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PREFACE.

A VoLUME of Recitations sefficiently varied to be available
for school purpases as well as the public platform, which em-
braces modern and standard p:cees, and which is published at
a price calculated to place it within the reach of aii, will,
it is presumed, meet with a commensurate support. In
“ Routledge’s Popular Reciter” these objects ave sought te
be® omained, while for those whose attention is directed
to the hymorous in prose and verse, its companion volume,
¢ Routledge’s Comic Reciter,” will be available.

It is gratifying to the Editor, while thanking the owners of
the Copyrights of many pieces introduced in the following
pages for permission to include them, to acknowledge also the
obligation he is under to the scveral authors of recognised
Tositign who have favoured him wth original covtributions,
and thus enabled kim to present his rcaders with more novelty
than is usually found in similar publications.

. JrE. C
otring Hill, 1867.
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BISHOP HATTO AND THE RATS.
Rosert SouTrey.

[Eminent as a poet, biographer, historian, and scholar. § ymetime
Pogg Lgureate. Born 1774 ; died 1843.]

Tur summer and autumn had been so wet,
t in wintgr the corn was growing yet,

*Twas a piteous sight to see all around

The corn lie rotting on the ground.

Evi the starving poor

‘I‘hcyeryc(:::vded around Bishop Hatto’s door,
For he had a plentiful last year’s store,
And all the neighbourhood could tell

His granaries were furnished well.

At last Bishop Hatto appointed a day

To quiet the poor without delay,

He bade them to his great barn repair,

And they should have food for the winter_there.

Rejoiced the tidings good to hear,

The poor folks flocked from far and near,
The great barn was full as it could hold

Of women and children, anq young and old.

‘Then when he saw it could hoM no moré,
Hatt he made fast the door,

And whilst for mercy on Christ tmall, ;

He set fire to the barn and burnt théin all.
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I’ faith, ’tis an excellent bonfire! quoth he,
And the country is greatly obliged-to r’e,
For ridding it in these times forlorn

Of rats that only consume the corn.

So then to his palace retufned he,

And he sate down to wgpct merrily,

And he slep# that night like an in.nocent an;
But Bishop Hatto never slept again.

In the moming as he entered the hall,
Where his picture hung against the wall,
A sweat like death all over him came,
For the rats had eaten it out of the frame.

As he look’d, there came a man fro#h his farm,

He had a countenance white with alarm.

My lord, I opened your granaries this morn,
_And the rats had eaten all your corn.

Another came running presently,

And he was as pale as pale could be,

Fly! my lord bishop, fly! quoth he,
Ten thousand rats are coming this way=—-
The Lord forgive you for yesterday !

I’ll go to my tower on the Rhine, replied he,
*Tis the safest place in Germany;

The walls are high, and the shores are steep,
And the tide is strong, and the water dgep.

Bishop Hatto fearfully hastened away,

And he cross’d the Rhine without delay,

And reach’d his tower in the island, and barr’d
All the gates secure and hdrd.

He laid him down and closed his eyes~

But soon a scream made him atise,

He started, and saw two cyes of flame

On his pillow, from whence the screaming can:(

He listen’d and look’d ;~it was only the cat;
But the bishop-he grew more fearful for that,
For she sate screaming, mad with fear,.

At the army of rats that were drawing near.

For tiley have swiim over the river so dw,
And they ha chmb'd the shores sossteep,

To ﬂfe hoB m:lm dw‘{:mvl
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Down on Hs knees the bishop fell,

And faster and faster his beads did he tell,

As louder and louder drawing near

T'he saw of their teeth without he could hear,

And in at the windows, and in at the door,

And shrough the walls, by thousands they pour,
Andedown from the ceiling, and up through the floot,
From the right and the left, from behind and before,
From within and without, from above and below,
And all at once to the bishop they go.

They have whetted their teeth against the stones,
And now they pick the bishop’s bones,

They gnawgd the flesh from every limb,

For they were sent to do judgment on him 1

e

THE DEATH OF PAUL DOMBEY.
CuariLes Dickens.

[Authr of the ¢ Pickwick Papers,” and that long serics of prose
fictions which has placed him at the head of living novelists. Born
1812.]

Paur had never risen from his little bed. He lay there, listening
to the noises in the street, quite tranquilly; not caring much how
the time went, but watching it, and watching everything about him
with observing eyes. When the sunbeams struck into his room
through the rustling blinds, and quivered on the opposite wall like
golden water, he knew that evening was coming on, and that the
sky was red and beautiful. As the reflection died away, and a
gloMM went creeping up the wall, he watched it deepen, deepen,
deepen into night. Then he thought how the long streets were
doeted with lamps, and how the peaceful stars were shining over-
head. His fancy had a strange tendency to wander to the river,
which he knew was flowing through the great ¢ty; and now he
thought how black it was, and how deep it wouid sk, reflecting
the hdlts of stars—and more than all, how steadily it rolled M; to
meet the sea.

As.it grew later in_the night, ang) footsteps in the street became
0 rare that he could hear them coming, count ther as they passedy
and lose them in the hollow distance,he would lic and watch the
many-coloured, ring®about the candle, indgwait patiently for day.
His only trouble was, the swift, and rapid giver. , Fe felt forted,
soryetimes, to try to stop it—=to stem it with “his childish hands—or,
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ghoke Its way with sand—and when he saw i coming on resistless,
he cried out. But a word from Florence, who was always at his
side, restored him to himself; and ledning his poor headepon’ her
breast, he told Floy of his dream, and smiled.

When day began to dawn again, he watched for the sun; and
when its checrful light began to sparkle in the room, he p'ctured to
himself—pictured ?—he saw the high church towegg rising up into
the momins sky, the town reviving, waking, starting into \ife once
more, the river glistening as it rolled (but rolling fast as evr), and
the country bright with dew. Familiar sounds and cries came by
dlegrees into the street below; the servants in the house were roused
and busy; faces looked in at the door, and voices asked his atten-
dants softly how he was. Paul always answered for himself, I am
betttr, Iam a great deal better, thank you! Tell papasol” By
little and little, he got tired of the bustle of ghe day, the noise of
carriages and carts, and people passing and repassing; and would
fall asleep, or be troubled with a restless and uneasy sense again—
the child could hardly tell whether this were in his sleeping or his
Iukins' fidm®ins—of that rushing river.  Why, will it never stop,
Floyk?”hc would sometimes ask her. “It is bearing me away, I
think.

But Floy could always soothe and reassure him; and it was his
daily delight to make her lay her head down on his pillow, and*¥a¥e
some rest. “You are always watching me, Floy. Let me watch
you now ! They would prop him up with cushions in aCzorner of
his bed, and there he would recline the while she lay beside him;
bending forward oftentimes to kiss her, and whispering to thosc
who were near that she was tired, and how she had sat up so many
nights beside him. Thus the flush of the day, in, its heat and light,
would gradually decline; and again the golden water would be
‘dancing on the wall.

He was wvisited by as many as three grave doctors—they used to
assemble downstairs, and come up tpgether—and the room was so
quiet, and Paul was so obscrvant of them (though he never asked of
anybody what they said), that he even knew the difference i.. the
sound of their watches. But his interest centred in Sir Parker
Peps, who always took his seat on the side of the bed. For Raul
had heard them say long ago, that that gentleman had been with
his mamma whey she clasped Florence in her arms, and died. And
he could nu forget it now. He liked him for it. He was not
afraid.c The people round him changed as unaccountably: as on

t first night at Dr. Blimber’s—except Florence; Florence never
changed—and what had been Qii' Parker Peps was now his father,
sitting with his,head upon hismand. Old Mrs. Pipchin, dozing in
an easy~chair, ofttn changel to Miss Fox, or his aunt; and Paul
was quite content to shut his eyes again, and sce what happened
next withont erpotion. But this figure with its head upon its hand
returned 30 often, and?remained 5O long, and sat so still and solema,
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never speaking, never being spoken to, and rarely liting up its moo,
that’ Paulsbegan to wonder languidly if it were real; and in the
night-time saw it sitting there with fear. *

“Floy,” he said, “wiat is that?” « Where, dearest?” “There!
at the bottom of the bed.” “‘Phere’s nothing there, except papal”
The figure lifted up its head, and rose, and coming to the bedside,
said——* Mv o gn boy, don’t you know me?” Paul looked it in the
fac e »n == gpht, Was this his father?  But the face, so altered to
s thinking, thrilled while he gazed, as if it were in pain ; and
before he could reuch out both his hands to take it between them,
and ‘draw it towards him, the figure turned away quickly from the
little bed, and Went out at the door. Paul looked at Florence with
a fluttering heart, but he knew what she was going to saysand
stopped her with his face against her lips. ‘The next time he
observed the figure sftting at the bottom of the bed, he called to it,
*“ Don’t be so sorry for me, dear papa; indecd 1 am quite happy !”
His father coming, and bending down to him—which hg did
quickly, and without first pausing by the bedside- saukheld him
round the neck, and repeated these words to him scveral times, and
very earnestly; and Paul never saw him again in his room at any
time, whether it were day or night, but he called out, “Don’t be so
s8¢f$ for me; indeed | am quite happy.” This was the beginning
of his always saying in the morning that he wus a great deal begger,
and thatghey were to tell his father so.

How many times the golden water danced upon the wall; how
many nights the dark dark river rolled towards the sea in spite of
him ; Paul never counted, never sought no know. If their kindness,
or his sense of it, gould have increused, they were more kind, and he
more grateful cvery day ; but whether they were many days or few,
appeared of little moment now to the gentle boy. One night he
had been thinking of his mother, and her picture in the drawing-
room downstairs, and had thought she must have loved sweet
Florence better than his father did, to have held her in her arms
whee she felt that she was dying; for even he, her brother, who had
such dear love for her, could have no greater wish than that. The
trajn of thought suggested to him to inquire if he had ever seen his
mother; for he could not remember whether they had told him yes
or no, the river running very fast, and confusing hjs mind. “ Floy,
did I ever seec mamma?” “No, darling; why? %Did I never
see u:? kind face, like mamma’s, looking at me when I wasa baby,
Floy?” he asked, incredulously, as if he had some vision of a fice
before him. * Oh yes, dear!” * Whose, Floy ?* * Your old
purse’s; often.” And where is fly old nnm?x gaid Paul, “Ie
she dead too?  Floy, are we all dead, encept you ¥’

There was a hurrpin the room, for an insmt—-loﬁ:', perhaps 3
but it seemed no more~~then all was still aglin ; and Florence, with
heg, face quite colourless, but smiling, beld hd head upon her arm,
Her arm trembled very much  “ Show me that old purse, Floy, if*
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you please!” *“She is not here, darling. She shall come to-
morrow.”——*Thank you, Floy I ' -

“And who is this? Is this my old nurse?” said the child,
regarding with a radiant smile a figyre comling in. Yes, yes! No
other stranger would have shed thosc tears at sight of him, and
called him her dear boy, her pretty boy, her own poor blighted
child. No other woman would have stooped down by his bed, and
taken up his wasted hand and put it to her lips and breast, as one
who had some right to fondle it. No other woman would have so
forgotten cverybody there but him and Floy, and been so full of
tenderness and pity. “Floy, this a kind good face,” said Paul.
;;cl am glad to see it again, Don’t go away, old nurse! Stay

rel”

“ Now lay me down,” he said; “and Floy, gome close to me, and
lc} me sce you!” Sister and brother wound their arms around:
each other, and the golden light came streaming in, and fell upon
themy, locked together. “How fast the river runs, between its
green baftks MRd the rushes, Floy! But it’s very near the sea. 1
hear the waves! They always said so.” Presently he told her
that the motion of the boat upon the stream was lulling him to
rest.  How green the banks were now, how bright the flowers grow-
ing on them, and how tall the rushes! Now the boat was it %t
seag but gliding smoothly on; and now there was a shore before
them. Who stood on the bank? He put his hands toether, as
e had been used to do at his prayers. He did not remove his arms
to do it; but they saw him fold them so, behind her neck.  * Mamma
is like you, Floy; I know her by the face! But tell them that the
print upon the stairs at school is not divine epough. 'The light
about the head is shining on me as I go!™

The golden ripple on the wall came back agan, and nothing else
stitred in the room. Theold, old fashion! The fashion that came
in with our first garments, and will last unchanged until our race
has run its course, and the wide firmament is rolled up like a scroll.
The old, nld fashion—Death! Oh, thank God, all who see {.; for
that older fushion yet, of Immortality! And look upon us, angels
of young children, with regards not quite estranged, when the swift
river bears us to the ocean!

(BySpermission of Messrs. Chapman and Hall.)
———
CASABIANCA, THE ADMIRAL’S SON.

Wins. Hzmans,

A celebrated Englith ; ber ©Life and Works ™ are pub-
&l(ud in seven Yolumes.' mm; died 1835.]

At the bathie of the Nile, 17¢8, the French Admirat, in the
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Orient, ordered his son Casabianca (2 Iad about thirteeh years of age)
rot to quit Jiis post until he told him, In the course of the action,
the admiral was kilitd, the ship caught fire, and was blown up. ,The
buy, unconscious that his, father was dead, remained at his post, and
permitted himself to be launched mto eternity, rather than disobey his
father’s orders.,

Tut boy stood on the burning deck,
Whence all but him hgd fled ;
The flame that lit the battle’s wreck,
Shone round him o’er the dead :
Yet beautiful and bright he stood,
As born to rule the storm ;
A creaturg of heroic blood,
A proué, though child-like form.

ThY flames roll’d on—he would not go
Without his father’s word ;

That father, faint in death below,
His voice no longer heard.

He call’d aloud :—* Say, Father! say
1t yet my task is done ?”

He knew not that the chieftain lay
Unconscious of his son.

¢ Speak, Father!” once again he cried,
“1f I may yet be gone ?

And ”5-but the booming shots replied,
And fast the flames roll’d on,

Upon his brow he felt their breath,
And in his waving hair,

And look’d from that lone post of death
In still yet brave despair !

And shouted but once more aloud,
“ My Father, must | stay
While o’er him fast, through sail and shroud,
The wreathing fires made way; -
They wrapt the ship in splendour wild,
They caught the flag on high,
above the gallant child,
Like banners in the sky.

Ry o e
was

Ask of the winds, that fir sround

- With fragments strew’d the sea®~
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With mast, and helm, and peffnon fair,
That well had borpe their part;

But the noblest thing which perish’d there;
Was that young faithful heart!

LOUISE ON THE DOOR-STEP.
_ANoNYMOUS

Havp-pasT three in the morning!
And no one in the street ,

But me, on the sheltering do8r-step
Resting: my weary feet :

Watching the rain-drops patter

,  And dance where the puddles ruu,

As bright in the flaring gaslight

As dewdrops in the sun.

There’s a light upon the pavement—
It shines like a magic glass,
And there are faces in it
That look at me and pass.
Faces—ah ! well remembered
In the happy Long Ago,
When my garb was whitc as lilies
And my thoughts as pure as snow,

Faces ! ah, yes! I see them—
One, two, and three—and four—
‘That come in the gust of tempests,
And go on the winds that bore.
Changeful and evanescent,
They shine *mid storm and rain,
Till the terror of their beauty
bl.ie» deep upon my brain.

One of them frowns; I know him,
With his thin snow-white haigyes
Cursing his wret daughter
That drove hfn to despair.
" tl‘::r la i wns g
téar-s!
selobe e cowarcs ey

And.nhi.pem’ ,, Pmdue.



The Mother and her Dying Child,

They pass,Z=they melt in the ripples,
- And I shut nhxeine eyes, that burn,
0 escape ai f vision

That follt:‘é‘s where’er I tumn—
"The face of a false degeiver

That lives and lies; ah, me!
Thowgh 1 see it in the pavement,

Mocking my misery

They are gone !—all three {—quite vanished
Let no one call them back !

For I've had enough of phantoms,

. And my heart is on the rack!

God help me in my sorrow ;
But therg,~in the wet cold stone,

Smiling in heavenly beauty,
1 see my lost,\mine own!

There, on the glimmering pavement,
With eyes as blue as morn,

Floats by the fair-haired darling
Too soon from my bosom torn,

She clasps her tiny fingers—
She calls me sweet and mild,

And says that my God forgives me
For the sake of my little child,

1 will go to her grave to-morrow,
And pray that 1 may die;
And I Hope that my God will take me
Ere the days of my youth go by,
For 1 am old in anguish,
And long to be at rest,
With my little babe’ beside me
And the daisics on my breast.

THE MOTHER AND HER DYING CHILD,
N. P. Wi,
[A popular American writer, Bogp 1817 ; died 1867.)
Tuzy bore him to his mother, and he lay
Upon her kned till noun—and theén hg died!

She had watched every breath, and kept her hym!
Sodt on his forehead, ind gazed in upon®
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The dreamy languor of his listless

And she th lat:gugack all his snnneyyf:’nds,
And kise’d his delicate lip, and lifted him

Into her bosom, till her heart grew strong—
His beauty was so unlilfe death! She leaned
Over him now, that she might catch the low
Sweet music of his breath, that she had |earned
To love when he was slumbering at her side
In his unconscious infancy——

 So still!
Tis a soft sleep. How beautiful he lies,
With his fair forehead, and the rosy veins
Playing so freshly in his sunny cheek !
How could they say that he would die! Oh, God!
I could not lose him! I have treasured all
His childhood in my heart, and even now,
Asehe has slept, my memory has been there,
Counting like treasures all his winning ways—
His unforgotten sweetness ;—

“ Yet so stillt

How like this breathless slumber is to death}
I could belieye thht in this bosom now
There was no pulse—it beats so languidly!
1 cannot sce it stir; but his red lip!
Death would not be so very beautiful!
And that half smile—would death have left that there
—And should I not have felt that he*would die?
And have I not wept over him—and prayed
Morning and night for him ?~-and could he die ?——
No—God will keep him! He will be my pride
Many long years to comé, and this fair hair
Will darken like his father’s, and his eye
Be of a decper blue when ke is grown;
And he will be so tall, and I shall look
With such a pride upon him! He to diet®
And the fond mother lifted his soft curls,

nd¥miled, as *twere mockery to think

hat such fair things could perish—

~Suddenly
Her hand shrunk ffom him, and the colour fle
Froln: her fix'd Kp, and her supporting knees
‘Were shook beneath her child. Hgr had touched
His forehedtd, as she dallied with bis hajr—
Ang it way ookl—likm:h{lﬂ Slow, very slow,
Came the misgiving that her child was dead.

Iy
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She sat a moment, and her eyes were closed

In asdumb prayer for strength, and then she took
His little hand and prest it carnestly—

And put her lips to his—and look’d again
Fearfully on him—und then, bending low,

She whisper'd in his ¢ar *“ My son !—my son!”
And as the echo died, and not a sound

Broke on the stillness, and he lay there still,
Motionless on her knee—the truth would come!
-And with a sharp, quick cry, as if her heart
Were crushed, she lifted him and held him close
Into her besom-~with a mother’s thdught—

As if death had no power to touch him there !

—ee

THE TRAVELLER AND THE ADDER.
A PERSIAN FABLE.

A TRAVELLER passing through a thicket, and seeing a few sparks
of a & which some passengers had kindled as they went that way
before, made up to it. On a sudden the sparks caught hold of a
bush in thcgnidst of which lay an adder, and set it in flames,  The
adder intreated the traveller’s assistance, who tying a bag to the end
ot his staff, reached it and drew him out; he then bid him go where
he pleased, but never more be hurtful to men, since he owed his
life to a man’s compassion. The adder, however, prepared to sting
him, and when he ex'postuluted how unjust it was to retaliate good
with evil, I shall do no more (said the adder) than what you men
practise every day, whose custom it is to requite benefits wigh in-
gratitude. If you can deny this truth, let us refer it to the first we
meet. The man consented, and Seeing a tree, put the question to
it, in what manner a good turn was to be recompensed? If you
mean according to the usage of men (replied the trec), by its con-
trary, I have been standing here these hundred years to protect
them from the scorching sun, and in requital they have cut down
my branches, and are going to saw my body into planks. Upon
this, the adder insulting the man, he appealed to a nd evidence,
which was granted, and .immediately they met a cow. “The same
demand was made, aud much the same answer given, that among,
men it was certainly s0; I know, it said the cow, by woful expe-
rience; for I have seived a man this long time with milk, butter,
and cheese, and brought him besides a mif every ye4r; but now I
am old, he turns me into6 this pasture, with the design to sell me to
a butcher, who will shortly makean end of meo The traveller upon
this sood confounded, but desired of courtesy gne moere trial, to be
finally judged by the next beast they should meet. This happened
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to be the fox, who upon hearing the stry in all its circumstances,
vould not be persuaded it was possible for the adder to get into so
narrow a bag. ‘The adder to convince him, went m°agnm, the fox
thid the man he had now his enemy in his power, and with that he
tastened the hug, and crushed him to pieces.

PR

MIDNIGHT AT SEA.

Prorefor WiLson.

[Known as ¢ Christopher North,” a great critic and poet. Many
years Editor of Blackwood's Magasine. Born 1783 ; died 1854.]

[From the ¢ Isle of Palms.”]

‘It is the midnight hour :—the beauteous Sea,
Calm as the cloudless heaven, the heaven discloses,
While many a sparkling star, in quiet glee,
Far down wnhln the watery sky reposes.
Asf the ocean’s heart were stirr’d

‘With inward life, a ' sound is hmrd,

Like that of dreamer murmuring in his sleep; -
’Tis partly the billow, and partly the air,
‘That lies like a garment floating fair

Above the happy Deep.

