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THE GLEANER. | 45 

Winning ing fame and glory, for he bere from all 
Sompetitors the prize for bis head of the Vic- 

1 os and shortly afterwards a daughter of the 
1 use of Ruthven plighted her troth to Sir An- 

E tholy Vandyke, the greatest painter of the day. 

| Tom Scenes and Characters among the Des 
~_Cendants of the Pilgrims, hy Mrs. Harriet 

‘Beecher Sowe. 

THE SABBATH 
ANOTHER SCENE. 

. | ETCHES FROM THE NOTE BOOK OF AN 
ELDERLY GENTLEMAN. 

©, “How late we are this morning,” eaid ire, 
X Robeng to her kusbsnd, glancing hurriedly at 
the clock, as they were sitting down to break- 
fu on a Sabbath morning. ** Really, it 1s a 

~ %l&me 10 us to be so Ivte on Sundays. I won- 
ohn and Henry ere not up yet; Haanah, 

| “yon speak to them 
. "Yes, me’am, but I could not make them 
Mind; they said it was Sunday, and that we 
Yvayy have breskfast later on Sundays.” 
"Well, it is a shame to us, I must say,” said 

Mn, Roberts, sisting down to the table. “1 
Bver Jie Jate myself ualess something in par~ 

: (ular happens. Last might { was out very 
V'¢, and Sabbath before las: I had a bad head 
Atha» 

“Well, well, my dear,” said Mr. Roberts, 
ta not worth while to worry yourself aboat 

 Y; Sunday is a day of rest; everybody indul- 
$a lite of a Sunday morniag—it is 80 very 

ral you know; one’s work done up, one 
“8 like taking a little rest.” 

.“ Well, T must say, it was 20t the way my 
other brought me up,” said Mrs. Roberts, 
2d { really can’t feel it to be right » 
» 41s last parr of the discourse had been lis- 
8d to by two sleepy-iooking boys, who had, 

Rhise, taken their seats at table with that 
Es air which is the result of late sleeping.” 
“Oh, by the by, my dear, what did you give 
t those hams 7’ eaid Mr. Roberts. 
Hg lleven cents a pound, I believe,” said Mrs 
era; but Stephens & Philips have some 
ch aicer, canvass and all, for ten cents. I 

X We had better get our things at Stephexs 
Philips in future, my dear.” 

“« Yby, are they much cheaper 1” 
Ih, a great deal ; but [ forget—it 1s Sun- 

‘e ought 10 be thioking of other things. 
have you looked over your Sunday- 

; | lesson 7° 
«No, ma'am.” 

Ow, how a{range! and here it wants only 
41 hour of the time, and you not dressed 
th Now see the bad effects of not being 

Bin time» 
i » © boys looked sullen, aud enid * they were 

28 roon ae any one else in the houee.” 
Well, your father and I had some excuse, 

iy 36 we were ont late last night : yon ought 
ave been up full three hours ago. and to 

en ell ready, with your lessons learned. 
wa What do you suppose you shall do ¥” 
Oh, mother, do let us stay at home this one 
0g; we don’t koow the lesson, snd it 

wrndo any good for us to go.” 
10, indeeq, I shall not. You must go, and 

Vong as well a2 you can. It is all your 
LY] It. Now go up sieirs and hurry. We 
Tet find time for prayers tas moroning.” 
ETN boys took themselves up stairs 10 ** hur- 
fig direcied, and soon one of them called 
ty the tap of the staire, * Mother, mother, 
tw Yitons are off this vest, so I can’c wear 
by ud * Mother, here is a long rip in my 
Sat0at” guid another. 

: Ng yoy did you not tell me of it before 1” 
ki ya% Roberts, coming up stairs. 
3  porgot it,” said the boy. i 
thy, Sl well, stand atill; T must cateh it to- 

Somehow, if it is Sunday There ! 
5 oR, the bell! Stand still a minute I sad 
ay. Vober plied needle and thread and seis- 
LY there, that will do for to-day. Dear 
uy Coulused every thing is to day.” 

8 always just so on Sundays,” said 
Ray faging up his book and catching it 

0) ren down stairs. 
Yorg, 1° always just so on Sundaye.” The 
bays Struck rather unpleasanily on Mrs Ro- 
Pies cicoce, for something told her that, 

§ Yer the reason might be, it was just 0. 
&y everything was later and more ir- 

PH 20 on any other day of the week. 
pg tanah, yon must boil that piece of beef 
© 4p Mr 10 day.” 

