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< ill patmre—not that I suppose your pious. 

—_— 

t—got into his desk and made a speech, half ! 
pathetic and ball funny, ‘about the way in 
Which the young generation pushes up and 
drives off the old one. This old man said 
some very sensible things about the equal di- 

-¥ision of enjoyment among the various ‘ages 
: of lite. He said that youth has quite as ma- 
uy pains as enjoyments, and old age as ma- |. 

“Ny quiet enjoyments as pains; and concluded 
y saying that in entertainments of this kind 

all ages could be pleased. This was true, 
Tom, for the little ones went home before 
the speeches began, and all the grown peo- 
"le seemed to enjoy listening to speeches far 
«more than Ihave ever seen music, dancing 
«and cards enjoyed at gay London parties. We 
had more general conversation, and if no one 
Was very wise or witty, I did not hear any 

* people don't Jove to pick holes in a neighbor 
«—l know they do—but that evening I 
heard none of that talk. The soiree con- 
cluded with another fine old hymn and a short 
“dismissal prayer. ‘ § OT 
+ .* You may not consider such a soiree very 
. ‘jolly’ or * spicy ;* but I can assure you, Tom, 
that I have not very often found one less te- 
dious, “rx : 

‘I remain, dear Tom, your affectionate sis- 
ter, : : 

‘Mary GREEN. 

There is nothing very remarkable in Ma. 
5Y's style of writing: a cleveier person would 

.bave made a much finer thing of this affair ; 
but as she has told the truth simply, as it ap- 
peared to her, we have asked Tom's permis- 
sion to copy her letter for the bencfit of 
our readers. We confess to having lound 
one or two useful ideas in it ourselves; if 
others find them too, the end in printing it is 
answered. 

From the London People’s Journal. 

THE FIRST LESSON. 

No teaching like a mother’s I—no lessons 
sink into the virgir. soil of childhood so deep: 
ly as those learnt at the loving mother's 
knee ; the seed sown thus and then may be 
hiddea for years, but it still lives and influen- 
ces the life and actions of the learner ever 
thereafter. 1ll fares it with the man who 
has no remembrance of kneeling as a child 
beside his mother's kaee, and learning his 
first lessons from Aer lips—he knows nothing 

olone of life’s holiest memories ; and great 
1s the responsibility of that. mother who con- 
fides her child’s first teachings to another— 
Who allows a stranger to write on the tablets 
of her child’s mind that which will bias «ts 

“whole life career, and be as indestructible as 
the minditself. ‘I'he lives of the great men 
of history, most of them—and when we. say 
great men, we understand good men—prove 

"this; they have looked back to the time when 
their teacher was their mother, and thence 
have traced a silent influence that was ever 
about’ ‘them —a “still small voice” heard 
amid the loud turmoil of busy life; and 
though 

Chances mack’d and changes fill'd the cup of 
alternation, 

. that chiefly led them onward, and set them 
in high places in sight of their fellows. And 
all great men have loved the memory of those 
.mothers: other loves may bave possessed 
them—the love of honor, ol fame, of woman 
~—but the love of her who framed their child- 
ish accents, and formed their minds, has tian- 
scended all—set as a star apart, and worship: 
ped when they looked to heaven. = Otherloves 
may fall “into the sere, the yellow desfi— 

may have been mingled with suffering, and 
have left regret and disappointment behind; 
but this, beginning with the first breath of be- 
ing, ends only with its last. Years will steal 
eauty from the mother’s brow, light from 

her eye, and leave whitened hair and feeble 
footsteps. but, what of that 2—when the three 
score years and ten, attended, it may be, 
With sorrow and trouble manifold, are ended, 
and poorly chequered with scanty joys, and 
the boy who knelt at her knee has grown in- 
10 a man experienced in the world’s many 
ways, her love for him is fresh as ever; and 
his. for her will have but grown warmer 
deeper: then looking on that conntenance, in 
which still lingers the early beauty that had 
clothed it as with.a glorious garment, he may 
teel as. did one whose filial love found such 
words as these to picture his mother in her | 
matron solitude—* Hail to thee, my parent! 
as thou sittest there, in thy widow's weeds, 
in the dusky parlour in the house overgrown | will, upon his.way. Thus even in the wilds 

. with the lustrous ivy of the sister isle, the | of Siberia, the memory of our Washington 1s 
solitary honse at the end of the vetired cout, 
shaded by lofty poplars. « 
of the oval face. olive complexion, and Gre. 

