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dimmed it—she. too, at length, was abont to
be gathered to her fathers : parents, husband,
*¥en a loved child, were in that ancient tomb
before her. And vet, Elizabeth, what was
"er last earthly wish? ¢ When I am dead,
'y me beneath the shadowing elms in Norton
I:lnrchyard, close beside the grave of Georgy
ume !’

From Hogg’s Instructor.
CITY FLOWERS.

. We have often thought, when sitting alone
11 the quiet and secluded nooks that are so
I, atiful in the country, or when reclining en
iné solitary braes, and gazing upon the blue
sunlit skies and tall green trees which crested
the dark mountains, that great, and glorious,
And mighty though these works of nature were,
liey |acked those attributes of love which
Well in humbler things. The heart may
Urill with a native awe as we gaze upon the
World’s sublimities, but the flowers of the
“ountry have ever been te us its sweetest re-
Membrancers—they recall the softest and fond-
“tassociations, and repeople memory with its
fghtest images. The little cowslips and
ue-bells that were woven into wreaths, and
Placed like triumphant garlands apon the sun-
Urat brow of innocence, are still blooming in
ur heart, for the dew of memory falls upon
keiir verdant leaves, and sighs, like zephyrs of
he past, recall their odours.

Flowers are the true companions of man
When he walks abroad into the woods and
fields, and he can never be lonely if he will

it be humble and look for thewr. In the si-
0t glens the tall fox-glove waves its high and
Purple cups, and shakes he crystal dew from
the modest blue-bell at its root; gemmed with
%ars, the tiny forget-me not sparkles like a
dry’s eye; while high among the cliffs and
ks the clumps of heath and stately catchfy

Ush to the ardent sun. In what sequestered
ud |ikely places you will find the fawrest and
"he sweetest scented blossoms!—Iu the hedge-
'0w path where the slimy snail crawls at eve-
ling, and where the sauntering passer by nev-
Tdreams of seeking them, embowered and

tdden amongst sterile mossy ground, or peep-
g from :he scraggy thorn clumps, they turn

“ir beautiful and modest heads to heaven,
" drink unseen the angel sprinkled dew, and

"ightly smile upon the love-lighted sun.
In speaking of city flowers in connection
With those of the country, we should like to
%‘lard our readers against a false impression.
! must not be supposed that by city flowers
© refer to the sickly yellow plants thut lan-
Ruish at back windows, drooping their sere
faves on the edges of broken teapots, we
Nean fowers of humanity, that, amidst the
“kness, vice, and poverty of a huge Baby-
%, bear within their spirits some little pertion
v, Y holy natare, to tell’ that, despite its sor-
n°”_ and its sin, God still 1s there. Ay, it is
;vin green fields or cultured gardfﬂs, lor in
* Conservatories, nor upon splen da*zmcr—

3 1t is not in glens or silent lonely nooks far
i 1ay from man, that the fairest flowers are
Ynd; they often bloom beneath the lowly

o, and hang in sweet and modest festogns
'%und  the humblest heart. We love- the
AGOWEIS of the ceuntry, and can fondly smile
I;Pon them in their sunny pride; but there are
“fer, brighter blossoms in the highways, by-
4¥s, and dark alleys of the city; and of these
a:‘duﬂ cull a few. 1s not the smile of beauty
. 800dness a brighter flower than ever the
140'8{30113 camella? 1s not the humblest heart
aﬁd‘ '8 quickened with a spark of heavenly fire,
' filled with a sense of duty, more lovely

0 the rose? 3 i
Walke were led into these reflections while
N g ina thougn:iful mood one evening,
8 4 lonely suburban road, where few pas—
'S were likely to disturb our meditations,
W Vhere the dark outlines ofa few solitary
\ '.ﬂhOps were not very likely objects 10 dis-
1o~ our thoughts. Night is a pleasant time
m“"llk, even though the crisp, short snow
ﬁm' ‘angrily baneath your feet, and the frest
i its way through lamb’s-woo! to your
o 8¢r points. ~ The stars were twinkling mer-
I, Overhead, and seemed to have shamed
u]e‘lnfo a smile; but we did not gaze upon
i ", for there were stars dancing in our ima-
hr:"‘llﬂn brighter far than they. Itis strange
oy, 2 sympathies operate upon our affecti
y ;'lhesg spheres in all their beauty and glo-
by . °re displaced fromn our Jove that evening
u,o“_'orr_y flaring gas lamp. How strange 1t
by, 'S t0 hear the low earnest tones of the
by, N voice in a lonely place at might! We

