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wisdom, might yield without disgrace, makes 
them declare that nore ever departed from 
them but with increase of knowledge. 

GCOD LISTENERS. 

There are few good listeners in the world 
who make all the use they might make of the 

tombs—among the green mounds and white 
monuments. Many a babe that one year ago 

| held forthits tiny hands to greet her, Les 
there sleeping. 3 
Many a young, bride who waited for hei to 

{ bless her bridal, twelve months ago, is folded 
in the cetements of the grave. He who 
swung his scythe, and carolled a song to her 

understandings ol others, in the conduct of | honor, when iast she was there, he of the 
their own. The use made of the great instru- 
ment of conversation is the display of supen- 
ofity. not the gaining of those mrterials on 
which superiority may rightly and justly be 
founded. 
Every man takes a different view ofa ques. 

tion as he is influenced by constitution; cir. 
cumstances, age, and a ‘thousand other pecu- 
Tiarities , and ne individual ingenuity can eilt 
and examine a subject with as much variety 
and success, as the minds of many men, put 
in motion by many causes, and affected by an 
endless variety of accidents. Nothing, in my 
humble opinion, would bring an understand- 
ing so forward, as this habit of ascertaining 
and weighing the opinions of others: a point 
in which almost all meg of abilities are defici- 
ent, whose firstimpulse, if they are young, is 
too often to contradict; or, if the manners of 
the world have cured them of that, to listen 
only with attentive ears, but with most ebdu- 
rate ard unconquerable entrails. | may be 
very wrong, and probably am so, but, in the 
whole course of my life, I do not know that 
1 ever saw a man ot considerable understand- 
ing respect the understandings of others as 
much as he might have done for his own im- 
provement, and as it was just that he should 
do.— Sydney Smith. 

THE CHURCH PORCH. 

It is a solemn place. Itis impossible to 
sit there, and not think of those who have 
passed through for many generations—the 
pious, the careless, the chance visitor, and the 
villager, who perhaps never heard prayers 
except in that one church; living and dying 
without ever straying from his native place! 
and the very stones worn away by the pacing 
of the feet of those whose prayers in this 
world are over. What congregations have 

poured silently out of the narrow entry, each 
bearing its own impression of the hour; none 
knowing what passed in the heart of his 
neighbour ; none saying, * Brother, what 
smote you ¥' and yet we know that at some 
time words spoken within bave consoled the 
grieving. 1ebuked- the sinful, converted the 
sceptic, or awakened the worldling. And 
the preacher has gooe at last—not knowing 
whether God has called, by the instrumenta- 
lity of his weak voice, one soul nearer hea- 
ven than on the preceding Sabbath, A 
church porch on a summer's evening is a ser- 
mon in itself'—2Mrs. Norton. 

THE PLEASURES OF ENOWLEDGE. 

I appeal to the experience of any man who 
is in the habit of exercising his mind vigo- 
rously and well, whether there isnot a satis- 
faction in it which tells him he has been ac. 
ting up to one of the great objects of his ex- 

istance? The end of nature has been an- 

swered : his faculties have done that which 
they were crested to do—not languidly occo- 
pied upon trifles—not enervated by sensual 
gratification, but exercised in that toil which 

1s so congenial to their pature, and so worthy 
of their strength. A lite of knowledge 1s 
not often a life of injury and crime. Whom 
does such a man oppress * With whose hap- 
piness does he interfere? Whom does his 
ambition destroy, and whom does his fraud 
deceive 7 In the pursnit of science he in- 
jures no man, and in the acquisition he does 
hod to all. A man who dedicates kis life to 
knowledge, becomes habituated to pleasure, 
which carries with it no reproach : and there 
is no security that he will never love that 
pleasure which is paid for by the anguish of 

heart — his pleasures are all cheap, all digni- 
fied, and all innocent: and as far as apy he- 
man being can expect permanence in this 

changing scene, he has secured a happiness 

which no malignity of fortune can ever take 

sway, but which must cleave to him while 

ke lives, amelorating every good, and dimi- 
nishing every evil of his existence.— Sydney 
Smith, 

AUTUMN. 