‘The Sea, I ween, cannot be fann’d

By evening freshness from the 1and,

For the land it is far away ;

But God hath will'd that the sky*born breeze
In the centre of the loneliest seas

Should ever sport and play.

The mighty Moon she sits above,

Encircled with a zone of love,

A zone of dim and tender light

That makes her wakeful eye more bright:
She seems to shine with a sunny ray,

And the night looks like a mellow’d day!
The gracious mistress of the main

Rath now an undisturbed reign.

And from her silent throne looks dm,

As upon children of her own,

On the waves that lend their gentle breast

In gladnes for k 2r couch of rest!

irit si&ps amid the calm
'Iige? ofé?.m delight;.
And that she pe'er may wake sglin,
But fof ever hang &’er the lovely mai
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And adore the fovel night.

Suge conscious of an earthly frame,

She glides away like a lambent flame,

And in her bliss she sings ;

Now touching softly the ®cean’s bicast,
Now mid the stars she lies at rest,

As if she %ail’d on wings!

Now boMi as the brightest star that glows
More brightly since at first it rose,

Looks down on the far-off flood ;

And there, all breathless and alone,

As the sky where she soars were a world ot her swn,
She mocketh the gentle Mighty One

As he lies in his quiet mood,

““ Art thou,” she breathes, “ the tyrant grim
That scoffs at human prayers,

Answering with prouder roaring the while,
As it rises from some loncly sle,

‘Through groans raised wild, the hopeless hymn
Of shipwreck’d mariners ?

Oh! Thou art as harmless as a child
Weary with joy and reconciled

For sleep to change its play ;

Apd now that night hath stay'd thy race
S‘:ilw wander o’er thy placid face,

As if thy dreams were gay.”

And can it be that for me alone

The main #nd heavens are spread ?

Oh! whither, in this holy hour,

Have those fair creatures fled

To whom the ocean plains are given,

As clouds possess their native heaven?
The tiniest boat that ever sail’d

Upon an inland lake

Might through this sea without a fear
Her silent journey take,

Though the helmsman slept as if on land,
And the oar had dropp’d from the rower’s Mnd.

,How like a monarch would she glide,

While the husht billow kiss’d her side
‘With low and lulling tone,

Some stately ship, that from afar
Shone su like a rising star, |
With all her bravery on! ,
List! how in murmurs of delight
The blessed airs of heaven jnvite

The joyous bark to pass one night

13
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Within their still domain ]

O grief! that yonder gentle moon,
‘Whose smiles for ever fade so soon,
Should waste such smiles in vain.

Haste ! haste! befpre the moonshine fies,
Dissolved amid the morning skies,

While yet the silvery glory lies

Above the sparkling foam ;

Bright, mid surrounding brightness, ‘Thou,
Scattering fresh beauty from thy prow,

In pomp and splendour come !

And lo! upon the murmuring waves
‘A glorious shape appearing !
A broad-wing'd vessel through the showet
Of glimmering lustre steering !
As if the beauteous ship enjoy’d
‘The beauty of the sea,
She lifteth up her stately head
And saileth joyfully.
A lovely path before her lies,
A lovely path behind;
She sails amid the loveliness
Like a thing with heart and mind.
Fit pilgrim through a scene so fair,
Slowly she beareth on ;
A glorious phantom of the deep,
Risen up to mect the moon.
The moon bius her tenderest radiance fall
On her wavy streamer and snow-white wings,
And the quiet voice of the rocking sea
To cheer the gliding vision sings.
Oh! ne’er did sky and water blend
In such a holy sleep.
Or bathe in brighter quietude
A roamer of the deep.
So far the peaceful soul of heaven
Hath settled on the sea,

seems as if this weight of calm

ere from eternity.
O World of Waters! the steadfast earth
Néer lay entranced like Thee!

me a vision Wild and bright,
t sails afhid the still moon.light
At the dreaming soul’s commasd ?
&m.a barne by magic gales,

| nigea with gbssamery sails,
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And bound for Fairy-land 2

Ah 1o :—an carthly ficight she bears

of jT and sorrows, hopes and fears;
And lonely as she seems to be,

Thus left by herséif on thg moonlight sca,
In loneliness that rolis,

She hath g constant company

In sleep,or waking revelry,

Five hundred human souls!

e —

THE SOLDIER’S RETURN.
SusANNA Bramire.

[A Scottish puetess, who wrote towards the c'ose of the last
century. ]

Tue wars for many a month were o’cr
Ere I could reach my native shed ;
My friends nc’er hoped to see me more,

And wept for me as for the dead.

Ae 1 drew near, the cottage blazed,
The evening fire was clear and brighg,
As through the window long I gazed,
And saw each friend with dear delighe.

My father in his corner sat,
My mother drew her useful thread ;
My brothers strove to make them chat,
My sisters baked the houschold bread.

And Jean oft whispered to a friend,
And still let fall a silent teas;

But soon my Jessy’s grief will end,
She little thinks her Harry’s near.

What could I do? if in I went,

Surprise would chill each tender heart ;
Some story then I must invent,

And act the poor maim'd goldier’s part.

I drew a bandage o’er my face,
And crooked up = lying knee; «
And soon I found in that best
Not one dear friend knew aught of fe.
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1 ventured in;—T'ray wagg¥ his teil,-

' He fawn’d, and to my mother ran:

* Come here!” she cried, ““ what can h®a"
While my feign’d story I began.

1 changed my voice to that of age:

“ A poor old soldier lodging crages;”
The very name their loves engage, »

“ A soldier ! aye, the best we have.”

My father then drew in a seat;
“You're welcome,” with a sigh, he said.
My mother fried her best hung meat,
And curds and cheese the-table spread,

*1] had a son,” my father cried,
“ A soldier too, but he isgone ;"

# Have you heard from him " I 1eplied,
“1 left behind me many a one;

# And many a message have 1 brought
To families I cannot find ;

Long for John Goodman’s have I sought,
To tell them Hal’s not far behind.”

“QOh! does he live!” my father cried ;
My mother did not stay to speak ;
My Jessy now 1 silent eyed,
‘Who sobb’d as if her heart would break.
L ]

My mother saw her catching sigh,
And hil her face behind the rock,
While tears swam round in every eye,
And not a single word was spoke.

*He lives indeed ! this kerchief see,
At parting his dear Jessy gave;

He sent it fur, with love, bysr:w,'
To show bhe still escapes the grave.”

An arrow, darting from a bow,

Could not more guick the token reachs
The patch from off my face I drew,

And gave m)avoice its well-known specchs

@ My Jessy Cear 1” 1 softly said,

She gazed and answer'd withea sight
My sisters louk’d, as half afraid ;

My mgther fainted quite for joy.
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My father danced around his son,
Jy brothers shook my hand away

My mother said “ her glass migtit run,
She cared nov now how soon the day.”

“ Hout, woman!” cried my father dear,
“A ﬁedding first, I'm sure we’ll have;
I warrant we’ll live 2 hundred year,
Nay, may be, lass, escape the gravel”

TRUTM AND INTEGRITY
Arcupisior TILLOTSON.

[A celcbrated pulpit orator, preacher to the Society of L.ncoin’s
Inn. Born 1630; died 1694.]

Trwawt and integrity have all the advantages of appearance, and
many more. If the show of anything be good for anything, I am
sure the renlig is better; for why does any man dissemble, or seem
to be that wilich he is not, but because he thi it good to have
the qualities he pretends to?  For to counterfeit and dissemble,
15 to put on the appearance of some real excellency. Now, the best
way for a man to scem to be anything, is really to be what he would
scem to be. Besides,®it is often as troublesome to support the
pretence of a goud quality as to have it; and if a man have it not,
it is most likely he will be discovered to want it; and then all his
lubour to seem to have it is lost. There is something unnatural m
painting, which a skilful eye will eisily discern from native beauty
and complexion,

1t 1s hard to personate and act a part long; for where truth is
not at the bottom, nature will always be endeavouring to return,
and wilt betray herself at one time or other. Therefore, if any man
think it convenient to seem good, let him be so indeed, and then
his goodness will appear to every one’s satisfaction;®for truth is
convincinggand carries its own light and evidence along with it, agd
will not only commend us to every man’s conscience, but, which is
much more, to God, who searcheth our hearts. So that, upon all
accounts, sincerity is true wisdom, ParBcularly as to the affairs ot
this world, integrity hath many advantages over all .the artificial
modes of dissimulation gnd deceit. It is tuch the plainer and
easier, much the safer and more secure way of dealing in the world;
it hath less of trouble and difficulty, ofsentanglemdnt and®perplexity,
of dangér and hazard, in it; it is the shortest and nearést way to
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our end, carrying us thither in a straight line, and will hold out and.
last longest. The arts of deceit and cunning cgptinually grow
weaker, and less effectual and . serviceable to those that practise
them ; whereas integrity gains strength by use; and the more and
longer any man practiseth it, the greater service it does him; by
confirming his reputation, and encouraging those with whom he
hath to do to repose the greatest vonfidencé® jn him, which is an
unspeakable advantage in business and the affaig of Life.

A dissembler must always be upon his guard, and watch himselt
carefully that he do not contradict his own pretensions; for he acts
an unnatural part, and thercforc must put a continual force and
restraint upon himself; whereas he that acts sincerely hath 74
easiest task in the world, because he follows nature, and so is put vo
no trouble and care about his words and actions: he needs not in-
vent any pretences beforehand, nor makesexcuses afterwards for any-
thing he hath said or done.

But insincerity is very troublesome to manage. A hypocrite
hath so many things to attend to as makes his life a very perplexed
and intricate thing. A liar hath need of good memory, lest he
contradict at one time what he said at another. But truth is
always consistent with itself, and needs nothing to help it out: it
is always near at hand, and sits upon our lips, and is read 2o drop
out before we are aware; whereas a lie is troublesome, and one
trick needs a great many more to make it good.

Add to all thig, that sincerity is the most compendious wisdom,
and an excellent instrument for the speedy despatch of business.
It creates confidence in those we have to deal with, saves the labour
of many inquiries, and brings things to an issue in a few words.
It is like travelling a plain beaten road, wiich commonly brings a
man sooner to his journey’s end than by-ways, in which men often
lose themselves. In a word, whatever convenience may be thought
to be in falsehood and dissimulation, it is soon over; but the incon-
venience of it is perpetual, because it brings a man under an ever-
lasting jealousy and suspicion, so that he is not believed when he
speaks truth, nor trusted when perhaps he means honestly. When
a man has once forfeited the reputation of his integl‘ity‘ nothing
will then serve his turn, neither truth nor fulsehood.

Indeed, if a man were only to deal in the world for a day, and
should .nev!x have occasion to convers¢ more with -mankind—never
wore need their good opinion o1 grod word, it were then no grea®
matter (as far as respects the arirs o this world) if he spent his
reputation all at once, and ventured it at one throw, But if he be
to continue in the world,%nd would have the advantage of reputas
tion whilst he is in it,éet him make use of sincerity in all his words
:t)hd actions;"f(g‘m;thing tl;xut t;)is willﬂ boldnout to the end. All

er arts will faid; but truth and i wi a man thro
and bear fim 0wk to the lase ey il Aty e
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BISHOP BRUNO.

RoBErT SoUTHEY.

Bisuor Bruno awoke in ¢he dead midnight,’
And he heard his heart beat loud with afiright s
He dreargt he had rung the palace bell, .
And the sound it gave was his passing kriell

Bishop Bruno smiled at his fears so vain,

He turned to sleep, and he dreamt again:

He rung at the palace gaté once more,

And Death was the porter that open’d the door.

He started up at the fearful dream,

And he heard 8t his window the screech owl scream
Bishop Bruno slept no more that night—

Oh! glad was he when he saw the daylight!

Now he goes forth in proud array,

For he with the emperor dines to-day;
There was not a baron in Germany
That went with a nobler train than he.

Bgfore and behind his soldiers ride, -

The people throng’d to see their pridg

They bow’d the head, and the knee they bent,
But nobody blest him as he went.

So he went on stately and proud,

‘When he heard a voice that cried aloud,

Ho! ho! Bishop Bruno! you travel with glee—~
But I would have you know, you travel to me!

Behind and before, and on either side,

He look'd, but nobody he espied.

And the bishop at that grew cold with fear,
For he heard the words distinct and clear.

And when he rung at the palace bell,
yHe almost expected to hear his knell3
And when the porter turned the key,
He almost expected death to_see.

But soon the bishop recovered s glee,
For the empgror welcom’d him royally 5
Aud now the tables were spread, and ¢here
‘Were ¢hoicest wines and dainty fare,

ca
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And now the bishop had bless’d the meat,

» When a voice was heard as he sat in his ggat—
With the emperor now you are dining ir: gler,
But know, Bishop Bruno, yqn sup with me!

‘The bishop then grew pale with affiight,
And'suddenly lost his appetite;

All-the wine and dainty cheer

Could not comfort his heart so sick with fear,

But by little and little recovered he,
For the wine went flowing merrily,
And he forgot his former dread,
And his cheeks again grew rosy red.

‘When he sat down to the royal fare
Bishop Bruno was the saddest man there,
But when the masquers entered the hall
He was the merriest man of all,

Then from amid the masquer’s crowd

‘There went a voice hollow and loud— <
You have passed the day, Bishop Bruno, with glé?
But you must pass the night with me!

[+
His chu.ks grow pale and his eye-balls glare,
And stiff round his tonsure bristles his hair;
‘With that there came one from the masquer’s band,
And he took the bishop by the hand.

‘The bony hand suspended his breath,

His marrow grew cold at the touch of Death;
On saints in vain he attempted to call,
Bishop Bruno fell dead in the palace hall,

e

ON DEATH.
St Witrtam Drummonp, of Hawthornden,

[Born 1585 ; died 1649. A celebrated Scotch writer of prose and
verse, greatly distinguished ‘for his beautiful sonnets.
[}

DzatH is the violept estranger of acquajntance, the eternal divorcer
of marriage, the ravisher of the children from their parents, thestealer
of parents® from their children, the interrer of fame, the sole cause
of forgetfulness, by which the living talk of thos . <one dway as of
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many shadows. or age-%orn stories; all strength by it is en.
feebled, beauty turned into deformity and rottenness, honour into
contempt, glory Mo baseness. It is the reasonless breaker off of
all ‘actions, by which we enjoy no more the sweet pleasures of earth,’
nor gontemplate the stately revolutiogs of the heavens. The sun
perpetually setteth, stars never rise unto us. It, in one moment,
robbeth us of what with so great toil and care in many years we
have heaped togethed; by this are successions of lineages cut short,
kingdons left heirless, and greatest states orphaned. It is not over-
come by pride, soothed by flattery, tamed by entreaties, bribed by
benefits, softened by lamentations, nor diverted by time. Wisdom,
save this, can prevent and help everything, By death we are exiled
from this fair city of the world; it is no more a world unto us, nor
we any more a people unto it. The ruins of fanes, palaces, and
other magnificent frames yield a sad prospect to the soul, and how
should it without horror vic the wreck of such a wonderful master-
piece as is the body ?

That death naturally is terrible and to be abhorred it cannot well,
and altogether be denied ; it being a privation of life, and not a
being, and every privation being abhorred of nature and evil in
itself, the fear of it, too, being ingenerated universally in all creatures :
yet I haye often thought that even naturally, to 2 mind by nature
only resolved and prepared, it is more terrible in conceit than in
verity ; and at the first glance, than when well pried into; and that
rather by the ®eakness of our fantasy, than by what is init; and
that the marble colours of obsequies, weeping,«gg funeral pomp,
(which we ourselves paint it with) did add much more ghastliness
unto it than otherwise it hath. To avert which conclusion, when
I.had gathered my wandering thoughts, 1 began thus with
myself.

If on the great theatre of this earth, amongst the numberless
number of men, to die were only proper to thee and thine, then un-
doubtedly thou hadst reason to repine at so severe and partial a
law; but since it is a necessity from which never any age bypast
hath bee: exempted, and unto which they which be, and so many
as are to come, are thralled (no consequent of life being more com-
mon ang familiar), why shouldst thou, with unprofitable and nought-
availing stubbornness, oppose so inevitable and necessary a condi.
tion? This is the highway of mortality, and our ggneral home.
Behold what millions have trod it before thee, what myltitudes
shall after ®hee, with them which at the same instant run, '~ &0
universal a calamity (if death be one) private complaints cannot be
heard; with so many royal palaces, ‘it j§ no loss to see thy poor
cabin burn. Shall the heavens stay their ever-rolling gvheels (for
what is the motion of them but the motidh of a swift and ever-
whirling wheel, which twineth forth, and again-uprolleth our life), and
hold still time to prolong thy miserable days, # if the highest ot
their working were to do homage unte® thee? Tfly deatb. is a pace
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of the order of this all,* a part of the life of this world; while the
world is the world, some creatures must die, andmgthers take life
Eternal things are raised far above this sphere of generation ank
corruption, where the first r, like an ever-flowing and ebbing
sea, with divers waves, but the same water, keepeth a restless ‘and
never-tiring current ; what is below, in the uniyersality of the kind,
not in itself doth abide: Man a long line of yegrs hath continued,
this man every hundred is sweptaway.t This globe, environed with
air, is the sole regian of death, the grave, where everything that
taketh life must rot, the stage of fortune and change, only glorious
in the inconstancy and varying alterations of it, which, though many,
scem yet to abide one, and being a certain entire one, are ever many.
The never-agreeing bodies of the elemental brethren turn one into
another; the earth changeth her countenance with the seasons,
sometimes looking cold and naked, otler times hot and flowery.
Nay, I cannot tell how, but even the lowest of these celestial bodies,}
\that mother of months, and empress of seas and moigture, as if she
were a mirror of our constant mutability, appeareth (by her too great
nearness unto us) to participate of our changes; never seeing us
twice with that same face; now looking black, then pale and wan,
sometimes again, in the perfection and fulness of her beauty, shining
over us. Death no less than life.doth here act a part, t&2 taking
away of what is old being the making way for what is young. This
carth is as a table-book, and the men are the notes; the first are
washilh out that_pew may be written in. Thgy who forewent us
did leave a room for us, and should we grieve to do the same to
those which should come after us? Who, being suffered to see the
exquisite rarities of an antiquary’s cabinet, js grieved that the cur-
tain be drawn, and to give place to new pilgrims? And when the
Lord of this universe hath showed us the amazing wonders of this
various frame, should we take it to heart, when He thinketh time,
to dislodge? This is His unalterable and inevitable decree: as we
had no part of our will in our ehtrance into this hte, we should not
presume to any in our leaving it, but sobeny learn to grill that
which He wills, whose very will giveth being to all that it wills;
and reverencing the Orderer, not repine at the order and laws, which
al-where and always are so perfectly established that who would
essay to correct and amend any of them, he should cither make
them worse br desire things beyond the level of possibility. All
that is necessary and convenient for us He hath bestowrd upon us,
and freely granted; and what He hath not bestowed nor granted us,
neither is it necessary nor convenient that we should have it,
1f thou gost complain fnat there shall be a time jn which thou

-:-%ie'gnim' jes has continued for though

uman species has contins many years,

ndtivign}o?thel&c is cut offbefore a hundred years yun zhei'm
tmoon,
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shalt not be, why dost thBu not also grieve that there was a timg in
which thou wast not, and so that thou are not as old.as that en-
livening planess®fwime? For not to have been a thousand years
before this moment, is as fnuch to be deplored as not to livaa
thusand after ity the effect of them, both being one. That will be
after us which, long, long;befor:swe were, was. Our children’s
children have that sgme reason to murmur that they were not young
mer in our days, Wwhich we have to complain that we shall not be
old in theirs. The violets have their time, though they impuyple
not the winter, and the roses keep their season, though they dise
close not their- beauty in the spring: }

Empires, stites, and kingdoms have, by the doom of the Supreme
Providence, theif fatal periods; gréat cities lic sadly buried in their
dus ; arts.and sciences have not only their eclipses, but their wa-
nings and deaths. The ghastly wonders of the world, raised by the
ambition of ages, arc avetthrown and trampled. Sonie lights above,
not idly entitled, stars, are lost, and never more seen of us. The
excellent fabric of this univérse itself shall one day suffer ruin, or a,
change like a ruin ; and should poor earthlings thus to be handifd
complain? -’

Yrars are a sea into whioh a man wadeth until he drowns.

[N

ONE OF THE LOWESR
Horate SmiTh.

[One .of: the authors of the ¢ Rejected Addresses.” Author ot
¢ Brambletye House™ and other novels; also of many comic and
serious pieces, published under thé-title ot ¢ Gravities and Gaieties.”
Born 17793 died 1849.]

’Mip the busy throng ef the street,
*Mid the trampling of busy feet,
- She told her tale :—

. A hollow voie and a hollow eye,
Dry lips, dry heart, and eyes long dry,
‘. And lavender dried for sale.

: And few would pause tp hear

" Her strang8 and tearless grief;
But still with-hpllow voice and eye

i She flung her woes at®he passers-by,

%At the hofiest and at the thief.

*Oh, pity!;and haté me not!
«Oh, pity} and not condepun |
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For once when 1 heard of suck as myse},
O God¥ how I hated them !
,Not me! not me! but my crime;
You loathe it not more than I:
I could not bear you should love me now ;
Yet pity me, ere § die!
“1 remembver the time when he caric to me,
And smiled, and spoke of love ;—
Oh, the wildest love and the fiercest hate
In a madden’d breast will strangely mate,
And my scorn, remorse, and hatred strove
With the love that once I bore ;
Till I doubted, so much were my senses lost,
Whether I loved or hated him most,
When he came to me onge more |—
When he came again, and again I gave
What hunger and thirst had striven to save
Through weeks that knew no rest.
He said it was his by law:
. And I doubt not he knew best.
By law, but never by right!
For I doubt that the fruit of my toil was his
By the coward’s law of might.

