounded their statesmen, struck
their orators dumb, and at length, argued
them out of all their liberties.—Addison.
THE WORLD TO COME.
If all our hopes, and all our fears,
Were prisoned—in life's narrow bound ;
If travelers—through this vale of tears,
‘We saw no better world beyond ;
Oh! what eould check the rising sigh?
‘What earthly thing—could pleasure give?
Oh! who would venture then, to die—
Or who would venture then—to live ?
Were life a dark, and desert moor,
‘Where mists—and clouds eternal—spread
Their gloomy vail behind, before,
And tempests thunder—overhead
Where not a sun-beam—breaks the gloom,
And not a floweret—smiles beneath,
‘Who would exist—in slich a tomb—
Who dwell in darkness—and in death ?
And such were life, without the ray
Of our divine religion given;
*Tis this, that makes ourdarkness, duy,
"Tis this, that makes our earth—a heaven !
Bright is the golden sun above,
And beautiful—the flowers, that bloom,
And all is joy, and all is love,
Reflected—from the world to come !
Life ig a weary interlude—
Which doth short joys, long woes includg :
The world the stage, the prologue tears '
The acts vain hopes and varied fears;
The scene shuts up with loss of breath,
And leaves no epilogue but death !—H. ]

‘When liberty, from Greece withdrew,
And o'er the Adriatic flew,

The stomach, hath no ears,

¥
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672, MitiTiry DESPoTISM AND INSUB-
ORDINATION. Mpr. Qhairman,—1I trust, that
1shall be indulged, with some few reflections,
upon the danger—of permitting the conduct,
on which it has been my painful duty to ani-
madvert, to pass, without a solemn expression
of the dlsal{)prt_)lmtiqn of this house. Recall to

our recollection, sir, the free nations, which

ave gone before us, Where are they now?

““Gone, glimmering through the dream of things that were;

A schoalboy’s tale,—the wonder of an bhour,”

And how have they lost their liberties? If
we could transport ourselves back, sir, to the
?}%:ﬁ when Greece, and Rome, flourished, in
ir greatest prosperity, and, min Imﬁlmthe
thron; ,BhOllll'f as{in Jrecian, ifia id not
fear, that some daring military chieftain, cov-
ered with glory, some Philip, or Alexander,
would one day overthrow the liberties of his
country,—the confident, and indignant Gre-
cian would exclaim, No! no! we haye nothing
to fear from our heroes; our liberties will be
eternal. Ifa Roman citizen had been asked
if he did not fear, that the congueror of Gaul
might establish a throne upon the ruins of
]Jl.l lic liberty, he would have instantly repel-
ed the unjust insinuation. Yet, Greece—has
fallen; Cesar—has passed the rubicon; and
the patriotic arm even of Brulus—could not
preserve the liberties of his devoted country.
8ir, we are fighting a great moral battle for
the benefit, not only of gur country, but of all
mankind. ‘The eyes of the whole world are
in fixed attention upon us. One; and the
Iargest_ ortion of it, Is gazing with jealousy,
and with envy; the other portion, with hope,
with confidence, and with affection. Every
where—the black cloud of legitimacy is sus-
pended over the world, save only one bright
spot, which breaks out from the political hem-
isphere of the west, to enlighten, and animate,
and gladden the human heart. ~Qbscure that,
by the downfall of liberty here, and all man-
kind—are enshrouded—in a pall of universal
darkness. Beware, then, sir, how you give a
fatal sanction, in this infant period of our re-
g;lbhc, to military insubordination. Remem-

r, that Greece—had her Alexander, Rome
her Cesar, England—her Cromwell, France
her Bonaparte, and, that if we would escape
the rock, on which fAsy split, we must avoid
their errors.

I hope, sir, that gentlemen will deliberately
survey —the awful isthmus, on which we
stand. They may bear down all opposition.
They may even vote general Jackson the pub-
lic thanks, They may carry him triumphant-
ly through this louse. But, if they do, sir, in
my humble judgment, it will be a triumph of
the lpnn(:[ le of insubordination—a triumph
of the -nn.ttarg—over the cipil authority—a
triumph over the powers of this house—a tri-
umph over the constitution of the land; and
I pray, sir, most devoutly, that it may not
prove, in its ultimate effects and consequen-
ces, a triumph over the liberties of the people.

THE EARTH HAS BEEN ALL ALIVE,
What is the world itself? thy world %—a grave!
Where is the dust that has not been alive?
The spade, the plow, disturb our ancestors,
From human mold we reap our daily bread;
The globe around earth’s hollow surface shakes,
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons:
O'er devastation we blind revels keep;

673. THE FRENCHMAN AND HIS HOST.

A Frenchman once, who was a merry wight,
Passing to town from Dover in the night,

Near the roadside an ale-house chanced to spy:
And being rather tired as well as dry,

Regolved to enter; but first he took a peep,

In hopes & supper he might get, and cheap.

He enters: “Hallo! Gareon, if you please,

Bring me a little bit of bread and cheese.

And hallo! Garcon, a pot of porter too!” he said,
“¥YichI shall take, and den myself 10 bed.” [left,

His supper done, some geraps of cheese were
Which our poor Frenchman, thinking it no theft,
Into his pocket put; then slowly crept
To wished-for bed ; but not a wink he slept—"
For, on the floor, some sacks of flour were laid,
To which the rats a nightly visit paid.

Our hero now undressed, popped out the light,
Put on his cap and bade the world good-night;
But first his breeches, which contained the fare,
Under his pillow he had placed with care.

Sans ceremonie, soon the rats all ran,

And on the flour-sacks greedily began; [round,
At which they gorged themselves; then smelling
Under the pillow soon the cheese they found;
And while at this they regaling sat,

Their happy jaws disturbed the Frenchman’s nap;
Who, half awake, eries out, * Hallo! hallo!

Vat is dat nibbel at my pillow so?

Ah! ’tis one big huge rat !

Vat de diable is it he nibbel, nibbel at?

In vain our little hero songht repose ;
Sometimes the vermin galloped o’er his nose;
And such the pranks they kept up all the night,
That he, on end antipodes upright,

Bawling aloud, called stoutly for a light.

“Hallo! Maison! Garcon, I say!

Bring me the bill for vat I have to pay!?

The bill was brought, and to his great surprise,

Ten shillings was the charge, he scarce believes

With eager haste, he runs it o'er, [his eyes:

And‘every time he viewed it thought it more.

“Vy zounds, and zounds!" he cries, “I sall no pay;

Vat charge ten shelangs for vat I have mange?

A leetal sup of porter, dis vile bed,

Vare all de rats do run about my head 7

“Plague on those rats!” the landlord muttered out;

1 wish, upon my word, that I could make ‘em
seout :

Pll pay him well that can.” “Vat's dat you say 7

“T'll pay him well that ean.® “ Attend 10 me, T

Vil you dis charge forego, vat T amat,  [pray:

If from your house I drive away de rat??

“With all my heart,” the jolly host replies,

“ Ecoutez donc, ami ;" the Frenchman cries,

“First, den—Regardez, if you please,

Bring to dis spot a leetle bread and cheese :

Eh bien! = pot of portar too;

And den invite de rats to sup vid you:

And after—-no matter dey be villing—

For vat dey eat, you charge dem just ten shelang !

And T am sure, ven dey behold de score,

Dey’ll quit your house, and never come no more.”

How beautiful—is the swiftly passing light—

On the calm cloud of eve! 'Tis sweet—to mark

Those color’d folds—float round the setting sun,

Whole buried towns su élporl the dancer’s heel,
3 22

Like crimson drapery—o'er a monarch's throne.
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674, Loss oF NarioxaL CHARACTER.
The lossof a firm, national character, or the
degradation of a nation’s honor, is the inevi-
laeﬁls-: prelude to her destruction. Behold the
once proud fabri¢ of the Roman empire; an,
empire, carrying its arts, and arms, into every
part of the eastern continent; the monarclis
of mighty kingdoms, drugied at the wheels
of her triimphal chariots ; her eagle, waving
over the ruins of desolated countries. Where
is her splendor, her wealth, her power, her
glory? "Extingnished—forever. Her mold-
ering temples, the mournful vestiges of her
former grandeur, afford & shelter to her mut-
tering monks. Where are her statesmen, her
sages, her philosophers, her orators, her gene-
rals 1 Go o their solitary tombs, and inquire.
She lost her national character,and her de-
struction followed. The ramparts of her na-
tional pride were broken down, and Vandal-
ism desolated her classic fields.

Citizens will lose their respect and confi-
dence, in our government, if it does not ex-
tend over them, the shield of an honorable,
national character. Corruptionwill creep in,
and sharpen party animosity. Ambitious
leaders will seize upon the favorable moment,
The mad enthusiasm_for revolution —will
call into action the irritated spirit of our na-
tion, and civil war must follow. The swords
of our countrymen may yet glitter on our
mountains, their blood may yet crimson our

lains. g
% Such, the warning voiee of all antiquity, the
example of all republics proclaim—ma be
our fate. But let us no longer indulge these
gloomy anticipations. The commencement
of our liberty presages the dawn of a brighter
period to the world. 'That bold, enterprising
spirit, which conducted our heroes to peace,
and safety, and gave us a lofty rank, amid
the empires of the world, still animates the
bosoms of their descendants. Look back to
the moment, when they unbarred the dun-
geons of the slave, and dashed his fetters
to the earth, when the sword of a Washing-
ton leaped from its scabbard, fo revenge the
slaughter of our countrymen. Place their
example before you. Let the sparks of
their veteran wisdom flash across your
minds, and the sacred altars of your liber-
ty, erowned with immortal honors, rise be-
f(’:re ou. Relying on the virtue, the cour-
a.ge,tie patriotism, and the strength of our
country, we may expect our national charac-
ter will become ‘more energetic, our citizens
more enlightened, and may hail the age as
not far distant, when will ‘be heard, as the
prondest exclamation of man: I am an
American.—Maxcy.

