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To Who! To Who! |

mﬁlowh(vuydmdunm ‘written i’:
Percy Howe, Editor of the “ Pine Kunot.”

“"I'was on & cold autumnal night,
A Dismal one to view,
Dark cloads obscured fair Venns' light,
- And not o star appeared in sight,
Ay the thick w
ns usaal, ‘blue,’
Bent 'ucking';:ﬂmd right ;
When all at once he ‘brought up’ rigat
an 0l dead yew ;
. At which he ‘ ronnded to,’
And 'squaring off,” na if to fight,
Said with ag oath 1 shan't indite ;
¥ e Infernal scoundrel, you!
Light—an’ Fll lick yon, black or white !’
ust then above him flew |
An ow), which on a branch did light, .
A few feet o'er the boozy wight,
And then commeneced, 7o who—
. e who—to who—to who!
Quoth Mugging,  Don't yon think to fright
A fellow of my weight and height
With your ter who, ter who,
You cnmd bagaboo!
An’ if you're Belzebub, e quite
Oaneccssary you should light—
l"ur Mufggin's ai’nt your ‘ duel’
nq' mnl.terl ure all right?
rantdr's paid pp—hionor bright!’
: reat the Owl withdrew, .
! ' Amd Moggios mizzled 100,
are other chaps who might
ht out some dismal night,
Whé have n't paid what's duc!
= know—lo who—to whol”
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From Chambers’ Miswllan‘y.
Th’ﬂnlbuul's Secret. |
y, & 7good many years ago, & young

mmtmkod at the door of a little cottage,
fn the Buburbs of a little town of Newecagtle
upon Tyne. The koock was immediately re-
sponded 10, by the opening of the door within.
An aged woman, neatly dressed, aod wha had
evideally risen from her wheel, was the sole in-
nate of the little cot.
ess your heurt, girl, said the dame, as dhe
with her visitor, and sat down to the
| aguin, “there must surely be something
lat sbout you to-day, for you did r?ot
to knock." :
“] was afrald some one might Le with you,
her,” sald the girl, who hud taken a séat
: Jopposite the spinner. ]

“Aund though a neighbor had been here,” re-
plied the dume, “this, surcly, wouldn't have
frighteved you away. But the trathis, you
huve something to say to we, Catharine,” con-
tinued the speaker, kindly : “‘out wvith it, my
dear, and de pend apou (he best counsel qll
Hanush cin give”

The young woman blushed deeply, and did

not, speak.

“fjas Wiliam Hutton asked you to become
his wife, Cutharive ™ said the dume, who eal i-
ly and rlghliy antivipated the matter that was
in the thoughts of her youthful visiior.

My “He has, mother,” was the reply.

" | '  “Well, my dear, said she, after a short panse,

“is not this what you have long expected, aye,

'_ and wished? He has your heart, and, ¥ sup-

f pose, it needs no witch to tell what will be the

end on’l." *

This might all be very true, but there whs

something on Catharine’y mind which struggled
40 be out,and out it came.

~ “Dear Haonah,” said “she, seating herself

close by the dame, and taking hold of her b

“you have been & kind friend—a paren

luhuny poor mother died, and I have no

. 'one to look to for advice but yourself. I have

_admwmhnmmu,mdl wou'd not
until 1 bad spoken-to you; more especial,y 4s

something—as you once said—" ‘l

“What did I sav, Catharine ! interrupted |
old woman ; ‘‘nothing against the wan you love,
sarsly. - He is, from all I bave seen and heuﬁ,
kind-hearted, industrious, and every way \uu-

bohaved.” z i

“Yes, Hannah” replicd the woman; ‘bat
you onee said, after [ had brought him once or
twice to see you, that you did not like those—
those sort of low fits that sometimes fall upon
him, even while in your company. I have of-

- ten noticéd them sinee, Hammnah,” wntinuad
with a sigh.
on my thoughtless tongue for ay-
.ﬂudu thing to vex you, my dear child
He wasa soldier, you know, a good twany
years ago—before he was twenty—and fonght
,forf his' country. Perhaps he may haye
 then that made him grieve to think upo
blaming himself. DBut, whatever jt
h, 1 weant not, Oatharioe, that you

Wﬂrﬂﬁm

| and immediately entered into service there.—

| ed Catbarine.
| mature.
she was distressed by the open avowal of Cath- |

+ {ing that her young friend could mmﬂhw
hwmmdten dhulmqredumt ‘tllalﬂ‘ul
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ten years of age, and bad taken care of her un-
til she grew fit to .maintain herself by service,
On fioding herself unable to continue s work-
ing life longer, Hannah retired to Newcasile,