Saki ge0eh you told me you didn’t have 
I No 1 oe op Sunday 
$5" do not generally. Iam very sorry 

y: 8 would get that piece of meat yes- 
Mp3 We did not need it; but here itis on 
og, 0 the weather is too hot to keep it, 
bi 3% to let it spoil; so 1 must have it 
Higgyr WORN! [ sce.” 
ha had tived foor Sabbaths with Mrs, 
Sipe 8d on wo of them she had been 
Sogn 10 cook from similar reasoning. * For 
5 Ban oh pees to become a word 

ve mgnification. 
Wha edly worries me to have things go on 

hey le on Sundays,” eaid Mrs. Roberts 
Bg 20nd ; “1 never do feel 8s if we 

ih My pd 88 we ought.” 
Tey J 9°80, you have been saying so ever 
by t *1¢ married, and | do not see what 
is Ut yoy 8 0 do about it. For my pert, I 
N Senne, Why we do not do as well as people 
th Ur peqq € do not visit, not receive com= 

ro Ly nd LLTH 
Lrg: 08 preg 

improper books. We go to 
¢ the children wo Sunday-school, 

y oy. er part of the day is spent in 
N dre Y: Then out of church we have 
> Telig, * Sunday-school books, and one or 
« Bnaugy 1 Newspapers: I think that is 

Noth omehow, whe I wes a child, my 
Ob, py 9 Mra. Roberts, hesitating. 

considered an exact pattern for these days, 
People were too sirict in your mother’s time ; 
they carried the thing too far altogether ; every 
body allows it sow.” 

Mrs. Roberts was silenced, but not satisfied. 
A strict religious education had left just cop- 
science enough on this subject to mske her 
uneasy. 
These worthy peaple had a sort of general 

idea that Sunday ought to be kept, and they 
intended to keep it, but they bad never taken 
the trouble to investigate or inquire as to the 
most proper way, nor was it se much an ob- 
jeet of interest that their weekly arrangements 
were planned with any reference to it. Mr. 
Roberts would often engage in business at the 
close of the week, which he knew would so 
fatigne him that he would be weary and listless 
on Sunday; and Mrs. Roberts would allow 
her family cares to sccumnlate in the same 
way, 80 thatshe was either wearied with efforts 
‘0 accomplish it before the Sabbath, or prrplex- 
ed and worried by finding every thing at loose 
ends on that day. They had the idea that 
Sundsy was to be kept when it was pertectly 
convenient, and did not demand any sacrifice 
of time or money. But if stopping to keep 
the Sabbath it 4" jburney would risk passage- 
money or a seat 1a the stage; or, in honse- 
keeping, if it would involve any considerable 
inconvenience or expense, it was deemed a 
provideatial intimation that it was ** a work of 
necessity nd merey” 10 attend to gectlar mats 
ters. To their minds the fourth commandment 
read thus : “Remember the Sabbath day—to 
keep it holy when it comes convenient, and 
cosis neither time nor money.” 
As 10 the effects of this on the children, 

there was neither enough of strictness to make 
them respect the Sabbath, nor of religious in- 
terest tv make them love it; of course, the 
little restraint there was proved just enough to 
lead them to dislike and dislike it. Children 
soon perceive the course of their parents’ feel- 
1ags, and it was evident enough to the children 
of this family that their father and mother 
generally found themselves hurried into the 
Sabbath with hearts and minds full of thie 
world, and their conversation and thoughts 
were so constantly turning to worldly things, 
and so awkwardly drawn back by a sense of 
religious obligation, that the Sabbath appeared 
more obviously a clog and a fetter than it did 
uader the strictest regime of Puritan days, 

From Hogg’s Instructor. 

REST. 
Oh! where shall rest bs found, 

Rest for the weary soul? 

I stood by the ocean’s waves, 
As they roll’d in fory by. 