The bell strikes one: We take no note of time,
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue,

1s wise in man. As if an angel gpoke,

1feel the solemn sound. If heard aright,

It is the knell of my departed hours: [flood ?
Where are they? with the years beyond the
1t is the signal that demands despatch;

How much is to be done ! my hopes and fears
Start up alarm’d, and o’er life's narrow verge
Look down—on what 1 a fathomless abyss;
A dread eternity ! how surely mine !

And ean eternity belong to me,

Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour?

675. 600D-NIGHT.
Good-night—to all the world ! there’s none,
Beneath the “over-going® sun,

To whom, 1 feel, or hate, or spite,
And so to.all—a fair good -night.

Would I could say, good-night to pain,
Good-night to evil and her train,

To cheerless poverty, and shame,
That I am yet unknown to fame !
Would I could say, good-night to dreams,
That haunt me with delusive gleams,
That through the sable future’s vail,
Like meteors, glimmer, but to fail.
‘Would I could say, a long good-night,
To halting, between wrong, and right,
And, like a giant, with new force,
Awake, prepared 1o run my course !

But time o’er good and ill sweeps on,

And when few years have come, and gone,
The past—will be to me as naught,
Whether remembered, or forgot.

Yet, let me hope, one faithful friend,
O’er my last couch, in tears shall bend ;
And, though no day for me was bright,
Shall bid me then, a long good-night.

RespecT To OLp Aek. It happened at
Athenis, during a public representation of
aomcg ay,exhibited in honor of the common-
wealth, that an old gentleman came too late,
for a place suitable to his age, and quality.
Many of the young gentlemen, who observed
the difficulty and confusion he was in, made
signs to him, that they would accommodate
him, if he came where they sat. The good
man bustled through the crowd accordingly ;
but when he came to the seat, to which {e
was invited, the jest was, to sit close, and ex-
pose him, as he stood out of countenance, to

e whole audience. The frolic went round
all the Athenian benches. But, on those oc-
casions, there were also particular places re-
served for foreigners. When the good man
skulked towards the boxes, appointed for the
Lacedemonians, fhat honest people, more vir-
tuous than polite, rose up all to a man, and
with the greatest respect, received him among
them. Tﬁe Athenians, being suddenly touch-
ed with a sense of the Spartan virtue, and
their own degeneracy, gave a thunder of ap-
plause ; and the old man cried ont, “the Athe-
nians understand what is good, but the Lace-
demonians practice it.

FORTUNE-TELLER.

A hungry, lean-fac’d villain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank,

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune teller ;

A needy, hollow-eye'd, sharp looking wreteh,

A living dead man : this pernicious slave,

Forsooth, took on him ag a conjurer;

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulse,

And with no face, as 'twere outfacing me,

Crles out, I was possess’d —Shukspeare.

RECREATION.
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue,
But moody and dull melancholy,
(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ;)
And at her heels, a huge infectious troop

Reuson gains all men, by compelling none.

Of pale distemperatures, and foes to lifo
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676. THE GROVES: GOD'S FIRST TEMPLES.
The groves—were God's first temples. Ere man
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, [learned
And spread the roof above them,—ere he framed
The lofty vauly, to gather, and roll back,

The sound of anthems,—in the darkling wood,
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down,
And offered, to the Mightiest, solemn thanks,
And supplication.  For his simple heart
Might not resist the sacred influences,
That, from the stilly twilight of the place,
And from the gray old trunks, that, high in heav'n,
Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the sound
Of the invisible breath, that swayed, at once,
Al their green tops, stole over him, and bowed
His spirit—with the thought of boundless Power,
And innccessible Majesty, Ah! why
Should we, in the world's riper years, neglect
God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore,
Only, among the crowd, and under roofs,
That our frail hands have raised ? Let me, at least,
Here, in the shadow of thig aged wood,
Offer one hymn ; thrice happy, if it find
Acceptance in his ear.
Father, thy hand
Hath reared these venerable columns; thou
Didstweave this verdant roof. Thou didst look down
Upon the naked earth, and, forthwith, rose
All these fair ranks of trees. They, in thy sun,
Budded, and shook their green leavesin thy breeze,
And shottowardsheav’n. The century-living erow,
Whose birth was in their tops, grew old, and died,
Among their branches; till, at last, they stood,
As now they stand, massy, and tall, and dark—
Fit shrine—for humble worshiper to hold
Communion with his Maker. Here are seen,
No traces of man’s pomp, or pride; no silks
Rustle, no jewels shine, nor envious eyes
Encounter; no fantastic carvings—show
The boast of our vain race—to change the form
Ofthy fair works. But thowart here; thou fill'st
The solitude, Thou art in the soft winds,
That run along the summits of these trees,
In music; thou art in the cooler breath,
‘That, from the inmost darkness of the place,
Comes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the ground,
The fresh, moist ground, are all instinet with thee,
Here, is continual worship; nature, here,
In the tranquillity that thou dost love,
Enjoye thy presence, Noiselessly, around,
From perch to perch, the solitary bird
Passes; and yon clear spring, that, midst its herbs,
Wells softly forth, and visits the strong roots
Of half the mighty forest, tells no tale
Of all the good it does. Thou hast not left
Thyself withont a witness, in these shades,
Of thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and grace,
Are here to speak of thee. This mighty oak—
By whose immovable stem I stand, and seem
Almost annihilated—not & prince,
In all the proud old world, beyond the deep,
Fler wore his crown—as lofiily as he
‘Wears the green coronal of leaves, with which
Thy hand has graced him, Nestled at his root
Is beauty, such as blooms not in the glare
Of the broad sun, That delicate forest-flower,

Seems, as it issues from the shapeless mould,
An emanation of the indwelling Life,
A visible token—of the upholding Love,
That are, the soul of this wide nniverse.
My heart—is awed within me, when I think
Of the great miracle that still goes on,
In silence, round me—the perpetual work
Of thy creation, finished, yet renewed—
Forever. Written on thy works, Tread
The lesson of thy own eternity.  «
Lo! all grow old, and die: but see, again,
How, on the faltering footsteps of decay,
Youth presses—ever gay, and beautiful youth—
In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees
Wave not less proudly, that their ancestors
Moulder, beneath them. Oh! there is not lost
One of earth’s charms : upon her bosom yet,
After the flight of untold centuries,
The freshness of her far beginning lies,
And yet shall lie. Life—mocks the idle hate
Of his arch enemy—Death; yea, seats himself
Upon the sepulchre, and blooms, and smiles,
And of the triumphs of his ghastly foe,
Makes his own nonrishment. For he came forth
From thine own bosom, and shall have no end.
There have heen holy men, who hid themselves
Deep in the woody. wilderness, and gave
Their lives 10 thought, and prayer, till they outlived
The generation, born with them, nor seemed
Less aged, than the hoary trees, and rocks,
Around them ; and there haye been holy men,
Who deemed it were not well—to pass life thus,
But let me, often, to these solitudes
Retire, and, in thy presence, reassure
My feeble virtue. Here, its enemies,
The passions, at thy plainer footsteps, shrink,
And tremble, and are still.
O God! when thou
Dost scare the world with tempests, set on fire
The heavens, with falling thunderbolts, or fill,
With all the waters of the firmament,
The swift, dark whirlwind, that uproots the woods,
And drowns the villages; when, at thy call,
Uprises the great deep, and throws himself
Upon the continent, and overwhelms
Its cities ;—who forgets not, at the sight
Of these tremendous tokens of thy power,
His pride, and lays his strifes, and follies by !
Oh! from the sterner aspects of thy face
Spare me, and mine ; nor let us need the wrath
Of the mad, unchained elements, to teach
‘Who rules them. Be it ours 1o meditate,
In these calm shades, thy milder majesty,
And to the beautiful order of thy works,
Learn to conform the order of our lves.—Bryant.
Naturally, men are prone to spin_them-
selves a web of opinions out of their own
brain, and to have a religion that may be cal-
led their own. Men are far readier to make
themselves a faith, than to receive that which
God hath formed to their hands, and they are
far readier to receive a doctrine that tends to
their earnal commodity, or honor, or delights,
than one that tends to self-denial.
Like dogs in a wheel, birds in a cage, or squir-
rels in a chain, ambitious men still elimb and
climb, with great labor, and incessant anxiety,

With scented breath, and look, so like a smile,

but never reach the top.