Hail to thee! dame 

cian forehead ; by thy table seated, with the ! 
mighty volume of the good Bishop Hopkins 
spread out before thee; there is peace on thy 
countenance, the true peace: peace around | 
thee, too, in thy solitary dwelling. No more 
earthly cares and affections now, my mother! 

Yes, one. Why dost thou raise thy dark and | 
still brilliant eve hom the volume with a! 
somewhat startled glance? What noise, is 
that in the distant street 2. Merely the noise 
of a hoof; a sound common enough : it (draws 

nearer—nearer, and now it stops before thy 
gate, Singular! And now there is a pause 
—a long panse. Ha! thou hearest some- 

thing—a footstep, a swift but Leavy footstep ! 
toou risest, thou tremblest: there is a hand 
on the pin of the onter door, there is some 
one in the vestibule ; and now the door of thy 
apartment opens ; there is a reflection on the 
mirror behind thea—a travelling-cap, a grey 
head, and a sun-burnt face—: My dearest son ! 
—* My darling mother” @ Yes, the mother 

THE GLEANER 

From Chambers's Edinburgh Journal. 

THE FLOWERS OF GOD. 

BY REV. JAMES GILBORNE LYONS, L.LD 

« Consider the lilies of the field.” 

Tur welcome flowers are blossoming, 
. In joyous troops reveal’d; ° 
They lift theirdewy buds and bells 

In garden, mead, and field; 
They lutk in every sunless path 
Where forest children tread ; 

They dot. like stars, the sacred turf 
Which lies above the dead. 

They sport with every playful wind. 
That stirs the blooming trees. 

And laugh on every fragrant bush, 
All full of toiling begs. 

From the green marge of lake and stream, 
Fresh vale and mountain sed; 

They look in gentle glory forth— 
The pure sweet flowers of God. 

They come with genial airs and skies; . 
In summer's golden prime, 

And to the stricken worl give,back 
Lost Eden’s blissful =lime. 

Outshining Solomon they come, 
; And go full soon away, 
But yet, like him they meekly breathe 
True wisdom while they stay. 

.I{ God.” they whisper, smiles on us, 
And bids us bloom ‘and shine, 

Does He not mark, oh faithless man ! 
“Fach wish and want of thine ? 

Think, too, what joys await in Heaven 
The blest of human birth, 

When rapture such as woos thee now, 
+ Can reach the bad on earth m 

Redeemer of a fallen race! 
Most merciful of kings! 3 

Thy hallowed words bave clothed with 
power S 

Those frail and beantegus things. ! 
All taught by Thee, they yearly speak i 

Their message of deep love, 
Bidding us fix for life and death, 
Our hearts and hopes above. 

From “ A Visit to Moscow, by an Ameri- 
’ can.” 

SIBERIAN EXILES. 

Arter church ‘we drove out beyond the 
limits of the city to a prison where the exiles 
to Siberia are confined previous ‘to their de- 
parture. Every Sunday a number of these 
exiles set out on foot, under a guard of sol- 
diers, for their last home on earth : and who- 
ever comes to Moscow from abroad to see 
its sights, is generally present at one of these 
sad spectacles. Upon sending my card into 
the superintendent of the prison, I was imme. 
diately let within the gate, and I found my- 
self in the yard where the exiles or prisoners 
were already assembled previous to their 
starting off, which generally takes place at 
two o'clock. They were standing, two deep 
in a line, and there were about twenty in all. 
Each prisoner had on a coarse grey overcoat, 
and a cap of the same coarse cloth. There 
was one ‘woman among the prisoners. My 
valet immediately conducted me to an old 
gentleman who was standing near the priso- 
ers, and who, he said, was the * prisoners’ 
best friend.” = He received me very kindly.— 
This gentleman is an old Russian, formerly 
possessed of riches, which he got rid of in 
doing good to his fellow men, who visits the 
prison every Sunday from pure philanthropic 
motives to attend to the wants of the prisan- 