And the madden’d billows flung 
Their white foam to the sky; 

And I breath’d aloud these words 
In my agony of soul, 

"Mid the wild wind’s swelling tones, 
And the sea’s unceasing roll— 

When, from out its dark depths, a voice seem’d 
to say, 

* There is no rest here—away, away, 

I stood by the running stream, 
As it bounded bright aleng, 

A moment flashing in the light, 
Then dancing gaily on; 

And again 1 spoke those wordy, 
In accents loud and clear, 

When a low and masical voice 
Came to my listening ear, 

And in silvery tones it seem’d to say, 
¢ There is no rest here—away, away!’ 

A wandered forth at night, 
And stood "neath the vaulted sky; 

"T'was gemm’d with a thousand stars, 
Giving a as they shone on high. 

I thought of their ceaseless course — 
How year afier year they roll, 

And these words from my lips broke forth, 
“1s there rest to be found for the soul 2 

Then, from each tiny star I heard a voice say, 
* Think not to rest here—away, away!” 

I stood "mid the busy haunt 
Of the peopled world once more, 

And I heard its wild din swell 
Like the ocean's angry roar; 

1 seann’d each face as it pass’d, 
And peer’d into each dark eye, 

And strove every thought to read, 
As on the throng swept by; 

Bat on each ‘careworn brow the same look 
seem’d 10 say, 

“I find no rest here—away, away!’ 

Ttorn'd to the Book of Life, 
And open’d its sacred page; 

There | learn’d that there is no rest 
To be foond on the world’s busy stage; 

Bat it told me there is a home 
In the skies, far, far away, 

Where sorrow and care cannot come— 
In the realms of eternal day: 

And a still, small voice whisper’d low in my 
ear, 

“ There is rest 10 be found—"tis here, tis here!” 

From the People’s Journal. 

THOUGHTS UPON THOUGHT. 
THexr 18 a mental excursivenres over the 

vast fields of intellect, in which it were much 
to be wished the human mind wonld sometimes 
indulge more freely, consistent es it is at once 
both with the expansive faculties wherewith it 
is gifted, and with the all-wiee intentions of 
the Creator at ite formations Maen is eminent- 
ly a sentient being; yet, ules! in numerous 

dear, your mother must not 
%, with how litle intellectual exercise 

is he contented ! The body 19 patopered ; the 

sensual appetites, earthly in their origin and 

deadly in ther consequences, are allowed 
their full play, whit the imma‘erial and 1m= 

monel part of his composition, destined to snr- 

vive the wreck of worlds, and to escape va- 

soiled from (he dust of death, by reason of be~ 

ing brought into subserviency to the wants of 
the body, is but toe often confined in. its work: 

ings, earthly in its desires, and narrowed in its 
seope of vision. To the man whose shadow is 
now lengthening on the plaia—who has fol- 
lowed ardently ia the pursuits of Mammon, 

and who, in the evening of his days, rem 
feeling the unsatisfying nature of all things hu- 
man, has settled down into a gloomy, sicken- 
ing despondency, how applicable the words. of 
the poet :— 

4d 

“ Oh queruloos and weak! “whose useless 
brain “ord 

Once thought of nothing, end now thinks in 
vain ; 

Whose eye reverted weeps o’er all the past, 
Whose prospect shows thee a disheartening 

waste ; 
Would Age ia thee resign his wintry reign, 
Aud Youth invigorate that frame again, 
Renewed desire would grace with other speech 
Joys always prized when placed within our 

reach.” 

Reader ! if you have ever seriously pondered 
upon the word ** Life® —if you have examined 
the various associations with which living is 
connected—if you have stripped external ob- 
jects of their outward covering in order to 
search out the hidden language they speak to 
every attentive and intuitive mind, you have at 
such times, ae a contemplative being, acted up 
10 the purpose for which you were created. | 
How ennobling is the enthusiasm that guides 
the truly philosophic mind—how elevating the 
intellectual feast that rewards its searching! 
Not a single atom is there of all created matter 
around us but ‘can convey, when well searched 
into, the purest pleasure. How should it be 
otherwise with the emanations of the Divine 
Mind, with creations in every way 80 necesea- 
rily perfect? Ta the present paper we will 
confine ourselves chiefly to the consideration 
of thovght—:het noble inmate of the human 
mind; tracing it in its development from pri< 
mary parturition to the point at which it leaves 
the consideration of ite object. 
The life of man is two-fold. The one part, 

eupporied by the free circulation of blood 
through the machinery of veins and arteries, 
fits him more exclusively for the part he is 
destined to act upon earth. But (for man is a 
creature born for a higher inheritance) he is 
gifted also with an intellectual life on his first 
entrance into the world that can only atiain its 
full perfection beyond the grave. The dis 
tinetive attributes of this two-fold life sre ma- 
teriality and immateriality. What are the ele- 
mente of material lite we have cureorily men- 
toned ; our present teek is to examine nto 
the elements of immaterial existence, 