284 READINGS AND RECITATIONS.

677. Puysicar Envcarron, That is, un-
doubtedly, the wisest, and best regimen
which takes the infant from the cradle, and
conducts him along, through childhood, and
youth, up to high maturity, in such a manner,
as to give strength to his arm, swiftness to his
feet, solidity and amplitude to his muscles,
symmetry fo his frame, and expansion to his
vital energies, It is obvious, that this branch
of education comprehends, not only food and
clothing, byt air, exercise, lodging, early ri-
sing, and whatever else is requisite, to the full
development of the physical constitution,
The diet must be simple, the apparel must
not be too warm, nor the bed too soft. =~

Let parents beware of too much restriction
in the management of their darling boy. Let
him, in choosing his play, folloaw the sugges-
tions of nature. ~ Let them not be discompos-
ed at the sight of his sand-hills in the road,
his snow-forts in February, and his mud-dams
in April; nor when they chance to look out
in the midst of an August shower, and see
him wading and sail'm%, and sporting along
with the water-fowl. If they would ma
him hardy and fearless, they must let him go
abroad as often as he pleases, in his ear
boyhood, and amuse himself by the hour to-

ether, in smoothing and twirling the hoary

ocks of winter., Instead of keeping him
shut up all day with a stove, and graduating
his sleeping-room by Fahrenheit, they must
let him face the keen edge of a north-wind,
when the mercury is below cipher; and, in-
stead of minding a little shivering, and com-
plaining, when he returns, cheer up his spir-
its, and send him out again, In this way,
they will teach him, that he was not born to
live in the nursery, nor to brood over the fire;
but to range abroad, as free as the snow, an

the air, and to gain warmth from exercise.

I love, and admire the youth, who turns
not back from the howling wintry blast, nor
withers under the blaze of summer; who
never magnifies “ mele-hills into mountains;”
but whose daring eye, exulting, scales the ea-
gle’s airy crag, and who is _ready to under-
take anything, that is prudent, and lawful,
within the range of tgossihility. Who would
think of planting the mountain-oak—in a
green-house? or of rearing the cedar of Leb-
anon—in a lady’s flower-pot? Who does
not know that, in order fo attain their mighty
strength, and majestic forms, they must free-
ly enjoy the rain, and the sunshine, and must

eel the rocking of the tempest?

THE CHASE.

The stag, at eve, had drunk his fill,
‘Where danced the moon, on Monan’s rill,
And deep—his midnight lair had made,
In lone Glenartney’s hazel shade ;
But, when the sun—his beacon red
Had kindled, on Benvoirlich’s head,
The deep-mouthed hloodhound’s heavy bay
Resounded up the rocky way,
And faint from farther distance borne,
Were heard the elanging hoof, and horn.
As chief, who hears his warder call,
“Toarms! the foeman storm the wall,?
The antlered monarch of the waste—
Sprang from his heathery couch, in haste,
But, ere his fleet career he took,
The dew-drops, from his flanks, he shook ;
Like crested leader, proud, and high,

Tossed his beamed frontlet—to the sky;

A moment—gazed—adown the dale,

A moment--snuffed the tainted gale,

A moment, listened to the cry,

That thickened—as the chase drew nigh;
Then, as the headmost foes appeared,

‘With one brave bound—the copse he cleared,
And, stretching forward, free, and far,
Sought the wild heaths—of Uam-Var.—Scott,

678. MODULATION.

*Tis not enough—the veice be sound, and clear,
*T'is modulation, that must charm the ear.

‘When desperate heroes grieve, with tedious moan,
And whine their sorrows, in 8 see-saw lone,
The same soft sounds—of unimpassioned woes,
Can only make the yawning hearers—doze.

The voice—all modes of passion can express,
That marks the proper word, with proper stress :
But none emphatic—ean that speaker call,

Who lays an equal emphasis—on all.

ke | Some, o’er the tongue—the labored measures roll,

Slow, and deliberate—~as the parting toll;

Y | Point every stop, mark every pause 8o sirong,

Their words, like stage processions, stalk along.

All affectation—but creates disgust;

And e’en in speaking, we may seem too just.

In vain, for them, the pleasing measure flows,
Whose recitation—runs it all to prose ;
Repeating—what the poet sets not down,

The verse disjointing—from its favorite noun,

W hile pause, and break, and repetition join

To make a discord—in each tuneful line.

Some placid natures—fill the allotted scene
With lifeless drawls, insipid and serene;

While others—thunder every couplet o'er,

And almost erack your ears—with rant, and roar.
More nature, oft, and finer strokes are shown,
In the low whisper, than tempestuous tone ;
And Hamlet’s hollow voice, and fixed amaze,
More powerful terror—to the mind conveys,
Than he, who, swollen with impetuous rage,
Bullies the bulky phantom of the stage.

He, who, in earnest, studies o’er his part,

Will find tree nature—cling about his heart.
The modes of grief—are notineluded all—

In the white handkerchief, and moarnful drawl;
A single look—more marks the internal woe,
Than all the windings of the lengthened—Oh!
Up to the face—the quick sensation flies,

And darts its meaning—from the speaking eyes:
Love, transport, madness, anger, scorn, despair,
And all the passions, all the soul is there.

NATURE'S WANTS ARE FEW,
Man's rich with little, were his judgment true;
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few;
Those few wants answered, bring sincere delights,
But fools ereate themselves new appetites.
Fancy and pride seek things at vast expense,
‘Which relish nor to treason nor to sense,
When surfeit or unthankfulness destroys,
In nature’s narrow sphere, our solid joys,
In fancy’s airy land of noise and show,
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures grow,
Like cats in air-pumps, to subsist we strive,
On joys 100 thin to keep the soul alive—Young.
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679, A Cure ror Harp Times. We
are too fond of showing out in our families ;
and, in this way, our expenses far exceed our
incomes. Our daughters—must be dressed
off in their silks and crapes, instead of their
linsey-woolsey. Our young folks—are too
proud to be seen in a eoarse dress, and their
extravagance is bringing ruin on our families.
When you can induce your sons to prefer
young women, for their real worth, rather
than for their show ; when you can get them
to choose a wife, who can make a good loaf
of bread, and a good pound of butter, in pref-
erence to a girl, who does nothing but dance
about in her silks, and her laces; then, gen-
tlemen, you may expect to see a change for
the better, We must get back to the good old
simplicity of former times, if we expect to see
more prosperous days. The time was, even
since memory, when a simple note was good
for any amount of money, but now bonds and
mongla.ges are thought almost no secarity ;
and this owing to the want of confidence.

And what has caused this want of confi-
dence? Why, it is occasioned by the extrav-
agant manner of living; bg Fuur families go-
ing in debt beyond your ability to pay. Ex-
amine this matter, gentlemen, and you will
find this to be the real cause. Teach your
sons to be too proud to ride a hackney, which
their father cannot pay for. Let them be
above being seen sporting in a gig, or a car-
riage, which their father is in debt for. Let
them have this sort of independent pride, and
I venture to say, that you will soon perceive
a reformation.  But, until the change com-
mences in this way in our families; until we
begin the work ourselves, it is in vain to ex-
pect better times.

Now, gentlemen, if you think as I do on
this sub ect, there is a way of showing that
you dothink so,and but one way ; when you
return to your homes, have independence
enough to put these Briuci les in practice;
and I am sure you will not be disappointed.

680, THE FIRE-SIDE.
Dear Chloe, while the busy crowd,
The vain, the wealthy, ahd the proud,
In folly’s maze advance ; H
Tho? sifgllariw, and-Pride,
Be call’d our'choicg, we'll step aside,
Nor join the giddy dance.
From the gay world, w’ell oft retire,
To our own family and fire,
Where love—our hours employs;
No noisy neighbor—enters here,
No intermeddling stranger—near,
To spoil our heart-felt joys.
If solid happiness—we prize,
Within our breast—this jewel lies;
And they are fools, who roam :
The world—has nothing to hestow ;
From our own selves—our joys must flow,
And that dear hut, our home.
Of rest, was Noah's dove bereft,
‘When, with impatient wing she left
That safe retreat, the ark;
Giving her vain excursion o'er,
The disappointed bird, once more
Explor'd the sacred bark.

Tho’ fools—spurn Hymen's gentle pow’rs,

By sweet experience know,
That marriage, rightly understood,
Gives to the tender, and the good,

A paradise below.

Our babes, shall richest comfort bring;
If tutor'd right, they’ll prove a spring
Whence pleasures ever rise :
We'll form their minds, with studious care,
To all that's manly, good, and fair,
And train them for the skies.

‘While they our wisest hours engage,

They’ll joy our youth, support our age,
And erown our hoary hairs :

They’ll grow in virtue ev’ry day,

And thus, our fondest loves repay,
And recompense our cares.

No borrow'd joys! they're all our own,

‘While, to the world, we live unknown,
Or, by the world forgot;

Monarchs ! we envy not your state ;

‘We look with pity—on the great,
And bless our humbler lot.

Our portion is not large, indeed !

Bat then, how litlle do we need!
For nature’s calls are few :

In this, the art of living lies,

To want no more, that may suffice,
And make that little do.