Hannah and Catharive had been two years in
these respective situstions, when the dialogue.
which has just been recorded took place,

On the succeeding expiration of her térm of

gervice, Catharine was married to the yonng
man whose name had been stated as being Wil-
liam Hotton. He was joiner by trade, and
bore, as Hannah had said, an excellent charac-
ter. The first vjsit paid by the new married
pair was to the cottage of the old woman, who
gazed on them witha truly matérnal pride,
thinking she had never seen so handsome a
couple. | The few years spent by Hutton in the
army had given to hid vaturally good figure an
grect manliness, which looked s well in one of
his sex as the light, graceful figure, and fair,
ingenious countenance of Catharine was talcn
lated to adorn one of womankind, Sowething:
of this kind, at least, was in the thonghts of
Hannah, when Catharine and hier husband visi-
ted the dame's dwelling,

Many a future visit was paid b)' the same
parties to Hannah, and on each successive oc-
casion the old woman looked narrowly, though
as unobtrnsively as possible, into the state of
the wife’s feelings, with a motherly apxiety to
know if ghe was happy. For though Hannah,

seeing Catharine’s uffections deeply engaged,

hiad made light of her own carly remark ' upon
the stranige and most unpleasing gloom occa-
gionally, if not frequently, obsetyable in the
look and manner of William Hutton, the old
woman was never able to rid her own mind al-
together of misgivings on the subject. For
many months after Catherive’s marsiage, how-
ever, Hannah conld never discover anything
but open, unalloyed happiness in the air and
conversation of the youthful wife,” But at
length Hannah's anxions eye did perceivessome-
thing like a change. C.thuine seemed some-
times to full, when visiting the cotlage, into fits
of abstraction, not unlike those which had been
ubserved in her husband. The aged dame had
felt greatly distressed at the thought of her
dear Cathorine being unhappy, but for a long
(ime she had held her peace upon the *subject;
trasting that the cloud might be a temporary
one, and would disappear.

It was not so, unfortunately, ' Thoogh in
their manner to each other, when together, no-’
thing but the most cordial affection was obser-
vable. Catharine, when she came alone to see
Hanoah, always seemed a prey to some uneasi-
ness, which all her efforts could not conceal
from her old friend. Even when she became
for the first time a mother, and; with all the
beautiful pride of a young mother's love; pre-
sented her babe to Hannah, the latter conld: see
signs of a seerct grief lmprmted on Ca.lharme s
brow.

Hoping by her connsel to hr[ng rehef Han-
nsh tovk an opportunity to teil the, young wife
what she had observed, and earnestly besought
her confidence. _

* At first Catharine stammered t'nrt.h a harried
assurance that she was perfectly happy, and in
a few seconds belied her words by bursting in-
to tears, and owning that she was very unhap-.
py- T
" “But I cannot, Hannah,” she exeluimed, “I
csnnot tell the cause—even to you,”

“Don’t say so, my poor Catharine,” replied
Hannah; “it is not euriosity that prompis me
to interfere.”

“Oh, no, Hannah,” replied the young wife;
“T know yon speak fiom love to me.”

“Well, then,” continued the dame, “of:en
your heart;to me. Age is s-good admr

Catliarine was silent. :

“Is your husband barsh to yonf" agked Han-

“No," eried the wite; “man could not be
kinder to woman than he is to.me.””

“Perhaps he indalges in drink ; in—" -

"Hmnsh, you mistake altogether,” was Cath-

i

neh fuults as ever man was™

+ «My dear child,” said the old WOoman, tlmoat-
mnﬁng as the ides entered her head, z‘yon.'. are
not uaplcnonn—-not Jealous—"

] have never had a moment's. cause, nnswer-
“No, wy griefs are not of that
‘He is one of the best m\ddeumtof
bushands.”

'0ld Haonah was puszled at thm rephua, a8

arine's having some canse of sorrow ; but see-

X -) &mi ma ’

| Hannah continued to use persuasions of the

| other, until William came to the'cottage. He

ouce commenced to tell his story.