““ Fool that I was ! I had no ring;

Yet merrily once I could laugh and sing,
AweTincy myself his wife.

He loved for awhile, while his love was new;

But his hatc was deeper and far more true,
And it cut to my soul like a knife.

¢ Oh, his was a laugh could hush my fears
When I doubted 1 was wrong ;
But I would to God I had lost my ears
Ere I heard that lying tongue.
Yes, his laugh was sweet ; but now it scems
Like the echo of wild and mocking screams;
And on that night when 1 look’d on him last,
When the rain was blown about by the blast,
nd he toss’d in unholy rest—

. I fancied he laugh’d in his wicked dream,

And it nerved my arm, and I stified a scream, *
As I held the knife to his breast !

“ But angel or fiiid withheld my hand.
He turned—h; awoke—and saw me stand
By his bed with the deadly knjfe.
Since thgn I have blest and cursed the day
«Thatd did not take his life!
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I flung the teNible knife to the fl
And Tushed to the strect by the 03; deor,
wild and fever'd brain.
And wherever I go, for evermore
His last fierce Jook will remain.
The rattling rain on the baveroent beat,
And thc wild wind howl’d down the long black strect,
And I yfudder'd to hear the sound of my feet,
Though the deed I had not done.
And the bells rang out through the deep dark air;
Wildly they clash’d to my wild despair,—
And the year had just begun.

“ And the babe that I danced on my thin, sharp kr. g
I thought I could love it well ;
But it grew eash day so like to thee,
That I felt (how bitterly none can tell,)
1t would laugh like thee on its road to hell.
Though I loved it, I could not bear to sce
A thing that so resembled thee.
Close to the home where we used to dwell
1 dropp’d it into the horrible well,
‘That babe that I danced on my knee!

“ Oh, would that I were there,
In that cold tomb,
Diown’d in the depths of its soundle®gloom,
No more to breathe the air!
I would, but I do not dare.
1 cannot rebent, and I dare not die.
They say there is pity in the sky;
But they who te!l me so,
They loathe the sight of such as me.
And I cannot believe titere is charity
In those pure skies above ;
Or else in this world of sin and woe
There would be more pity for one so low,
And a little spark of love.”

*Mid the busy throng of the street,

’Mid the trampling of busy feet,
She told her tale:

With a hollow voice and a hollow eye,

With a dry-drain’d heart an®eyes long dry,
And lavender dried for sale. o

They said “ She was mad, and had been sof‘-

*“ God would*provide ¥ or, or, “ She ‘migt go
To Bedlam or to gaol.”
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THE ISLES OF GREECE.
. Lorp Byron.

The isles of Greece! the isles of Greecel
Where burning Sappho lov’d arg sung,=-
Where grew the arts of war and peage,
Where Delos rose and Phoebus sprung !}
Eternal summer gilds them yet,— i
But all, except their sun, is set.

The Scian and the Teian muse,

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute,
Have found the fame your shores refuset
Their place of birth, aloneg is mute
"To sounds that echo further west .
Than your sires’ “Islands of the blest.”

The mountains lgok on Marathon,
And Marathon looks on the sea:
And musing there an hour alone,
1 dream’d that Greece might still be frees
For, standing on the Persians” grave, ¢
I could not deem myself a slaye.

A Jéngsat on the rocky brow

That looks o’er sea-born Salamis
And ships by thousands lay below,

And men in nations ;—all were hisf
He counted them at break of day,
And when the sun set where were they?

And wher? are they.2 and where art thm;.
My country? On thy voiceless shore
The heroic lay is tuneless now—_
The heroic bosom beats no more!
And must thy lyre, so long divine,
Degenerate into hands like mine 2

qTis something in the dearth of fame,
Though lind’d among a fetter'd race.
To feel at least a patriot’s shame,
Even as I sipg, suffusg my face,
For what ig, lk the poet here? '
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a teat,

Mut we but weep o’er days more bles®d?
ust we but blush? O{; fathers blede
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Eanh‘ render back from out thy breast

ant of our Spartan dead |
Of the three hundred grant but three
To make a new '{‘hermogylaal

What! silent still? and silent all?
Ah! 1 ;—the voices of the dead
Sound ﬂkc a distant torrent’s fail,
And answer, “ Let one living head
But one arise,—~we come, we come;”
*Tis but the living who are dumb.

In vain—in vain : strike other chords;
Fill high the cup of Samien winel
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed tife blood of Scio’s vinel
Hark! rising to the ignoble call—
How answers each bold bacchanal !

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet—
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?
Of two such lessons, why forget
The nobler and the manlier one?
You have the letters Cadmus gave—
PBhink you he meant them for a slave?

Fill high the bowl with Samian wisie!~
We will not think of themes like these ¥
It made Anacreon’s song divine:
He servdd—but serv’d Polycrates—
A tyrant; but our masters then
Were still at least our countrymen.

The tyrant of the Chersonese
‘Was freedom’s best and bravest friend
That ?'rant was Miltiades!
h! that the present hour would lend
Anothet despot of the kind !
Such chains as his were sure to bind.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
On Suli’s rock and Parga’s shore
Exists the remnant of a line
Such as the Doric moth®rs bore ;
And there, perhaps, some scedvis sown
The Heraclgidan blood might own.

‘I rust not for freedom to.the Franlm.
They have a king who buys and sellsj—
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In native swords and native‘ranks,

The only hope of courage dwells:
But Turkish force and Latin fraud®=a
Would break your shield, however broad.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
Our virgins dance beneath the ghade,
I see their glorious black eyes shing:
But, gazing on each glowing maid,
Mine own the burning tear-drop laves,
To think such bieasts must suckle slaves,

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep—
‘Where nothing, but the waves and I,
. May hear our mutual murmurs sweep :
There, swan-like,’ let me%ing and die:
A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine—
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine.

e

THE JEW,

THe Jew still walks the earth, and bears the stamp of his race
upon his forehggd. @ He is still the same being as when he first
wandered forth from the hills of Judea. If his name is associated:
with avarice and extortion, and spoken in bitterness and scorn, yet
in the morning of history it gathers round it recollections sacred
and holy.

The Jew is a miracle among the mnations. A wanderer in all
lands, he has been a witness of the great events of history for eigh-
teen hundred years. He saw classic Greece when crowned with in-
tellectual triumphs. He lingered among that broken but beautiful

* architecture that rises like a tombstone over theggrave of her de-

parted splendour.

The Jew saw Rome, the “mighty heart” of nations, sending its
own ceaseless life’s throb through all the arteries of its vast empire.
He, too, has geen that heart cold and still in death. These have
perished,, yet the Jew lives on—the same silent, mysterious, in-
destructible being. The shadow of the Crescent rests ox Palestine,
the signet of a conquerar’s faith—still the Jew and his religion sur-
vive. He wanders a captivg, in the streets of his own once queenly
Jerusalem, tp meditate and gloomily on the relics of ancient
power. Above him shines the clear sky, fair as when it looked
down on the towers of.Zion, but now, alasd beholds only a desolate
«city and an unha;‘)%.y land. The world is his home. Trampled on
and exiled, his naffic a badge df infamy, he still lives, ful! of 2ncestral
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ride, The literatute of the ancient Hebrew triumphs over all
‘creeds, and schools, and sects. Mankind worship in the sacred
songs of David, fff™ow to the divine teachings of Jesus of Nazae
reth, who also was a son of Abrahain. Such is the Jew. Hls
ancient dreams of empire aregone. $How seldom do we realize, as we
see him in our city streets, that he is the creature of such a strange,
peculiar destiny. Noeither age, nor country, nor climate have changed
him. Such is the Sew, a strange and solitary being, and such the
drama of his long and mournful history,

B

ON LEAVING AMERICA FOR ENGLAND.
«'Homas Moore.

» [#The poet of all circles and idol of his own.” Author of the
S Irish Melodics,” ¢ Lalla Rookh,” &c.; also of numerous pros:
works in history and biography. Born 1780; died 1852.]

WitH triumph this morning, oh! Boston, I hail
P;e stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail,

* For they tell me I soon shall be wafted, in thee,
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free,
And th&t chill Nova Scotia’s unpromising strand
Is the last I shall tread of American land.e
‘Well—peace to the land ! may her sons know, at length,
‘That in high-minded honour lies liberty’s strength,
‘That though manm be as free as the fetterless wind,
As the wantonest air that the north can unbind,
Yet, if health do not temper and sweeten the blast,
If no harvest of mind ever sprung where it pass’d,
Then unblest is such freedom, and baleful its might,—
Free only to ruin, and strong but to blight!
Farewell toRhe few 1 have left with regret:
May they sometimes recall, what I cannot forget,
‘The delight of those evenings,—too brief a delight !
‘When in converse and song we have stolen on the night ;
‘When they’ve ask’d me the manners, the mind, & the mien
©Of some bard I had known or some chief I had
‘Whse glory, though distant, they long had adored,
‘Whose name had oft hallow’d the wine-cup they pous’d.
And still as, with s{mpathy humple but true,
1 have told of each bright son of all I knew,,

have listen’d, and sigh’d that the powerful stream

Of America’s empfire should pass, like a dream,
‘Without leaving one relic of genius to say ® )
o sublime was the tide which had vanish'd sway!
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Farewell to the few—though we fiever may meet
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet

To think that, whencver Ty SON OF emeame
Shall recur to their dar they’ll recall me the same,

1 have been to them nqw, young, unthoughtful, and biest,

Ere hope had deceiv’d me or sotrow deprest.

But, Douglas! while thus T recall to nfy mind
The elect of the land we shall soon leavé behin,

I can read in the wedther-wise glance of thine eye,
As it follows the rack flitting over the sky,

That the faint coming breeze will be fair for our flight,

And shall steal us away, ere the falling of night.

Dear Douglas! thou knowest, with thee by my side,

‘With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide,

There is not a bleak isle in thosg summerless seas

Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to freeze,

Not a track of the line, not a barbarous shore,

That 1 could not with patience, with pleasure explore

Oh! think then how gladly I follow thee now,
‘When hope smooths the billowy path of our prow,

And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is enshgin’d;

‘Where the smile of a father shall meet me again,
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain ;

Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to fay heart,

And &k if'in sighs, how we ever could part 2—

But sce }-—the bent top-sails are ready to swell—
To the boat, I am with thee—Colusnbia, farewelll

D

THE DEATH OF LITTLE NELL.

Cuarrxs Dicxens.

‘Wuen morning came, and they could sl??k more calmly on the
e

subject of their grief, they heard how her

had closed. *

She had_been dead two days, They were all about her at the
ime, kno»'ms that the end was drawing on. She died soon after

daybreak, They had read and talked to her in the earfer
the night, but as the hours crept on, she sunk to sleep.

rtion of
could

tell, by what she faintly ystered in her dreams; that they were of ber
journeyings with the old man; they were of no painful scenes, but
« #f people who had héiped and used them kindly, for she often said
#God bless you!” with great fervour.; Waking, she never wane
dered in her mind but once, and that was of beautiful music which

she said was in\ho air. God knows. It may have bete.
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Opening her eyes at last, from a very quiet sleep, she begged that
~hey would kiss her once again. That done, she turned to the old
man with a lovelySiile upon her face—such, they said, as they had
never seen, and never could forget—and clung with both her arm$
aboyt his neck. They did not knowsthat she was dead, at first.

She had spoken very often of the two sisters, who, she said, were
like dear friends to her. She wished they could be told how much
she thought about ghem, and how she had watched them as they
walked together, by the river side at night. She would like to see
poor Kit, she bad often said of late. She wished there was snme-
hody to take her lave to Kit. And, even then, she never thought or
spoke apout him, but with something of her old, clear, merry laugh.

For the rest, she never murmured or complained; but, with a
quiet mind, and manner quite unaltercd—save that she every day
became more earnest and more grateful to them—faded like the light
upon a summer’s evening.®

The child who had been her little friend came the“w, almost as
soon as it was day, with an offering of dried flowers which he begged
them to lay on her breast. It was he who had come to the window
over night and spoken to the sexton, and they saw in the snow traces
of small feet, where he had been lingering near the room in which
she lay, before he went to bed. He had a fancy, it seemed, that
they had left her there alone; and cquld not bear the thought.

He told them of his dream’ again, and that- it was of her being,
testored to them, just as she used to be. He begged hard to see
her, saying that he.would be very quiet, and that thgy need not fear
of his beihg alarmed, for he had sat alorfe by his young brother all
«day long when he was dead, and had felt glad to be so near him.
‘They let him have hisewish; and indeed he kept his word, and was,
Jn his childish way, a lesson to them all.

Up to -this time, the old man had not spoken once—except to
ner—or stirred from her bedside. But, when he saw her little
favourite, he was moved as they had not secn him yet, and made as
though he would have him come nearer. Then, pointing to the
bed, b burst into tears for the first time, and they who stood by,
knowing that the sight of this child had done him good, left them
alone fogether.

Soothing him with his artless talk of her, the child persuaded him
to take some rest, to walk abroad, and to do almost &5 he desired
him. And when the day came on, which must remove jer in her
carthly stipe from earthly eyes for ever, he led him away, that he
‘might not know when she was taken from him.

They were to gather fresh leaves andgberries for her bed. It was
~§anday—a bright, clear, wintry afternoon-gand as theyetraversed the
sillage street, those who were walking in their path drew back to
make way for them, and gave them a softened greeting. Some
shook the glyd man kindly by the hand, and sogc uncpvered while
g *otthred Yy, and many cried “ God'bless him,” as he passed along
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And anon the bell—the bell she had so often heard, by night
and day, and listened to with solemn pleasurg glmost as a livin
¥oice—rang its remorseless toll, for her, so young, so beautiful,.s0
good. Decrepit age, and vigorous life, and blocming youth, and
helpless infancy, poured forth-Lon crutches, in the pride of strength
and health, in the full blush of promise, in the mere dawn of life—
to gather round her ‘tomb. Old men were there, whose eyes were
dim and senses failing—grandmothers, who thight have died ten
years ago, and still been old—the deaf, the blind, the lame, the
palsied, the living dead in many shapes and forms, tosee the closing
of that early grave. What was the death it would shut in, to that
which still could crawl and creep above it!

Along the crowded path they bore her now; pure as the newly
fallen snow that covered it ; whose day on earth had been as fleeting,
Uander the porch, where she had ‘sat when Heaven in its mercy
brought her to that peaceful spot, she passed again ; and the old church
received her in its quiet shade.

‘They carried her to one old nook, where she had many and many
a time sat musing, and laid their burden softly on the pavement,
The light streamed on through the coloured window—a window,
where the boughs of trees were ever rustling n the summer, and where
the birds sang sweetly all day long. With every breath of air that
stirred among those branches in the sunshine, some trembling,
changing light, would fall upon her grave.

Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust! Many"a young hand
dropped in its-littlé wreath, many a stifled sob was heard. Some,
and they were not a few, Knelt down. All were sincerc and truthful
m their sorrow.

The service done, the mourners stood upart, and the villagers
closed round to look into the grave before the pavement-stone should
be replaced. One, called to mind how he had seen her sitting on
that very spot, and how her book had fallen on her lap, and she was
gazing with a pensive face upon-the sky. Another, told how he had
wondered much that one so delicate as she, should be so bold ; how
she had never feared to enter the church alone at night, vut had
loved to linger there when all was quiet, and even to climb the tower
stair, with no more light than that of the moon-rays stealinghrough
the loopholes in the thick old wall. A whisper went about among
the oldest, that she had scen and talked with angels ; and when they
called te mind how she had looked and spoken, and her early death,
some thought it might be so, indeed. Thus, coming t8 the grave
1n little knots, and glancing down, and giving place to others, and
falling off in whispering goups of three or four, the church was
cleared in time, of all hat the sexton and the mourning friends.

They saw the vault covered, and the stone fixed down. Ther,’
when the dusk of evening had come on, shd not a sound disturbed
the sacredstillne} of the place—when the bright moon poured her
light on tomb and monument, on pillar, well, and arch, and most
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“all (it seemed 20 them) upon her quiet grave,—in that calm time,
when outward things and inward thoughts teem with assurances ot
mmortality, and“#¥rldly hopes and fears are humbled in the dust
before them—then, with tranquil and submissive hearts they turned
away, and left the child with*Go«

Oh! it is hard to take to heart the lesson that such deaths will
teach, but let no mag reject it, for it is one that we must all learn,
and is a mighty, ugiversal Truth. When Death strikes down the
innocent and young, for ever fragile forms from which he lets the
panting spirit free,a hundred virtues rise, in shapes of mercy, charity,
und love, to walk the world, and bless it. Of every tear that sor.
rowing mortals shed on such green graves, some good is born, some
gentler nature comes. In the Destroyer’s steps there spring up
bright creations that defy his power, and his dark path becomes a
way of light to Heaven.

It was late when the old'man came home. The boy had led him
to his own dwelling, under some pretence, on their way back ; and,
rendered drowsy by his long ramble, he had sunk into a deep sleep
by the fireside. He was perfectly exhausted, and they had taken care
not to rouse him. The slumber held him a long time, and when
he at length awoke the moon was shining.

The younger brother, uneasy at his protracted absence, was watch-
ing at tf door for his coming, when he appeared in the pathway
with his little guide. He advanced to meet them, and tenderly
obliging the ol man to lean upon his arm, conducted him with slow
and trembling steps towards the house.

He repaired to her chamber, straight. Not finding what he had
left there, he returned with distracted looks to the room in which
they were assembled. From that, he rushed into the schoolmas. a’s
cottage ; calling her name. They followed close upon him, und
when he had vainly searched it, brought him home.

With such persuasive words as pity and affection could suggest,
they prevailed upon him to sit amoeng them and hear what they
should tell him. Then, endeavouring by every little artifice to pre-
pare higymind for what must come, ang dwelling with many fervent
words upon the happy lot to which she had been removed, they told
him, at last, the truth. The moment it had passed their lips, he
fell dowft among them like a murdered man.

For many hours they had little hope of his surviving; but grief
is strong, and he recovered.

If there e any who have never known the blank that follows
death—the weary void—the sense of desolation that will come upon
the strongest minds, when something fangiliar and beloved is missed
at every turn—the connexion between iggnimate and senseless
things, and the object of recollection, when every household god
becemes a monument, andvevery room a grave=~if there be any whe
have not known this, and proved it by their owngxperience, they
can neversfuintly guess, how, for days, the old man Lﬁd and mopec
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away the. time, and wandered here and there as. if seeking some
thing, and had no comfort.

At length, they found, one day, that he had risen early, and, with
his knapsack on his back, his ¢taff in*hand, her own straw hat, and
little basket full of such things as she had been used to carry, was
gone. As they were making ready to pursueehim far and wide,
frightened schoolbay came who had seen him, bt a moment before,
sitting in the church—upon her grave.

They hastened there, and going softly to the door, espied him in
the attitude of one who waited patiently. They did not disturb
him then, but kept watch upon him all that day. When it grew
quite dark, he rose and returned home, and went to bed, murmuring
to himself, “ She will come to-morrow !”

Upon the morrow he was there again from sunrise until night;
and still at night he laid him down to %est, and murmured, “ She
will come to-morrow !”

And thenceforth, every day, and ald day long, he waited at her
grave, for her,

How many pictures of new journeys over pleasant country, of
resting-places under the free broad sky, of rambles in the fields and
woods, and paths not often trodden—how many tones of that one
well-rememgired voice—how many glimpses of the form, the flut-
tering dress, the hair that waved so gaily in the wind—how-many
visions of what had been, and what he hoped yet t. be, rose up
before him, in the .old, dull, silent church! He never told them
what he thought, or where he went. He would sit with them at
night, pondering with a secret satisfaction, they could see, upon the
flight that he and she would take before night came again ; and still
they would hear him whisper in his pravers, “ Lord | Let her come
to-morrow !”

The last time was on a genial day in spring. He did not return
at the usual hour, and they went to séek him. He was lying dead
upon the stone. .

They laid him by the side of her whom he had loved sé well;
and, in the church where they had so often prayed, and mused, and
lingered hand in hand, the child and the old man slept together.

(By permission of Messrs, Chapman and Hall.)
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, CARDINAL WOLSEY ON HIS FALL.

[Wrriam Suaxsriane. Botn 1564 3 died 1616.}
FAREWELL, a long farewel), to all my greatness,
This is the stato of man: To-day heputs forth
_The tenderdeaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms,
And"bears iiis blushing honours thick upon him;
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The third day comcs a2 fiost, a killing frost,
And—when he thinks, good easy man, full surely
His greatness i a~ripening~-nips his root,
And then he falls—as I do. I have ventured,
Like little wanton boys that swins on bladders,
‘These many summers in a sea of glory ;
But far beyond rgy depth: my high-blown pride
At length brokg under me; and now has left me,
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me.
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye!
1 feel my heart new opened.  Oh, how wretched
Is that poor man that hangs on princes’ favours
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to,
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin,
More pangs and fears than wars or women have 3
And, when he falls, he falls hike Lucifer,
Never to hope again.—
Cromwell, I did not thifik to shed a tear
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me,
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.
Let’s dry our eyes; and thus far hear me, Cromwell :
And@-when I am forgotten, as I shall be,
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me mygt more be heard of—say, I taught thee;
Say, Wolsey—that once trod the ways of lovy, -
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour—
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in;
A sure and safe onegthough thy master miss’d it.
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me.
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition;
By that sin fell the angels; how can mon, then,
The image of his Maker, hope to win by’t ?
Love thyself last; cherish those hearts that hate thee ;
Corgnption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not;
Let £il the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s,
Thy God’s, and truth’s; then, if thou fall'st, O Croggwell,
Thou fall’st a blessed martyr! Serve the king,
And—p#'ythee, lead me in:
There, take an inventory of all I have,
To the last penny; 'tis the king’s : ngy robe,
And my integrity to Heaven, is all
1 dare now ;Fll mine own. O Cromwelt Cromwet,
Had I but served my God with half the zeal
I served my king, He would not in minc age
Havedeft me naked to mine enemiés !