We'll therefore relish, with content,
Whate'er kind Providence has sent,
Nor aim beyond our pow'r ;
For if our stock be very small,
Tis prudence to enjoy it all,
Nor lose the presént hour.
To be resign’d, when ills betide,
Patient, when favors are denied,
And pleas’d, with favors givin:
Dear Chloe, this is wisdom’s part;
This is that incense of the heart,
‘Whose fragrance—smells to heav’n.
We'll ask no long protracted treat,
Since winter-life is seldom sweet ;
But, when our feast is o'er,
Grateful from table we'll arise,
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes,
The relies of our store.
Thus, hand in hand, thro’ life we'll go;
Its checker'd paths of joy and wo,
With cautious steps, we'll tread ;
Quit its vain scenes, without a tear,
Without a trouble, or a fear,
And mingle with the dead.
While conscience, like a faithful friend,
8hall, thro’ the gloomy vale attend,
And cheer our dying breath;
Shall, when all other comforts cease,
Like a kind angel, whisper—peace,
And smooth the bed of death,—Cotion.

Ye glittering towns, with weulth and splendor
crown'd;

Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion round:
Ye lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale ;
Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale :
For me your tributary stores combine :

We, who improze his golden hours,

Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine,
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68S1. Turg NATURE oF ELOQUENCE
When public bodies are to be addressed, on
momentous oceasions, when great interests
are at stake, and strong %a.sawns excited,
nothing is valuable in speech, farther than it
is connected with high intellectual and mor-
al endowments. Clearness, force, and earn-
estness, are the qualities which produce con-
viction. True eloguence, indeed, does not
consist in speech, It cannot be brought from
far. Labor and learning may toil for it but
they will toil in vain. 7

\Eurds and phrases may be marshaled in
every way, but they cannot compass it. It
must exist in the man, in the subject, and in
the occasion. Aﬁ‘ecte& assion, intense ex-
pression, the pomp of eclamngmnial] may
aspire after it, but cannot reach it. It comes,
if' it come at all, like the outbreaking of a
fountain from the earth, or the bursting forth
of volcanic fires, with spontaneous, ong!ngn],
native force.

The graces taughtin the schools, the costly
ornamentsand studied contrivances of speech,
shock and disgust men, when their own liv
and the fate of their wives, their children, an
their country, hang on the decision of the
hour. Then, words have lost their power,
rhetorie is vain, and all elaborate oratory,
contemptible. Even genius itself then feels
rebuked, and subdued, as in the presence of
higher qualities, = X

hen, patriotism is eloquent; then, self-
devotion is eloquent. The clear conception,
out-running the deductions of logic, the high
purpose, of firm resolve, the dauntless spirit,
speaking on the tongue, beaming from the
eye, informing ev:g feature, and urging the
whole man onward, right onward to his ob-
ject;—this—is eloquence.— Webster.

682, THE SOUL'S DEFIANCE.
1 said—to Sorrow’s awful storm,
That beat agamnst my breast
“Rage on! thou may’st destroy this form,
And lay it low-—at restj
But still—the spirit that now brooks
Thy tempest, raging high,
Undounted, on its fury looks—
With steadfast eye.”
I said—to Penury’s meagre train,
“ Comeon! your threats I brave;
My last, poor life-drop—you may drain,
And erush me~to the grave ;
Yet still, the spirit, that endures,
Shall mark your force—the while,
And meet each cold, cold grasp of yours,
With bitter smile.”
1 said—to cold Neglect, and Seorn,
“Passon’! 1heed you not;
Ye may pursue me, till my form,
And being—are forgot;
Y et, still—the spirit, which you see
Undannted by your wiles,
Draws from its own nobility
Its high-born smiles.”
1 said-—to Friendship’s menaced blow,
“Sirike deep! my heart shall bear;
Thou canst but add—one bitter wo
To those—alrcady there ;

RECITATIONS.

Shall smile—upon its keenest pains,
And scorn redress.”
1 said to Death’s uplifted dart,
% Aim sure! oh, why delay?
Thon wilt not find a fearful heart,
A weak, reluctant prey ;
For still—the spirit, firm, and free,
Triumphant—in the last dismay,
W rapt—in its own eternity,
Shall, smiling, pass away."
683, PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA.
'Mid the light sprity, their snorting camels stood,
Nor bath’d a fetlock, in the nauseous flood :
He comes—their leader comes ! the man of God,
O'er the wide waters, lifis his mighty rod,
And onward treads. ‘The circling waves retreat,
In hoarse, deep murmurs, from his holy feet ;
And the chas'd surges, inly roaring, show
The hard wet sand, and coral hills below.
With limbs, that falter, and with hearts, that swell,
Down, down they pass—a steep, and slippery dell.
Around them rise, in pristine chaos hurl'd,
The ancient rocks, the secrets of the world;
And flowers, that blush beneath the ocean green,
And caves, the sea-calves’ low-roof'd haunts, are
Down,safédydown thenarrow passthey tread;seen.
The beetling waters—storm above their head ;
While far behind, retires the sinking day,
And fades on Edom’s hills, its latest ray.
Yet not from Isracl—fled the friendly light,
Or dark to them, or cheerless came the night ;
&4ill, in their van, along that dreadfql road, [God.
Blaz'd broad and fierce, the brandish'd torch of
Its meteor glare—a tenfold lustre gave,
On the long mirror—of the rosy wave :
While its blest beams—a sunlike heat supply,
Warm every cheek, and dance in every eye.
To them alone—for Misraim’s wizard train
Ingpke, for light, their monster-gods in vain :
C16uds heap'd on clouds, their struggling sight con-
And tenfold darkness broods above their line. [fine,
Yet on they press, by reckless vengeance led,
And range, unconscious, through the ocean’s bed,
Till midway now—that strange, and fiery form,
Show’d his dread visage, lightning thirough the
storm j i
With withering splendor, blasted all their might,
And brake their ehariot-wheels, and marred their
coursers' flight.
“Fly, Misraim, fly " The ravenous floods they see,
And, fiereer than the floods, the Deity.
“Ply, Misraim, fly !” From Edom’s coral strand,
Again the prophet streteh’'d his dreadful wand:
With one wild crash, the thundering waterssweep,
And all—is waves—a dark, and lonely deep:—
Yet, o'er these lonely waves, such marmurs past,
As mortal wailing swell'd the nightly blast:

And strange, and sad, the whispering breezes bore
The groans of Egypt—to Arabia’s shore,—Heber.
CONCEALED LOVE.

She never told her love,
But lét concealment, like a worm ' the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought,
And, with a green and yellow melancholy,
She sat like pagience on & monument,

Vet stili—the spirit, that sustains
This last—severe disiress,

Smiling at grief: %
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684. Gneex LITERATURE. It is impos-
sible—to contemplate the annals of Greek lit-
erature, and art, without being struck with
them, as by far the most extraordinm&, and
brilliant phenomenon, in the history of the hu-
man mind. The very language, even in its
primitive simplicity, as it came down from the
rhapsodists, who celebrated the exploits of
Hercules, and Theseus, was as great a won-
der, as any it records.

All the other tomgues, that civilized men
have spoken, are poor, and feeble, and bar-
barous, in comparison of it. Its compass,
and fiexibility, its riches, and its powers, are
altogether unlimited. It not only expresses,
with precision, all that is thought, or known,
at any given period, but it enlarges itself na-
turally, with the progress of science, and af-
fords, as if'without an effort, a new phrase, or
a systematic nomenclature, whenever one is
called for.

It is equally adapted to every variety of
style, and subject, to the most shadowy sub-
tlc? of distinction, and the utmost exactness
of definition, as well as to the energy,and the
pathos of popular eloquence, to the majesty,
the elevation, the variety of the B ic,and the
boldest license of the Dithyrambic, no less
than to the sweetness of the Elegy, the sim-
plicity of the Pastoral, or the heedless gayety,
and delicate characterization of Comedy.

Above all, what is an unspeakable charm, a
sort of naivete is peculiar to it, and ap
in all those various styles, and is quite as be-
coming, and agreeable, in an historian, or a
Flulosonhpr, Xenophon for instance, as in the
ight and joeund numbers of Anacreon.

Indeed, were there no other object, in learn-

ing Greek, but to see—to what perfection lan-
guage is capable of being carried, not only as
a medium of communication, but as an instru-
ment of thought, we see not why the time of
a young man would not be just as well be-
stowed, in acquiring a knowledge of it, for all
the purposes, at least of a liberal, or element-
ary education, as in leaming algebra, another
specimen of a language, or arrangement of
signs perfect in its kind.—Legare.

685. OUR EXIT: THANATOPSIS,
To him, who, in the love of nature, holds
Commaunion with her visible forms, she speaks
A various language; for his gayer hours,
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile,
And eloguence of beauty, and she glides
Into his dark musings, with a mild,
And gentle sympathy, that steals away
Their sharpness, ere he is aware.

When thoughts—
Of the last bitter hour, come like a blight
Over thy spirit, and sad images
Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,
And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart;
Go forth into the open sky, and list
To nature’s teaching, while, from all around,
Comes a still voice—
“Yet a few days, and thee,

The all-beholding sun shall see no more,
In all his course ; nor yet, in the ¢old ground,
Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist
Thy image: Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
Thine individual being, shalt thou go,
To mix forever with the elements,
To be a brother—to th' insensible rock,
And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
Turns with his share, and treads upon.

The oak—
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mold.
Yet not, to thy eternal resting place,
Shalt thou retire, alone=—nor could’st thou wish
Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down
With patriarchs of the infant world, with kings,
The powerful of the earth, the wise, the good,
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,
All—in one—mighty sepulchre.