“|'my - mind, dear 'Catharine, may be ver;

| has wuch embjttercd my ewn peace, but)

arine's reply; “my husband is as tme from all

ine | stone, it atruckT her on the head, ana she'
fiding | the ground, with,

appears to be——-good as he 13-—-thete is some
dread{ul weight pressing upon his mmd which
destroys his peace—and mine, foo. Ahs! the
gloomy fits, which you as well as I have wo-
ticed in him, are not, T fear, without cause—
Catharine wept in silence 2 moment, and then
continued :~—“All that I know of this cause
arises from his expressions—his dreadful ex-
pressions—while he‘is asleep at my u}dc Han-
nah be speaks in broken langaage of! murder—
of having committed murder, Hannali! perhaps
& womar deccived and killed by him.” As
Catharine said this, she shuddered, fud buried
her face in that of her babe, which dhe carried
in her arms.

Hannah wag shocked to hear of thkq but her
good sense led her to suggest for the poor wife
that it was possible for her husband to consider
himself 2 murderin his sleep, and speak of it,
without the slightest reality in the whole allair,
“Ah, Hannah,” said Catharine, sacilv “these
dreadful sayings are not the result of ime night-
mare slumber. They oceur often—tioo often,
Besides, when-I first heard him mut}er in his

matter to him in the morging, at our breakfast,
and laughed atit; but he grew agifated, and
telling me.to pay no atlention to suqh things,
as he sometimes talked vousense, he knew, in
his sleep, he arose and went away, leaving his
meal unfinished, indeed, scarcely topehed. I
am sure he does not know how often he speaks
in his sleep, for I have never mentioned the
subject again, though my rest is destroyed by
it. And then his fits of sadness at ordinary
momecnts !  Hannah, Hannah! therd is some
mystery—some terrible mystery ungler it!—
Yet,” continued the youngz wife, “he is so good
—s0 kind—so datifu! to God and to rmn' He
has too much tenderness and feeling to harm a
fly! Hannah, what am 1 to: think or uo, for 1
am wretched at present?” '

It was long ere the old dame replied to this
question. She mused greatly on whathﬂd been
told ber, and in the end said|to Cathanne, *My
poor child, T'cannot " befieve that William is
guilty of what these circumstances lay geeming-
ly at his door. DBut if the worst be t.;i'ae, it is
better for you to know it than to be inithis kill-
ing suspense forever. ' Go and ‘gain his confi-
dence, Catharine; tell hinvall that hasi’came to
your ear, and say that you did o by my advice,

same kind for some time longer, and at length
sent Catharine home, firmly resolved to follow
the counsels given. {

On the following day, Catharine oma more,
presented herself at the abode of Hannah, nnd
as soon as she entered exclaimed, fDear mother,
I haye told him all! He will be hera‘l soon o
explain cverything to us bolh.” i

The old woman did not exactly comprehend
this” “Has he not,” said she, “given) any €ex-
planation to you #”

“No, Hannah,” ssid Catbarine “but oh, he
isnot gnilty. - When I hftd spoken as you de-
sired mo, he was silent a long time, anfl he then
took me in his arms, Hzmnah and kissed me,
saying, ‘My darling. Cathatine, I ought 'to bave
coufided in you long before, I have hbeen un-
fortunate, not guilty. Go to kind Hanuah's
and I will soon follow you, and set your mjnd
at ease, as far asit ean be done. Had Eknown
how much you have been suffering, T would
have done this long before.' These pre his
words, Hannah. Oh, he may be unfuﬂunate,
but not gnilty.”

Hannah and Catharine smd little bo each

sat down graveiy by the_side of his wife, and
after kindly inguiring for the old woman, at

“The reasons of my unhappy e:gcl:uimmns
in my sleep, which have weighed'so mueh-upon

told. They arose from a ctrcumstancegwhlc‘h

which
1 hope is to be regarded as a sad calamity rather
‘than -a crime. When I entered the larmy,
which I did ot the age of nineteen, the recruit-
ing party to which [ attached mysell wag sent
to Scotland, where we remained but a few days,
‘being ordered again to England, in o r (o be
| transported agamin to the confinent, Oue un-
happy morning; as we were passing out ?f the,
_town where we had rested on our march § outh-
'nrd, wy companions and I chanced o see a
{ gid, ;ppmntlj' about fifteen years of age,
mhmg clytims ina tub Being the fmost

thewgter agmns&the glr)- Shoawoped
ly, and, shockmg to tell, when I 'thre

1 fear, her shull fmctm d.

it 'ghad, whim iy éumpn,mons, ob vin
as llxptne one ha}i s.wﬂnac,furl.t wastﬁen '

.wh!‘!l

sleep these horrible things, I mentjoned the |

jsoon |

ing | aped -down, and gawo. SY

. 'While Hutton was mhﬁ;‘fhk story; he had
tiurned his eyes to the wikdow ; bot what was
his astonishment, as he wis eoticluding, to hear,
old Hannah ery aloud, k God!” while his
wife broke out into a hys rical passion of tears
and smiles, and threw her?lf into his arms.
“My dear husband,” crigd she, as soon as her
voice found utteravce, “that town was Mor-

4 _
v;_ga then cried, “I am

“It was,” said he.
“Dear William,” the
that girl I”

raptured husband, as* ho pre.s'-ed her to his
breast.