External objects awaken internal impres- 
sions. So is it with the natural world from ( 
tre time when first of all the soul becomes the | 
tenant of her earthly tabernacle. Observation : 
of external objects through the agency of the 
organs of sense generates inward thought, and | 
this ia the germ of intellectual: lite,  ** Man 18 
an instrument over which a series of external 
and internal impressions are driven, like the | 
alternations of an ever chenging wind over an | 
®olian lyre, which move it by their motion to 
ever-changirg melody snd harmony.” So, 
different classes of objects give rise to: the pros | 
duction of different classes of thought. How 
quick is the appreciation formed by the mind 
of all objects surrounding it, from the impres- | 
sions they first generate within it. Wonderful 
is this unicon between objects and their cons 
sequent impressions! With the more intensity 
is inward thowght employed in the considera~ 
tion of outward objects, as the organs of sence 
convey 10 1 their influences ‘more vividly. 
Hence it frequently happens that, during sea 
sons of extreme impressions, the thoughts are 
#0 occupied in the consideration of the impres- 
sing object or objects, that all others either 
very nearly or wholly fa:l to esercise their in~ 
fluences over them. Hence arises concentra- | 
tion, which is directly opposed to that passion 
—gubmission of the thoughts to the control 
exerciced over them by several classes of ob. | 
jects at once—~which may illustrate the beauti~ 
ful language of Shelley we have just quoted, 
The thoughts are ever active. Like as the 
swallow wheels her restless flight te and fro 
over the earth, so are they ever untiring and 
eager in. pursuit of employment. Unconfined 
by the trammels of materiality, inobnoxious to 
the laws of time and epace, the heights and 
depths of earth and air and sea are traversed 
by the immortal mind. 

* Ten thousand shapes, 
Like spectres trooping te the wizara's ell, 
Flit wilt before it From the womb of ‘earth, 
From ocean’ bed, they come; the eternal 

heavens 

i 

Disclose their splendors, and the dark abyss 
Pours out his birthe unknown. 

gaze 
It marke the rising phantoms ; now compares 
Their different forms ; now blends them, now 

divides, 

Enlarges and exienuates by tarns ; 
Opposes, ranges in faniasue bands, 
Aad infinitely varies,” 

With fixed 

a Ta mt, 
ation will be quite as bury as when: the vicissi~ 
tudes of every-day life were wn constam play 
around it. The activity of the thoughts, du 
ring thé houra of sleep, in' dreams, has furnieh- 
ed the anthor of the Night Thoughts with an, 
argument for the -immerality of our! thinking 
powers in the following beautiful lines: 

““ While o’er my limbs sleep’s soft dominion 
spreads, 

What tho’ my soul fantastic measures trod 
Q’er fairy-fields; or mourned along the gloom 
Of silent woods ; or down the crapgy steep 
Hurled headlong ; swam with paid the mantled 

pool ; 
Or sealed the ¢liff; or danced on hollow wind, 
With ‘antic shapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceaseless’ flight, though devious, speaks 

her nature 
Of subtler essence than the common: elod : 
Even silent mght proclaims the soul immortal * 

But though the powers of the mind are thus 
undying, yet its excarsiveness is naiurally lim- 
ited by its intimate connection with the frailty 
ot our material natures; ; From. our inherent 
ehortsightedness, it is seldom that an object 
much pondered upon begets in the mind any 
thing approaching to originality of idea, There. 
are certain objects and subjects to which the 
capacities of thought e¢annou here attain, that 
will ever remain covered by a cloud, tll the 
opening dawn of Immortality: dispels the mist 
in the brighttiess of its rising, and throws over 
all things a loveliness far too exquisite to be 
conceived by us now. How illimitably grand 
must be the perceptions and consequent thoughts 
of the redeemed! ‘When subjects” that wear 
to vs the garb of mystery and: barren theory 
shine forth at last as great and glorious truths— 
when there is no more doubt and hesitation in’ 
giving our judgment of things, butall is clear 
and brilliant ae the woentide sun, then only 
will painful, sell~denying thought reap to itselt 
the intellectual harvest it must ever vainly hope 
for before; and then only the worldling, as he 
views in utter despair the final joyous triumphs 
thatthe researches of the Chrisuan philosopher, 
prosecuted on earth, will have obtained, will 
repent most bitterly his neglect of the interes 
of hisintellectual life. 
Who shall tell how rich is the ore of thonght 

