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Faor tha Cratch.

Be True.

Be true to thy God! in temptation’s dark hour,
When Satan’s deep wiles round your pathway are set,
. When the tempter each moment seeans gaining new power.,
Oh! thrust him aside; there is bope for you yet.

Remember that trials the soul purify—
That thy Saviour was tempied as thou de’er bust been ;
And think of the glory awaiting o bighy -
' The héro wha has conguered both Satan and sin.

Be troe to thy country ! when dangers sarround
The land thy fathers have gerished to save,—

When trzitors and foes in her borders are found,
And tyranny threatens thy rights to enslave.

Then pauze ol to dream of the pleasures of home, 5
But boldly march forward, Right's champion to be;
Bow the Enee to the God of the righteous alone,
And sheathe not thy sword, till thy country is fres.
Bridgeunter, Fuly 15t 1984,

The Empty Sleeve.

By the moon’s pale lght to a gazing thong,
et me toll a tale—let me sing one song.

"Tis = tale void of aim or plan—

"Jis the simple song of a one-armed man.

'Till this very hour, I could ne'er believe
What a tell-tale thing is an empty sleeve,
What m wierd, queer thing is an empty sleave,

B

Xt tedls, i w silent tome to all,

6 © couniry™s need,—of & coumiry’s call,—
O & kiss and o tear for & child and 4 wife,—
O & harried march for & nation’s life,

Till this very hour, I could ne'er kelieve |
What & tell-tale thing is an empty siceve,

What a, wierd, queer thing s an empty sleeve, |

i telly of & battle-feold of gore—

O e sabre clash—of the cannon’s roar—

O the dendly eharge—of the bugle's note—
1§ the gurgling sonnd in the foemans throat—
8 the whizzing grape—of the fiery shell—

0f & scene, which mimics the scenes of bell.
Vil this wery bour, conld you e'er believe
Wilhat & tell-tale thing is an empty slceve? ®
Wit 3 wiend, queer thing is an emply slesve.

It telty of myviad woonds and sears—

Of a flag with the glorious Sraieus AND Srans,
Wit in G¢2’S own chosen time shall take

Ench place of 2 reg with a rafilesnake ;

AnA it points to a time, when that flag shall wave
Oer the land where there breathes %0 cowering slave..

' God, even in the blood of battles.

To the top of the akies, 1ot ns all then lieave
One prond hnzaa for the enpty sleeve,
For the ope-armed man with the empty sleeve,.

{ with flowers,”” gaid he;

TLamartine on the Religion of Revolution-
ary Men.

% know~1I sigh when I think of it—that hitherto the

{French people have been the least religions of all the na~
;.| tions of Europe.

Is it becanse the ides of God#which
arises from all the evidences of Nature, and from the
depths of reflection, being the profoundest and weightiest
idea of which human intelligence is capable—and fhe
French mind being the most rapid, but the most superfi-
cial, the lightest, the most unreflective of all European
races—this mind has not the force apd severity necessary

| to,carry far and long the greatest conception of the hu-
3. | man understanding ? \

It is beeause our governments havealways taken upon
themselves to think for us, to believe for us, and to pray
for us? It is beeause we are and have been a military
people, a soldier-nation, led by kings, heroes, ambitious
mwen, from battle-field to battle-field, making conguests,
and never keeping them, ravaging, dazzling, charming,
and corrupting Europe; and bringing hdme the manners,
vices, bravery, lightness, and impiety of the camp to the
fireside of the people?

1 know not, but certain it i3 thai the nation has
an immense progress to make in serieds thought i€, she
wishes to remain free. - If we look at the characters, com-
pared as regards religious sentiment, of the great nations
of Europe, America, even Asia, the advantage is not for
us. The greatmen of other countries live and die on the
scene of history, looking upto heaven ; our great men ap-
pear to live and die, forgetting complctely the only idea
for which it is worth living and& dyiui;-uthey liveand die

Flooking at the speciator, or, at most, at posterity.