"Yes,” said old Hanna , from aho-e eyes
tears were fast droppmg,,,the girl whom you;
unfortunately struck, w ghc who is now the
wife of your bosom. Butgyour fears had mag-
nitied the blow. Catharing was found by my-
self soon after the acddmﬁ; and, though she
tost a little blood, and wa Istunncd for a time, !
she goon roused again. lelm.d be heaven for
bringing about this ble saedﬁexphmtlon X
“Amen !” eried Cs xthanrm and her husband.
Peace and happiness, as muchas usuallv falls
to the lot of mortals, were $he lot of Catharine.
and her husband, from tlng time forward, their
great source of dhqmetude being thus taken
away, The wife even Joved the husband more,
from the discovery that thee%rcumsmnces whidh
had caused her distress “erp buta proof of his
extreme tenderness of hem't and conscience’;
and William was attachcd thc more strongly to'|
Catharine, after finding h‘er to be the person
whom he unwittingly mjutcd A new fie, as
it were, had been formed he?tween thew.
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From Tait's Edi'nbu“‘h Magazide. |
The Spirit and t)?e Sunbeam.
FAGMR%T.

It was a festakday-in hﬂnvcn for summer
had begun, and the mouardh of the sky rose
with inereased splendor, tn celebrate this his
season of beauty and luxumm.e. Nl
Aurora, to whom the cer!:.mony of his dsing
was intrusted, exhgusted alf her resources to
do honor to the oceasion. edecked her hand—
maidens, the ¢clouds, in thbir brighiest attire,
bordering their fleecy gwr@ents of the purest
white with a golden rim, aT casting a roseate
vail over all.  Then she e ed their serial path
with orange, graduated fo the palest primrose,
and studded this, also, with golden spangles,
which shone resplendent oqe‘.hc deep-blue vault
of Heaven.

pleased with these arrange

sequently rose in the very

shone benignantly on {he ch’ddren of Earth. ,
First the great towering fpountains received

ills, 5
just touched them, and it qted like-ac
for off they all flew in dud

and threatening'to come d ;
ever King Sol (for so this
named) had gone away agai
How glorious all nature lg
spirits, unseen to mortal ey
in the pure morning air,.e
born songs of praise and goy.
happy—all, save one etheri
drooping wings and brokent:

pathway of the monarch- of e sky.
L ris, mine oWn loved
80 sad?”

But the wings droopued
lower in her hands.

Then there arosea _;horuﬁbf heavenl! y music.

ed!
dancéd jocundly

'}:-

over the sortowing spirit,.
voice was heard, like the las
harp.

“1sorrow that this g!o%
t.hese aunbenms on which T.

i

-

would crave a b_on_n, great )
' tbé.fore him: “Graut'y
beam to carry where I wxil.;‘!
Tben the vmce of haav

; rapnd kil ght, ag, - @ldmg i* snubenm 10 l:e:
he ayven to eart.h. ;
her treasurp

bosom, she wolgh& way {¢
On she flew—and she 'k

yet more nfnse'fy, l'er she3 (%

Tabghtz&onagiitwrbg rm‘; of-k t.L,_ L%
Itwas an cutarn Py ',a. xﬁbnnmoug_’

{

The potent monarch of lhe sky was well
nents, and he con-
t of tempers, and

his smile—and a glow of ruddy pleasare lit up|
their snowy heads, creeping from them gradual-
ly down, until it reached tb&zr base, where sat
a crowd of fioxious, maliciols vapors, enemie§
of man, artificersof dlmses}o him in the shape
of rheumalisms, consumph@w, and many or.he[

The smile of the great‘hea\enly potentate

n, -crowdjng to-
gether in a durk and annent;.m, sitting half
way up the mountain, 311'!‘ ng and louermg,
AgAiD a8 SO0D &S’
at monarch was

Millions of"

ling thefr heaven- .