" the ¢himes of the ciy bells, and the dis-
Wi U of the busy bustling life that s'ill was
by Bg in it; but the sound was so mellowed
hmll‘\!ance that it impressed us .nore deeply
by, 8ense of solitariness. Gradually awa-
"e“: from our reverie, however, by the ca-
‘..:,n"Ofu human voiee, or rather by the al-
tyg ¢ deep tones of manhood and the feebler
’rhz"“ﬂes of childhood , we stood and listened.
tg, ¢ Was seme earnest and monitory in the

mortal soul, and ne felt the workings of an in-
nate spirituality. At his side stood a little child
—an humble garmented tiny boy, whose pale
litle face was turned towards the long sigr-
board . and whose voice and eye followed the
voice and finger of the man as he pointed out
those mysterious symbols of sound and sense
called lettcrs and words, and called them by
their names. 'T'he beams from the lamp fell
upon that father and son, and seemed to sar-
round them with a halo of glery. That man
seemed to Jook with a prophet’s eye into the
long dark vista of futurity, and te behold his
son a man and a scholar; and we felt that
humble theugh he was, and cold the soil on
which he prew, that young and lowly flower
might yet bloom forth mn bright and fruitful
glory. As the teacher and his little pupil fin-
ished their lesson, and the pleased child trot-
ted away by the side of the pleased man, who
gently patted his little he dand held his tiny
hand, we felt they had read our hearta lesson
—we felt that they had taught ue that even in
what way seem the darkest spots of life the
soul may pant for wings, ard fondly strive to
soar to higher spheres than those which meet
the sense.

Ay, there are flowers in the city if we
would only look for them—they may be hid-
den and crushed beneath a rank undergrowth
of weeds, butlook deeper, passer by, and you
will find them. We have often wondered at
those erratic pedestrians, who cannot travel
the same road twice ina week with pleasure,
and who are always looking for fine scenery,
and interesting landscapes in their walks.
For our part we shonld feel annoyed not a lit-
tle if we were to change our old accustomn-
ed footways; and we can always find some-
thing to interest us, where even nothing but
stone walls and dingy houses bound the view.

In one of our walks we often see an idiot
boy, whose constant gesticulations and incohe-
rent language were 1o us a source of mystery
and wonder. He is the inmute of large, grim
looking building, to which architecture has
merely lent its aame in charity; and this buil-
ding (although surrounded by high walls), in
consequence of standing upon a considerable
elevation, offers a complete view of its grim
dimensions to passerson the public way below,
The terrace that fronts one of the wings of
this edifice seems to be the favourite walk of
poorJock,for we never pass without finding him
him on the accustomed spot. There he trots
backward and forward with a slow motion; his
red face shining with apparent robust physical
health, and his fat square form see-sawing to
the time of some tune he is chanting, or
nodding quickly, in harmony with sowme inco-
herent declamation. We had ofien stood to
look at him, and to wonder at the strange and
inscrutable ways of providence as exemplified
in these sad outcasts from the world of reason.
We had often striven to catch the import of
his speech, but the broken sounds only fell on
the ear, reminding us ot the tones of an old
roofiess deserted church bell, which he wind
rocked to and fro, but which had now no ordi-
nate purpose in its tolling. “If any child spoke
to him from the highway he bad always a rea~
dy and a civil response. There 18 no war with
the world in hisnature, for he believes that al]
the world loves him, and his red fuce glows
like the sun when he s noticed by any onein
a kindly manner. There is one deep fount 1n
his spirit, however, from whence springs all
that gives his iife a sorrowfa reflection. 'I'here
is a flower in his heart, so pure, £0 holy in its
essence that angels might weep over it, and
bathe it in their tears. Breaking in upon all
the hilarity and joyousness of a song or dance,
one chastened gleam of wemory will ever and
anon come stealing over his soul, to wake the
smouldering ashes of his love. The quern.ous
expressions we had observed were solved at
last, and incoherent grievings for his mother,
who was dead, we found to be the subject of
his wailing. As we Lrushed away the tear
which this poor idiot called forth, we felt a
gush ufjoy come over our heart;and as we |is
tened to his words we turned away with the
conviction deeply engraven on our bosom’s
core, that some of the holier attributes of hu-
manity may germinate and bloom in darksome
places, where the egotism of life a one is edu-
cated, and the sweet and expansive sympathies
are of shrive. ed and fiozen beneath the frown-
ed power, or leftto b oom and ;uxuriate inun
fu:tured negligence.