The hills,
Rock-ribbed, and ancient as the sun ; the vales,
Stretching in pensive quietness between;
The venerable woods; rivers, that move
In majesty, and the complaining brooks [all,
That make the meadows green; and, poured round
Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste,
Are but the solemn decorations all—
Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,
The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,
Are shining on the sad abodes of death,
Through the still lapse of ages.
All that tread
The globe, are but a handfull, to the tribes,
That slamber in its bosom. Take the wings
Of morning, and the Barcan desert pierce,
Or, lose thyself in the continuous woods,
‘Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound,
Save its own dashings—yet—the dead are there;
And millions in those solitudes, since first
The flight of years began, have laid them down
In their last sleep: the dead—reign there—alone.

So shalt thou rest; and what, if thou shalt fall,
Unnoticed by the living; and no friend—

Take note of thy departure? All that breathe
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh,
When thou art gone; the solemn hrood of care
Plod on; and each one, as before, will chase

His favorite phantom; yet, all these shall leave
Their mirth, and their enjoyments, and shall come,
And make their bed with thee. As the long train
Of ages glide away, the sons of men,

The youth, in life's green spring, and he, who goes
In the full strength of years, matron, and maid,
The bowed with age, the infant, in the smiles
And beauty of its innocent age, cut off —

Shall, one by one, be gathered to thy side,

By those, who, in their turn, shall follow them.

8o live, that when thy summons eomes, to join
The innumerable caravan, that moves

To the pale realms of shade, where each shall take
His chamber, in the silent halls of death,

‘Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night, [ed,
Scourged 1o his dungeon, but, sustained, and sooth-
By an unfeltering trust, approach thy grave,

Like one, who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down—to pleasant dreams.”
It Is Jealousy's—pocaliar

nature,
To swell small things—to great; nay, out of nought,
To conjure much, and then, lose its reason—

Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again;

Amid the hideous phantoms,—it has formed.
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686, BENEFITS OF AGRICULTURE. Agri-
culiure—is the greatest among the arts; for
it is first in su&)plying our necessities. It is
the mother, and nurse—of all other arts, It
favors and strengthens population ; it ereates
and maintains manufactures ; gives employ-
ment to navigation, and materials to_coms=
merce, It animates every species of indus-
try, and opens—to nations the surest channels
of opulence. It is also the strongest bond of
well regulated society, the surest basig of in-
ternal peace, the natural association of good
morals.

We ought to count, among the benefits of
agriculture, the charm, which the practice
of it communicates to a country life. - That
charm, which has made, the country, in our
view, the retreat of the hero, the asylum of
the sage, and the temple of the - historic
muse. The strong desire, the longing after
the country, with which we find the bulk
of mankind to be penetrated, points to
it as the chosen abode of sublunary bliss.
The sweet occupations of culture, with her
varied products and attendant enjoyments,
are, at least, a relief from the stifling atmas-
phere of the city, the monotony of subdivided
employments, the anxious uncertainty of com-
merce, the vexations of ambition so often dis-
appointed, of self-love so often mortified, of
factitious pleasures, and unsubstantial vani-

ties.
Health, the first and best of all the blessings
_of life, is preserved and fortified by the prac-
tice of agriculture. That state of well-bem‘?_,
which we feel and cannot define ; that seli-
satisfied dﬁpositiou. which depends, perhaps,
on the perfect equilibrium, and easy play of
vital forces, turns the slightest acts to pleas-
ure, and makes every exertion of our facul-
ties a source of enjoyment; this inestimable
state of our bodily functions is most vigorous
in the country, and if lost elsewhere, it is in
the country we expect to recoverit.
The yery theatre of agriculturalavoeations,
gives them a value that is peculiars for who
can contemplate, without emotion, the mag-
nifieent spectacle of nature, when, arrayed in
vernal hues, she renews the scenery of the
world! All things revive her powertul voice
—the meadow resumes its freshness and ver-
dure; a living sap circulates through every
budding tree; flowers spring to meet the
warm caresses of Zephyr, and from their
opening petals pour forth rich perfume. The
songsters of the forest once more awake, and
in tones of melody, again salute the coming
dawn; and again they deliver to the evening
echo—their strains of tenderness and love.
Can man—rational, sensitive man—can he
remain unmoved by the surrounding pres-
ence! and where else, than in the country,
can he behold, where else can he feel—this
jubiles of nature, this universal joy \—Mac-
Neven. )
e
Let me lead you from this place of sorrow,
To one where young delights attend ; and joys,
Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud,
Which want to be full-blown at your approach,
And spread like roses, to the morning sun ;
Where ev'ry hour shall roll in circling joys,
And love shall wing the tedious—wasting day.
Life without love, is load ; and time stands still ;
What we refuse to him, to death we give;

And then, then only, when we love, we live.

687. THE AMERICAN FLAG.
When Freedom—from her mountain height,

Unfurl’d her standard—to the air,

She tore the azure robe of night,

And set the stars of glory—there.
8he mingled, with its gorgeous dyes,
The milky baldric—of the skies,

And striped its pure—celestial white,
With streakings of the morning light ;
Then, from his mansion=in the snn
She called ber eagle-bearer—down,
And gave—into his mighty hand,

The symbol—of her chosen land.
Majestic monarch—of the cloud,

Who rear’st aloft—thy regal form,
To hear the tempest-trumpings loud,
And see the lightning lances driven,

When strive—the warriors of the storm,
And roT§—the thunder-drum of heaven,—
Child of the sun! to thee "tis given,

To guard the banner of the free,
To hover—in the sulphur smoke,
To ward away the battle-stroke,
And bid its blendings—shine, afar,
Like rainbows—on the cloud of wag,

The harbingers—of victory !
Flag of the brave ! thy folds shall fly,
The gign of hope—and triumph high,
‘When speaks the signal trumpet tone,
And the long line—comes gleaming on.
Ere yet the life-blood, warm and wet,
Has dimm’d the glistening bayonet,
Each soldier eye—shall brightly turn
To where thy meteor glories burn;
And, as his springing steps advance,
Catch war, and vengeance—from the glance.
And when the cannon-mouthings loud,
Heave, in wild wreaths, the battle-shroud,
And gory sabres rise, and fall,
Like shoots of flame—on midnight’s pall ;
There shall thy victor glances glow,

And cowering foes—shall fall beneath
Each gallant arm, that strikes below—

That lovely messenger of death.

Flag of the seas ! on ocean's wave,
Thy stars shall glitter o’er the brave :
When death, careering on the gale,
Sweeps darkly—round the bellied sail,
And frighted waves—rush wildly back—
Before the hroadside’s reeling rack,
Each dying wanderer of the seu,
Shall look, at once, to heaven—and thee,
And smile—to see thy splendors fly,
In triumph—o'er his closing eye.
Flag of the free heart's only home!
By angel hands—to valor given;
Thy stars have lit the welkin dome,
And all thy hues—were born in heaven.
Forever float—that standard sheet!
Whaere breathes the foe—but falls before us,
With Freedom’s soil—beneath our feet,
And Freedom’s bamg_r——lueaming o'er us!
His being was in her alone,
And he not being, she was none.
They joy’d one joy, one grief they griev'd,
One love they lov’d, one life they liv'd.
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688. TursvTe To Wasainerox, Hard
hard indeed, was the contest for freedom, an

Bowl—rang to bow],—steel—clanged 10 steel,—~and rose a deafen-
ing ery,

the smﬁge for independence. The golden | That made the forches flare around, and shock the fixgs on higk:

sun of i

rty—had nem!y set, in the glwm “Ho! cravens, doye fear him '—Slaves, traitors! have ye flown ?

of an eternal night, ere its radiant beams il- | Ho! cowards, have ye left me to meet him here alone !

lumined our western horizon.. Had not th
tutelar saint of Columbia—hovered aroung
the American camp, and presided over her
destinies, freedom must have met with an
untimely grave. Never, can we sufficiently ad-
mire the wisdom of those statesmen, and the
skill, and bravery, of those unconquerable ve-
ter:msi,_who, by their unwearied exertions in
the cabinet, and in the field, achieved for us
the glorious revolution. Never, can we duly
appreciate the merits of a Washington; who
withbuta handfullof undisciplined yeomanry,
trinmphed over a royal army, and rostrated
the lion of England at the fget of the Ameri-
can eagle. His name,—so terrible to his foes,
so welcome to his friends,—shall live forever
upon the brightest page of the historian, and
be remembered, with the warmest emotions
of gratitude, and pleasure, by those, whom
he had contributed to make happy, and by
all mankind, when kings, and princes, and
nobles, for ages, shall have sunk into their
merited oblivion. Unlike them, he needs not
the assistance of the sculptor, or the architect,
to perpetuate his memory: he needs
rincely dome, no monumental pile, nosta

y pyramid, whose towering height 1
ﬁleme the stormy clouds, and rear its
ead to heaven, to tell posterity his fi
His deeds, his worthy deeds, alone have 1
dered him immortal! When oblivion shall’

have swept away thrones, kingdoms, and}

principalities—when_human greatness, and
grandeur, and glory, shall have mouldered in-
to dust,—eternity itself shall catch the glow-
ing theme, and dwell with increasing rapture
on his name !--Gen. Harrison,
689. THE BARON'S LAST BANQUET.
O'er a low couch—ihe setting sun—Had thrown its latest ray,
‘Where, in his Jast—strong agony—a dying warrior lay, 3
The stern—old Baron Rudiger, whose frame—had ne'er besn bent
By wasting pain, till time, and toil~its iron strength had spent,
“ They come around me here, and say my days of life are o'er,
That 1 shall mount my ncble steed, and Iead my band 0o more
‘They come, and to my beard—they dare to fell me now, that l:
Their own Hege lord, and master born~that I, ha! ha! must die.
And what is death? I've dared him ofi—before the Paynim spear,
Think ye ha’s entered at my gafe, has come to seek me here ? !
1've met him, faced him, scorn’d him, when the fight woe raging

e
111 try his might—I"11 brave his power; defy, and fear him not.
Ho! sound the tocsin from my tower,—and fire the culyerin—
But each retainer—arm with speed,—call every vassal in,
Up with my banner on the wall,—the banguet board prepare,—
Throw wide the portal of my hall, and bring my armor there I
An hupdred hands were busy thon,—the banquet forth was spread
A,udlmng—tbn heavy oaken floor, with many a martial tread ; ’
While from the rich, dark tracery—along the vaulled wall,
Lights—gleamed on harness, plume and o'er the
i spear, o' proud old
Fast hurrying through the outer gate—the mailed retainers pour'd,
On thro’ the partal’s frowning arch; and throng'd around |Mmhm|ﬂ’
‘While, at its head, within his dark, carved caken chair of state, I
Armed eap-a-pie, stern Rudiger, with girded falehion, ste,