caverned in his deathless mind, that only waits 
these full revelations, these glorious realities, to 
disclose its secret tremsures? [f the various 
nobler emotions of the human soul could once 
overcome their self-created * susserviency to 
worldliness, if they gould fly heavenward, and 
anticipate in part the realization of these glo~ 
rious events, how great an impulse would be 
given them in the right employment of the 
riches of thought. Theo, indeed, in the subs 
lime language of Akenside, would the hopes of 
man t 
‘““Rest at the fated goal. For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the Sovereign Maker said, 
That not in bumble nor in brief deligh, 
Notin the fading echoes of Renown, 
ric purple robes, nor Pleasure’s flowery 

aD, 

| The soul should find enjoyment : but from these 
Turning disdainfa] to an equal good, 
Throagh all the ascent of things enlarge her 

view, 
Till every bound at length should disappear, 
Aud infinite perfection close the scene 1” 

From the Christian Citizen. 
A WORD TO APPRENTICES. 

Stick io your trades, boys, and learn how to 
work if you wish te be truly independant. 
‘There is no more pitiable sight than a lalf'learn- 
ed mechenic looking for work, He 1 ‘always 
at the foot of the hill, and ean calculate upon 
poverty as his portion with a good deul of safe- 
ty. We have in our mind’s eye a lad of 18, 
who a few months ago was at work in our of- 
fice at fair wages, but whose parents encour- 
rged him in the idea that he was a man, and 
should have a man’s pays Heleft vs with a 
feelling that he should get rich faster in Bos- 
ton, and since then we have learned of his 
having been engaged for a short time in three 
several cities. ~ Of course, with bis sight 
knowledge of the busincss, he could not have 
permanent employ, and so he bas taken up a 
new trade. A company of travelling actors 
have enlisted him in thelr corps dramatique, 
and the last notice we have heard of him was 
from a handbill announcing his *¢ benefit,” 
when he was to appear asthe ¢* Irish Tiger!” 

A MERCANTILE ANECDOTE. 

An old fellow living at Fraokfost on-the- 
Maine, sent to a business corsespondent at 
Frankfort .on-the-Oder a large consignment of 
cotton stookings, and at the same time to ano- 
ther correspondent, in the same place, an 
equally large consignmentof cotton night-caps, 
the product of his own manufactory. He wrote 
to each the prica at which they were sell, 
but the sum designated wae found to be too 
large, of which fact they took occasion to in~ 
form him. He yielded a little in his demand, 
bat still there was no offers for his fubrics. 
Again he writes, in reply to other letters from 
his correspondents, naming a yet smaller 
amount; but weeks elapse, aud still no sale. 
At length he writes to each correspondent to 
make sone disposition of his manufactures; if 

Reflection lives upon a coneatenation of 
thoughts alone, in the absence of other aide to 
its production or continuation. As a detached 
exomple, take the enfettered prisoner, who 
has been locked vp in the solitariness of hig 
dark dungeon, and never seen the light of 
heaven for years past. Do his thoughts lie 
dormant from a paucity of externel objects to 
awaken them? No: one will generate ano- 
ther in quick The impr of 

they cant get money for them, ai least to ex- 
change thers, no matter at what reasonable 
sacrifice, for any othar goods. Under these in- 
structions, the stocking factor cails upon the 
night cap agent, both unknown to each other 
in connexion with their principal, and ‘names 
his views,” ha wishes to exchange a lot of su- 
perior cotton stockings for some other goods; 
he isnot particular what kind, as the tranaoti- 
on is for a friand, who is desirous of closing 

former years will then revive, and the imagins bis stock, ‘I'he man at first can think ef vo 