D3
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THE SPANISH BULL FIGHT.
Lorp Byron.

[Author of “Childe Hardld,” “Don Juan,” &c. The must
celebrated poet of his time, Born 1788 ; died 1824.]

The lists are oped, the spacious area clear’d,
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round ;
Long ere the first loud trumpet’s note is heard,
No vacant seat for lated wight is found.
Hush'd is the din of tongues—on gallant steeds,
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light-poised lance,
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds,
And lowly bending to the lists advance;
The crowd’s loud shout their prize, and ladies’ lovely glance.

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak array’d,

But all afoot, the light-limb’d Matadore

Stands in the centre, eager to invade

The lord of lowing herds; but not before

The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o'er, _

Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his speed :

His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more

man achieve without his friendly steed—o

Alas! teo oftecondemn’d for him to bear and bleed.

Thrice sounds the clarion; lo! the signal falls,
The den expands, and expectation mute
Gapes round the silent circle’s peopled walls.
Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute,
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot,
The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe:
Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit
His first attack, wide waving, to and fro

His angry tail ;~—red rolls his eye’s dilated glow.

Sudden he stops; his eye is fixed: away,
Away, thou heedless boy! prepare the spear:
Notv is thy time, to perish, or display
¢ The skill that yet may check his mad career. |

‘With well-timed croupe the nimble coursers veer;
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes;
Streams from his fnk the crimson torrent clear:

- He& flies, he whieels, distracted with Lis throes;

Dart foliows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowings speak his woes.

Again Ix‘;eoma; nor lance xor darts avail,
Nor the wild plunging of the tortured horse;
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Though man and man’s avenging arms assail,

Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force.

One gallant steed is stretch’d a mangled corse;

Another, hideous sight! unseam’d appears,

His gory chest unveils Me pantihg source ;

Though death-struck, still his feeble frame he rears;
Staggering, but seemming all, his lord unharm’d he beats,

Foil'd, blecdinlg, breathless, furious to the last,
Full in the centre stands the bull at bay,
Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances brast,
And foes disabled in the brutal fray:
And now the Matadores around him play,
Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand
Once more through all he bursts his thundering way=
Vain rage! the mantke quits the cunning hand,
Wraps his fierce eye—'tis past—he sinks upon the sand!

‘Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine,

Sheath’d in his form the deadly weapon lies.

He stops—he starts—disdaining to declines

Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries,

Wijthout a groan, without a struggle dies.

The decorated car appears—on high

The corse is piled—sweet sight for vulgar eyes!

Four st@eds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy,
Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by,

Such the ungentle sport that oft invites
The Spanish maig, and cheers the Spanish swain.
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights
In vengeance, gleating on another’s pain.
‘What private feuds the troubled village stain !
Though now one phalanx’d hpst should mect the foe,
Enough, alas! in humbler homes remain,
B> meditate ’gainst friends the secret blow,
For son;le slight cause of wrath, whence life’s warm stream must
. flow,
ratp—

THE DEAD ASS.

Laveince STeRiE.

[Author of “The Sentimental Journey® & prose work unrivalled
for its pathos. Bora 1713 ; died 1768.]

Havino settled all mydittle matters, [ got into my post-chaise
with more ease than ever I got intoa post-chaise § my life; and
La Fleur having got one large jack-boot on the far side of a little
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lidet,* and another on his (for I count nothing of his legs), he
cantered away before me as happy and as perpendicular as a prince.
But what is happiness? what is grandeur, in this painted scene of
hfe? A dead ass, before weghad got a league, put 4 sudden stop to
La Fleur's career : his lidet would not pass by it, a contentior’ arose
betwixt them, and thie poor fellow was kickegl out of his jack-boots
the very first kick,

“And this,” said he, putting the remain§ of a crust into his
erallet ;—* and this should have been thy portion,” said he, “ hadst
thou been alive to have shared it with me,” 1 thought by the
accent, it had been an apostrophe to his child ; but *twas to his ass,
and to the very ass we had seen dead in the road, which had occa-
sioned La Fleur's misadventure. The man seemed to lament it
much ; and it instantly brought into my mind Sancho’s lamentation -
‘for his; but he did it with more tre touches of nature. The
mourner was sitting upon a stone bench at the door, wjth an ass’s
pannel and its bridle on one side, which he tock up from time to
time, then laid them down, looked at them, and shook his head.
He then took his crust of bread out of his wallet again, as if to eat
it, held it some time in his hand, then laid it upon the bit of hi
ass’s bridle, looked wistfully at the little arrangement he had made,
and thep gave a sigh. The simplicity of his grief dre® numbers
sbout Him, and La Fleur among the rest, whilst the horses were
getting ready : as I continued sitting in the post-chaise, I could see
and hear over their heads. '

He said he had come last from Spain, where he had been from
the furthest borders of Franconia; and had got so far on his return
home when his ass died. Every one seemed desirous to know what
business could have taken so old and poor a man so far a journey
from his own home. It had pleased Heaven, he said, to bless him
with three sons, the finest lads in all Germany ; but having in one
week lost two of the eldest of them by the small-pox, and the

oungest falling ill of the same distemper, he was afraid of being
{,ereft of them all, and made a vow, if Heaven would not, take him
from him also, he would go, in gratitude, to St. Iago in Spain.
When the mourner got thus far on his story, he stopped to pay
nature his tribute, and wept bitterly, He said, Heaven hdl accepted
the conditions, and that he had set out from his cottage with this
poor greature, who had been a patient partner of 'his journey; that
‘it had ate the same bread with him all the way, and vas unto him
us a friend, : )

Everybody who stood about heard the poor fellow with concern ;
La Fleur.ol!{md him gnoney. The mourner said he did not want
it ; it was not the value of the ass, but the loss of him. The ass, he
said, he was assured loved him; and upen this, he told them a long
story of 2 misciance upon their passage over the Pyrencan moun.

Post-horse.
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tains, which had separated them from each other three days: during
- which time the ass had sought him as much as he had sought the
asy; and that they had scarce either ate or drank till they met,
“Thou hast one comfort, at least,” said I, “in the loss of thy poor
beast ; I'm sure thou hast béeh a mertiful master to him.” “Alas!”
said the mourner, “I thought so when he was alive; but now thut
he is dead I thinleotherwise; 1 fear the weight of myself and
my afflictions togother have been too much for him; they have
shortened the poor creature’s days, and I fear I have them to
answer for.” ‘“Shame on the world!” said I to myself. *“Did
we but love each other as this poor soul loved his ass, "twould be
something,”

B

THE WESTERN EMIGRANT.
Mgs. Sicournzy.
{A celebrated American authoress. Born 1791 ; died 1865.]

AN axe ran sharply *mid those forest shades
&N hich from creation toward the skies had tower'd
In unshorn beauty. There, with vigorous arm,
Wrouyght a bold emigrant, and by his side
His Iittle son, with question and response,

Beguiled the toil,

“ Boy thou hast never seen
Such glorious grees. Hark, when their giant trunks
Fall, how the firm carth groans. Rememberest thou
The mighty river on whose breast we sail’d,
.So many days, on toward the setting sun?
Our own Connecticut, compared to that,
Was but a creeping stream.”

“ Father, the brook

That by our door went singing, where I launch’d
My tiny boat, with my young playmates round,
‘When school was o’er, is dearer far to me
Than all these bold, broad waters. To my eyg
They are as strangers. And those little trees

y mother nurtured in the garden bound
Of our first home, from whence the fragrant peach
Hung in jts ripening gold, werefairer, sure,
Than this dnrmreu, shutting oun the day.”

“ What ho ! my little girl,” and with light stic;
A fairy cteature hasted toward her sire,
And, setting down the basket that contai®d
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His noon'’s repast, look’d upward to his face
With sweet confiding smile,

“See, dearest, sar,
That bright-wing’d paroquet, and hear the song
Of yon gay red-bird, ecRoing tirough the tiees,
Making rich music. Didst thou ever hear,
In far New England, such a mellow tone ?”

I had a robin that did take the crumbs

Each night and morning, and his chirping voice
Still made me joyful, as I went to tend

My snow-drops. I was always laughing then,
In that first home. I should be happier now,
Methinks, if I could find among these dells

The same fresh violets,” )

Slow night drew on,
And round the rude hut of the emigrant
The wrathful spirit of the rising storm
Spake bitter things. His weary children slept,
And he, with head declined, sat listening long
To the swoln waters of the Illinois
Dashing against their shores.

Starting, he spake—
“Wife! did I see thee brush away a tear? -
'Twas eyen so.. Thy heart was with the halls
Of thy nativity. Their sparkling lights,
Carpets, and sofas, and admiring guests,
Befit thee better than these ru walls :
Of shapeless logs, and this lone, hermit home.”

“No, no. All was so still around, methought
wxm mine ear that echoed hymn did steal,

hich, *mid the church, where erst we paid our vows,
So tuneful peal’d. But tenderly thy voice
Dissolved the illusion.”

And the gentle smile
Lighting her brow, the fond caress that sooth’d
Her wpking infant, reassured his soul
That wheresoe’er our best affections dwell,
And strike a hedlthful root, is happiness.
Content and placid, to his rest he sank ;
But dreams, those wild magicians, that do play .
Such pranks when cason slumbers, tircless wrought
Their will with him.

Up rose the thronging mart
Of hiy own ‘uative citv~-roof and spire,
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All glittering bright, in fancy’s frost-work ray.
‘The steed his boyhood nurtured proudly neigh'd;
The favourite dog came frisking round his feet,
With shrill and joyous bark : familiar doors

Flew open; greeting hands with his were link’d
In friendship’s grasp; he heard the keen debate
From congreggted haunts, where mind with mind
Doth blend and brighten—and, till moming, roved
*Mid the loved scenery of his native land.

ee—

‘THE DEATH OF NELSON,
ROBERT SOUTHEY.

He fell with his face upon the deck. Hardy turned round as
some men were raising him. *They have dgne for me at last,
Hardy,” said he. Soon after he had been carried to the cock-pit, his
wound was discovered to be mortal ; he felt this himself, and insisted
that the surgeon should leave him, to attend those whom he might
yet save. He was in great pain, and intensely anxious to know how
the batt®went. “ Will no one bring Hardy to me ?” he asked : “ he
must be killed! he is surely dead !” At length Hardy came, and the
two friends k hands in silence. After a pause, the dying man
faintly uttered, “ Well, Hardy, how goes the.day3” * Very well; ten
ships have already struck.” Finding that all was well;’and that no
British ship had yielded, he turned to speak of himself—~“1 am a
dead man, Hardy! 1amgoing fast. It will soon be all over with me!”
Hardy hoped that there was yet a chance of recovery. “O nolitis
impossible. 1 feel something rising in my breast that tells me so.”
Captain Hardy, having been again on deck, returned at the end of
an hour, to his dying friend. He could not tell, in the confusion,
the exact number of allies that had Surrendered ; but there were at
least fi 3 for the other ships had followed their admiral’s into
action, ing the enemy’s line and engaging closely to leeward,
in the same gallant style as the Victory and Sovereign. Nelson
answere8, “ That is well, but I bargained for twenty.” And his wish
was prophetic; he had not miscalculated the superiority of his fol-
lowers ; twenty actually surrendered. Having ordered fleet to
anchor, he ggain spoke of himself. *Don’t throw me ovérboard.
Kiss me, Hardy {” Hardy knelt down, and obeyed in silence. “ Now
1 am satisfied; I thank God ] have my duty.”” Hardy kissed
him again, received his blessing, and cx\took leave of him for
cver,

The most triumphant, death is that of the martyr; the most
awful, that of the martyred patriot; the most splandid, that of the
hero in the hour of victory ; and if the chariot-and&he hotses of fire
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had been vouchsafed for Nelson’s translation, he could soarcely have

departed in a brighter blaze of glory. He hds left us, not indeed his

wantle of inspiration, but a name and an example, which are at

this hour inspiring thousands of the youth of England: a naine

which is our pride, and an ex#mple which will continue to be our
,shield and our strength,

er—

THE DYING CHIEF.
WiLLiAM SAWYER,

{Author of ¢ Ten Miles from Town,” a volume of poems of grcat
merit, Mr. Sawyer is a well-known contributor to several of the
leading periodicals. ]

Tue struggle over, we, yet 1n the gnme

And reek pf fight, sought out where lay our Chicf,
Prone on a leopard skin, beneath an oak
Wide-spreading. With a mortal wound he lay,
His stern face bloodless, and upon his breast

Gash interlacing gash, ang ig the mil;istpa

A r-thrust gaping. is side his Page,
Hi:p::ight hairgl:lood be-debled, knelt : his scarf,
One rent in crimson strips for bands : the rest
Fetch’d cooling leaves, or in their caps of st.el
Cafne bearing water, Rueful all, and sad :

Rueful and wan, and pitying each face,

Till from the camp, heaped with the dying, now
A Priest came, stealing softly as a'ghost,

And reach’d his side, and knelt, and whisper'd hope.
But as he whisper’d, he who heard was still

Tor death was in his heart: his part in hope

And life was done—~he knew it and was still,

But when the secret Priest whisper'd of pain—
The scornful wrinkles pucker’d round his mouth ¢
And when of victory won—he heeded not :

And when of rest—but then his furrow’d brow
Flush’d scarlet.

“Rest!” form’d on the thin blue lip,
And died in gasping. “Rest!” he cried, and dhen
The fire of scom flash’d thro’ him. “Rest! To me
Action is rest, aux whit men call repose
Is but the tortirous fretting-out of life.
The eagle is not hooded into rest:
Thel chafestomdnssinh:suﬁu
+And gfine is not the slavish soul to lie,

Countir=, the spots upon this leopard-hide,
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Dreaming the hours out like the boy who weaves
Verses in love-time. Peace and rest for me!

Not so is cool’d the fire that in these veins

Burns into action. , I am gs a brand

Snatch’d from the watch-fire in the night, that toss’d
From to hand, or swiftly borne along,
Against the darkness, blazes redly out,

But thrown to earth smoulders its life to dust,
What part have I in aught of rest or peace ?
Peace is to me disease—inaction, death.

For me there is no life, but in the fierce
Encounter of the field : no music like

‘The sharp exultant blast that breaks the tiuce,
That slips the leash, and lets the bloodhounds go,
And in its signab frees a league of swords
Outringing with a flash! Dearer to me

Than years of silken ease, one little hour
Snatch’d in the battle’s fore-front, when the foes,
Meeting in silence, eye to eye, brows knit,

Teeth clench’d, knees set, and hand and weapon one,
Forget death, danger, glory, only feel

43

Strength—sinewy strength—and with it the ficrce thirst

‘That prompts to carnage! With the sense of Llood
Mgn madden into demons.  Tiger-fierce

Their eyes : their cries the cries of bgasts : their hearts
As cruel and as pitiless. I know

The spur of violence, and the thirst for life,

1 know thegnoment—Tlife’s supremest—when

The fight is fought, the stricken curse, the weak

Go down, the craven fly, and yet the tide

Of human life and passion, spraying blood,

Rages and eddies round the soldier’s arm,

As still he breasts the wives, still carves a path
‘Through dead and dying on—and at the last,

Or falls a hero among heroes slain,

Or fights, till on a sudden yields the foe,

And breaking ranks commingling, onward pous

A torrent thundering in its gathering force—

And from the mystic sacrament of blood

walour emerges—glory !”

On the lips
Died the faint accents : died®rom brow and cheek
The crimson flush, and with a%roan the Chief
Fell on his face. The Priest bent over him :

The little Pafle wept glistenin he rest
Looked on bamhadeg Si!engce fell om all.
’ (By permission of the Author.)
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THE SPANISH CHAMPION,
BERNARDO DEL CARPIO.
Mnzé. HrmaNs,

Tur. warrior bow’d his crested head,
And tamed his heart of fire, o
And sued the haughty king to free
His long-imprison’d sire;
“1 bring thee here my fortress keys,
I bring my captive train,
1 pledge thee faith, my liege, my lord ==
O break my father’s chain!”

# Rise, rise! even now thy father comes,
A ransom’d man this day ;

Mount thy good horse, and thou and I
Will meet him on his way.” |

Then lightly rose that loyal son,
And bounded on his steed,

And urged, as if with lance in rest,
His charger’s foaming speed.

And lo! from far, as on they press’d,
There came a glittering band,

‘With one that *mid them stately rode,
As a leader in the land ;

“ Now haste, Bernardo, haste! for there,
In very truth, is he,

The father whom thy faithful heart
Hath yearn’d so long to see.”

His dark eye flash’d, his proud breast heaved,
His cheek’s hue came and went ;

He reach’d that grey-hair'd chieftain’s side,
And there, dismounting, bent;

- A lowly knee to earth he bent,

His father’s hand he took.==
What was there in its touch that ali
His fiery spirit shook ?

That hand was cold—a frozen thing—
It dropp’d from his like lead ;—
He look’d up to ¢he face above—
< The face wagsof the dead |
A plume waved o’er that noble brow —
he bro\‘v” vu; ﬁ?;?l;:'d whites
e mefat last his f s cycs—
tlBm them was'no sight!
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Up from the ground he sprung and gazed ;
But who can paint that gaze ?

It hush’d their very hearts, who saw
Its horror and amaze

They might have chain’d him, as before
That stony form he stood,

Far theé?power was stricken from his arm,
And from his lip the blood !

* Father!” at length he murmur’a low,
And wept like childhood then ;

Talk not of gricf till thou hast seen
The tears of warlike men !—

He thought on all his glorious hopes—
On all his high renown,—

He flung the falchion from his side,
And in the dust sat down.

And covering with his steel-gloved hand
His darkly mournful brow,

“ No more, there is no more,” he said,
“To lifc the sword for now.

My king is false, my hope betray’d,
My father—oh! the worth,

The glory, and the loveliness
Are pass’d away from earth |

“J thought to stand where banners waved,
My sirg, beside thee yet;

I would that there on Spain’s free soil
Our kindred blood had met;

‘Thou would’st have known my spirit then,
For thee my fields were won ;

But thou hast perish’d’in thy chains,
As if thou hadst no son.”

Then starting from the ground once more,
He seiz’d the monarch’s rein,

Amid the pale and wilder’d look#
Of all the courtier train; -

And with a fierce d’ermastering grasp,
The rearing war-horse led,

And sternly set them face to face—
The king before the

*Came I not here upon thy ledgt,'
My fath®’s hand g:kiss ?-p- :

Be still, and gaze thou on, false King
And tell me what is this

45
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The look, the voice, the heart I sought—=
Give answer, where are they?

If thou would’st clear thy perjured soul,
Put life in this cold clay !—

“ Into these glassy eyes put light,~
Be still, keep down thine ire,—

Bid these cold lips a blessing speak $t—
This earth is not my sire !

Give me back him for whom I strove,
For whom my blood was shed !—
Thou canst not, and, O King! his dust

Be mountains on thy head !”

He loosed the rein; his slack hand fell !
Upon the silent face

He cast one long, deep, troubled look =
Then turn’d from that sad place!

His hope was crush’d, his after-fate
Untold in martial strain,—

His banner led the spears no more
Among the hills of Spain!

D

AN ENGLISHMAN’S PRIVILEGES.

In England, 2 man may look around him, and say, with truth
and exultation, “I am lodged in a house that affords me conve-
niences and comforts, which even a king could not command some
centuries ago. There are ships crossing the seas in every direction,
to bring what is useful to me from all parts of the earth. In China,
men are gathering the tea-leaf for me; in America, they are plant.
ing cotton for me; in the West India Islands, they are preparing my
sugar and my coffec; in Italy, they are feeding silk-wormsfor me;
in Saxony, they are shearing sheep, to make me clothing; at home,
powerful steam-engines are spinning and weaving for me, and
making cutlery for me, and pumping the mines, that minerah use.
ful to me may be procured. My patrimony was small, yet I have rail.
ways running day and night, on various lines, t0 cargy my correspon-
denge, 1} can send my messages, with lightning speed, og the tele-
graphic wires; thus taming, for my use, * the fiery bird of heaven!”
Hundreds of miles through land, and through the sea, I can
ﬁd to my friends, andvz:'}:;)m'ﬂm again, in a few minutes,
is iqwon&erﬁxl!very fnderful, but it is truel. I have roads,

and canals, apd .to bear the. for my winter fire; nay, I
have pmﬁm&miﬂ'&gﬁ ;:y happy eom'mjy, to
sectire my enfoymetits and repose. Then § haveeditorsand peinters,
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who daily send me an account of what is going on throughout the
world, amongst all these people who serve me; and in a corner of
my house I have books ! the miracle of all my possessions, more won-
derful than the wishing uﬁof the Arabian Tales; for they transport
me instantly, not only to all glaces, hut to all times. By my bouks,
1 cah conjure up before me to vivid existence, all the great and good
men of old; and, fo‘ my own private satisfaction, I can make them

- act bver again the most renowned of all their exploits. In a word,
from the equator to'the pole, and from the beginning of time until
now, by my books, I can be where I please.”

