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th
e

amiable and excellent sentiments h
e displays , folding thee in her fa
r
-reaching presence , shall
th
e

overflowing kindness o
f

h
is

heart ,and the pen- shed her dewy calmness upon th
y

soul , and shall
sive morality scattered among his descriptions , soothe and comfort thee like the words o

f
a loved

serve to enliven them with something o
f
a personal one .

and tender attractive hue .
I cannot g
o

A FRAGMENT .

Where universal Love smiles not around ,

Sustaining a
ll yonorbsand a
ll

their sons ; They were sitting b
y

the light o
f
a fi
re , in the

From seemingevil still educinggood ; twilight hour ; and around them , in the room , there
And better thenceagain, andbetter still was that mystic appearance , which ever accompa

In infinite progression.

nies such a
n hour , in such a place . The shadows

The scholar , the friend a
n
d

the idle dreamer , ap- continually changing with th
e

fickerings of the
pear a

s conspicuously a
s

th
e

bard . The very fa
-

fi
re ,moved through the room like d
im phantoms ;

miliarity o
f

th
e

scenes and circumstances , to which a
n
d

th
e

very sound o
f

th
e

wood fire's wavering

th
e

poem is devoted , is attractive . It is worthy of flame ,was mystic . And over her beautiful coun
note , that we a

re

a
s easily interested b
y

what is tenance , now revealing it wholly , now partially ,

exceedingly familiar , as by th
e

novel a
n
d

extraor- came thatmagic light , as she gazed pensively o
n

dinary . If a writer does n
o
t
“ o'erstep th
e

modesty th
e

fi
re ; shadowing forth in her face , the d
im me

o
f

nature , ” we like h
im a
ll

th
e

better fo
r

treating lancholy o
f

heart ,and the looking in
to

the vast a
n
d

o
f what is very near to us . T
h
e

curiosity o
f

th
e

shadowy past , an
d

th
e

veiled future , which then
multitude is not extensive . The most universal

were there . There they sat together : he talked
sympathy is that devoted to what is adjacent . to her in hi

s

lo
w , spiritual , sweet voice , of past

Cervantes rose to fame b
y

describing th
e

manners times , of all they h
a
d

mutually undergone and fe
lt ,

o
f his own country . There a
re

hundreds who fol- though not intimate a
t

that time , ye
t
, in the same

lo
w

Thomson with delight over th
e

every -day place a
n
d

scenes . And thus was she girt , aswithscenes o
f

the earth , to one who soars with Milton

a
n atriosphere o
f

a
ll

the feelings springing from
beyond it

s

confines . Hence it has been sa
id

that th
e

contemplation o
f

the past . The mystic hour

“ the Seasons look best a little torn and dog's- unclosed her heart ; and free from a
ll

but tender
eared ; " and a man of genins who saw a copy in emotions , it was open to him , who with h

is

lo
w

this condition o
n

the window -seat of an al
e
-house , voice , thus exhibited before her , so much in which

exclaimed— “ th
is

is fame ! ” Paul Jones was a de- they sympathized . And when h
e
went o
n in that

voted lover o
f

this poem . What a contrast must same hour , gradually to declare h
is deep love fo
r

it
s

peaceful beauty have presented to the scenes o
f

her , overcome b
y

the tenderness o
f
her emotions ,

violence and danger in which h
e delighted !

a
t

the time , she plighted him her affections .
The varying popularity o

f

celebrated works is Williamsburg , Va . G.

to b
e

accounted for principally b
y

their distance o
r

vicinity to the associations o
f

each age . We
sometimes yawn over Ariosto's battles and knights , THE OLD NEW.ENGLAND MEETING -HOUSE .
while we are often kindled and charmed b

y

Childe
Harold . Chivalric enterprises belong to the past ;

but a tour through Switzerland and Italy , is among
They a

ll

are passingfromtheland ,

Those churchesold and gray ,

the common achievements o
f

the day . And thus In which our fathersused to stand
Thomson is indebted to his faithful pictures o

f

In years gone b
y
to pray-

Nature's annual decay and renovation , fo
r

his co
n

Theyneverknelt , thosestern ol
d

men ,

tinued estimation a
s
a poet . Who worship'd a
t

our Altars then .

“ Remembrance o
ft

shall hauntthe shore , No , all thate'en the semblancebore
When Thames in summer-wreaths is drest , O

f

popedom o
n

it
s

face ,

And oft suspendthe drippingoar , Our fathers , as themen of yore ,

T
o

bid his gentlespirit rest . " Spurned fromthe holyplace
Theybow'd theheart alone in prayer ,

And worship'dGod thus sternlythere .

And therewas one ,mymind recalls ,

GRIEF . Where , when a little child ,

Imark'd with awe its ol
d

graywalls ;

0 ! if thy heart be full of grief and despair , g
o

And breathed, a
ll

fresh andwild

forth in the twilight ,under the leaves of th
e

forest ; Such prayers a
s

reachtheholy throne ,

fo
r

the breeze fanning softly these leaves , shall From childhood'strusting lips alone .

whisper a soothing unto thee : the stars shining It was a church , low -built and square,

through their interstices , shall shed their own With belfryperched o
n high ,

And n
o unseemlycarvingsthere

brightness upon thy soul - telling thee that a
ll

T
o

shockthe piouseye
earthly things pass quickly away ; that the hea Thatbeltrywas a modest thing ,

vens only , are eternally bright , and the night in In which a bell wasmeant to swing .