Sweet Autumn, bright beautiful Autumn is 

here. Behold her hand writing on the leaves; 
1t is traced with a pen dipped in the hues ol 
the rainbow. Hear bow gently she sings the 
requiem of the flowers poor tender things, that 
are perishing because summer is sleeping, and 

eds them no longer to make gariands for 
tier sunny brow. 

Look upon the hills. Autumn and her 
Sprites are busy there ; wherever their dance 
ing feat touched the sward, lo! itis transfi 
red, and a thousand nestling besuties sleep 
In the little hollows they have made, Gaze 

inward to the skies; has snmmer gone there 1 

They are as darkly, as riehly bine, in her so<. 
er mign. Ti ie little ranweis habble to the 
dows, answer back agaia, and tell how 

2 a desolation cometh in the train of 
. and how, il they were little brook 

caren, y would find some dark, warm 

Out of the raach of grasping winter 
brooklets, | 
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of ke ct ren, heed not the wor 

and babbis an contented be 

’ tey are warm, and the sun glitters 
Er very depths. 

Behold again, Automa wraps her mantle of 
scarist aboyt ber form and bows her head ig sor 

ow. Just beyond the enclosure [ see her sha. 

®ony, yet bright, moving like a spirit, while 
the fadir 2 verdure scarcely teak the pressure 
Ae soft tread, And Aatumna is among the 
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manly form, the powerful aim, the noble 
biow, the merry eye of blue, has finished his 
course in his biight spring time, and his 
head is pillowed on a lowly bed. Autumn 
misses the venerable and the aged; she 
pauses by the tall shafts that mark the repose 
of the fallen great ; she kneels by the simple 
headstone of the village clergyman, and her 
fingers play with the {ded chaplet that adorns 
a fathar’s grave. 

Yes, Autom, we have lost our beloved since 
last the fair heavens crimsoned at thy woo- 
ing. Shake from thy golden tresses the pearls 
that summer rains have fashioned there; they 
cadnot repay us for the long absence of that 
darling babe, the death silence ot that cher- 
ished father. Give of thy full store from the 
vintage and fruits glowing under thy smiles 
—they can mever revive that poor frame that 
lies waiting for a final visit from the angles. 
— Boston Olive Brauch. 

THE WORLD HARVEST, 

Trey are sowing their seed in the daylight 
fair, 

They are sowing tieeir seed in the noon-day 
glare, 

light, 
They ate sowing their seed in the solemn 

night, 
- What shall the harvest be ? 

They are sowing their seed of pleasant 
theught ; 

In the spriug’s green light they have blightly 
wrought ; 

They have brought their fancies from wood 
and dell, 

Where the mosses creep and the flower buds 
swell, 

Rare shall the harvest be. 

{ They are sowing the seed of word and 
deed, ‘ 

Which thre cold know not nore the careless 
heed, : 

Of the gentle word and the kindest ceeds 
That have blest the heat in its sorest 

need, 

Sweet shall the harvest be. 

And some are sowing the seeds of pain, 

Of late remorse and a maddened brain ; ~ 
And the stars shall fail and the san shall 

wane, 
Ere they root the weeds [romgtheir soil 

again, 
Dark will the harvest be. 

And some are standing with idle hand ; 
Yet they scatter seed on their native land ; 
And some are sowing the seeds of care, 
Which their soil hath bore and still must 

bear, 
Sad will the harvest be. 

They are sowing their seed of noble deed, 
With a sleepless watch and earnest heed ; 
With a ceaseless hand o'er earth they 

50W, 
And the fields are whitening where'er they 

go. 
Rich will the harvest be. 

bh Sown in darkness, or sown in light, 
Sown in weakness or sown in might, 

Sown in meekness, or sown in wrath, 

In the broad work-field, or the shadowy 
path, 

Sure will the harvest be. 