This picture is not overcharged, and might be much extended;
such being the miracle of God’s goodness and providence, that
each individual of the civilized millions that cover the earth,
may hav;: nearly the same cnjoyments as if he were the single
lord of all.

s

“] WOULDN'T—WOULD YOU
ANoNYMous.

Wﬂm a lady is seen at a party or ball,~
er eyes vainly turn’d in her fits of conceit,
As‘she peers at the gentlemen, fancying all
Are eachain’d by her charms and would kneel at her feet,
‘With each partner coquetting,—to nobody true ;-
I wouldn’t give much for her chances /—would you?

‘When an upstartds seen on the flags strutting out,
‘With his hat cock’d aslant, and a glass in his eye;

And thick clouds of foul smoke he stands puffing about,
As he inwardly says, “ What a noble am L”—

While he twists his moustache for the ladies to view j—

1 wouldn’t give much for his serses :~would you?

When a wife runs about at her neighbours to pry,
Leaving children at home, unprotected to play;

'Rl she starts back in haste at the sound of their cry,
And finds they’ve been fighting while mother’s away,

Sugar eaten—panes broken—the wind blowi ﬂﬂougy 3

I wouldn' give much for her comfort - -you?

‘When a husband is idle, negloctin&hh work,
ng wi

In the public-house snarli ves;
When he gambles with simplétons, ok tike a ’ﬂ:k, ’

While his good yife at horhe for the poor children slaves;
And that home is quite destitute—painful =
1 wouldn’t give nisich for his moals you!
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When a boy at his school, lounging over his seat,
Sits rubbing his head, and neglecting his book,
While he fumbles his pockets for something to eat,
Yet pretendeth to read when his master may look,
Though he boasts to his parents how much he can do;
1 wouldn’t give much for his progress :=—would you?

When a man who is driving a horse on the Joad,

Reins and whips the poor brute with unmerciful hand,
Whilst-it willingly strives to haste on with its load,

Till with suff’ring and working it scarcely can stand ;
Though he may be a man,—and a wealthy one too,
1 wouldn’t give much for his feelings :—would you ?

When a master who lives by his labourers’ skill,

Hoards his gold up in thousands,sstill craving for more,
Though poor are his toilers he grindeth them still,

Or unfeelingly turns them away from his door;
Though he banketh his mllions with claims not a few;
I wouldn’t give much for his conscience :~would you ?

When a tradesman his neighbour’s fair terms will decry,
And keeps puffing his goods at a wonderful rate;— ¢
E’en at prices at which no fair trader can buy ;—
Though customers flock to him early and late;,
‘When a few mouths have fled, and large bills become due,
1 wouldnt give much for his credit -—would you?

When in murderous deeds a man’s handg are imbrued,
Tho’ revenge is his plea, and the crime is conceal’d,

The severe stings of conscience will quickly intrude,
And the mind, self-accusing, can never be heal’d ;=

When the strong arm z?usnce sets out to pursue,

1 wouldn’t give much his fireedom :—would you ?

When a husband and wife keep their secrets apart,

Not a word to my spouse about this, or on that;

When a trifle may banish the pledge of their heart,
And he les—she snaggles ;—Dboth contradict flat 3
uall’d their love when its first blossoms blew ;

lwouldn’t give much for their guiet ;~~would you?

‘When a man who has lived here for none but himself,
Feels laid on his st frame the cold hand of death,
Whenﬁlﬁde:\my,—mk.bompl and pelf,
Andheyleldshckﬁocodboth and his breath j —
As up to the x dgment that naked soul flew,~—

1 wouldn't give much forhis Heaven /~~would you ?
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THE COUNTRYMGN’S REPLY TO THF INVITATION
OF A RECRUITING SERGEANT.

ANonymous.

“So ye want to catcheme, do ye?
Na! I don’t much think ye wool,
Thoygh your scarlet coat and feathers
Look so bl’i?ht and beautiful ;
Though ye tell such famous stories,

Of the fortuues to be won,
Fightin’ in the distant Ingies,
Underneath the burning sun.

“’Spose I be a tight young feller,
Sound in limb and all that ere,
T can’t see that that’s a reason
Why the scarlet I should wear.
Fustian coat and corded trousers
Seem to suit me quite as well
Think I doan’t look badly in 'em,
Ax my Meary, she can tell!

“ Sartinly I'd rather keep ’eru,
These same limbs you talk about,
Covered up in cord and fustian,
Than I'd try to do without.
There’s Bill Muggins left our vilage,
Just as sound a man as I,
Now he goes about on crutches,
With®a single arm and eye.

“To be sure he’s got a medal
And some twenty pounds a year,
For his health, and stremggh, ~nd sarvice,
Government can’t cail that dear;
Not to reckon one leg shattered,
Two ribs broken, one eye lost,
’Fore [ went in such a venture,
I should stop and count the cost.

® Lots o’ glory? lots o’ gammon!
*Ax Bill Muggins about that,

He will tell ye tain’t by no means
Sort o’ stuff to make we fat;

I it was, the private soger
Gets 0’ it but precious little,

Wh;. it'wjest like bees a ketchen,
With the sound of & brass kittleg -
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* Lots o’ gold, and quick promotiop ?
Pshaw! just look at William Green,
He’s been fourteen years a fightin’,
As they call it, for the Queen;
Now he comesshome ipvalided,
With a mgeant s rank and pay,
But that he’s been made a captain,
Or is rich, I ain’t heerd say.

“ Lots o’ fun and pleasmt quarters,
And a soger’s merry life;
All the tradesmen’s—farmers’ daughters,
Wantin’ to become your wife?
‘Well, I think I’ll take the shillin’,
Put the ribbins in my hat.
Stop! I’'m but a countrw bumpkin,
Yet not quite so green as that.

“Fun? a knockin’ fellow-creatures
Down like ninepins, and that ere,
Stickin® bagncts through and through ’emy
Burnin’, slayin’, everywhere!
Pleasant qu quar arters ?—-werry pleasant,
Sleepm on the field o’ battle,
Or in hospital, or
Cmmmed: together just Tike cattle.

“ Strut away, then, master sergeant,
Tell your lies as on ye go,,

Make your drummers rattle louder,
And your plpcrs harder blow;

I shan’t be a son o’ glory,

WB:: ;n honest wol:km ;na;
ith the that gave me
Doin’ m Fean”

——p—

MARY, THE MAID OF THEF, INN.
Rmn’r SovuTazy,

Wio is yonderfoor maniac, whose wildly-fixed eyee
Swn};onm@oo Y

She netls oot hemﬁm o
The composure of settled distress,
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No aid, no compassion' the maniac will seek ;
Cold and hunger awake not her care.
Through her rags do the winds of the winter blow bleak
On her poor wither'd bosom half bare, and her cheek
Has the deathly-pale hue of depair.

Yet cheerful andyhappy, nor distant the day,

Poor Mary the maniac has been,
The traveller remembers, who journeyed this way,
No damsel so lovely, no damsel so gay,

As Mary, the maid of the inn.

Her cheerfud address fill’d her guests with delight
As shé welcomed them in with a smile.

Her heart was a stranger to childish affright,

And Mary would walk by the abbey at night,
When the wind whistled down the dark aisle.

She loved ; and young Richard had settled the day,
And she hoped to be happy for life :

But Richard was idle and worthless, and they

Wiy knew him would pity poor Mary, and say
‘That she was too good for his wife.

*Twas in®autumn, and stormy and dark wgs the night,
And fast were the windows and door; *
Two guests sat enjoying the fire that burnt bright,
And smoking in sijence with tranquil delight
They listen’d to the wind roar.

“’Tis pleasant,” cried one, “seated b}' the fireside, -
To hear the wind whistle without.”
“ A fine night for the Abbey !”” his comrade replied.
# Methinks a man’s courage would now be well tried
ho should wander the ruins about.

“ ¥ myself, like a school-boy, would tremble to hear
The hoarse ivy shake over my head :
And could fanoy I saw, half persuaded by fear,
Someagly old abbot’s whité spirit appesr,~
For this wind might awaken the dead I

“Pll wager a dinner,” the other one &ied,
““That Mary would venture there now.”
:m'l‘hen w«ﬁg bose!” witha sne::muplwd‘ 3
warrant. fancy a
And faint if she saw a m" .
E 1
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“ Will Mary this charge on her courage ullow 2’

His companion exclaimed with a smile;
“1 shall win,~for 1 know she will venture there now,
And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough

From the elder that gtows in ¢he aisle.”

‘With fearless good humour did Mary comaply,
And her way to the ‘Abbey she bent, .,

The night it was dark, and the wind it was high,

And as hollowly howling it swept through the sky
She shiver'd with cold as she went.

O’er the path so well known still proceeded the maid}
Where the Abbey rose dim on the sight. .

_Through the gateway she enter’d, she felt'not afraid;

Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their shade
Seemed to deepen the gloom of the night.

All around her was silent, save wtien the rude blast
Howl’d dismally round the old pile;

Over weed-cover'd fragments still fearless she past,

And arrived at the innermost ruin at last, -
Where the elder-tree grew in the aisle.

Well-pleased djd she reach it, and quickly drew near
And hastily gather'd the boygh;
‘When the sound of a voice seemed to rise on her ear:
She paused, and she listen’d, all eager to hear,
And her heart panted fearfully now. :

The wind blew, the hoarse vy shook over her head,
She listen’d,~naught else could she hear,

The wind ceased ; her hedrt sunk in her bosom with dread,

For she heard in the ruins distinctly the tread
Of footsteps approaching her near.

Behind a wide column, half breathless with fear
Shecrept to conceal herself there: .

That instant the moon o’er a dark cloud shone clear

And she saw in the moonlight two ruffians appeas -
And between them a corpse did they bear,

a(
Thens Mary could (2l her heart-blood curdled cold!
Again the rough wind hurried by~
Tt blew off the hat of theone, and
Even the feet of poor Mary-it toll’de—
She felt, and expected to die.
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“ Curse the hat!” he exclaimed; “ Nay, come on here and hide
The dead body,” his conirade replied .
She beholds them in safety pass on by her side,
She seizes the hat, fear her courage supplied,
.And fast through the abbey she flies.

She ran with wih#:peed, she rush’d in at the door,
She gazed horyibly eager around,

Then her limbs coul suﬂ)on their faiut burden no more,

And exhausted and breathless she sunk on the floor,
Unable to utter a sound.

Ere yet her pale lips could the story impart,
For a monient the hat met her view ;—

Her eyes from that object convulsively start,

Four—O God! what coldehorror then thrill’d through her heart
When the name of her Richard she knew !

Where the old Abbey stands on the common hard by,
His gibbet is now to be seen ;

His irous you still from the road may espy,

The traveller beholds them, and thinks, with a sigh,
Ofepoor Mary, the maid of the inn.

—p—

THE BATTLE OF “ BOTHWELL BRIG.”

A LY OF THE COVENANTERS.
Arran Cura,

[Mr. Curr is well known as an, Independent minister, and is a
popular lecturer at our principal literary institutions.]

*T'was on a Sabbath morning in the sunny month of June,

Oh! ’ Sabbath morning, when nd’s sun gaed doon ;
And bright that Sabbath morning broke—to close so dark and drear
For Soodgnd’s hour of woe had come, and Scotland’s dgom was near.

" The sun Was on the rippling Clyde, that sparkled clear and brigi¥,
On either,side the armies lay, and mml'nm forth their might;

Loud rose the shouts of armed rang the cries of war,

Aad highland host and lowland's boast wkre gathered fom afar.

Ten thousand sounds were mingling then with music of the drum,
Ten tb&?md swords were glancing bright; undf told¢he foe had,
come §
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There rode the faithless Livingstone—there rode the bioody Grahame,
And ﬁ;rce Dalziel, and Monmouth there, to work their country’s
shame,

With fife and drum, and banner red, dnd war-pipes shiifl and clear,
The foe are marching to the bridge—their horsemen in the rear ;
Loud rose the shiott, “ God sive the King!” fnd answer back we

sent,
“The Lord of Hosts! The Lord of Hosts! ahid Kirk and Covenant!”

Right facing them our army lay, the river roll’d between,

And Burley bold, and Morton brave, on Bothwell Brig were seen,
Behind them, spreading on the moor, our scatter'd army lay,
With none to lead them to the fight, and win that bloody day.

loud murmurs swell’d along our ranks,—~by factions weak and
blind

Our camp was tost, like forest leaves, blown by the autumn wind ;

l.oud rose the sounds of angry strife,~~loud rag’d the fierce debate,

And traitor words were spoken whilst the foe were at the gatd.

Where is'the spirit that of old defied th’ invader’s might—
Where is a hero like of old to put the foe to flight ?

“Oh! for an hour of Cromwell’s sword to change the fate of war,
Oh! for the arm that, led them on,at Marston and Dunbar.

Had we the blade of Wallace true, or Bruce to lead the van,
Our foes would flee before our face as their farefathers ran,
Had we one arm to guide us on—the battle-tide to turn,
Our song would be of victory, and Bothwell—Bannockburn!

On Bothwell Brig a dauntless few, stood forth in stern array,
Right gallantly they kept the bridge upon that facal day ;
With pike and gun, and sword and spear, and hearts sac leul and

true, . .
Long stood they there in glory’s place to guard our banher blge:

Thﬁ%a“on:;h'@,ﬁwbetbebﬂdgewmandmﬁcembhdam
Soxhe&téic bengach the broad cliymore—some elirew, we Il the flosd,

i the shout, “ God save the Kink 1 and F back e detitas
“ nemdommzmwdormmmwmcmw’
*Gainst fearful odds Kept the Bridge till one by one they fll,
And deeds of glary b Bb‘:‘-?tdbneno,mimm 4 anz[;

-% The Bridge is 108 ** God help us now, i § corhe the. foe,
Angd horsemen With their nodding plumes, now cross the ford below:
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Then out spoke Grahame of Claverhouse,—~a bloody man was he,

“Now charge them with the sword and lance,—your battle.cry
Dundee!”

Then spoke out sturdy Cameron—a brave old man was he,

“In God we trust, our cause i just, We fear not thine nor thee,

“ Curse on thee, blogdy Clavers, now, curse on thee evermote,
Curse on thy traitop hand that dy’d old Scotland’s streams with

gore;

Long as the hills of Scottand stand shall hated be thy name,

And each true Scottish tonguc for aye shall curse the bloody
Grahame.”

Bu, see! the foe have passed the bridge, their must’ring ranks are
near,

Their sw;rds are glancing m the sun,—their horsemen in the rear.

Again the shout, ** God save the King!” and answer back we sent,

“The Lord of.Hosts ! The Lord of Hosts | and Kirk and Covenant {”

In vain, in vain, ye dauntless few, with Burley keep the van,

In vain around our banner blue, die fighting man to man;
“The day is lost!” our stricken host like traitors turn and flee;
God hélp me ever from the shame such other sight to see!

Oh! weep for Scotland, weep ! for God hath her afflicted sore,

Weep—weef bloody tears for Scotland—her freedom is no more ;

Oh! fll:right that Sabbath morning broke,~#he suneshone on the
ood :

But ere that Sabbath day had clos’d— Her sun went down in hlood.
(Copyright~—Contributed.)

c—t——

ONE NICHE THE HIGHEST.
' Evinu_Burmirr.

[Born jn America (US.) 1815, Known as the “learned
blacksmith,” from his having acquired the mastery of many languages.
A popular lecturer and journalistg still living.]

Tus scene apens with a view of the great Ngtural Bridge in
Virginia. ‘There are three or four dads standing in the channel
below, Mihﬁ up with awe to that Nst arch of uphewn rocks,
which the Almighty bridged over those everlasting batments,
* when the morning etars sang together.”. The ittle piece of sk

3
spannjpg those measureless piers. is full of though it is mid-
thy.nqgis almost five hundred feet fmm d':fy stand, up
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those &erpendicular bulwarks of limestone to the key ot that vast
arch, which appears to them only of the size of a man’s hand.
The silence of death is rendered more impressive by the little
dtream that fulls from rock to rock down the channel. “'The sun is
darkened, and the boys have uticovered their heads, as if standing in
the presence-chamber of -the Majesty of the whole earth. At last
this feeling begins tc wear away ; they look arqund them; and find
that others have been there before them. They sce the names of
hundreds cut in the limestone butments. A new feeling comes
over their young hearts, and their knives are in their hands in an
instant. “ What man has done, man can do,” is their watchword,
while they draw themselves up, and carve their name a foot above
those of a bundred full-grown men who have been there before
them.

They are all satisfied with this feat of physical exertion except
one, whose example illustrates perfectly’ the forgotten truth, that
there is “ no royal road to learning.”” = This ambitious youth sees
a name just above his reach—a name which' will be green in
the memory of the world when those of Alexander, Cesar, and
Bunaparte shall rot in oblivion. It was the name of Washington.
Before he marched with Braddock to that fatal field, he had been
there and left his name, a foot above any of his predwas%{’s. It
was a glorious thought to write his name side by side with that
ﬁreat father of his country, He grasps his knife with a firmer

and, and clinging to a little’ jutting crag, he cuts agein into the
limestone, abgut a foot above where he stands ; he then reaches up
and cuts another for his hands. ’Tis a dangerous adventure; but
as he puts his feet and hands into those gains, and draws himself
up carefully to his full length, he finds himwIf a foot above every
name chronicled in that mighty wall. While his companions are
regarding him with concern and admiration, he cuts his name in
wide capitals, large and deep into that flinty album. His knife is
still in his hand, and strength in his sinews, and a new created
aspiration in his heart. Again he cuts another niche, and again he
carves his name in larger capitals. ‘This is not cnough; heudless
of the entreaties of his companions, he cuts and climbs again. The
gradations of his ascending scale grow wider apart, He measures
his length at every gain he cuts,. The voices ‘of ‘Lis friendi-wax
weaker and , till their words are finally lost on his car, He
now for ghe fitst time casts a look beneath him. 'Had. that glance
lastid a moment, that moment would have been his vast. He
clings with a gonvulsive shudder to his little niche in the rock.
.An awful abyss awaits his gmost cerain fall. He is faint with
severe exertiap, and tremblfAg from. the sudden view of the dreadtul
destruction to which he is exposed, . His knife js worn halfeway to
the Jiaft. He can hear the voices, but not the words, of his terror.
stricken coppanios below. What a moment! what a ‘eagre
chanoe to escape destruction |- there is no retracing bis steps. It is
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impossible to puthis hands into the same niche with his feet, and
retain. his slender hold a moment. His companions instantly per-
ceive this new and fearful dilemma, and await his fall with emotions
that “ freeze their young blood.” He is too high to ask for his
father and mother; his brothess and , to come and witness or
avert his destruction. But one of his companions anticipates his
desire, Swift as theewind, he bounds down the channel, and the
situation of the fated boy is told upon his father’s hearthstone.

Minutes of almost eternal length roll on, and there are hundreds
standing in that rocky channel, and hundreds on the bridge above,
all holding their breath, and awaiting the fearful catastrophe. The
poor boy hears the hum of new and numerous voices both above
and below. He can just distinguish the tones of his father, who is
shouting with all the energy of despair,~—* William! William!
Don’t look down! Your Mother, and Henry, and Harriet, are all
here praying for you! Dort look down! Keep your eye towards
the top!” The boy didn’t-look down. His eye is fixed like a
funt towards Heaven, and his young heart on Him who reigns
there. He grasps again his knife. He cuts another niche, and
another foot is added to the hundreds that remove him from the
reach of human help from below. How carefully he uses his
wastinggblade? How anxiously he selects the softest places in that
vast pier! How he avoids every flinty grain! How he economises
his physical powers, resting a moment at each gain he cuts.’ * How
every motio® is watched from below! There stand his father,
mother, brother, and sister, on the very spot,®where ¥ he falls, he
will not fall alone.

The sun is half-way down in the west. The lad has made fifty
additional niches in th& mighty wall, and now finds himself directly
under the middle of that vast arch of rock, earth, and trees. He
must cut his way in a new direction, to get from this over! ng
mountain. ‘The inspiration of hope is in his bosom ; its vital heat
is fed by the increasing shouts of hundreds perched upon cliffs, trees,
and others who stand with ropes in their hands upon the bridge
abovePor with ladders below. Fifty more gains must be cut before
the longest rope can reach him. His wasting blade strikes again
mto the limestone. The boy is emerging painfully foot by foot,
from Under that lofty arch. Spliced ropes are in the hands of those
who are leaving over the outer edge of the bridge. Two minutes
more, all will be over. 'That blade is worn to the last half
inch. boy’s head reels ; his eyes are starting from their sockets.
His last hope is dying in his heart, his life must hang upon the
next gain he cuts.  That niche is his Ag ghe last flint gash
he makes, his knife—his faithful kni from hislittle nerve.
less hand, and ringing'along the pretipice, fally at. his mother’s feef,
An involuntary groan of despair suns like a Mtiudl through the
channe}, below, arid 4l is still as the grave. At tle height of nearly,
three hundred fect, the devoted boy lifts bis hopeless heart and
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closing eyes to commend his soul to God. *Tis but a moment—
there! one foot swings offt—he. is fecling—trembling—toppling
%ver into eternity—Hark |—a shout falls on his cars fror~ above!

he man who is lying with half ‘his length over the briage, has
caught & glimpse of the boy’s head and shoulders, Quick as
thought, the noosed rope is within reach of the sinking youth. * No
one¢ breathes, With a faint convulsive effory the swooning boy
drops his arm into the noose. Darkness comesover him, and with
the words “ God ! and “ mother.!”” whispered on his lips just loud
enough to be heard in heaven—the tightening rope lifts him out of
his last shallow niche. Not a lip moves while he is dangling over
that fearful abyss; but when a sturdy Virginian reaches down and
draws up the lad, and holds him up in his arms before the tearful,
breathless multitude~~such shouting ! and such leaping and weeping
for joy never greeted a human being so recovered from the vawning
gulf of eternity.