All pature was
i being, who, with
nitharp, stoed in the

nger, wherefore:
@1, and the harp el

"T'waa the mommg hymn. 11 Its melody stole
, a8 it ceased, her
tone of ag__Enlia_.n

which | I sharti,

man, the palace ; but its glory had
luster had faded before the beauty

both sea and land.

smoke and fith of every kind.

can I leave thes in this huln:n den
worthy of thee? ™

| % Naught worthy 1" said a still,

row and experience. ller c¢lothes
marble whiteness,

comfort to that friendless being !
were seized with avidity, land th

looked an intensity of joy, How

whole of this, her fortune, in a few

The spirit huvered over her, an

| zephyr wings, fanred each noisome air from the

poor child’s heited brows.

and uninhabitabfe. She. entered

cended the stairs.  With a gentle
closed a door.

A lad of about sixteen was lyin
the girl approach!

‘was no abatement of the fevet.

and another!

it first,” -

To please ‘him, she consented.
sat, those two friendigss beings—
be in a happierworld, she  #

dow.
“ Lod:. dear sister,” he  said;

note lulled us to our evening rest!
—that was a happy time! " |

ubsorbed in the past.

do when I am gone !
| my sister? Who—who be kind

her lips, thenin an - attitodé of

also rephed te his question.
“The s
me for six

'has Ho afflicted, to make me turn

¥ - » -t-t!"

‘a sunbeam fell on the pallid face,

of the hoveting epirit lulled the
his Tast slumber.

“ Die'ye together, “ye thm

! lre:ﬂmrei! sunbéam, eved as! the
."““*"“.* mxuﬁsﬂy

% '«I"‘

| was chq:ed in Jis. 01‘*!‘ iy

. e

Then she looked at the magnificent work lif

handiwork; before the brillikney of the warm | the other was raised to heaven; there
sonbeam ; and Iris then knew that this was no | 9" “

place for her treasured gift. 8o, on she ﬂev_.
| with it for msny a long and weary mile, over |.
At last she came to a cily |
—a great noixy, dirty; bustling city, with its

* Here art thou wanted ! here art thon wantedy |

{ my treasure.! ” said the gentle spiri
“You, Catharire!™ cr;eel the amazed and en-’

“ Presumptuous spirit | fold thy wing, tarey-in §
thy course, and see whether thou cau'st not !
bestow thy gifts worthily here. Bebold! ™

The spirit closed her half spread-wings. = Be- |
fore her stood one with heavy eyesard famine; |
pinched-face—a child in yearsy a woman in sor-

about her, and displayed ber dalicate limbs of
How that loving spirit
longed for a mortal tongne, to whisper words of

A stranger passed, and gave heralms, They

bare feet sped on ! in quest ofbread, perchance ¢ ¢
No, she entered a fruiterer's shop, and spent the .

On again, until she had traversed the length
‘of the difty street, and turoed intc a narrow |
alley, swarming with riotous children.

On again, until she reached a court. leading
from this alley; and looking still more wretched i

abode, and, with a quick and happy step,

The roord she entered confained
a miserable bed, on2 chair, and a deal table.

z on the bed.
How his cyes beamed with affection as he saw

. She placed her hand on hl.s head ; was! there |7
She beld up a strawberry to him—another,

The eager eyes of the suffering boy proclaim-|
ed his delight at so unexpectéd a freat. The! ';
girl raised a strawberry to his lips,

“No Ruth; not one morsel, unless you taste

The F;oy S eyes suddenly tested on the win-

gentle radinnce seems to come even from these. [
dull clonds, and a balmy fiagrange spreads
| around, reminding me of other days before we
_came 19 the smoky town, when we lived 'mid
green fields and glorious valleys; when the lark,
with her wild thejody. roused us from our morn-
ing slurhbers, and the nightingale’s plaintive

For some moments his tind scemed to be

“Rath, ” he at length said, * what mll you
Who will love you then,

speak the word of sympathy to your heart?®
He bent his dying eyessadly on her. She took -
hnswmbedhandsmhem,andplused them to |

gestire nlone was an answer; but her “words

e God, ™ she said, ““who has loved
n long years, will love me. still— |.
still show me His loving Kindness. In mgroy

in this poor place, wmid our | putanﬂ present
wretchedness. e has thrown over my trémbl-

ine soul the balm of His heﬁe'nly comfort. He,
my brother, will be my support when you are
gone-—my stay, my eomfort, my hope, my all 1”

There was a bright glow an'km bed of
Hour after hour pasned—dpthht fmred‘

wée!"'