BOOKS AND TRADITIONS. 
Books ate faithful repositories, which may 

i be a while neglected or forgotten ; but when 
they are opened again, will again impart 

their instruction: memory once interrupted 

is not te be recalled. Written learning isa 
fixen luminary, which, after the cloud that 

has hidden it has passed away, is again bright 

in its proper station. Tradition is but a me 
teor, which, if once falls, cannot be rekindled, 

HERZL EAR 

AFFECTION AND BENEVOLENCE. 

Affection and -benevolence are deservedly 
mentioned together, because when they are 
genuine they never can be separated. A man 

* gifted with these qualities finds power and 

riches real blessings; they furnish him fre- 
; quent opportunities of bestowing buppiness, 

aud consequently of enjoying it in the bigh- 

est degree. Bul even with these advanta. 

| ges, the truly benevolent, in whatever situa 

tion in lie they may be placed, will find 

numberless sources of pleasure and delight 

which to others must be forever unknown. 

All the happiness they see becomes in some 

sort their own. Even under the pressure of 

the greatest difficulties, they can rejoice at 

the good which others enjoy ; far from repi= 
ning al the compaiiron, they find in the 

thought of it a pleasure and satisfaction to 

which no satisfaction of their own can render 

wnsensible, but which, on lhe contra 

10 help them 

them to support those sufferings. Even the 
k aature fills them with a face of ammai 

satisfaction which l.e sensible can never 

th them ins " h 
ty, proves a powerful cordial 

v I! consi- * tis a great fact, and worthy of all consi 

deration, that 

poorest Workers 
ev 

He who promiseth runs in debt. 

They are sowing their seed in the soft twi. | 

( confess that it is one of his unwelcome mi- 

the greatest talkers aie Lge 

= 
# | io its action as the method sell. Think, it 

New Works. 
—— 

From Sermons in the order of a Twelve. 
month, By N. L. Frothingham. 

DISCOURSE ON “COLD.”. 
Aha, Tam warm; I have seen the fire.—Isa- 

iah xliv. 14, 

This is an expression of that natural joy 
which will escape from one in some way or 
other, when from a comfortless apartment, or 
from the frosty street, or from some wintry 
office of obligation. he sees the shining of his 
own hearth, His look will utter it, though 
he may say nothing; his actions will repre- 
sent it, though his chilled fingers may be un- 
able to write it down. * Aha, | am warm, [ 
have seen the fire” If it could be introduced 
thas with an exclamation in the land of Judea, 
that mild Jand, it should certainly be repeated 
in this stern climate with a deep feeling of re- 
lief and thankfulness. - The household gods of 
ancient Jialy were set up about the fireplace 
of each dwelling, as about a sacred spot, de. 
serving to be surrounded with the immages 
of a divine protection; and even now, all 
over the world, altar and hearth are but ano- 
ther phrase tor home, 

After weather of unusval severity, I pro- 
pose to introduce among our religious reflec- 
tions what must have been much in the every 
day thoughts of us all, and to speak of the 
cold. Who can stand before it? asks the 
Psalmist,—¢ before His cold” God eends 
it. He gives it its sharp edge and its piercing 
darts, who has kindled the flames of the sun; 
and he has filled the emith with materials, 
and the mind of man with resources, to repel 
and overcome it. lh is the same Sovereign 
Wisdom and Goodwess in this as in every 
other part of his works. And yet we must 

nisters. We canpot but regard it is among 
the greatest of what we call the natural ene. 
mies of man. Itlocks up the bountiful earth, 
stripping off its beauty and putting to silence 
its sweet sounds, It searches the bones, as 
it were 10 the marrow, with shivering discom. 
forts; and, if allowed %0 do its whole work, 
would cast all the energies of frame and spi. 
rit “into a dead sleep.” ** Who can stand it 1” 
If the intense air that sometimes lies so still 
around us should be stirred into violent mo 
tion,—if it should be as active as it is keen, — 
no flesh exposed to it could resist its icy 
force. Jtis an enemy, then, as we are full 
ready to regard it; but, like all the rest off 
what we account 50 in the natural world, sub- 
servient to high purposes in the holy provi. 
dence of the Lord. It is of vast use in the 
great economy of the world, It tormerts 
many with its long deprivations ; it kills some 
by its sudden eruelties; but it is of indispen- 
sable service in the action of those general 
laws which govern the whole. It calls out 
means and appliances that would else pever 
have been thought of. It braces the strength 
that would otherwise languish.— It summons 4 
up a vigor in the physical, the moral, the in- 
tellectval man, which, but for its anneying 
compulsion, would never bave been attained. 