—-‘-—-—I
A PERIL BY SEA.

Tux Rxv. Dk. GrorGe AsPINALL,

Tue coast-guard men who were utider me
idly gut on the sun-lit sea;

No'smuggling lugger, no skulking boat

Within the range of view did float.

A distant ship, with her white wings spread,

as the only craft to be seen ahead ;
And the pilo‘t::ut out with practised bar,
And to hail aad pilot her t6 the shioré,

l& an shallop, at stroke of rioon,

y wife had left for the town of Stroon,
With my three young sons—a town that lay
Facing the bend of the deep, brodd bay,

were to pesh, and the third was £ steer,
he waves were crisp and the sky was clear;
And I watch’d thern off from the jetty. stair
With no thought af far, for the wind was fih,

The fime wore on, and 1 dined at two,

A%ﬂh‘tb@ frodﬁ:i;%;d mmn Vew;
‘ camg back of m

Qnun 1 m m«,!?mnied myy absemhvﬁﬁ.
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‘Then I sw to the guard, but as night drew nigh
1 noted a frown on-the brow of the sky;

And a wrathful change was taking place,

Like passions at work on the human face.

Anon, and clouds of 2 dun-red hue

Had blottedgand blur'd the morning’s blue}
And wild gnd swirling gusts swept by,
With rushing roar, and with sullen sigh!

I minded the boat, and my heart misgave

If its summer buitd could the tempest brave;
For I knew that by now ’twould be midseas o'er,
On the homeward tack, from the other shore.

The wind increased, to a gale it spread,

The lights were lit®on the lighthouse head,

And they flash’d and flamed on the waters of strife,
On which rock’d the boat with my sons and wife.

Like an egg-shell we could see it tost

By the glare of the lamps, and we deem’d it lost;
One moment, and then like a bird "twould rise,
"While borne on the blast came a woman’s cries!

Up to this I had ne’er been a praying one,
1 b never pray’d as I should have done;
But now, right up through the stor-fill’d a#,
To the ocean’s God 1 breathed my pray’r!

For I though? of the vessel on the lake,
And of those within whose faith did shake,
And who cried to Jesus, sore afraid— **

* Lord, save ; we perish ] Master, aid!”

*And I thought on Him, who by His will,
Bade straight the winds and waves be still,
Who King-like caused the storm to cease,
And ull’d the troubled sea to peate.

And on Him ¥ call’d whio could yet cominiand,
(Who holds the waters in His liand) ;

¥ea, ] ép:{;i as I neer had pray’d before,

That rd would bring them safe to shore.
Nor did He the stren ofl-ﬁhmmh;dc,‘

For when midnight é‘i:nhmed caine the turn of %ide;
And ' fell a sudden calm on thg sea, .

And my wife and bains came back to me!

(Copprighe—Contibuted.)
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KING BOABDIL’S LAMENT FOR THE LOSS OF
GRANADA.

Jonx Epmunp Rraox.

[Author of * Italy,” Cain the Wanderer,” ¢ The Deluge,” and
other poems of great and acknowledged merit,]

Dow;:rnnn swept the Moorish squadrons filing from Granadu’s
s

Moslem’s reign at length is ended, silent are Alhambra’s halls;

Spain’s g;oud standard floats above her tbwers, and mosques, and
gardens fair; :

‘Warrior’s song and lute of lover never more shall waken there!

On they marched with banners trailing in the dust before the foe:

Nought i!s there but women’s wailing, frantic gestures, speechless
woe

Then Boabdil,% backward turning, saw the Red Cross planted high,

Grief and rage his bosom burning, choked his throat and dimmed
his eye. : :

But when pealed their trumpets’ clangour, and their shouts above
him broke,

When he saw the crescent-standard cloven by the headsman’s
stroke; -

And the Red Cross er it streaming forward like a meteor ttung,

Words—but words of grief and anger, burst from his indignant
tongue.

“ O thou land of love and glory | must we see thee then no more?
‘Who shall tell our fatal story when on Afric’s burning shore?
Who shall leave with soul unshaken, tombs where sleep our fathers

dead ? ‘
Holy Prophet! they will waken, they will hear our parting
tread | . .
“Flower of cities! must we lose thee, we, who made thee what
thou art?
Joy of every eye that views the®, pride of every Moslem’s heart !
On thy staely towers while dwelling, on thy. spires in ﬂaveu that

© ﬁune.
Wlm‘h}b::,&eh his bosom swelling with a grandeur Caught from

~%%mm thy'lovely fountains; groves whose fragrance
Aty
Nyrtled vales, and Wno-wresthed mountyins, mivsic’s echoes lingere
ing there P _
Aba il-abd- Allah, the son of Zoaraya, syrnamed * Zaquit.”
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Who, thy gloriousjself possessing, would not in’thy love be blest ?
Where existence is a blessing dreamed away upon thy breast !

“Must we leave these haunts for ever, for a hot and burning sky,
Where the herbage gladdens never, where life opens but to die?
On the sandy deserts marching, streams and fields like thine shai.

rise 3 .
Streams that mock our palates parching, fields that cheat our aching
eyes.

“0 my kingdom ! must we sever 2~how shall I my passion tell?
Land of beauty lost for ever, land of glory,—fare tiiee well !

‘Who shall soothe us on the morrow, exiles on the trackless sea?
Life 'has nothing left but sorrow—all is lost in leaving thee!”

Outspake then his haughtys Mother; she had stood and watch’d
him nigh, '
Pride and scorn she could not smother, darkening in her Moorish

eye

“Son !—if son I still must call thee—cease thy grief’s bemoaning
tone,

If what thou hast done appal thee, still thy dagger is thine own!

“Liv'st'thou not >==can degradation sink thee lower than thou art ?

Can the leprasy of meanness deeper taint thy spotted heart?

Dar’st thou outlive thy dishonour ? dar’st thou brave ghy mother’s
?

Wou}:) th? grave had closed upon her on the hour when thou wast
m .

“How may such as thou inherit the fire kindling in our veins ?
‘Where the spirit of the hero that prefers not death to chains ?
‘When, if ever Moor retreated, outlived he his stricken pride?
Never were our kings defeated; on the field they won or died.

*Better far that thou hadst perished, fighting on yon leaguered

Bﬂw‘:{'{' that thou hadst cherished base life in a dungeon’s thrall ;
Better I had slain thee—start not! slain thee with tims woman’s

So thou :ath thy shame depart not exiled on a homeless land,

«See thy work socursed !  kingdom bty ylelded by thy fears,
tl:yéor:mgmdqumpl}ddfwnaw o ’ﬁthcn
d«'ﬂ‘" y W wielded \likg thy m'shty ¢

Thou without a stroke hast yielded, thou without'n effort fled.
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“ Yet-thou stand'st thy fate arraigning ! the base life thou sought'st s

ine,

Live, in :;oward words complaining, while to die of shame be
mine

On—but join not the procession; let, not men thy weakness view,

‘Make them not by thy confession hate thee, and despise thec teo.

“Yield t&w prize up to the stranger, they have won their great re-
ward ;

Glorious prize! which thou no longer hadst the heart 2nd hand to
rd.

gua
See the infidels triumphant—hear their shouts as we depart !
Feel the wound thou hast inflicted till its gangrene eat thy heart.

** Look at yon all glorious city, with her golden girdle spread ;
Look at yon Alhambra towering o’er her builders who have fled !
And ‘the Fountin of the Lions’—who. that stately name shall

hear,
Dcen&i;g‘hey who slept beside them quailed from fight like stricken

“ Yet again behold Granada !—feel thy recreant doom is just:

Lo !—;thelCross triumphant o’er thee, hurled the Crescent in the
ust

Onward then—while execration dogs thee to thy exile clime,

Where the cusses of thy nation wait thee to the end of time.”

(Cotyright—Contributed.)

e —

DESCRIPTION OF A FIRE.

Loox here—how delightful | that desolate house with no roof at
all, gutted and skinned by the last London fite! You can see the
poor green and white paper still'clinging to, the walls, and the chasm
that once was a cupboard, and the shadows gathering black on the
aperture that once was a hearth! Seen below, how quickly you
would cross aver the way ! That great crack forebodes an avalanche !
you hold your breath, not to bring it down on your head. Bit seen
above, what a compassionate, inquisitive charm in the skeleton
ruin!  Ho® your fancy runs riot, repeopling the chambers, heating
tite last cheerful good-night of that destined Pompeii—-cre:ping upon
titpoe with the rﬁpther, when she gives her farewell fook to the baby.
Now all is midnlght and gilence; then the red crawling serpent
comes out, Lol his bréth; hark! his hiss} Now, spir¢ aRer
spire he winds and coils; bhe soars up erect—crest superb and
forked tongué-~the bedutiful horror! Then the xart from the
gleep, and_the awiking, and the run here and there, and
the mothér's fush to the cradle » the éry from the windowPand the
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knock at the door, and the spring of those on high towards the stair
that leads to safety below, and the smoke rushing up like the surge
of a hell! And they run back stified and blinded, arid the floor
heaves beneath them like a barque upon thesea! Hark ! the gratinge
wheels, thundering low ; fiear and nean comes the engine, Fix the
ladders—there ! there! at the wWindow where the mother stands with
the babe! Splash and hiss comes the water ; pales, then flares out,
the fire: foe defies e; element, elemtent. How sublime is the
war! But the ladder, the ladder! there at the window! All else
are saved ! the clerk and his books—the lawyer, with that tin-box of.
title-deeds—the landlord, with his policy of insurance—the miser,
with his bank notes and gold—all are saved ; all but the babe and
mother, What a erowd in the streets! how the light crimsons over
the gazers, hundreds on hundreds! AIl those faces seem as one
face with fear. Not a man mounts the ladder. Yes, there—gallant
fellow! God inspires—Goq shall speed thee! How plainly I see
him !—his eyes are closed, his teeth set. The serpent leaps up, the
forked tongue darts upon him, and the reek of the breath wraps him
round. The crowd has ebbed back like a sea, and the smoke rushes
over them all. Hah! what dim forms are those upon the ladder?
Nearer and nearer—crash come the roof-tiles. Alas, and alas! no,
acry of joy, a “Thank heaven!” and the women force their way
throughéhe men to come round the child and the mother. Al is
gone, save that skeleton ruin.

[

THE GOOSE AND THE OWL,
Mzs. S1GoURNELY.

1 cannoT bear to hear thee slander’d, goose,
It irketh me to see the truant boys
Pause in their play, and cast a stone at thee,
And call thee foolish,

Do those worthies know
'That when old Rome had let the ruffian Gauls
Tread on her threshold of vitality,
And all her sentinels were comatose,
Thy clarioncall did save her? Mighty strange
%o call thee fooll

I think thow'st dignified
‘Andgonly in thy, bearing, and%n all,
P . Ak may (k.
. ite 2 . ¢ duck may qusc
The sarkey pbble, and the neben
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And all is well; but if then ope thy beak,
* Fie, silly creature!”

Yet 'm sure thou’s’. dove
Many a clever and obliging deed;
And more than thts, thou from thy wing dost spare
An outcast feather, which hath woke the world,
And made it wiser. Yea, the modest quill
Doth take its quiet stand behind the press,
And, like a prompter, tell it what to say.
But still we never praise the goose, who gave
This precious gift. Yet what can fill its place?
Think of the clumsy stylus, how absurd !
1 know, indeed, that smart metallic pens
Have undertaken to speculate at large;
But I eschew them all, and prophesy
Goose-quills will be immortgl as the art
To which they munister. *Twere meet for me,
Though all besides were dumb, to fondly laud
The instrument that from my childhood up
Hath been my solace and my chosen friend .
In hours of loneliness.
1 ask my peers,
The erudite and learned in theylaw,
Why the recusant ow! is singled out
As Wisdom’s bird 2 If blind Mythology,
‘Who on her fingers scarcely knew to count
Her thirty thousand gods, should groping make
Such error, ’tis not strange. But we, who skill
To ride the steam, and have a goedly hope
To ride the lightning too, need we be ruled
By vacillating Delphos ? or enticed
To sanction her mistakes?
The aforesaid owl,
‘With his dull, staring eyes, what hath he done
To benefit mankind? Moping all day
Amid some dodder’d oak, and then at night,
With hideous hooting and wild flapping w-
Scaring the innocent child. What hath he <
‘0 eamn & penny, or t0 make the world
icher in any way? I doubt if he )
E'en ﬁ an honest living. Who cansay, *#
such midnight rambles, none know wherg
Are to his credja¢  Yet the priceless crown
Of Wisdom he,"in symbol and in song,
Unrighteously hath worn, o
] But titaes have changed,
MostYeverend owl!  Utility beans rule,
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And the:shrewd spirit of a busy age

Doats not on things antique, nor pays sespect
To hoary hairs, but counts it loss of time

To honour whatsoever fails to yield

A fat per centage, Yet thoulst not ashamed
To live a gentleman, hor bronze thy daw
With manual labour, stupidly content

To be a burden on comntunity.

Meantime, the worthy and hard-working goose
Hath rear'd up goslings, fed us with her flesh,
Lull'd us to sleep upon her softest down,

And with her quills maintain’d the lover’s lore,
And saved the tinsel of the poet’s brain.
=-Dear goose, thow’rt greatly wrong’d.
I move the owl
Be straightway swept from the usurper’s seat,
And thou forthwith be voted for, to fill
Minerva’s arms. .
The flourish of a pen
Hath saved or lost a realm ; hath signed the bond
That made the poor man rich; reft from the prince
gis confiscated wealth, and sent him forth
powerless exile; for the prisoner bade
The sunbeam tremble through his iron bars
Thedast, last time; or changed the cry of war
To blessed peace. How base, to scorfi the bird:
‘Whose cast-off feather hath done this, and more.

e—

WINIFREDA.

[The authorship of this beautiful lyric and purely English ballad is
uncertain, Percy calls it a ¢ Translation from the Ancient British,”
but it wgs a fashion in bis day to manufacture literary antiquities, as it
is still to make specimens of ancient art wherewith to gull the unini-
tiated. It is included amorig Gilbert Cooper’s poems, where, says Miss
Mitfordypin her ¢ Literary Recollections,” it is ¢a diamond among
pebbles; he never could have written it.” It has been cjaimed for
Steevens, the restorer of Shakspeare’s text, but without success. ,This
ballad was cn especial favourite with Miss Mitford, who says, and
justly, that it contains “ the rare merit of conveying the noblest sen-
timents in the simplest language.”]

Awav | let nought to love displeasirig,
My Winifreds, move your care;
Let nought dulay the heavenly blessing,
- Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy card
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What though no grant of royal donoms
With pompous titles grace our blood ?

We'll shine in more substantial honours,
And to be noble we'll be good.

Our name, whil virtue thus we tender,
Shall sweetly sound where’er ’tis spoke

And all the great ones, they shall gvander
How they respect such little folk,

What though from fortune’s lavish bounty
No mighty treasures we possess ?

We'll find within our pittance plenty,
And be content without excess.

Still shall each kind returning season
Sufficient for our wisheg give;

For we will live a life of reason,
And that’s the only life to live,

Through youth to age in love excelling,
We’ll hand in hand tofether tread ;
Sweet-smiling peace shall crown our dweiiing,
And babes, sweet-smiling babes, our bed,

How should I love the pretty creatures,
Whilg round my knees they fondly clang,

To see them look their mother’s features,
And hear them lisp their mother’s tongue.

And when with envy, time transported,
_ Shall think to rob us of our joys,
You'll in your girls again be courted,
And I'll go wooing in' my boys.

—————

OTHELLO’S ADDRESS TO THE SENATE.
SHAXSFRARE,

Moy patent, grave, and reverend signiors,
Myv‘:ogl::bhmd approved good mastess, -
‘That Thave tyjen dway this old man’s dangheer,
«It'is moss trye 3 Wrue, I have maszied her ;
e e g et
‘Hai m

l!‘ﬁ«h blessesd with the soft phrase of peace ;
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For sincg these arms of mine had seven years’ pith,
‘Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used
Their dearest action in the tented field; .
And little of this great world can I speak,
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle 3
And gkmfor; littl;s:?allyl grace my cause,
In speaking for myself. Yet, ur gracious patience,
1 wi‘l)l a rotgmd unvarnished ml‘zy ¢£ljiw:rs P
Of my whele course of love ; what drugs, what charms,
‘What conjuration, and what mighty magic
(For such proceeding I am charged withal),
I won his daughter with,

I do beseech you,

Send for the lady to the Sagittary,
And let her speak of me before her fathef :
If you do find mé'foul in her report,
The trust, the offi&, I do hold of you,
Not only take away, but let your sentence
Even full upon my life.
Ancient, conduct them: you best know the place.
And, till she.come, as truly as to heaven
1 do confess the vices of my blood,
So justly to your grave ears I'll present
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love,
And she in mine.
Rer father loved me; oft invited me;
Still questioned e the story of my Yife,
From year to year; the battles, sicges, fortune,
That I have passed,
I ran it through, even from my boyish days,
To the very moment that he bade me tell i.
‘Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances ;
Of moving accidents by flood and field ;
Of hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach ;
Of being taken by the insolent foe
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence,
And portance, In my traveller’s history
Wherein of antres vast, and desarts idle,*.
ugh quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven,
It was my hint to speak), such was my procegg ;-
m of the Cam‘il;ls th;t each other eat,
Anthropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to heas
‘Would Desdemona seriously inaline ; .
Bus still the house affairs would draw her theice;s
'anﬂbmuldﬁthhmdﬂm .

Sterile, barven.
ra .
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She’d come again, and with a greedy ear

Devour up my discourse: which I observing,

Took once a pliant hour; and found good meags

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,

‘Whereof by parcels she had something berd,

But not intentively : I did consent,

And often did beguile her of her tears,

#hen I did speak of some distressful strbke

That my youth suffered. My story being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs:

She swore,~In faith, *twas strange, twas passing strange
*Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful :

She wished she had not heard it; yet she wis
That heaven had made her such a man: she thanked me:
And bade me, if I had a friend ghat loved her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story,

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake :

She loved me for the dangers I had passed ;

And I loved her that she did pity them.

‘This only is the witchcraft I have used ;

Here comes the lady, let her witness it.

S n——

RRUTUS-ON THE DEATH OF CASAR.
SHARSPEARE.

RoMaNs, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my cause; and
be silent, that you may hear. Believe me for mine honour, and
have respect to mine honour, that you may believe. Censure me
in dyour wisdom, and awake your senses, that you may the better
judge. If there be any in this ussembly, any dear friend of Caesar’s,
to him I say, that Brutus’s love to Ceesar was no less than his. If,
then, that friend dernand why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my
answer :—Not that I loved Cesar less, but that 1 loved Rome more,
Had you rather Ceesar werc living, and die all slaves; than that
Caesar were dead, to live all free men?  As Ceesar loved me, 1 weep
brhig:; @ he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I
honour him; but as he was ambitious, I slew him. There are tears
for his love, joy for his fortune, honour for his valour, and death fov
his ambition. Who’s here so base, that would be a bondmani
If any, speak~or him fave I offended. Who is bere so rudg,
that would not be 2 Roman? If any, speak—forshim have I
offended. 'Who i% here so vile, that will not love his country

Ifan k~—for him haveloﬂhﬂed.—-l,?-mfota )
Nzae enbanonc bave* I offended. I have mmgldy)m ©
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Caesar, than you should do to Brutus, The question of his death

.is enrolled in the Capitol; his glory not extenuated, wherein he
;vas l;wonhy; nor his offences enforced, for which he suffered
eath, .

Here comes his body, mourged by, Mark Antony; who, though
he had no hand in his death, shall receive the benefit of his dyi
—a place in the cgnmonwealth; 'as, which of you shall not
With this 1 depart—that, as I slew my best lover for the good of
Rome, I have the same dagger for myself, when it shall please my
cLuntry v need my death.

B —

''HE SEA CAPTAIN’S STORY.
Lgwp LyrroN.

LAuthor of “ Pelham ™ and a long series of novels which have
placed him, justly, at the head of the literature of his day; also of
many successful dramas and much-admired poems. Born 1805 ; still
living.] ) .