But [ defy him :—let him come!® Down

: . ! rang the massy ey
‘While, _I'mm its sheath, the ready blade came flashing Iulf-w:; up;
And, with the black, and heavy plumes—scarce trembling on his

There~in his dark, carved, oaken chair, Old Rudiger sat, dead.
690, QUEEN MAB,

0 l.h:en, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.

She is the fairy’s midwife, and she comes

In shape, no bigger than an agate-stone,

On the forefinger of an alderman;

Drawn with a team of little atomies,

Athwart men's noses, as they lie asleep:

Her wagon spokes—made of long spinner’s legs;

The cover—of the wings of grasshoppers;

The traces—of thesmallest spiders web;

The col!nrr»—-of the moonshine’s watery beams ;

Her whip—of cricket's bone; her lash—of film;

Her wagoner—a small gray-coated gnat,

Not half so hig—as a round—little worm,

Prick’d from the lazy finger of & maid;

Her chariot—is an empty hazel-nut,

Made by the joiner-squirrel, or old grub,

Time ot of mind, the fairies’ conch-makers.

And in this state she gallops, night by night,

Thro’ lovers® brains, and then they dream of love:

On courtiers’ knees, that dream on curtsies strait ,

s
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees ;

Oer ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream;
Sometimes, she gallops o'er a courtier’s nose,
ﬁ“:: then, r_]ren.ms he of smelling ont & suit:

nid sometimes comes she, with a tithe-pig’s tai
Tickling the purson, as he lies asleep; R
Then dreams he—of another benefice.
Sometimes, she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck
And then he dreams of cutting foreign ihrou,u,,
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,
Of healths five fathoms deep; and then ano’n
Drums in his ears, at which he starts, and wakes ;
And being thus frighted, swears a prayer or 1wo,
And sleeps again.—Shakspeare, ;

Yours AXD Aek. When the summer

of youth—is slowly wasting away inmdtil‘}g
nightfall of age, and the shadows of past years
grow deeper and deeper, as life wears to its
close, it is pleasant to look back, through the
vista of time, upon the sorrows and felicities
of our earlier years. If we have a home to
shelter, and hearts to rejoice with us, and
friends have been gathered together around
our firesides, then, the rough places of our
wayfaring will have been worn and smpothed
away, in the twilight of life, while the sunny
spots we have passed through, will grow
brighter and more beautiful. Happy, indeed
are they, whose interference witﬁ 513 world
has not changed the tone of their holier feel-
ings, or broken those musical chords of the
heart, whose vibrations are so melodious, so

“ Fill every breaker up, my men, pour forth the cheering wine, | tender and touching, in the evening of age.

‘There'slife, anl streagth—in every drop,—thanksgiving to the vine!
Are ye all thére, my vassals troe ?—mine eyes are waxing dim j—
Fill round, my tried and fearless ones, each goblet to the brim,

When Learning’s triumph o’er her barbarous foes
First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose.

Yo 70 hers, it oL .y 2ok Diaw: it omels trcnty eword Each change of many-color'd life he drew;
And let me hear your faithful sieel elash, ones around my boara; | EoXRAUSted worlds, and then imagin'd new :

1 hear it faintly :—Louder yet!—

Up all,—and shout for muligu,3‘7 f wnto Death 'n

5gs my heavy breath? | Existence—saw him spurn her bounded reign;

And panting Time—toil'd after him in vain.
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691. Tae PassiNe oF THE RUBICON. A
gentleman, Mr. President, speaking of Ce-
sar's benevolent disposition, and of the re-
Inctance, with which he entered into the civil
war, observes, “ How long did he pause upon
the brink of the Rubicon 7’ How came he
to the brink of that river! How dared he
cross it! Shall private men ref{pect the boun-
daries of private property, and shall a man
pay no respect to the boundaries of his coun-
try's rights? How dared he cross that riv-
er! Oh! but he paused upon the brink! He
should have perished upon the brink, ere he
had crossed 1t! Why did he pause? Why
does aman’s heart palpitate when he is onthe
point of committing an unlawful deed! Why
does the very murderer, his victim sleeping
before him, and his glaring eye, taking the
measure of the blow, strike wide of the mor-
tal part? Because of conscience! 'Twas
that made Cesar pause upon the brink of the
Rubicon. Compassion! What compassion!
The compassion of an assassin, that feels a
momentary shudder, as his weapon begins
to cut! Cesar paused upon the brink of the
Rubicon! What was the Rubicon? The
boundary of Cesar's province. From what
didit separate his province! From his coun-
try. \’\Ras that country a desert? No: it
was cultivated and fertile; rich and popu-
lous! Its sons were men of genius, spirit,
and generosity! TIts daughters were lovely,
susceptible, and chaste! Friendship was its
inhabitant! Love was its inhabitant! Do-
mestic affection was its inhabitant! Liberty
was its inhabitant! All bounded by the
stream of the Rubicon! What was Cesar,
that stoed upon the bank of that stream? A
traitor, bringing war and pestilence into the
heart of that country! Nowonder that he
paused —no wonder if, his imagination
wrought upon by his conscience, he had be-
held blood—instead of water; and heard
groans, instead of murmurs! No wonder if
somegorgon horror had turned him into stone
u e sPot! But, no!—he eried, “ The
die is cast!” He plunged!—he crossed!—
and Rome was free no more !—Knowles.
692. LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER.
A chieftain—to the Highlands bound,
Cries, “ Boatman, do not tarry !
And D'l give thee a silver pound,
To row us—o'er the ferry.” 1
“Now, who be ye—would cross Loch-Gyle,
This dark—and stormy water
0! I'm the chief of Ulva’s isle,
And this—lord Ullin’s daughter.
“ And fast before her father’s men,
Three days—we 've fled together,
For should he find us in the glen,
My blood—would stain the heather.
“ Hig horsemen—hard behind us ride ;
Should they our steps discover,
Then who will cheer my bonuy bride,
When they have slain her lover?”
Out u?oke the hardy, Highland wight,
%Il go, my chief—I 'm ready :
It is not for your silver bright,
But for your winsome lady :
“And, by my word! the bonny bird
In :m%]er shall not tarry ; 3
So, thoug the waves are raging white,
1’1l row you o’er the ferry.”
By this, the storm grew loud—apace,
The water-wraith—was shrieking ;

But still, as wilder grew the wind,
And as the night—grew drearer,
Adown the glen—rode armed men,
Their trampling—sounded nearer,
“( haste thee, haste!” the lady cries,
“Though tempests round us gather ;
1’1l meet the raging of the skies,
But not an angry father.”
The boat—has leit the stormy land,
A stormy sea—before her—
When, oh! too strong for human hand,
The tempest—gathered o'er her.
And still they rowed, amidst the roar
Of waters, fast prevailing :
Lord Ullin—reached that fatal shore,
His wrath—was changed to wailing.
For, sore dismayed, through storm, and shade,
His child—he did discover; :
One lovely hand—she stretched for aid,
And one—was round her lover.
“ Come back ! come back'? he cried in grief,
“Across this stormy water : ;
And Il forgive your Highland chief:
My daughter! oh, my daughter!”
"T'was vain: the lond waves—lashed the shore,
Return, or aid—preventing :
The waters wild went o%er his child,
And he was lefi—lamenting.—Campbell.

693. ProecrEss oF GoveErxmEesT. In

government, as in science, it is useful, often

to review its progress, and to revert, even to

its simplest elements, It will be salutary, fre-
quently to ascertain, how far society, and

laws, in their present condition, accord with
those, which we have been accustomed to
consider, as their first and purest principles;
how far, in the lapse of time, they may have
deviated from their original form and struc-
ture. ‘Even when we recur to inquiries,
merely speculative, to imaginary “ social con-
tracts,” to abstract rights, we may often gath-
er instruction, and detect some concealed, or
neglected truth, applicable to our own times,
and to our own immediate condition.