It is one of the means of renovating the world 
and the race, which it appears tothreaten with 
the finger of death.” 

“I am warm,” says the speaker in the 
text. So would the ground say, if it had a 
tongue, while it lies sheltered under the fleecy 
garments of dazzling whiteness, which the 
very cold has woven for it out of the dark 
mist. Itis not now to be reached by the 
blast. They can only ruflle its coverlid,~the 
“snow like wool,"—under which the germs 
of the spring and the hopes ol the harvest are 
securely sleeping. * I am warm,” repeat the 
animals who are natives of our own tempe 
rate circle, as they take shelter in the hollow 
retreats which their industry has contrived, 
or make their way toward the more genial 
countries whither their instinet directs them. 
“ J am warm,” says the lake and the stream, 
while they are armed with the polished breast. 
plate which has been forged for them, not 
among tbe furnaces af glowing heat, but in 
“ the magazins of the hail.” And here I can. 
net omit calling to your attention to a re- 

markeble fact of the freezing ot water, which 
has nothing to surpass it in the surprising 
wisdom of its ordination, even if it has any 
perfect parallel in the whole economy of na. 
ture. We know it to be a general law of ma. 
terial substances, that they expand with the 
heat and contract with the cold.—The par- 
ticles of water are subjected to this rule, like 
all other particles of matter. But if this were 
allowed to hold on throughout giving way to 
no exception do but reflect what would ke the 
consequences, The drops at the surface, as 

they were successively congealed” would 
sink. The process of freezing would begin at ¢ 
the bottom. Layer after layer would thus be { 
deposited, which no returning suns eould pe. 
nelrate to Gissolve; and the must that the ! 
summer could do would be to wet the face of ' 

the flinty mass. The walter courses would be 
tor ever stopped in their glad ana wholesome 

flow ; ard many a broad river would scarcely 
float a boat upon its plashy shallows. And 
now what has been done to avert such a eala- 
mity? A new law has been instituted, in 

direct contravention of the eld, to meet the | 
exigency of the case, Tne water, precisely at | 
the moment of congelation, breaks away lito | 

the hive of an opposite decres, [t expands 

ard grows light, [It refuses to descend. [i 

rests fixed upon the top, an orhument end a 

tefence. | know not how others may be af. | 
fected by a view like this; but it seems to me | 

10 call tor an adoring acknow!edzement of 

that ail-pervading design, which thus sup- 

plies the wants ol its creation by a special 
departure from its own method. as invariable 
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perchance you hear your water-pitcher snap 
in a frosty night, thatit is an instance and il- 
lustration of that peculiar appointment, whicn 
keeps the fountains from becoming solid in 
their mountain urns, and gives to the wa- 
ter brooks, which would else be panted after 
in vain by man and beast, permission to 
ran. 
“Iam warm,” says, in the last place, man; 

he who commands’ the inferior creatures, he 
who makes a path for himself even over the 
deep, he who compels into his bond-service 
the substances and the elements of the world. 
He cuts down the trees, and makes them do 
him a kinder office by their blaze, than they 
had done before by their shadow. Add bet- 
ter than this; he opens the dark treasures with 
which a gracious Providence has stored the 
lower parts of the earth ; and he finds them 
more precions than the ‘vein for the siiver, 
than * the place of sapphires and dust of gold.’ 
The forests that grew before the flood are 
brought up to bless him from the pits of their 
strange burial. The hardened fragments of a 
former world are made to cherish and enliven 
him in his present residence upon the altered 
globe. He has ‘seen the fire” He provides 
from the materials of Nature's own supplying 
a remedy against its attacks; and the relief is 

e more grateful for the suffering that went 
before it, and from contrast with the bitter- 
ness of the open air.” 