ers, and aid them, as lar as he is able, with 
the small sums of money which he collects 
for them during the week. He is a man of 
education, and speaks French perfectly. 
Almost the first words he spoke to me 

wele— 
* These poor unfortunates haye reason to 

remember your noble, your good Washing: 
ton.” 
His remark surprised me—1 could not un- 

derstand it—when he explained that George 
Washington was the founder of a library 
which now gives to every exile a good book 
to take with him to bis dreary home. It was 
Washington who originated the idea and fur- 
niched the first sum of money towards estab- 
lishing a fund for procuring” books to be giv. 
en to the Siberian exile. And now, not an 
exile starts upon his long and wearisome 
journey without his book to read if he 

precious. and will endure forever. 
While we were talking, I observed a be- 

nevolent old Russian merchant approach the 
exiles aud distribute among them some pieces 
of money from the bag he held in his hand. 
From my observations I am prepared to say 
that the Russians are very generons. 1 con- 
tributed a might for the poor fellows, which 
they thanked me for. 1 ascertained fiom 
Mr G—, the prisoners’ friend, the offences for 
which they were geing to Siberia. The 
greater part of them were to go to the ** colo- 
nies,” so called, where they were "to remain 
but they would ‘have their liberty. I also 
learned from Mr G— that some of these co. 

lonies were very flourishing. On their arri- 
val. the exiles are furnished with a tract of: 
land, which they must cultivate or starve. | 

Among the number was one poor fellow who 

was sent for smuggling. There was oneve- 

ty hard case among them—that ofa peasant, 
or serf, for whom, because he had not worked i 
and paid to his master a yearly revenve for 
the last three years, his master had procnied | 
an exile to Siberia! This poor fellow was, 

recognised in the distiit street the tramp of { heavily chained about his feet. But the. 

ker son-wanderer’s horse. hardest part of the story is yet to be told. The 

! and here stood upon the spot 

poor peasant had a wife and. two little chil- 
dren—one quite an infani—and she and her 
little ones were to accompany him in bis ex- 
ile! The mother and children were seated 
in a rude iittle cart, drawn by one horse, and 
they were 10 follow the prisoners as they 

4 went onwards. One of the prisoners was to; 
work for life in the mines :—his crime was 
murder. ‘The: woman had killed her child ; 
through shame she strangled it at its birth. 
She was a young woman. I pitied her, and 
was glad 10 learn that she was only an exile 
to the colonies. The prisoners appeared to 
be all well clothed. The hair from half the 
head of each prisoner was shaven. 

All things being now 1eady, the good old 
man addressed the exiles, exhorting them to 
be patient on the road, and to obey without a 
muimur the orders. of the officers. They 
then all turned to the cross upon the dome of . 
the prison chayel, and repeatedly bowed and 
crossed theroselves. The order was now 
given to take up the line of march; and 
these poor fellows, * fiesh from the knout 
and recent fiom the chain,” filed off one by 
one, and each man was counted as he left 
the yard. Anived outside the wall, a guard 
of soldiers and four mounted Cossacks re- 
ceived them. Here they stopped for a mo- 
mént, and here | witnessed a heart rending. 
scene, © A poor old woman had been anxious-. 
ly: awaiting the exit of the exiles from out. 
the yard ; and when at last: they came out 
she saw a brother and a son in their gang. 
She uttered a shriek, and fell upon the ground 
raving most piteously, clutching the: earth, 
then looking to the exiles, and making the. 

| air ring with her screams, till the druan beat 
and the: prisoners. marched off. She then 
rose, ‘and followed on after the procession, 
crying and sobbing very heard, but she was 
not permitted to approach near those so dear 
toher, Nota word could she say to them ; 
nol even a last farewell was allowed. 