But when a government is derived, not
from fictitious assumptions, not from ancient
or obscuré sources, or traditions, but, from
actual, and specific agreement ; when many

and various interests have been combined
and compromised, and a written covenant
has assured to many parties, rights, and povwe
ers, and privileges, it becomes a duty to re-
vise this compact frequently and strictly, that
no one entitled to its protection may be de-
prived, through inadvertence on the one part,
or eneroachment on the other, of his vested
rights; and that no changes may be introdu-
ced into the compact, but by the actual con-
sent of those, who are parties to the covenant.

Fvery spirit,as it is most pure,

And hath in it the more of heavenly light,
So it the fairer body doth procure

To habit in, and it more fairly dight

With cheerful grace, and amiable sight;
For of the soul, the body form doth take,
For sou! is form, and doth the body make.
For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,

This pleasing anxious being e’er resigned,
Left the warm precinets of the cheerful day,

Nor cast one longing, ling’ring Jook behind ?
On some fond breast the parting soul relies,

Some pious drops the closing eye requires :
Ev’n from the tomb, the voice of nature cries,

And, in the scowl of heaven, each face
Grew dark—as they were speaking.

Ev'n in our ashes live their wonted fires.
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694, ADYANTAGES oF KNOWLEDGE.
Knowledge, in general, expands the mind,
exalts the faculties, refines the taste of pleas-
ure, and opens innumerable sources of intel-
lectual en_]?iyment. By means of it, we be-
come less dependent for satisfaction upon
the sensitive appetites ; the gross pleasures
of sense are more easily despised, and we
are made to feel the superiority of the spiri-
tual to the material part of our nature. In-
stead of being continually solicited by the in-
fluence, and irritation of sensible objects, the
mind can retire within herself, and expatiate
in the cool and quiet walks of contemplation.

The poor man, who can read, and who
possesses a taste for reading, can find enter-
tainment at home, without being tempted to
repair to the fﬁublic house for that purpose.
His mind can find him employment, when his
body is at rest ; he does not lie prostrate, and
afloat, on the current of incidents, liable to
be carried, whithersoeyer the impulse of ap-
petite may direct. There is, in the mind of
such a man, an intellectual spring, urging
him to the pursuit of menfal good; and if
the minds of his family, also, are a little cul-
tivated, conversation becomes the more inter-
esting, and the sphere of domestic enjoyment
enlarged.

The calm satisfaction, which books afford,
puts him into a disposition to relish, more
exquisitely, the tranguil delight, inseparable
from the indulgence of conjugal, and paren-

tal affection : and as he will be more respect-
able, in the eyes of his family, than he, who
can teach them nothing, he will be naturally
induced to cultivate, leatcver may preserve,
and shun whatever would impair that re-
spect. He, who is inured to reflection, will
carry his views beyond the present hour; he
will'extend his L1pmsmzcl a little into futuritys
and be disposed to make some provision for
his approaching wants; whence will result,
an increased motive to industry, together
with a care to husband his earnings, and to
avoid unnecessary expense.

The poor man who has gained a taste for
good books, will, in all likelihood, become
thoughtful, and when you have given the
Jwor a habit of thinking, you have conferred
on them a much greater favor, than by the
gift of a large sum of mone{; since you have
Put‘ them in possession of the principle of all
egitimate prosperity.—R. Hall.

TIME'S SOFTENING POWER.

As the stern grandeur of a Gothic tower
Awes not so deeply in its morning hour,
As when the shades of time serenely fall
On every broken arch and ivied wall ;
The tender images we love to trace,
Steal from each year a melancholy grace!
And as the sparks of social love expand ;
As the heart opens in a foreign land,
And with a brother's warmth, a brother's smile,
The stranger greets ench native of his isle;
So scenes of life, when present and confest,
Stamp but their bolder features on the breast ;
Yet not an image, when remotely viewed,
However trivial and however rude,

But wins the heart and wakes the social sigh,

With every claim of elose affinity.
Hope and fear, allernate, swayed his breast,
Like light—and shade—upon a waving field,
Coursing each ather, when the fiying clouds,

695. VICTIM BRIDE AND MISER.
I'saw her—in her summer bawer, and oh! upon my sight,
Methought there néver beam'd a form more beautiful, and bright;
80 young, so fair, she seemed like one of those aerial things,
That dwell—but in the poet's high, and wild imaginings ;
O, like ons of those forms, we meet in dreams, from which we
wake and weep,
‘That enrth—has no creations, like the figments of our sleep,
Her father—lov'd he not his child—above all earthly things ?
As traders love the merchandize, from which their profit springs:
0ld age came by, with tottering step, and, for sordid gold,
With which the dotard urged his suit, the maiden’s peace was sold ;
And thus, (for oh! her sire’s stern heart—was steel'd against her
prayer,)
The hand he ne'er had gaind from love, he won from her despair.
Isw them through the church-yard pass, and such a nuptial train,
1 would not for the wealth of worlds, should greet my sight again }
‘The bridemaids, exch as beautiful as Eve—in Eden's bowers,
Shed bitter tears—upon the path they should have strown with
flowers ;
Who had not thought, that white-rob'd band—the funeral array
Of one—an early doom had call'd—from life's gay scene away ?
The priest—beheld the Liridal pair before the altar stand,
And sigh'd, as e drew forth his book, with slow, reluctant hand ;
He saw the bride's flow'r-wreath'd bair, he mark'd her streaming

Mn!d:uy:l it less a christian rite, than a pagan saerifice ;

And when he called on Abraham’s God to bless the wedded pair,
Tt seem'd a very mockery—to breath so vain a prayer,

I saw the palsy*d bridegroom too, in youth's gay eusign dress'd,
A shroud—were fitter garment far—for him, than bridal vest;

I marked him, when the ring was claim’d, "twas hard to loose his
hold

He held il-.-wi:h a miser's elutch; it was his darling gold ;

His shrivell'd hand—was wet with fears, she shed, alas ! in vain,
And trembled like an autumn leaf—beneath the beating rain.

P've seen her since that fatal morn : her golden fetters rest—

As e'en the weight of incubi—upon her aching breast;

And when the victor (death,) shall come, to deal the welcome
-bluw, [brovr ;
He will pot find one rose—to swell the wreath, that decks his
For ah! her cheek is blanched with grief, that time—thay not
L [age.
Thus early—beauty—sheds ber bloom—on (he wintry breast of
696, THE DEW-DROP IN SPRING.

How pure ! how bright is the tiny thing!

It beams where the birds of the morning sing;

Tt looks like the tear from an angel's eye,

Or a pearl that has dropped from the vernal sky.
To deck the silvery robe of the dawn, |
As it weds the flowers on the grassy lawn.

In the silver eup of the daisy it lies ;

It smiles on the lark as he upward flies;

In a chariot of cloud it shall glide to the sun;

On a pathway of incense its course shall be run;
It returns again on a sunset ray,

And forgets in its slumber the sports of the day,
The emblem of virtue unsullied, it seems—

The emblem of beauty we see in our dreams ;
"T's a pledge of faith, by the breeze to be given,
With-amorous sighs to the clouds of heaven.

Oh, who can tell, but the fairies keep

Their nightly watch where the dew-drops sleep?
When the rose unfolds its voluptuous charm,
When the sun is high, and the earth grows warm,
"Tisthen that the dew-drop shines most bright,
*Tis then that it rivals the diamond’s light,

As it bids farewell to the fairy scene,

And melts into air where its bower has been.

All men—think all menEortnL but themselves ;

Now hide—and now reveal—the sun,

Th?mselves, when some alarming shock of fate,
Strikes thro’ their wounded henrts the sudden dread,

¥




202 READINGS AND RECITATIONS.

697, SPECIMEN OF INDIAN LANGUAGE.
We are happy, in having buried, under
und, the axe, that has so often been
ed—with the blood of our brethren. Now,
in this fort, we inter the axe, and plant the
tree of Peace. We plant a tree, whose top
will reach the sun, and its branches spread
abroad, so that it shall be seen afar off. May
its growth never be stifled and choked; but
mnt{ it shade both your country and ours
with its leaves. Let us make fast its roots,
and extend them to the uttermost of your
colonies, 1f the French should come to shake
this tree, we should know it by the motion
of its roots reaching into our country. May
the Great Spirit—allow us to rest, in tran-
gluiliity, upon our mats, and never again
ig up the axe, to cutdown the tree of Peace!
Let the earth be trod over it, where it
lies buried. Let a strong stream run under
the pit, to wash the evil away, out of our
‘sight and remembrance. The fire, that had
long burned in Albany, is extin ished. The
bloody bed is washed clean, and the tears are
wiped from our eyes. We now renew the
covenant-chain of friendship. Let it be kept
bright and clean as silver, and not suffered to
contract any rust. Let not any one pull
away his arm from it.
MARSEILLES HYMN OF LIBERTY,
Ye sons of Freedom, wake to glory!
Hark! hark, what myriads bid you rise!
Your children, wives, and grandsires, hoary,
Behold their tears—and hear their cries.
Shall hateful tyrants, mischiefs breeding,
With hireling hosts, a ruffian band,
Affright and desolate the land,
While peace and liberty—lie bleeding?
To agms | to ARMS ! ye brave !
Th' dkenging sword unsheath :
March ®n, march on, all hearts resolv'd,
On vicrory —or death.