From the History of the Restoration of Mo- 
narchy in France. By Alphonse de La- 
martine. 

PORTRAITURE OF TALLERAND. 
At this period M. de Talleyrand had reach- 

ed that age when the mind, inured to the 
transaction of weighty affairs, still possesses 
all its vigor, and when yeers bestow upon 
man all their authority and past experience. 
He had attained his sixty-second year, and he 
bore his aga lightly, his name proudly. The 
disdain, without superciliousness, which he 
showed for the prejudices of the vulgar, pre. 
vented him from blushing at the contradict: 
ons which public opinion might note or stig- 
matise in his acts. He made a show of the 

st with much assurance, to deprive others 
of the temptation of reproaching him with 
it. He took the attitude of a man who does 
not give himself up to any Government en- 
tirely to be honored and aggrandized by it, 
but who honors and makes great whatever 
Government he consents to seive, and ruins 

when he abandons it. A reflection of the 
grandeur and absolute power of the Empire 
still shone upon him, and it might be thought 
that in him was seen by turns the good and 
evil genius of Napoleon. These men from 
the north and sonth assembled at the Con- 
gress of Vienna in his presence, looked with 
respect upon this remuant of an empire in 
roing, taking precedence of and giving coui- 
sal to ancient monarchies, The unconcern 
of his demeanor, the freedom of his mind, 
the ease of his manner in transacting the 
weightiest affairs, the attraction of his coyn- 
tenance, the simplicity veiling the subtlety, 
the grace of his bearing, the deep meaning 
of his words, the frequent silence creating 
the desire to hear him speak, the almost re- 
gal clegance of his life, the taste for art, the 
exquisite literature, the splendid saloons, the 
prodigal luxury, the magnificent house, the 
unrivalled table, the autocrzcy of fashion, 
gave to the representative of France the au- 
thority of infatuation with nations among 
whom reigned the spirit and imitation of the 
French. All this contributed at Vienna to 
make M. de Talleyrand the arbiter, at once, 
of politics and elegance. 

Prime minister and ambagsador at the same 
time, he had chalked out to himself his own 
intentions, which were submitted to Louis 
XVIII befoer he quitted Paris. This prince 
loved him but little, but he feared him. The 
man who has given a crown to his master 
is an important servant. But although the 
heart of Louis XVIII. was prejudiced at an 
early period against M. de Talleyrand, the 
mind of the King and that of the minister vn- 
derstood and admired each other involuntarily 
in the midst of their susceptibily and mis- 
trust, They were of the same nature and 
almost of the same stamp of mind, both one 
and the other deeply imbued with the aristo- 
ceratical epiiit, though with the revolutionary 
indulgence, and the philosophical complicity 
of the eighteenth century; both masking 
with ease and grace a powerful selfishness, 
oth seeking to please, but ir order to domi- 
neer. Both were lettered men, proud of 
understanding each other above the common 
herd, but fearing each other at close quarters; 
the King, lest he should be obscured by the 
wit of the minister, and the minister. lest he 
should be humbled by the aathority of tie 
King. 

At a distance these two rivalships clashed 
less, A mutual desire of pleasing and sur- 
prising each other made their correspondence 
assiduous, familiar and wnecdolical. The 

King excelled in those light and concise 
letters, where wit appears 1n glimpses, but 
shuns the eye of serutiny. M. de Talleyrand 
lent himself with studied compla 
King's taste. As idle With the hand as he 
was active in mind, baving laid down a rule 
never to write Wis own despatches, that be 
might be a better judge of the work of ar other 

hand, he left his secretaries and confidants, 

and above all M. de Bespadiere, to draw un 
all the official documents, and a! 
correspondence with the ministers in Paris. 
He reserved to himself the confidential Ietters 
to the King, which were full of portraite of 
characters, and of anecdotes of the princes, 
and plenipotentiaries of the congress; = 
gecret journal of ail the couris of Europe. 
wherein the private life of the sovezeigns beld 
a more prominent place than the negociations 
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