From the Mark Lane Express_
THE HAPPIEST TIME.
BY ELIZA CCOK

An cld man sat at his chimpey seat,
As the moraing sunbeam crept to his feet,
And he watched the spring light as it came
With wider ray on his windew frame.
He looked right on to the eastera sky,
Bat his breath grew long in a trembling sigh,

t T voice that was interesting to hear, and ,
s Words of childhood followed them like gen- |
Pe c:» ces. It was dark, and we coud not
u, ve from whom the seund proceeded ; but
e, L 1etly drawing near a soltiary lamp that
lir,. 2 brizht and cheerful glare upon the
aring letters of a leng signboard,we saw

ey, a0d child. The poor and scanty gar-
hig % of the man were 100 sure an index of
beg O¥erty, and the coarse apron that hung
tay, ': lim, and the bunch of brooms that he
‘ﬂs,a“b""e“"} one arm, were strongly dem-
Siva, . Ve of his humb!e but useful calligg, he
Wy llhcg(reets of the city, and proud men
Uy v "0 doubt pass him as an inferior thing;
'0d had made him custodier of an in -

And those who heard it wondered much
What spirit hand had made him feel its
touch.

For the old man waz not one of the
And sensitive plants in earth’s parterre ;

funr

His heart was among the sceniless things

That rarely sre fanned by the honey-bee’s
wings ;

It bore no film of delicate pride,

No dew of e motion gathered mside ;

Oh! that old man’s heart was of herdy kind,

That seemeth to heed nct
wina.

the sun nor the

He had lived in the world as millions live,

Ever more reedy to take than give ;

He had worked and wedded, and murmured
and blamed, .

And just paid to the fraction what honesty
claimed ;

He had driven hie bargaias and counted his
gold,

Till upwards of three-score years were told ;

And his keen blue eye held no'hing 1o show

That feeling had ever been buey below.

The old man sighed egain, and bid

Ris keen blue eye beneath its lid $

And his wrinkled foreheud, bending dowr,
Was knitting iself in & painful frown.

‘“ I've beea jooking back,” the oid man said,
** On every spot where my path has laid,
Over every year my time can irace,

To find the happiest tune aud place.”

“* And where and when,” cried one by his
side,

““Have you found the brightest wave in your
tide ?

Come tell me freely, and let me learn,

How the spark was struck that yet can
bura.

Was 1t when you stood in stalwart strength

With the blood of youth, and felt that at
length

Your stout right arm could win its bread

The old man guietly saook his head.

“ Say, was it then when fcrtune brought
The round sum you had frugally sought ?
Was the year the happiest that beheld

The vision of poverty all dispelled ?

Or was it when you still had more,

And found you could boast a goodly store
With labour finished and plenty spread ?”
The old man quietly shook his head.

‘ Ah, no! ah, no! it was longer ago,”

The old man muttered —sadly and low;

“ It was when I took my lonely way

To the lonely woods in the month ot May

When the epring light fell as it falleth now,

Witk the bloom on the sod and the leaf on
the bough ;

When I tossed wp my cep at the nest in the
tree,

Oh ! that was the happiest time for me.

Whaen Ijused to leap, and laugh, and’shout,

Though I never knew what my joy was
adoul ;

And something seemed to warm my Lresst,

As ] sat on a messy bank to rest.

That was the time —when 1 used 10 roll

Oa the blee bells that covered the upland
knoll,

And I never couid tell why the thoughe
should be,

But I {ancied the flowers talked to me.

Well 1 remember climbing to reach

A squrrel
beech ;

Well I remember the Jilies g0

trcod rocked on the top of a

sweet

That I toiled with back to the city sireet ;

Yes, that was the time—the happiest time—

When I went o the woods in their May-
day prime.”

And :he old man breathed with a longer
sigh,

And the lid feli cloger over his eye.

Oh, who would have thought this bard old
man

Had room
span ?

Who would have deemed that wild copse
flawers

Were tenderly hauating his latest hours ?

But what did the old man’s spirit tell,

In confessing it loved the woods so well?

What do learn from the old man’s sigh,

Buatthat Nature and Poelry cannot die.

in his heart for such rainbow

THE VOICE OF THE OCEAN.

Was it the sound of the disiant surfl that
was in mine ears, or the low woan of the
breeze, as it crept through the ncighhouring
wood  Oh, that hoarse voice of Ucean. ne-
ver silent since time first begun—where has
it not been uttered ? "There is stillness amid
the calm of the arid and rainlces desert, where
no spring rises and no streamlet flows, and the
long caravan plgcs its weary march amid the
blinding glare of the sand, and the red-unsha-
ded rays of the fierce sun, But once and
again, and yet again, has the roar of Oceans
been there. It 1s his sands that the winds
heap up; and it is the skeleton remains of his
vassels—shells, and fish, and the stouy coral—
that the rocks underneath enclese. There is
silence on the twll mountain peak, with it
glittering mantle of snow, where the panting
lungs labour to inhale the thin bleak air—
where no insect murmurs and no bird flies,
and where the eye wanders over multitudinous