Now, now, the dangerous storm is rolling,
Which treacherous kings, confederate, raise ;

The dogs of war, let Inose, are howling,
And lo! our fields and cities—blaze,

And ghall we basely—view the ruin,
While lawless force with guilty stride,
Spreads desolation—far and wide,

With erimes and blood, his hands imbruing?
To arms ! to ARMs! ye brave, &c.

With luxury and pride surrounded,
The vile—insatiate despots dare,
Their thirst of power and gold unbounded,
To mete, and vend—ihe light—and air.
Like beasts of burden—would they load us,
Like gods—would bid their slaves adore,
But man—Iis man, and who is more?

Then shall they longer lash and goad us?
To arms ! to Arms! ye brave, &c.

Oh, L1BERTY, can man resign thee,
Once—having felt thy generous flame ?

Can dungeons, bolts, and bars confine thee ;
Or whips thy noble spirit tame %

Too long--the world has wept, bewailing,
That falsehood’s dagger—tyrants wield,
But Fregpom—is our sword, and shield,

And all their arts are unavailing.

698. OTHELLO'S APOLOGY.
Most potent, grave, and reverend seigniors :
My very noble, and approy’d good masters :
That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter,
It is most true ; true, 1 have married her:
The very head and front of my offending
Hath this extent ; no more.
Rude am I in speech,
And little blessed with the set phrase of peace :
For since these arms of mine had seven years'
pith, [us'd
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have
Their dearest action in the tented field ;
And little of this great world can 1 speak,
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle ;
And therefore, liitle shall I grace my cause,
In speaking of myself. Yet, by your patience,
1 will, a round, unvarnish’d tale deliver,
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what
charms,
What conjuration, and what mighty magie,
(For such proceedings I am charg’d withal)
1 won his daughter with.
Her father lov’d me; oft invited me ;
8till questioned me the story of my life,
From year to year : the battles, sieges, fortunes,
That I had past.
I ran it through, e’en from my boyish days,
To the very moment, that he bade me tell it.
Wherein T spake of most disastrous chances :
Of moving accidents by flood, and field :
OFf hairbreath ’scapes, in the imminent deadly
Of being taken by the insolent foe, [breach;
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence,
And with it all my travel’s history.
All these to hear,
Would Desdemona seriously incline;
‘But still the house affairs would draw her thence,
Which ever as she conld with haste despateh,
She’d come again, and with a greedy ear,
Devour up my discourse. Which, 1 observing,
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,
That 1 would all my pilgrimage dilate ;
Whereof by parcels, she had something heard,
But not distinctly.
1 did consent ;
And often did beguile her of her tears,
When 1 did speak of some distressful stroke,
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done,
She gave me for my paing, a world of sighs.
Bhe swore in faith, "twas strange, "twaa passing
"Twas pitiful ; 'twas wondrous pitiful ; [strange;
She wish'd she had not heard it j yet she wish'd
That heaven—had made her such a man.

She thank'd me,
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her,
1 should but teach kim how to tell my story,
And that would woo her, On this hint 1 spake;
She lov’d me, for the dangers T had pass’d;
And I lov’d her, that she did pity them.
This is the only witcheraft, which T've used.

Some, light of heart, may scorn, in later years,
Those dear memorials—of a calmer time ;
While others—water them with life’s last tears,

To arms | 10 ARMS! ye brave, &e.

Andbeartheir faded ¢harms from clime toclime

.
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699, MasEsTY oF THE Liw. How im-

701. DOCTOR AND PUPIL.

ing—i j i
ﬁg: g—is the majesty of the law! how calm | A pupil of the Eseulapian schaol,

dignity ; how vast—her power; how fir
and trs.nqui’l,in her reign! Itis notby ﬂeeli';:

and arms, by devastation, and wrong, by op-

‘Was just prepared to quit his master’s rule ;
Not that he knew his trade, as it appears,

pression, and blood—she maintains her sway, | Bt that he then had learnt it seven years.

and executes her decrees. Sustained by jus-

tice, reason, and the great interests of man
she but speaks, and is obeyed. Even those:

01::1 morn, he thus addressed his master ;
Dear sir, my honored father bids me say,

who do not approve, hesitate not—to support| 1\ could now and then a visit pay,

her; and the individual, upon whom her
Jjudgment falls, knows, thatpsubmission—ia
not only a duty, he must perform, but, that
the security, and enjoyment, of @/l that is
dear to him, depend upen it.
A mind—accustomed to acknowledge no
power, but physical force, no obedience, but
personal fear, must view, with astonishment,
a feeble individual, sitting, with no parade
of strength, surrounded by no visible agents
of power, issuing his decrees with oracular
authority ; while the rich, and the great, the
first and the meanest—await, alike, to per-
form his will, Still more wonderful is it—to
behold the co-ordinate officers of the same
Elgvemr_aent. yleldmtg their pretensions to his
gher influence: the executive, the usual
depository instrument of power; the
legislnture—even the vepresentative of the
people, yield a resafcﬁ' acquiescence— to
the judgments of the tribunals of the law,
pronounced by the minister, and expouudeaz
of the law. Is it enough for him to say—“1t
:;’ %2 l‘op}nmn of th‘e) i:lourt--"aud the est
of our republic—feels, and obeys th
mandate, WhaP a sublige sf;ectacle! y‘?rhi:
is indeed, the empire of the law; and safe,
and happy—are all they, who dwell within
it—Hopkinson.
700. SPEECH OF CATILINE, BEFORE THE ROMAN
SENATE, ON HEARING HIS SENTENCE OF BANISHMENT.

“ Banish’d—from Rome !"—what's banish’d, but set
From daily contaet—of the things I loathe ! [free
“Tried—and convicted traitor”—Who says this?
Who'll prove it, at his peril, on my head? [chain!
% Banished !"—T thank you fort. It breaks my;
T held some slack allegiance till this hour—

But now—my sword ’s my own. Smile on, my lords;
I scorn—to count what feelings, withered hopes,
Strong provoeations, bitter, burning wrongs, :
I have within my heart's hot cells shut up,

To leave you—in your lazy dignities,

But here T stand and scoff yon :—here I fling
Hatred, and full defiance in your face.

Your consul's merciful. For this—all thanks.
He dares not touch a kair of Catiline.

“ Traitor!” I go—but I return. This—trial!

Here I devote your senate! I've had wron.gs

To stir a fever in the blood of age !
Or make the infant’s sinew Elrnng, as steel

This day’s the birthof sorrows!—This ]mur;s work
Will breed proseriptions.—Look 1o your hearths,

my lords, -

For there, henceforth, shall sit, for household gods,
Shapes hot from Tartarus ! all shames, and crimes;

He m_inks, with you,—to notice how you do,
My business I might learn a little faster.”

“The thought is happy,” the preceptor cries;
“ A better method he could scarce devise ;
S0 Bob,” (his pupil’s name) % it ghall be so;
And when I next pay visits, you shall go.”

To_bring that hour, alas! time brigkly fled:
‘With dire intent away they went,
And now, behold them at a patient’s bed

Tl_le master-docior solemnly perused

His vietim's face, and o'er his symptoms mused;
Looked wise, eaid nothing—an unerring way,
‘When people nothing have to say:

Then felt his pulse, and smelt his cane,

And pansed, and blinked, and smelt again,

And briefly of his corps performed each motion ;
Mm‘muvres that for Death’s platoon are meant :
A kind of a Make-ready-and-Present,

Before the fell discharge of pill and potion.

At length, the patient's wife he thus addressed :
“Madam, your husband's danger ’s great,
And (what will never his complaint abate,)
‘I_‘he man’s been eating oysters, I perceiv;.”—
“Dear! you're a witch, I verily believe,?
Madam replied, and to the truth mnfessed.’

Skill so prodigious, Bobby, too, admired;

And home returning, of the sage inquired

How these same oysters came into his head ?

“Psha! my dear Bob, the thing was plain—

Sure that can ne'er distress thy brain;

I saw the shells lie underneath the bed.”

So wise, by such a lesson grown,

Next day, Bob ventured out alone,

And to the self-same sufferer paid his court—

But soon, with haste and wonder out of breath,

Returned the stripling minister of death,

And to his master made this dread report:

“Why, sir, we ne'er can keep that patient ander:
Zounds ! such a man I never came across! ’

The fellow must be dying, and no wonder,

For ne’er believe me if he has n't eat a horse "

* A horse!” the elder man of physie cried

As if he meant his pupil to deride— 3

“How got so wild a notion in your head 1

_“ How! think not in my duty I was idle:

Like you, I took a peep beneath the bed, ;

And there I saw a saddle and a bridle !

Mr. Locke —was asked, how he had con-

trived to accumulate a mi (
] 3 8 ne of knowledge
80 rich, yet so extensive and so deep. I!ic

Wan Treachery, with his thirsty dagger drawn; |Teplied, that he attributed what litle he

Suspicion; poisoning his brother's cup;
Naked Rebellion, with the torch, and axe
1}

kmew—-to the not having be |
the ; en asham
to ask for information, ar’fd to the ;ulu ﬁg

;{;kj;lg his ‘.:vilc! sport—of your hlazil:lg thrones; g(flﬁptl?gﬂgd.?f}vn, of conversing with all de-
ill Anarchy—comes dows on you, like Night, men, on those topics chiefly,

that formed their own peculiar professions

And Massacre seals Rome’s eternal grave.~Croly, | or pursuits.
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