BYMRS . SEBASMITH.
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I saywasmount- for neverthere
Churcli-goingbell " was heard

No long-drawnpeal to call to prayer
Disturbid the forestbird
Thewind through it

s

smallarches rung ,

But never there a bell washung .

'Throughcoarsegray plastermight be seen
Oak timbers largeand strong ,

And thosewho rearedthemmust havebeen
Stout inenwhen theywere young
For oſt l've heardmy grandsirespeak ,

Howmen were growing thinandweak .

The frosts o
f eightyyearshavepassed

Upon thatgrandsire'shead
He scems a fineold relic cast
From days that longhave fled ;
Alas thathe should seethe day ,

That rent thoseoaken planksaway .

His heartwas twined , I do believe ,

Round every timberthere
For memoryloved a web to weave
Of al

l

the youngandfair ,

Who gather'dtherewitli him to pray
For many a long , long Sabbathday .

He saw again h
is youthfulbride

His white -hair'dboys oncemore
All walk'd demurelyside b

y

side ,

As in thosedays o
f yore .

Alas ! thoseloys a
re

old and gray ,

And shehath pass'd in death away .

It stood , likemany a countrychurch,

Upon a spaciousgreen ;

Whence style andbye -path g
o
in search

Of cot thehills between.

The rudestboorthat turf would spare ,

And turn asidehis teemwith care .

I smile ,with no satiric smile ,

As I eachgroup review ,

Thatcame b
y

many a long , longmile

In garinentsfresh andnew ;

The Sundaydress , the Sunday air ,

The thorough-greasedand Sundayhair .

The straight , stiffwalk , with Sundaysuit ,

The squeakingleathernshoe ,

The solemnair o
f

man andbrute ,

As each theSabbathknew ;

The consciousair a
s pass'd themaid ,

The swains collecied in the shade.

The femalesenterstraightthedoor ,

And talk with thosewithin
The elders o

n

lownmatterspore ,

Nor deem it deadlysin .

And now the Pastor , graveand slow ,

Along theaisle is seen to g
o
.

Down drop thechildren from the scat ,

The groupsdispersearound
Pew doorsareslam'd , and gatheringfect
Give out a busy sound
The soundingpipe andviol string
No longerthroughtheold church ring .

I do rememberwith what awe
That pulpit fill'dmine eye ,

As throughthe balusters I saw
The sounding-board o
n high .

Thosebalusters !-a childish crime-
Alas ! I've squeak'd in sermontime.

That sounding-board ! to me it seem'd

A cherubpoised o
n high-

A mystery I almostdeemd
Quite hid from vulgareyc ;

And thatold Pastor ,wrapt in prayer ,

Look'd doubly awful 'neath it there .

I see it al
l

oncemore ; oncemore
That lengthen'dprayer I hear-

I hear the child's foothick the door

I see themother'sfear-
And that longknotty sermontoo ,

My grandsireheard it al
l

quite through .

But a
s
it deepergrew , and deep

He alwaysused to rise
He would not , like thewomen, sleep
But stoodwith fixed eyes ,

And look intent uponthe floor,

Tohear eachdark point o'er and o'er .

Hard thinkers were they, those o
ld

men ,

And patient too , Iween
Long wordsand knotty questionsthen
Butmacle ourfatherskeen .

I doubtme iſ their sonswould hear
Such lengthysermomons year b

y

year .

But a
ll

are passingfastaway
Thoseabstrusethinkers 100
Old churches, with their walls o

f gray,

Must yield to somethingnew
Be -Gothic'd things , a

ll

neatandwhite ,

Greet everywhere the traveller'ssight .

And stern o
ld

men with hearts o
f

oak ,

Their b
e
d
-roompeusmustquit ,

And like degenerate, commonfolk ,

In cushion'd slipmust sit-

'Twas sacrilegemost monstrous, vile ,

T
o

tear away that o
ld

oak pile .

'Twas sound in every joint andsill ,
I've heardmy grandsiresay-
Andhard theywork'dwith rightgood-will ,

T
o pull it
s planksaway .

Youngmen were they ,who little cared
How oldmen felt -- how ol

d

men fared.

A
y
, pull themdown , as well y
e

may ,

Those Altars sternand old
They speak o
f

thoselong -pass'daway ,

Whose ashcsnow are cold .

Few , few are now thestrong -arm'dmen ,

Who worship'd a
t

our Altars then .

And they reproachyou with their might ,

The pious , proudand free-
The wise in council , strong in fight ,

Who neverbow'd theknee .

And thosegray churchesonly stand

A
s

emblems o
f

thathardy band .

Then pull themdown , and rear o
n high

New -fangled, painted things
For thesebutmock themodern eye ,

Thepastaroundthemrings .

Then pull themdown andupwardrear ,

A pile like thosewho worship here .

Not sternand simple like therace
Now passingfast away ,

But painted, varnish'dthings in place ,

Like thosewho come to pray-
Who keep the outward formwith zeal-
Forget theheart , but learn to kneel .