Open the history of America, the history of Bagland,
and the history of France; read the greni: lives, the great
deaths, the great martyrdoms, the great words at the
hour,whien the ruling thought of life reveals itself in the
last words of the d¥ing—and compare.
~ Washington and Franklin fought, spoke, suffered, as-
ceftded, and descended in their polifical life of popularity
in the ingratitude of plory, in the name of God, for whom
they acted ; and the liberator of America died, confiding
10 God the liberty of the pcdple and his own goul.

Sidoey, the young martyr of a patriofism, guilty of

' nothing it impatience, and who died to expiate his

country’s dream of liberty, said to his jailor—*‘I rejoice
that I die innocent toward the king, but a victim, re-

| sigmed to the King on High, to whom all life is due.’”

The Republicans of Cromwell only sought thd way of

Their politics were
their faith—their reign a prayer—their death a psalm.
One hears, sees, feels,

Buot cross the se2, traverse La Waucha, ecome to our

times, open our annals, and listen to the last words of
| the great political actors of the drama of our liberty.—
| One would think that God was eclipsed from the soul,
| that His name was nnknown in the language.

History
will have the air of an atheist, when she recounts to pos-
terity these annihilations, rather than deaths, of celebra~
ted men in the greatest year of France! The victims
only have.a God; tribunes and lictors have none,

Look at Mirabeau on the bed of death—‘‘Qrown me
“intoxicate me with perfumes.

Let me die to thesound of delitious music’—not & word

that God wss in ali the move- |
| ments of these great peuple .

of God or of hig soul. Sensual philosopher, he desired
only supreme gensualiom, & last voluptuousness of hig
ageny. Oontemplate Madame Roland, the strong-heart=
ed woman of the Revolution, on the cart that conveyed
her to death. She looked contemptuously on the besote
fed people who killed their prophets and sibyls. Not &
glance toward heaven! Only one word for the earth
she was quitting—‘‘ Oh, Liberty !’ .

Approach the dungeon door of the Girondins. Their
last night is & banquet; the only hymn, the Marseil-
laise !

Follow Camille Desmoulins to his execution. A cool
and indecent pleasantry at the trial, and a long impre~
cation on the road to the guillotine, were the two lagt
thotights of this dying man on his way to the last tribu.
nal.

Hear Danton on the platform of the scaffold, at the
distance of a line from God and eternity. “I have had
a good time of it ; letme go to sleep.”” Then to the ex-
centioner, ‘‘you will show my bhead to the people—it ig
worth the trouble!” His faith, annihilation; his last
sigh, vanity. Behold the IFrenchman of this latter
age! .
What must one think of the religious sentiment of a
free people: whose great figures seem thus to march
in procession to annihilation, and to whom that terrible
minister-—death itself-—recalls neither the threatnings
nor promists of God !

The republic of these men withdut a God has quickly
been stranded. The liberty, won by so much heroism
and so much genius, hias not found in France a Con-
science to shelter it, & God to avenge it, a people to de«
fend it against that atheism which has been called-glory.
All ended in a soldier and some apostate republicans
travestied into courtiers. An atheistic republicanism
cannot be heroic. When you terrify it, it bends ; when
you would buy it, it sells itself. It would be very fool-
ish to immolate itself. Who would take any heed ? the
peaple ungrateful, snd God non-existent! So finish
atheist revolutions |—Bien Publique.

J28 A shopkeeper purchased ot an Trishwoman a quans
tity of butter, the lumps of which, intended for pounds,
he weighed in the balance and found wanting, ““Shure,
it's your own fault, if they are light,” said Biddy, in
reply to the complaints of the buyer; *'it's your own fault
sir, for wasn’t it with a pound of your own soap, I bought
here myself, that I weighed them with 2’ Theshopkeeper
had nothing more to say on that subject.

=~ Love is gparingly soluble in the words of men ;
therefore they speak much of it; but one syllable of

| woman’s speech can dissolve more of it than a man's

heart can hold.

Z5~ The Japankse call their ships*Junks; ard yet the
Tyeoon once heheaded an English traveler for calling the
prineiple shipyard at Osaca a junk-shop.

J&r- What inhabitant of a cold climate is contin
ually subjecting himself to an action for damages? The
Icelander (I slander 1) )

PraN.—*1 am agtonished, my dear young lady, at
your gentiments, you make me start,”) “Well, sir, I
have been wanting you to start for the last khour.”