. GeNTLE lady !
"Phe key of some charm’d music in your voice
Unlocks a long-closed chamber in my soul;
And yould you listen to an outcast’s tale,
*Tis briefly told. Until my fourteentheyear,
Beneath the roof of an old village priest,
Nor far from hence, my childhood wore away.
Then waked wishin me anxious thoughts and deep.
Throughout the liberal and melodious nature
Something seem’d absent—what, I scarcely knew—
Till one calm night, when over earth and wave
Heaven looked its love from 3ll its number targ—
‘Watchful yet breathless—suddenly the sense ~
,Of my sweet want swelled in me, and I ask’d
The priest—~why I was motherless?
He wept, and answer'd “I was nobly born |”

)y As he spake,
There ed acrcss my soul a dim remembrance
gfw&{mﬁo whose lips there breathed
m i
The words that none but mothers guxmurl
. *T'was at that time ghere came
Into our hamlet a rude jovial seaman,
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On which our casements look’d, I heard a vdice
That woo’d me to its bosom : Raleigh’s fame,
The New World’s marvels, then made old men heroes,
And young men dreamgrs!  So I left my home
With that wild scaman.
The villain whom 1 trusted, when we reached
The bark he ruled, cast me to chains andgdarkness,
And so to sea. At length, no land in sight,
His crew, dark swarthy men—the refuse crimes
Of many lands—(for he, it seems, a pirate)
Call’d me on deck—struck off my fetters : “Boy !’
He said, and grimly smiled: “not mine the wrong:
Thy chains are forged from gold, the gold of thosi
Who gave thee birth |

I wrench’d
From his own hand the blade it Bore, and struck
The slanderer to my feet. With that, a shout,
A hundred knives gleam’d round me; but the pirate,
Wiping the gore from his gash’d brow, cried “ Hold !
Such death were mercy.” Then they grip’d and bound me
To a slight plank——spread to the wind their sails,
And left me on the waves alone with God !
That day, and all that night, upon the seas
Toss’d the frail barrier between life and death.
Heaven lull’d the gales; and, when the stars can-e fortb,
All loek’d so bland and gentle that I wept,
Recall’d that wretch’s words, and murmurd, “ Wave
And wind are kinder than a parent.”
Day dawn’d, and, glittering in the sun,*behold
A sail—a flag !

, It pass’d away,

And saw me not. Noon, and then thirst and famine;
And, wigh parch’d lips, I cal’d on death, and sought
To wrench my limbs from the stiff cords that gnaw’d
Into the flesh, and drop into the deep;
An:ii then llnlethough! &:r‘kw’ beneath the clear
And crystal h, a , swift-moving thing,
With watchﬁ{l g eyes—the mfﬁfmm
That follows ships for prey. Then kife onoe more
GCrew sweet, and with & strained and horrent gasg
And lifted hair, I floated on, till sense
Grew dim and dimlier, and a terrible sleep,
In which still, still chose livid cyes met mine,

Fell an me,

T'awoke, and heard
My native fonghe:  Kind Jooks Bbent upon mes
1lsyon :

For God had warcra he gt
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THE DIVER.

By Scniirzr. TranstaTEp By Lowp Lvrrow,

“On, where is the knight or the sqyire so bold
. As to dive to the howlitg Charybdis below 2~
I cast in the whirlpool a goblet of gold,
And o'er it alecady the datk watets flow;
Whoever to mesmay the goblet bring,
Shall have for his guerdon that gift of his king.”

H ke, and the cup from the terrible steep,
t, rugged and hoary, hung over the verge
Of thikundless and measureless world of the decp,
Swirled into the maglstrom that maddened the surge.
“ And where is the diver so stout to
1 ask ye again—to the ddep below ?*

And.-the knights and the squires that gathered around,
Stood silent—and fixed on the ocean their cyes;
They looked on the dismal and sav:ge Profound,
And the peril thilled back ev ought of the prize,
Ang thrice spoke the monarch—* The cup to win,
Is there never a wight who will venture in?”

And all®s before heard in silence the king,
Till a youth with an aspect unfearing But gentlep
’Mid the tremulous squires—stepped out from the ring,
Unbuckling his girdle, and doffing his mantle;
And the murmuring crowd, as they parted asunder,
On the stately boy cast their looks of wonder.

As he strode to the mlﬁ!of the summit, and gave
One glance on the gulf of thit merciless main,

Lo ! the wave tl'lnat for ever devours the wave,

® Casts roaringly up the Charybdis again;

And as with the swell of the fur thunder-boom,

Rushes foamingly forth from the heart of the gloom.

[

And it bubbles and secthes, and it hisses and roarsy
As when fire is with water commixed and contending,
And*he spray of its wrath to the welkin up-soars,
And flood upon flood hurries on, never ending ;
And it never will rest, nor from tragail be free,
Like o sea that is Isbouting the birth of 8 sed,

e e o e T
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‘The whirlpool cleaves downward and downward m ocean
A yawning abyss, like the pathway to hell ;

The stiller and darker the farther it goes,

Sucked into that smoothness the breakers repose.

Tl}le youth gave his trust to his Maker! Before

"hat path through the.riven abyss closeg again

Hark ! a shriek from the gazers that circle z:gilh:):e.—
And behold ! he is whirled in the grasp of the main !

And o’er him the breakers mysteriously rolled,

And the giant mouth closed on the swimmer so bold. -

All wasstill on the height, save the murmur that went
From the grave of the deep, sounding hollow and fell,
Or save when the tremulous sighing lament
Thrilled from lip. wnto lip, * Galfant youth, fare thee well I’
More hollow and more wails the deep on the ear—
More dread and more dread grows suspense in its fear.

If thou shouldst in those waters thy diadem fling,
And cry, “ Who may find it shall win it and wear ;”
God wot, though the prize were the crown of a king—#
A crown at such hazard were valued too dear.
For never shall lips of the living reveal
‘What the deeps that howl yonder in terror conceals

Oh, many a bark, to that breast grappled fast,

Has gone down to the fearful and fathomless grave ;
Again, crashed together the keel and the mast,

To be seen tossed aloft in the glee of the wave !
Like the growth of a storm ever louder and clearer,
Grows the roar of the gulf rising nearer and nearer.

And it bubbles and seethes, and it hisses and foars,
As when fire is with water commixed and contending;
And the spray of its wrath to the welkin up-soars,
And flood upon flood hurries on, never ending,
And s grith the swell of the far thunder-boorn,
Rushes roaringly forth from the heart of the gloom,

And lo! from the heast of that far-floating gloom,
Like the wing of théc —~what gleams on the'sea?
Lo! an%rm and a neck up from the tomb{
Steering stalwart and .0 joyyitis hel.
The left hanid js lifted in triumph 3
It wawes as & trophy the gablet of gold |
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And he breathed deep, and he breathed long, .
And Qe greeted the heavenly delight of the day.
gaze on cach other—they shout as they throng—
“ He lives—lo, the ocean has red its prey !
And safe from the whirlpogl and free from the grave,
Gomes back to the daylight the soul of the brave!”

And he comes, ®ith the crowd in their clamour and glee;
And the goblét his daring has won from the water,
He lifts to the king as he sinks on his knee—
the king from her maidens has beckoned his daughter.
She"pours to the boy the bright wine which they bring,
And thus spoke the Diver— Long life to the King !”

“ Happy they whom the rose-hues of daylight rejoice,
The air and the sky thgt to mortals are given !
May the horror below nevermore find a voice—
Nor man stretch too far the wide mercy of heaven !
Nevermore, nevermore may he lift from the sight
The veil which is woven with terror and night !

“ Quick .brightening like lightning, the ocean rushed o’e1 me,
‘Wild floating, borne down fathom-deep from the day ;

Till a torrent rushed out on the torrents that bore me,
And doybled the tempest that whirled me sway.

Vain, vainl was my struggle—the circle had won me,»

Round and round in its dance the mad element spun me.

¢ From the deep, thgn I called upon God, and He heard me;
In the dread of my need, He vouchsafed to mine eye
A rock jutting out from the grave that interred me;
1 sprung there, 1 clung there, and death passed me by.
And lo! where the goblet gleamed through the abyss,
By a coral reef saved from the far Fathomless.

= Bliow, at the foot of that precipice drear,
read the gloomy, and purple, and pathless Obscure !
A si of horror that slept on the ear,
‘That the cye more appalled might the horror enduge!
Salamander, snake, dragon—vast reptiles that dwell
In the gep—coiled about the grim jaws of their hell.
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*“There 1 hung, and the awe gathered icily o'er me,
So far from the earth, where man’s help there wgs none!
The one human thing, with the goblins before me—
Alone—in a loneness ?&ghastly-Awn: !
Deep under the reach of the swegt living breath,
And begirt with the broods of the desert of Death.

“ Methought, as I gazed through the darkiiess, that now
It saw—a dread hundred-limbed creature—its prey !
And darted, devouring; I sprang from the bough-
Of the coral, and swept on the horrible way ;
And the whirl of the mighty wave seized me once more,
It geized me to save me, and dash to the shore.”

On the youth gazed the monarch, and marvelled: quoth he,
“ Bold diver, the goblet I promised is thine;_

And this ring I will give, a fresh guerdon to thee —
Never jewels more precious shone up from the mine—

If thou'lt bring me fresh tidings, and venture again,

To say what lies hid in the innermost main !”

Then out spake the daughter in tender emotion—.

“Ah! father, my father, what more can there rest{:
Enough of this sport with the pitiless ocean—

He has served thee as none would, thyself has{ confest.
If nothing can slake thy wild thirst of desire,
Let thy knights put to shame the exploit of the squire I””

The king seized the goblet, he swung it on high,

And whirling, it fell in the roar of the tide !
“But bring back that goblet again to my

And Pl hold thee the dearest that rides by my side;
And thine arms shall embrace as thy bride, I decree,
The maiden whoss pity now pleadeth for thee.”

And heaven, as he listened, spoke out from the space, ©
. And the hope that makes heroes shot flame from his eyes 3
He gazed on the blush in that beautiful face—
It pales—at the feet of her father she lies!
Howriceless the guerdon! a moment—a
And headlong he plunges to life and to death |

They hear the loud gurges sweep back in thelr swell,
hﬁd‘ coming thl‘thund:::onnd Malgbb 1
eyes yet are tracking where
to )
But no wave cver brings the lost youth to the shore b
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THE FATE OF MACGREGOR.

Jamus Hoco.

[*The Ettrick Shepherd.”" Author of #¢ The Queen's Wake,” &¢.
Born 1472 ; died 1835.)

“ MACGREGOR, Macgrcgor, remember our foemen ;
The moon rises broad from the brow of Ben-Lomond ;
‘The clans are impatient, and chide thy delay ;
Arise! let us bound to Glen-Lyon away.”—
Stern scowled the Macgregor, then silent and sullen,
He turned his red eye to the braes of Strathfillan :
“ Go, Malcolm, to sleep, let the clans be dismissed ;
The Campbells this night for Macgregor must rest.”~—
« Macgregor, Macgregor, our scouts have been flying,
"Three days, round the hiks of M‘Nab and Glen-Lyon;
Of riding and running such tidings bear,
‘We must meet them at home else they’ll quickly be here.”’—
“The Campbell may come, as his promises bind him,
And haughty M‘Nab, with his giants behind him ;
This night I am bound to relinquish the fray,
And do what it freezes my vitals to say.
Forgfe me, dear brother, this horror of mind ;
Thou knowest in the strife 1 was never behind,
Nor ever geoeded a foot from the van,
Or blenched at the ire or the prowess of man :
But I've sworn by the cross, by my God, and my all!
An oath which I cannot, and dare not recal—
Ere the shadows of enidnight fall east from the pile,
To meet with a spirit this night in Glen-Gyle,
“ Last night, in my chamber, all thoughtful and lone,
1 called to remembrance some deeds I had done,
When entered a lady, with visagg so wan,
And looks, such as never were fastened on man.
1 krew her, O brother! I knew her too well
Of that once fair dame such a tale I could tell
As would thrill thy bold heart; but how long she remained,
So,racked was my spirit, my bosom so pained,
I knew not—~but ages seemed short to the while,
Though, proffer the Highlands, nay, all the green i,
With ®ngth of existence no man can enjoy,
‘The same to endure, the dread proffer I'd fly |
The thrice-threatened pangs of last night to forego,
M would dive to the mansions below,
Despmmndm to futurity blind,
The present to shug and some respite to find,
1s re,e:emcnh?lowfellmfromtho le, 0~
To her alone by the brook of le. .
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“ She told me, and turned my chilled heart to a stone,
The glory and name of Macgregor were gone;
That the pine, which for ages had shed a bright halo
Afar on the mountains of HighlandsGlen-Falo,
Should wither and fall ere the tarn of yon moon
Smit through by the canker of hated Colquhoun:
That a feast on Macf:goro cach day shoyld be common,
For years, to the eagles of Lennox and Lorpond.
“ A parting embrace, in one moment she gave ;
Her breath was u furnace, her bosom the grave!
Then flitting illusive, she said, with a frown,
¢ The mighty Macgregor shall yet be my own !**
 Macgregor, thy fancies are wild as the wind;
The dreams of the night have disordered thy mind,
Come, buckle thy panoply—march to the field— .
See, brother, how hacked are thy &elmet and shield |
Ay, that was M‘Nab, in the height of his pride,
‘When the lions of Dochart stood firm by his side.
This night the proud chief his presumption shall rue;
Rise, brother, these chinks in his heart-blood will glue ;
Thy fantasies frightful shall flit on the wing,
When loud with thy bugle Glen-Lyon shall ring.””
Like glimpse of the moon through the storm of tht'night,
egor’s red eye shed one sparkle of light :
It faded—it darkened—he shuddered—he sighede
“NoA. not for tke universe I”” low he replied.
Away went Macgregor, but went not alone:
To watch the dread rendezvous, Malcolm has gone,
They oared the broad Lomond, so still-and serene,
And déep in her bosom, how awful the scene !
O’er mountains inverted the blue waters curled,
And rocked them on skies of a far nether world.
All silent went, for, the time was approaching §
The moon the blue zenith already was touching;
No foot was abroad on the forest or hill,
No sound but the lullaby sung by the rill :
Young Malcolm, at distance couched, trembling the while—
Macgregor stood lone by the brook of Glen-Gyle. .
Few minutes had passed, ere they spied on the stream
bs:iz'sailing light, where a lady did seem ;
Her sail was the web of the gossamer’s loom,
The glowworm her wakelight, the rainbow her boom
A dim rayless beam was her prow and her mast, - -
Like weold-fire at midnight, that glares on the waste:
Though rough was the river with rock and cascade,
No torrent, no rock, her veloctg;uyed{ee,
She wimpl&@ the water o weather and
And heaved as if borne on the waves of the soa



The Pawnlroker’s Shop.

Mute Nature was roused in the bounds of the glen ;

The wild deer of Gairtney abandoned his den,

Fled panting away, ovet river and isle,

Nor once turned his eye to the prook of Glen-Gyle.
The fox fled in terror; the eagle awoke

As slumbering he dosed on the shelve of the rock ;

Astonished, to hide in the moonbeam he flew

And screwed®he night-heaven till lost in the blue.
Young Malcolm beheld the pale lady approach,

"The chieftain salute her, and shrink from her touch.

He saw the Macgregor kneel down on the plain,

As begging for something he could not obtain ;

She raised him indignant, derided his stay,

Then bore him on board, set her sail, and away.
Though fast the red bark down the river did glide,

Yet faster ran Malcolgy adown by its side;

e Macgregor | Macgregor !” he bitterly cried ;

“ Macgregor | Macgregor!” the echoes replied.

He struck at the lady, but strange though it seem,

His sword only fell on the rocks and the stream ;

But the groans from the boat, that ascended amain,

‘Were groans from a bosom in horror and pain.

“Mhey reached the dark lake, and bore lightly away=—

Macgregor is vanished for ever and aye |

PSS ——

THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP.
ANoNYMoOUs.

*T1s Saturday night, and the chill rain and sleet

Is swept by the wind down the long dreary street;

The lamps in the windows flicker and blink,

‘As the wild gale whistles through cranny and chink ;
But round yon door huddles a shivering crowd

Of wretches, by pain and by penury bowed ;

And oaths are muttered, and curses drop

From their lips as they stand by the Pawnbrokess Shop.

Visuges, hardened and seared by sin;

Faces, bloated and pimpled with gin;

Crime, with its plunder, by povergy’s sides

Beauty in ruins and broken-déwn pride.

Modesty’s cheek cnmsoned deeply with shame;

Youth’s uﬁm age’s fast-failing frame,

Have come from street, lage, alley, artl’ stop,
Heart-sick, wearv, and worn, at the Pawnbroker’s Shop,
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g‘iltlh ttlhe t:t‘lzy and the biting wind chillﬁd to the' bone,
ow gaze upon splendour, and groan !
Around them—-above them~—wherever they gaze,
There were jewels to dazzle and gold to amaze;
Velvets that tricked out some beautiful form;

Furs, which had shielded from winter and storm;
Crowded with “pledges” from bottum to top,

Are the chests and the shelves of the Pawnbroker’s Shop.

There’s a tear in the eye of yon beautiful girl,

As she parts with a trinket of ruby and pearl;
Once as red was her lip, and as pure was her brow ;
But there came a destroyer, and what is she now?
Lured by liquor she bartered the gem of her fame,
And abandoned by virtue, forsaken by shame,

With no heart to pity, no kind hand to prop,

She finds her last friend in tfe Pawnbroie\gs Shop.

The spendthrift, for gold that to-morrow will fly;
The naked, to eke out a meagre supply ;

The houseless, to rake up sufficient to keep ,

His head from the stones through the season of sleep:
The robber, his booty to turn into gold;

The shrinking, the timid, the bashful, the bold ;~
‘The penniless drunkard, to get “one more drep,”
&ll seek a resource in the Pawnbroker’s Sha=.

*Tis a record of ruin—a temple whose stones

Are cemented with blood, and whose music is groans;
Its pilgrims are ch.ldren of want aad despair;

Alike grief and guilt to its portals repair;

Oh! we need not seek fiction for records of woe;
Such are written too plainly wherever we go;

And sad lessons of life may be learned as we stop
*Neath the three golden balls of a Pawnbroker’s Shop.

——ras

VENICE,
Samuzr Rocers.

Tuzaz is a glorious City in the Sea,
’Tbchishthcbro.d,thewrow_nm

Ebbinsudﬂowi“:gndthealtpa-'

Clingsep. the marble of her palaces,

.chMol‘m.mmugn‘ o and fro,
" Lead td her gatks, The path lies.o’er the Sea,
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‘l{x.ﬁsihk;{;nﬂd fugin the land wel went,
to a floating City—steering in,
And gliding up her strects u%n a dream,
So smoothly, silently—by amy a dome,
Mosque-like, and many a stitely portico,
“The statues ranged along an azure sky;
By many a,pile in more than Eastern pride,
Of old th residence of merchant-kings ;
The fronts of some, though Time had shatter’d them.
Still glowing with the richest hues of art,
As though the wealth within them bad run o'er.
Thither I came, and in a wondrous Ark
(That, long before we slipt our cable, rang
As with the voices of all living things),
From Padua, where the stars are, night by night,
‘Watched from thegtop of an old dungeon-tower,
‘Whence blood ran once, the tower of Ezzelin—
Not as he watched them, when he read his fate
And shuddered. But of him I thought not then,
Him or his horoscope; far, far from me
The forms of Guilt and Fear; tho’ some were there,
Sitting among us round the cabin-board,
Some who, like him, had cried, “ Spill blood enough !”
And could shake long at shadows, They had played
TRgir parts at Padua, and were floating home,
Careless and full of mirth; to-morrgw a day
Not in their Calendar.~Who in a strain
To make the hearer fold his arrus and sigh,
Sings, “ Carq, Cato!”—"Tis the Prima Donns,
And to her monkey, smiling in his face,
‘Who, as transported, cries, *“ Braya! Ancora!”
*Tis a grave personage, an old macaw,
Perched on her shoulder~But who leaps ashore,
And with a shout urges the lagging mules ;
Then climbs a tree that overhangs the stream,
And, like an acorn, drops on deck again {
*Tis he who speaks not, stirs not, but we laugh;
That child of fun and frolic, Arlecchino.
And mark their Poet—with what emphasis
He prompts the young Soubrette, conning he® pay}
tHer tongue plays truant, and he raps his box,
And prompts again; for ever looking round
As if in search of subjects for Ris wit,
'lr-l;‘:. satire tl;o and as often whi <sin e,
ings, unheard, not unimagina
At length we the river for the sea,
At lengtha $oice aloft proclaims “ Vene#fal® _
And, gs called forth, she confies.
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A few1in fear
Flying away from him whose boast it was,
That the grass not where his horse had tred,
Gave birth to Veni Like the waterfowl,
They built their n¥sts among the ocean-waves ;
And where the-sands were'shifting, as the wind .
Blew from the north or south-~where they that came,
Had to make sure the ground they sfod upon,
ll;ose, li;(; an exlhalati?;‘\ ﬁlom the deep,
vast Metropolis, wi istering spires,
‘With theatres, basilicas ag'bmedr;s P
A scene of light and glory, a dominion,
That has endured the longest among men.
And whence the talisman, whereby she rose,
Towering? ’Twas found there in the barren sea.
*Want led to Enterprise ; and, far or near,
‘Who met not the Venetian ~—now among
‘The Agean Isles, steering from port to port,
Landing and bartering ; now, no stranger there,
In Cairo, or without the castern gate,
Ere yet the Cafila came, listening to hear
Its bells approaching from the Red Sea’coast ;
Then on the Euxine, and that smaller Sea =~ «
Of Azoph, in close converse with the Russ,
And Tartar; on his lowly deck receiving
«Pearls from, the Persian Gulf, gems from G8icond ;
Eyes brighter yet, that shed the light of love,
From Georgia, from Circassia. Wandering round,
‘When in the rich bazaar he saw, displa{ed,
Treasures from climes unknawn, he ask’d and learnt,
And, travelling slowly upward, drew ere long
From the well-head, supplying all below;
Making the Imperial City of the East,
Herself, his tributary.
If we turn )
To those black forests, where, through many an agh,
Night without day, no axe the silence byoke,
Or seldom, save where Rhine or Danube rolled ;
Where o’er the narrow glen a castle hangs,
$and, like the wolf that hungered at his door,
‘The baron lived by rapine——there we meet,
In warlike guise, the Caravan from Venice;
Wheh cn its mgrch, now lost and now beheld, -
A glittering file (the trumpet heard, the scout
t and recalled) but at a city-gate
All gaiety, and Tooked for ere it comes; : -
Winking regard with all that canattract,

* Cages, whence evéry wild crv of the desert,



Venice.