hill-tops that lie far beneath, and vast dark
forests that sweep onto the distant horizon,
and along long hollow valleys where the great
rivers begin. “And yetonce and again, and
yet again, has the roar of the ocean been
there  The effigies of his mere ancient deni-
zens we find sculptured on the crags, where
they jut from beneath the ice into the mist-
wreath; and his later beaches, stage * beyond
stage, terrace the descending slopes. Where
has the great destroyer not been—the devourer
of continents—the blue foaming dragon, whese
vocation 1t 1s to eat up the Jand ¢ His ice-
floes have alike furrowed the flat<steppes of
Siberia and the rocky flanks of Schehallion ;
and his nummulites and fish lie embedded in
great stones of the pyramids, hewn in the
times of the old Pharaohs, and in rocky folds
of Lebanon still untouched by the wol. 8p
long as Ocean exists there must be desintegra-
tion, dilapidation, change; and should the
time ever arrive when the elevatory agencies,
motionless and chill shall slcep within their
profound depths, to awaken no more—and to
roll its waves—every continent and island
weuld at length disappear, and again, as of
old, ¢ when the fouptains of the great deep
were broken up,’
‘A shoreless ocean tumble round the globe.”
Was it with referente to this principle, so
recently recognised, that we are so express-
ly told in the Apocalypse respecting the reno-
vated earth, in which the state of things ghall
be fixed and eternal, that ¢ there ghall be ne
more sea ?’ or awe to regard the revelation ¢g
the mere hieroglyphic—the pictured shape—.
of some analogous moral truth? ¢ Reasoning
from what we,”—and what else remains to us’
—an earth without a sea would be an earth
without rain, without vegetation, without Jife—
a dead and doleful planet of waste places, such
the telescope reveals 10 us ia the rmoon. And
yet the oceon does seem pecaliarly a ereature
of time—of all the great agents of vicissitude
and change, the most influential and
and to a state in which there shal;
situde and no change—in which earth-
quake shall not heave from beneath, nor
mountams wear down and the sontinents me.x
away—it seeins inevitably necessary that there
should be * no more sea.’— Hugh "Miller.
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MANS WEAKNESS AND PR{-
SUMPTION.

We are bera to grovel u
we would fain soar up 10 the skieg
not comprehend the growth of o ke
seed, the frame of an ant or bee; we are ¢
zed at the wisdom of the vne snd ind
the other; and yet we will know the figure,
the substance, the courses, and influences of
all those glorious celesiial bodies, aud he end
for which they were made! We pretend
g:ve a clear accoust how thunder and lgh:-
ning (that great artillery of God Almighty) i
produced; and we cannot comprehend how
the voice ol a man is framed—ihai poor titte
noise we make every time we speak! The
moiion of the sun is plain &nd evident 1o
some aetronomers, end of the earth to oihers;
yet we none of ue kiiow which of then
moves, and meet with many seeming
imposeibilities in both, and beyond the fuibon
o human reaegon or comprehension.  Nay,
we do not 80 much as know what moticn ",
nor how a stove moves from our ha whea
we throw it across the street. Ot n‘?'mesr,
one of the most ancient and divine wriiers
gives the best account in that shori. satire,
* Vain man would be wise, though man be
born like a wild ass’s colt.”

But his pride is greater than his ignorance ;
and what he wants in knowledge, he suppiies
by sufficiency, When he has looked avont
him as far s he can, he concludes there is no
more to be seen; when he is at the end of his
line, he is at the bottom of the ocean: when
he hae shot his best, he is sure none ever did,
nor even can, shoot better or beyopd it. Hia
own reason i8 the certain measure of truih ;
and his knowledge of what ie possiple in na-
ture, Though his mind and his thoughts
change every eeven years, as well as hig
strength and his features; nay, though hus
opinions change every week or every dey,
yet he is sure, of at least confident, that his
present thoughts and conclusions are jus and
true, and cainot be deceived: and among ell
the miseries to which mankind is born aud
subjected in the whole course of his jite, he
has thie one felieity 1o comfort and support
him, that, in al ages, in all things every man
18 always in the right. A boy of fifieen is wi-
ser than his tather at forty; the meanest sub-
ject, than his prince or governor ; and the
modern scholars, because they have, for a
hundred years pas t, learned their lessons prei.
ty well, are much more kuowing ihan the an-
clents, their masters.— Temple.
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INANIMATE OBJECTS.

We grow agtached unconseiously 10 the b
jects we see évery day. We may not th
at the lime—we may be discontented and
to talk of their faults; but let us be on
of quitting them forever, and we
they are dearer than we dreamed.
of the inanimate 18 a general feejy
makes no return of atlection, ner
disappoint 1t—ils aseociations are from our
thoughts and our emotions. We conmect the
hearth with the coufidence which has poured
fourth the full goul in 1ts dim wwilight; on the
wall we have watched the shadows, less fan-
tesiic than the creations in which we have
indulged ; beside the table, we have rezd,
worked, and written. Over each uod &ll s
flung the strong link of habit ; it is not 10 be
broken without & pang.
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