1 stood upon the bill and watched the ex- 
iles ull they were out of sight. Some of 
them were in tears as they went along.— 
Trey walk about fifteen miles a day, which 
is not: so-much as I supposed. Alter this’ 
scene the like of which [do not care about 
witnessing again, 1 diove to Sparrow-hills ; 

x I where Napole- 
onand his army, joyous with anticipations 
never to be realised, saw the first of the old 
Tartar city. 1 could imagine their feelings 
when, after the dreary journey they had made 
and the toils they had endured, ‘the beauti. 
ful city burst wpon their sight, Under any 
cireumstances, the view from Sparrow hills 
is hardly equalled, in its kind, ir, the world 3 
and what must have been Napoleon's feel- 
ings as he gazed upon the Kremlin and the 
gilded domes that. surround it, and thought 
that he was soon to be master of them all ! 
I could fancy him exclaiming with delight, 
“Now will the dream of my ambition be. 
satisfied ; 1 bave conquered all Europe, and 
Iam now about to have Asia within my 
rasp 1” 

- And now I traced him and his veterans on 
their march. 1saw his army cross the Mos- 
kova, whose sluggish stream was at my feet, 
and upon the other side of the river, stop at 
the large convent of the Devrtchei, whose 
walls, turrets and battlements remain now as 
then, and rest for the night; and I saw it ad- 
vance in the moining towards the city, meet. 
ing with no opposition on its way, becoming 
masters of the thrones and palaces from the 
Tartar kings, ill the cry of “fire!” broke 
out from palace, temple, and hovel, and the 
devouring element forced the invaders to 
withdraw. 
The afternoon was beautiful :—the sun 

was at my back, and its beams were thrown 
across and over the entire city’; the gold and 
silver domes and crosses of the churches 
seemed as ifon fire, and the thousand stars 
that dotted the green and the blue minarets 
looked like balls ot fire. I was lost for a mo- 
ment in the grandeur of the view. 1 cannot 
describe it to you, or impart the sensations 
which it awakened in me. At one time I 
thought T was dreaming, and was having a 
view of the “golden city.” Then, casting 
my eyes to the Kremlin, the wars of the an. 
cient ‘['sars, and Ivan the Terrible, rose up to 
my imagination ; and then I thought of the 
conflagration of Moscow ! and I saw the 
stern child of destiny bimself, mounted upon 
his snow-white steed, with folded arms aud 
flashing eyes, gazing upon the wonderful city 
which cost him the lives of so many of his 
veteran guard to behold. . 

ANECDOTES OF CHILDHOOD, 
Tue features of Mary’s childhood which 

she most distinctly remembers, is an intense 
thirst for knowledge, a natural inclination to, 
ask. Why ? What for ? What makes it so? 
In consequence of Jwhich many of her ac- 
gaintances styled her little Migg Whywhy, 
and I believe thought hera troublesome child; 
for often has she retired into her little bed. 
room and wept bitterly, when one or other of: 
the, love questions have been met by the 
reply: i 

“ Don’t ask such silly questions. Chil 
dren should not. be inquisitive.” And again 
and again did'she resalve that she would ask 
no more ; but a child's resolution is feeble,’ 
and the promptings of. a natural disposition 
are strong, and: therefore her friends were 
still annoyerl by her queries. 
One day Mr Mond, an. intelligent gentle- 

man, Who thought it not beneath him to 
spend his time in doing good 19 tase of whom 
our saviour said, ** Suffer them to come un-: 
tome, and forbid them not,” was present, 
when some persons were speaking, of a * div- 
ing bell” 

and he heard too the reply—" Oh, sucha tiny 

and heard little. Mary ask—¢ What. 
prevents the water getting into the-bell "+ 

Child can’t understand these {hings—don’ 
ask such questions.” “The color ni in He 
y's cheeks, the tears into her eyes ; and with a.thiobbing heart she was about once .more to enter her little room, and there renew her weeping and her resolution, when Mr Mond 
took: ‘her hand, drew her toward him, and 
placing her upon his knee, said soothingly— 
* My dear little girl, [will tell you all about 
the diving bell presently} you may ask ques- 
tions, only’ not when any one is speaking.” 
The readers must reralt their own childish 

feelings, to understand how gieat was Mary's 
Joy when she thus: heard, for the first time, 
that at was not wrong to ask questions She 
wiped her eyes,and in the fulness of her 
heart. threw her tiny arms round Mr M.s 
neck, saying—* Then 1 will never again ask 
questions when any one:is speaking”. And 
although she was not-at that time six years 
old, I believe she kept her. promise, and with 
gratitude remembe®, that to this valued friend 
With his amiable wife, she is indebted for the 
Purest enjoyments of her childhood, for they 
taught her also that she might, young asshe 
Was, dig for knowledge in-her own mind and 
often find it. for the digging. They encourag- 
edher too to hope that she might one day be- 
come as wise and good as she often desired 
With earnestness to be. 1f all who have to 
do with little children would thus care for 
them, how much of early sorrow and later 
worthlessness would be avoided. 