~The fﬂgﬂe gxtl lwl Iaid ""f bgad
.,brqﬁwr one Irand pﬂfon ed ﬁgl‘ Ircad, lh@

————-—-—-_.___
— e

WMbmmMyuM 'l‘h(
looked down on the dim earth bemesth, and
tears fell fast on the distint Jand; the faco

departed, fta
of nature’s fcjts

fwas séen joy, wotship, gladness, sdoration,  Car-
ried between these two, as in a conch, resting
‘pescefully in theit arms, was & form of angel
F-'uigluun, bearing 4 semblance to humanity,’
{7ut bestified—changed; the mortal, clothed
s.vith immortality—the imperf-et, perfected by
hhe reunion with its God.
ty “ but hOW * - - . L] - -
with m.ught . ,{2 Ruth's eyes were ' fixed on the recumbent
'rif'ﬁ'mn in at she recognwed ber bmther'l soul !
i1 *
Tt was now tgﬂngbt, bul lho spirt's I']ngi
§'were playing still, ﬁnnlgg tl’ly the soul of the
i errermg gifl to lbose reaims of biiss whuher
der brothcr had puncd l'efore her!
g - .
5_ Wat’:l nm as 'the palo cald meon-light
slredmed into'the rodm, snd a sigh—qhe last

.vesuge of earth—sent that gitl's imprisoned
ml to heaven!
- * =

> * *
; g Earth, yeo have their bodies—the poor cor-
[;upub!e bodies—the empty, useless casket.

i ““Heawkn ! —their souls—their incorruptible,
glmpensh.ubla souls—are. yours,
S * * - * - *

“ Mortal, who readest this, pause and think ;
1’tht:m livest for the onc—=dost thou live for the
fother alss 1

small vaice.

hung in rags |

* *

e wild eyes i
swiflly the

¥
["

sirawberries.

. Does earth absorb your love, your thought,

yonr cate? Take hieed, lest earth tn]low up
Jheaven in your heart |

-“ Farth and Heaven !

= Barth for all now— Heaven hereafter, for thon
“2one who live on carth for heaven.

———
From the ‘l'1¥ -
Musings.
1 The rushing winds of the new-born M
;tl'et-.p with a hollow mean -
Af approaching uight. The '

ts in her “fount of. hghl,"
gmnklmgs of star- hght‘ueem bul
spirit eyes.

% Again the night winds hurry put, nnd lpll
4 slip my chair nearer the cheerful hearth-stone:

ﬁ. thousand images dance and disappear ¢
}he live coals; a thousand visions of b& .
atty crowd my mind, and a thousand )
Hes of “langsyne” fill my spirit with l'!cteﬂ' 3
‘apgnre, Images; vigions, and all
\all worth 4 quaff from the life-chalice; all e
ight with interest and life coloring. Come
i{i¢re not such moments to all? Come there
not. recollections of holiest weaning from the
.Pn thousand voices that swell the home Lallelu-
hs? Come there not memories of & fond.
ﬁotber 's yearning breast—a kind father's ear-,
a';eat wishes? Come there not memorics of the
,puet ljttle bedroom, and the simple prayer of
“ihildhood,offered when no eye was u ugro
}mt of God?. Yea, they do mmm-

uemoﬂoa! Heaven help. me to cherish you
ight!

= But, another year is gone now, and fresh'
remembrances are added to the store of trea--
&bm. The scenes of eighteen hundred and fifty+
tiva‘n, though swept away into the great Past,
*,jlll come stealing back to us—some t6 sadden
w-oome to cheer.
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: ve been the life scenes! How often hasman’s
thwiy been turned through rosy bowers and
pnlmg sireamlets! How ofl eyes looked ten-
mmmgﬁﬁohﬁmdﬁe
’s purest offering, “first love,”—and bosoms
nben stilled with eestaey of bliss. How oft
tiave homes been gladdened; and® hearts been
t ned; hom oft griefs been turned to joys;
qu-nohopqnnd despondencies to brighter
{ticipations! Alas! too; oft times sin has en-
the young and tender beart, and done its
st blightings: while spirit voices have erfed;
vain,—' Beware!” How oft man's faith 1o
provedwmth*unlc,“nmqnp
‘very breath that gave it birth.,"
.. How ofshasthe gltua' of wealth h&'
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