
The recent missionaries from England have learned noth ing

concerning this colony, onl y in 1816 Dr. Morrison heard of them

from a Mohammedan near Pe-king,* as subsisting in Kae-fung-

foo under their old name of " the religion of cutting out the

sinew," an appellation so appropriately Jewish, that no other

peop le than descendants of Jacob could even assign a reason for

its origi n , if they were to assume the name for any purpose ־

Proceeding, then , from the information given by the Jesuits

alread y mentioned , the account in the following chapters of the

Synagogue , Scri ptures , inscriptions , &c, must be understood

onl y of Kae-fung-foo, and upon the statements there detailed

must be based the after-inquiry, as to whether the people are

Jews or Israelites, that is, whether emigrants from the Assyrian

captivity or the Roman dispersion.

(To be continued.)

BY GRACE AGUILAR,

N IGHT ! solemn Night , what mighty spell is thine ,

That with such thrilling accents to the soul ,
Thou whisperest thy tale of things divine ,

,
Till spring ing upward from this earths control ,

The soaring spirit feels awhile set free ,
Yet clings in fond devotion , Night! to thee.

What deep calm bearest thou in th y starry zone,
In the rich purp le of thy midni ght sky,

'Till the full heart thrills ,neath the solemn tone
Of moaning breezes as they pass and die ;—

Hast thou not eloquence , all , all thine own ,
That sunshine hears not ,—day hath never known ?

* Davis 's Chinese, vol. i. p. 15.
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Nigh t !  lovel y Ni gh t !  I stood in forests d< !יו' .
The wild savannahs of the mi ghty West ,

Where the red Indian rears his reed y fence,
And 'neath far-spreading cedars sinks to rest.

Lulled into slumber by the rush in g  sound
Which far Niag'ra sends on echoes round.

I traced the shadow of the giant trees ,
Moveless in solemn grandeu r 'gainst the sk y,

Or bending slowl y to the fragrant  breeze,
In graceful greeting as it passed them by ;

A young moon smiled in fa int  and t i mid li ght—
All was so calm—I blessed thee , lovel y Nigh t !

I .stood where hol y Jumna 's crystal stream
Gushed softl y 'midst the Brahmin's sacred bowers,

Where its b lue waters in th e moonlight gleam ,
Decked with rich shrubs and nature's love l i e s t  flowe i

Where the bright diamond gl immers  from th e mine,
And the r ich gold decks many a silent shrine ;

Where 'mid the ruins  of a dreamy past ,
Affection's fane its gl i t ter in g dome uprears :

Whose marble terraces d im lus t re  cast

O'er that rich gorgeousness ,—and told of tears ,י

And  !lowers f lung f a r  t he i r  scent and glist'ning light ;—
Where was the loved ? Thou wcrt not changed , oh N ghl

Al l  heavil y and slow my camel paced ,
Where Afric's desert stretched her t r ackless  sand .

Where never glistenin g green the eye hath traced,
Nor gu s h i n g  foun t s  the  wavy p alm h a t h  l imn ed ;—

Al l , all  was drear and desolate around ,
But Ni ght 's deep calm e'en there my .spiri t  bound .

Joyousl y, joyousl y, o'er the blue deep,
The li ght bark seeketh a lovelier strand ,

The whi te  waves dash where rich corals sleep,
And gli t terin g gems deck the yellow sand :

Joyousl y, jo yousl y, the day .sped by,
And smiled o'er the galley the sunset sk y.



And thou , oh soft Night!  th y shadows fell,

Lulling e'en Ocean to sleep on th y breast—

'Till the waves gushed by with a whispering swel l ,

As fearing to wake the deep Ocean's rest ;

And thy stars gleamed forth with such quiv'ring light ,

Still ! still—thou wert changeless, oh lovely Night!

And thou wert beauteous in the Grecian Isles,

Where fragrant myrtle and dark olives twine,

Where o'er rich Dorian fanes bright sunlight smiles.

And blushing roses wreathe the purple vine ;

And d reamy visions with sweet music came,

'Till life seemed changed—thou only wert the same.

Night , solemn Night! faint shadows of the past

Were round me ! Rome with her rich memories,

Embody ing forms, the spell of fancy cast,

'Till voices murmur'd in each passing breeze :

And awed and silenced , sadness o'er me stole,

Calming awhile th' aspirings of my soul.

How changed fair Italy ! how desolate

The paradise of nature , bearing yet

Such sweet sad echoes of a happ ier fate,

Such lingering glory, tho' her sun hath set ;

Oh , what dark changes might that earth unfold—?

Yet thou didst shrine her , Night 1 e'en as thou didst of old.

I stood once more in England's lordly bowers,

And life in youth and loveliness were round ;

No shade of darkness dashed the joyous hours,

Nor grief' s sad echo the full chords had found ;

And glittering lamps of ev'ry varied shade,

A second sunshine of those halls had made.

And music's thrilling notes came on the air,

Waking sweet mem'ries in the wanderer's heart,

And smiles for faithful love were round me there,

Like soft reviving waters, to impart

Coolness to my weary soul. E'en here, oh, Night!

Thou look' st down still , so mildly, beautifully bright.
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There came a voice in answer to that cry,

Which my soul heard in that lone, mournful hour .

In low, yet solemn accents , to reply,

And breathe the myst'ry of her thrilling power,—-

" 1 do but shadow forth the deep, deep Love,

Omniscient , changeless, which waits thee above.

" I but whisper faintly, and from afar,

Low tales of things divine , and softly send

Glimmerings of love und ying in each star,

Which there hath smiled since chaos was at end ;

I tell thee of an Eye whose lightning glance

Embraceth all of earth and heav 'n's expanse ;

" Of Him who know'th not shadow of a change ,

From age to age enduring still the same,

Whose love and truth no mortal can estrange,

Whose might, earth, ocean, sky, aloud proclaim ;—

I bid thee look on hi gh ,—and feel my breast ,

Yearning to fold thee, type of his own rest.

" Day is for earth , its pleasures and its care .

Its toil and sadness till life's dream is sealed ;

Upward each fainting soul , 'tis mine to bear,

'Till things and hopes immortal stand revealed ;—

This, this is mine ! Earth unto day is given ,

But Night hath holier task—her theme is heaven."

(Continued from Vol. I., page 604.)

THE Sabbath morning service is commenced and continued

according to the Minhag Sephardim. The congregation make

!he responses as usual. Previous to returning the Sepher, a

prayer for the government is said in English. After the Yim loc ?

is said audibl y and repeated , the reader pronounces " Mizmor k

David," the choir then sing the Psalm accompanied with th

organ, during which the congregation occasionall y j oin. After

THE CONGREGATIONS OF CFIARLESTON.