THE SEVLARK. va 
Bisnor Hall, whose Whitings are especial 

rich in reference to the analogies iin Bor 
be observed between things natural and spi- 
ritual, makes this allusion to the skylark :— 
How nimbly doth that Tittle lark mount up, 
singing towards heaven in a right line ; while 
the hawk which is ‘stronger of body and 
swifter of wing, towers up by many grudual 
compasses to his highest pitch ; that bulk of 
body and length of wing hinders a direct as. 
cent, and iequires the help of both air and 
scope fo advance his‘flight. Just so it is with 
the souls of men “in‘ flying up to heaven. 
Some aye hindefed by Wa powers which 
would seem helps to their soaring up thither. 
Great wit, decp judgment, quick apprehension 
send men about with no smalf labor for the 
recovery of their own incumbrance ; whiie 
the good affection of plain and simple souls, 
raises them up immediately to the fruition of 
God. Why should we ‘be proud of that 
which may slacken‘our way to glory 7—why 
should we be disheartened with te small 
measure of that, the very want wheieof may, 
as the ‘heart may be affected, facilitate our 
‘Way to Lappiness ? 

DIE QUINCY ON STYLE. 
PERHAPS it will shock the reader, cer- 

tainly it will startle him, when 1 declare so- 
temly my conviction, that no two consecutive 
pages can be cited from anyone of the very 
best English authors, which is not difignred 
by some gross equivocation or imperfection 
of structure, such ag leaves the meaning open, 
perhaps, to be inferred from the context, but 
also so ‘little expressed with verbal rigor, or 
with conformity to the truth of logic, or to 
the real purpose, that supposing the passage 
to involve a legal interest, and in conse- 
quence to come under a judicial 1eview. it 
would be set aside for want of internal cohe- 
tency. Not in arrogance, but under a deep 
sense of the incalculable injuries done to 
truth, emall and great, by false management 
of language,” I:declare my belief that hardly 
cne entire paragraph exists in our langnage 
which is impregnable to criticism, even as re- 
gards the one capital ‘interest of logical! limi- 
tation to the main purpose concerned.— Hogg's 
Instructor, © 5 

ANECDOTE OF GEN. JACKSON. 
Tar Hon. —— ~————, who wasa Baptist 

- preacher, and Lieut. Governor, hadat one and 
the same time been in the service of the 
Lord, and of the State of Illinois, becoming 
dissatisfied with the honors or profits, or both, 
of the posts he held, determined to resion 
them, and devote his time and talents to ‘the 
assistance of the administration in carrying 
on the general Government. Accordingly 
he went to Washington and laid his case be- 
fore the President. He stated his pretensions 
and wishes, narrated at some length all the 
prominent events of his political life. dwel- 
ling especially upon his untiring devotion to 
the Democratic party, the sacrifices he had 
submitted to, the exertions he had made in 
its behalf; and its consequent indebtedness to 
him, but said not a word of what he had done 
for the cause. of religions General Jackson 
heard the clerical aspirant through in si- 
lence, and . after musing for a moment, put 
the following question to him : 

« Mr-K., are you not a minister of the Gos- 
17, i 
% 1 am, sir,” was the reply. 
“ Then, sir,” said the General, with his 

usual quietdignity, “you hold already a high- 
er office than any in my gilt—an office whose 
duties propesly performed, require your whole 
attention ; and really T think the best I van 
do for you willl be to leave you at liberty to 
devote your whole time to them, for, from 
what you tell me, 1 fear that hitherto they 
have been neglected,” 

4 i ————— 

SECRET oF Cowmrorr—Thotzh some. 
times small evils, like invisible insects, iu- 
flict pains, and a single hair may stop a vast 
machine, yet the chief secret of comfort lies 

not in suffering trifles to vex one, and in pro- 
dently cultivating an undergrowth of ymail 
pleasures. since very few great ones, ulus! 
are let on long leases. Ld 