Jugglers, stage-dancers. Well might Charlemain,
And his brave peers, each with his visor up,

On their long lances lean and gaze awhile,

‘When the Venetian to their dyes discl: sed

The wonders of the East! Well might they then
Sigh for new conquests !

Thus did Venice rise,

Thus flounsh, till the unwelcome tidings came
‘That in the Tagus had arrived a fleet

From India, from the region of the sun,

Fragrant with spices—that a way was found,

A channel opened, and the golden stream

Turned to enrich another. Then she felt

Her strength departing, yet awhile maintained

Her state, her splendour ; till a tempest shook

All things most held in honour among men,

All that the giant with the scythe had spared,

‘I'o their foundations, and at once she fell ;

She who had stood yet longer than the lust

Of the Four Kingdoms—who, as in an ark,

Had floaged down, amid a thousand wrecks,
Uninjured, from the Old World to the New,

'From the last glimpse of civilized life—to where
Light shone again, and with the blaze of noen.

"Bhrough many an age in the mid-sca she dwelt,

From her retreat calmly contemplatihg

‘The changes of the earth, herself unchanged.
Before her passed, as in an awful dream,

The mightiest of the mighty. What are these,
Clothed in their purple?  O’er the globe they fling
Their monstrous shadows ; and, while yet we speak,
Phantom-like, vanish with a dreadful scream !
What—but the last that styled themselves the Caesars?
And who in long array (look where they come;
Their gestures menacing so far and wide)

Wear the green turban and the heron’s plume!
‘Who—but the Caliphs} followed fast by shapes
As new and strange—Emperor, and King, and Cza
And Soldan, each, with a gigantic stride,
Trampling on all the flourishing works of peac
¥'o make his greatness greater, and inscribe

His name in blood—some, men of steel, steel-clad ;
Others, nor long, alas, the interval,

In light and gay attire, with brow serenc

Wielding Jove's thunder, scattering sulphurous fire
Mingled with glarkness ; and among the we

Lo, one by one, passing continually,

Those who assume a sway beyond them aj)



82

" Popular Recitations.

Men grey with age, each in a triple crown,
And in his tremulous hands grasping the keys

That can alone, as he would signify,
Unlook heaven gate. ’
PR —

LAST DAYS OF HERCULANEUM.

EpwiN ATHERSTONE.

[Author of “ The Last Days of Herculaneum  (1821), and “The
Fall of Nineveh  (1828); poems in blank verse,]

THERE was a man,
A:Roman soldier, for some danng deed
That trespassed on the laws, in dungeon low
Chained down. His was a noble spirit, rough,
But generous, and brave, and kind.
He had a son, it was a rosy boy,
A little faithful copy of his sire
In face and gesture. In her pangs she died
That gave him birth; and ever since, the child
Had been his fathcl’s solace and his care. .

Every sport
The father shared and heightened. But at length
The rigorous law had grasped him, and condemned
To fetters and to darkness,

The captive’s lot

He felt in all ts bitterness :~—the walls
Of his deep dungeon answered many a sigh
And heart-heaved groan. His tale was known, and touched”
His gaoler with compassion ;—and the boy,
Thenceforth a frequent visitor, beguiled
His father’s lingering hoyrs, and brought a balm
With his loved presence that in wound
areopt healing. But in this terrific hour

was a poisoned arrow in the hreast
‘Where he had been a cure.

With earliést miom,
Of that first ddyof diickness and amizte |
He came, mmdoormdnud-—iorm
Never 0 The dy, the ﬂ*!‘ﬂi
mlmpendx p mmmmmﬁmu
o ng o’er
The peint-up thimders Wu%um.



Lasf Days Y Herculaneum. 8

And felt its giddy recking} and the air

Grew hot at h, and thick; but in his straw
The boy-was sleeping : and the father
The emhqu‘ke xm:gt pass Uy; nor would he vitke
From his sound rest the unfearing child, nor tell

The dangers of their state. ~On his low couch

The fettered soldier sutk—and with deep awe
Listened the fearful sounds :—with upturned eye

To the great gods he breathed a prayer :—then strove
To calm himself, and lose in sleﬁ a while

His useless terrors.  But he could not sleep s

His body burned with feverish heat ;—his chains
Clanked loud, although he moved not; decp¥in eaith
Groaned unimaginable thunders :~—sounds

Fearful and ominous arose and died

Like the sad moanitigs of November’s wind

In the blank midnight. Deepest horror chilled

His blood that burned before ;—eold clammy sweats
Came o’er him ;—then anon a fiery thrill

Shot through his veins. Now on his couch he shrunk
And shivered as in fear :—now upright leaped,

»As though he heard the battle trutnpet sound,

And longed to cope with death.

He slept at last,
A troubled dreamy sleep. Well—head he slept
Never to waken more! His hours are few,
But terrible his agony.
Soon the storm
Burst forth : the lightnings glanced :—the air
Shook with the thunders. ? awoke,—-th sprung
Amazed upon their feet. The dungeon glow
A moment as in sunshine~~and was dark :==
Again a flood of white flame fills the cell;
Dying away upon the dazzled cye
In darkening, quivering tints, as stunning sound -
Dies throbbing, ringing in the ear, Silence,
And blackest darkness. With intensest awe
'l‘tfxe sbldler;; frame mlsl ﬁlle:i, l:?: n;‘aag a tt::;vht‘
strange forebodi urried t s mi
‘R, underneath he f:lgt the fevered e‘:grth
Jming and liting—and the magsive walls
md strain :2-yet knew he Dot
WMe cvili and yet to come
his tboughu. what deep -and cureless

anced throngh
w;mammmmyw’ mdml
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Loudly the rather called upon.his child ;=

No voice replied. Trembling and anxiously

He searched their coych of straw :~—with headlong haste
Trod round bis stintéd limits, and low bent, '
Groped darkling on the eartfi :~~no child was there.
Again he called :—again at farthest stretch

Of his accursed fetters—till the blood ©

Seemed bursting from his ears, and from his eyes
Fire flashed—rFe strained with arm extended far

And fingers widely spread, greedy to touch

Though but his idol’s garment. Useless toil

Yet still renewed :—still round and round he ‘goes,
AndFstrains and snatches—and with dreadful cries
Calls on his boy. Mad frenzy fires him now ;

He plants against the wall his feet ;—his chain
Grasps—tugs with giant strenkth to force away

The deep-driven staple ;—yells and shrieks with rage,
"And like a desert lion in the snare

Raging to break his toils—to and fro bounds.

But see! the ground is opening :—a blue light
Mounts, gently waving—noiseless :~~thin and cold
It seems, and like a rainbow tint, not flame ;

But by its lustre, on the earth outstretched,

Behold the lifeless child l—his dress singed,

And over hig serene face a dark line '

Points out the lightning’s track.

The father saw—
And all his fury fled :—a dead calnu fell
That instant ot him :—speechless, fixed he stood,
And with a look that never wandered, gazed
Intensely on the corse. Those laughing eyes
Were not yet closed—and round those pouting lips
The wonted smile returned.

Silent and pale
The father stands :—no tear is in his eye:
‘The thunders bellow—bu? he hears them not ¢
The ground lifts like a sea :—he knows it not:
Rae strong walls grind and gape :~—the vaulted roof
‘Takes shapes like bubbles tossing in the wind :—~
See! he looksup and smiles ;—for death to him
Is happiness. Yet could one last embrace

given, *twere till a sweeter thing to die.

It'will be given. Look ! how the rolling ground
At every swell, neager and still more near .
Moves towards the father’s outstresched. srm his boy
Lighteas with love——and hope—~and anxious fears}
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Hal see! hé has him now !~—he c'asps him round,
Kisses his face ;—puts back the curling locks
That shaded his fine brow =—looks in his cyes—
Grasps in his own those little djmpled‘hands—
Then folds him to his breast, as' he was wont

+ To lie when sleeping—and resigned awaits
Undreaded deatlr,

And death came soon and swift,
And pangless,

The huge pile sunk down at once
Into the opening earth. Walls—arches—roof—e
And decp foundation stones—all mingling fell |

e

GILDEROY.
Tuomas CaMrerLL

[Author of %The Pleasures of Hope™ and other standard poems,
Also of ®veral naval odes, unsurpassed in the English language. Born
1777 ; died 1844.]

Thue last, the fatal hour is come
That bears my love from mt;

I hear the dead-note of the drum,
I magk the gallows-tree

The bell has tol’d—it shakes my heartee
The trampet speaks thy name;

And must my Gilderoy depart
To bear a death of shame?

No bosom trembles for thy doom,
No mourner wipes a tear;

The gallows’ foot is all thy tomb,
The sledge is all thy bier!

Oh! Gilderoy, bethought we then
So soon, so sad, to part,

When first in Roslin’s lovely glen

_ You triumph’d o’er my heart!

Your locks they glittered to the sheen,

s
was the ribbon green

Thubomdyoumﬁnlylimbl.
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Ah! litle thought I to deplore
Those limbs in fetters bound ;

Or hear, upon'the scaffold-floos,
The mfinighy bammer sound,

Ye cruel, cruél; that combined
The guiltless to pursue!

My Gilderoy was ever kind,
He could not injure yout

A long adieu !—but where shall fly
Thy widow all forlorn,

‘When every mean and cruel eye
Regards my woe with scorn?

Yes, they will mock thy widow’s tears,
And hate thy orphan bgy!

Alas! his infant beauty wears
The form of Gilderoy.

Then will I seek the dreaty mound
*That wraps thy mouldering clay,
And weep and linger on ths ground,

And sigh my heart away !

———

THE MARRIAGE RING.
xREMY TAvLOR,

[Son-of a barber who, by affording his son the fitst rudiments of &
learned education, was rewarded by becoming the father of a bishop.
For el%%\mice Taylor is unrivalled in English literature. Born 1613 ;
died 1667,

Lire or death, felicity or 3 lysting sorsbw, are in the pover of
marriage. A woman indeed ventures most, for she hath no sanc-
tuary to retire to fragn an ¢vil husband; she must dwell upon her
sorrow, and hatch the eggs which her own folly or infelicity hath
prodyged; mad she js more under if, because her tormentor hath a
warrant of prerogative, and the woman may complain tg. God as
subjects do of tyrapt pringes, but otherwiss she: hath no appeal in
the causes of unkindnegs. And thoygh the man ean rup from many
hours of his ?.:m::i"h “hé b::ust retarn ‘:h“ again, !n:ih:vthlm he
sits among his neig rs, he remepnhers the ohjection ies in
.*.is bosom, and he sigtu‘za:ply. It is the wnhappy chanee of

men, finding magy inoplaveniences upan $he weuntains of sin,
JMfe, they edescend into. the valleys of mwrriage to rofresh. their
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troubles, and ttwodacy eater into fetters, and are bound to soprow
by the cords of a man’s or woman’s peevishness; and the worst of

“ the evil is, they are to thank their own follies, for they fell into the
snare by entering an ‘improper way; Christ and the Church were |
no ingredients in their choice; but as the Indian women enter into
tolly for the price of an elephant, and think their crime warrantable,
s0 do men and women change their liberty for a rich irtune, and
show themselves togbe less than money, by overvaluing that to all
the content and wise felicity of their lives; and when they have
counted the money and their sorrows together, how willingly would
they buy, with the loss of all that money, modesty, or sweet nature
to their relative ! the odd thousand pounds would gladly be allowed
in good nature and fair manners, As very a fool is he that chooses
for beauty principally; it is an ill band of affections to tie two
hearts together by a little thread of red and white. And they can
love no longer but until the next ague comes; and they are fond of
each other but at the chance 8f fancy, or the small-pox, or care, or
time, or anything that can destroy a pretty flower.

There is nothing can please a man without love; and if a man be
weary of the wise discourses of the apostles, and of the innocency of
an even and a private fortune, or hates peace or a fruitful year, he
hath reaped thotus aud thistles from the choicest flowers of para-
dise; fomnothing can sweeten felicity itself but love; but when a
man dwells in love, then the breasts of his wife are as pleasant as the
droppings u?n the hill of Hermon, her eyes are fair as the light of
heaven, she B a fountain sealed, and he can quench his ghiset, arfl
ease his cares, and lay his sorrow down upon her lap, and can retire
home as to his sanctuary and refectory, and his gardens of sweetness
and chaste refreshmengs.- No man can tell but he that loves his
children, how many dclicious accents make a man’s heart dance in
the pretty conversation of those dear pledges; their childishness,
their stammering, their little angers, their innocence, their imper-
fections, their uecessitics, are so many little emanatians of joy and
comfort to him that delights in their persons and society; but
he that loves not his wife and children, feeds a lioness at home,
la;m! bfoods a nest of sorrows, and blessing itself cannot make him

appy

B s —

THE LOSS OF THE “DRAKE.”
J. H. Jue,
Turre’s & garden fyll of roses, there’s a cottage by the Dove,

And gcm trout stecam lows and frets bencath the pler-hanging cragy
} .
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There’s a seat beneath the tulip tree, the sunbeams never scorch,
There’s jessamine on those cottage walls, there’s woodbine round the .,

A nt scaman planted thgm-—he perished long ago,
He perished on the ocean wave, but not against the foe.

He parted with his little ones beneath that tulip tree—
His boy was by his father’s side, his darling onthis knee;
“ Heaven bless thee, little Emma; night and morning yoa must

pray
‘To heaven on high, who’ll shield thee, love, when I am far away.
Nay, weep not | if He wills it, I shail soon be back from sea;
‘Then how we’ll laugh and romp and dance around the tulip tree |

“Heaven bless thee too, my gallant boy! the God who rules the
main -

Can only tell if you and I shall ever meet again. .

If1 ?erish on the ocean wave, when I am dead and gene,

You'll be left with little Emma in a heartless world alone.

Your home must'be her home, my boy, whenever you’re a man,

You must love her, you must guard her, as a brother only can.

¢ There’s no such thing as fear, my boy, to ‘those who trust on high,
But to part with all we prize on earth, brings moisture to the eye.
There’s a grave in Ham churchyard-—there’s a rose-tree marks the

grave,

*Tis thy Tmother’s grave, go pray there when Fm sailing on the
‘wave;

Think too sometimes of thy father when thou kneelst upon that
sod,

How he lived but for Kis children, for his country, and his God.”,

Farewell, farewell! thou gallant ship ! thy course will soon be o'er,

There are motrnful hearts on hoard thee, there are breaking hearts
on shore.

The mother mourned her sailor boy, the maiden mourned hes love,

And one on deck was musing on a cottage by the Dove,

But his features were unmoved, as if all fecling lay congealed,

They little knew how soft a heart that manly form concealed.,

chbewm. thou gallant ship | there’s many a rock ahead,

'?‘ll:e ; d;;m is nin:ntl;?g round thee.dlil;i a shroud aro::ﬂdc.e dead.
istless crew lay i uped, and i the sai

§And the sea bird plerced 5’; vg:;ur with » ?napelg:holy wail ;

So hushed the scene, they little deemed that danger was at band,

Till they hedtd the distant breakers as they rolled upon the strand.

“ifhe winds were gysed, the mist cleared off, the miighty terpest rose,
And chechs were blanched thit vever yet had paled befere thijr foes,
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For t:loeck waves that heaved beneath them, bore them headlong t6 the

And ﬁoe’to face with death they stood, in terror of the shock, -
A crash was heard, the ocean yawned, phen foamed upon the deck,
And the gallant Drake dismasted on the ocean lay a wreck.

On m:: rock they’ve found a refuge, but the waves that dash its
side,

They know must sweep them from it at the flowing of the tide,

With the giant crags before them and the boiling surge between ;

There was one alone stood dauntless mid the horrors of the scene.

‘They watch the waters rising, each with aspect of dismay ;

They looked upon-their fearless chief, and terror passed away,

There’s a gallant seaman battling with the perils of the main,

They saw the waves o’erwhelm him thrice, but thrice he rose agamn,
He bears a rope around him, ¢hat may link them to the beach.

One struggle more, thou valiant man ! the shore’s within thy reach.
Now blest be He who rules on high, though some may die to-night,
There are more will live to brave again the tempest and the fight.

They gathered round their gallant chief, they urged him to descend,
For they loved him as a father, and he loved them as a friend.

Nay, go 9e first, my faithful crew | to love is to obey |

Gainst the cutlass or the cannon would I gladly lead the way,

But I stir m* hence till all are safe, since danger’s in the rear,
While I live I claim obedience ! if I die I askea tear.

With a smile to cheer the timid, and a hand to help the wezk,
There was firmness in his accents, there was hope upon his check.
A hundred men are safe on shore, but one is left behind :

There’s a shriek is mingling wildly with the wailings of the wind.
The rope has snapped! Almighty God! the noble and the brave
Is left alone to perish at the flowing of the wave |

*Midst the foaming of the breakers and the howling of the storm ;
’Mids® the crashing of the timbers stood that solitary form.

He thought upon his distant home, then raised his look on high,
And thought upon another home—a home beyond the sky ;
Sublimer than the elements, his spirit was at rest,

And calm as if his little one was nestling on his breast.

n agonfPthey watched him as cach feature grew clate,

As with folded arms and fearless mien he waited for his fate.
Now seen above the breakers, and now Hidden by the spray,
As stealthily but surely heaved the ocean to its prey; o

A fiercer wave rolled onward, with the wild gust on its wake,
*And lifeless on the billgws lay the Captain of the Drake!

(Copyright— Contributeds)
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EXCELSIOR.

H. W, Loncrairow.

]
[A celebrated American poet, authoy of ¢ Evangeline,” &, Bora
1807 ; still living.]

Tue shades of night were falling Qst,

As through an Alpine village pass’d

A youth, who bore, ’mid snow and ice,

A banner with the strange device,
Excelsior !

His brow was sad; his eye bencath,

Flash’d like a falchion from,jits sheath,

And like a silver clarion rung

'The accents of that unkfiown tongue,
Excelsior !

In happy homes he saw the light

Of housshold fires gleam warm and bright;

Above, the spectral glaciers shone,

And from his lips escaped a groan,
Excelsior!

“Try not the Pass!” the old man said ;¢
“ Dark Sowers the tempest overhead,
The roaring torrent is deep and wide!”
And loud that clarion voice replied,
Excelsior ! ©o

%0 stay,” the maiden said, “and rest

Thy weary head upon this breast!”

A tear stood in his bright blue eye,

But still he answer'd with a sigh,
Excelsior }

“ Beware the pine-tree’s wither’d branch }

Beware the awful avalanche!”

This was the peasant’s last Good-night,

A voice replied far up. the height,
Excelsior !

At break oftday, 8s heavenward
The pious monks of Saint Bernard
Ut& t:nxewodﬁ-rcpamd m};nyef,

ied through the stqytled air,
A ion) )



The Daughter of Meath.

A trdveller by the faithful hound

Half-buried in the snow was found,

$iill grasping in his hand of ice,

That banner with the strapge device,
Excelsior §

‘Thera in the twilight cold and gray,

Lifelesp but beautiful, he lay;

And from the sky, screne and far,

A vojce fell, like a falling star,
Excelsior !

ThHE DAUGHTER OF MEATH.
Tuomas Haynzs Bavry.

Turcssius, the chief of a turbulent band,
Came over from Norway and conquer'd the land :
Rebellion had smooth’d the invader’s career,
The natives shrank from him, in hate, or ini fear;

le Erin’s proud spirit seem’d slumb’ring in peace,
In secret it panted for death-—or release.

The tumult of battle was hush’d for awile,~—
Turgesius was monarch of Erin’s fair isle,

The sword of the conqueror slept in its sheath,

His triumphs wege honour’d with trophy and wreath ;
‘The princes of Erin despair'd of relief,

And knelt ta the lawless Norwegian chief,

His heart knew the charm of a woman’s sweet smile,
But pe’er till he came to this Beautiful isle,
id he know with what mild, yet resistless control,
hat sweet smile can conquer a conqueror’s souf :
And oh! *mid the sweet smiles most sure to enthral,
tlc soop met with one—he thought sweetest of all.

The brave Prince of Meath had a daughter as faire
Aaathe pearls of Loch Neagh which encircled her hairg
'}‘;&9 rant l;ggheld her, a;_nd cried, ““She shall: come

%3 the queen of my gay mgountain home;
Hre 3 g,xowbathcﬂmwn’dthesca, ?
Melachlin, send forth thy young daughter to me I

Avwbilg paitacd the Prince—too indignarit ta
W?i'%»msla%l:ﬁm hit(l;pwn??xicch_ 1
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But quickly that hurried expression was gone,

And calm was his manner, and mild was his tone.
He answered— Ere sunset hath crimson’d the sea,
To-morrow—P’ll serfii my young daughter to thee.”

“ At sunset to-morrow your palace forsake,

With twenty {oung chiefs seck the isle on yon lake;
And there in its coolest and pleaSantestthades,

My child shall await you with twenty fair maids:
Yes—bright as my armour the damsels shall be,

I send with my daughter, Turgesius, to thee.”

Turgesius return’d to his palace; to him

The sports of that evening seem’d languid and dim}
And tediously long was the darkness of night,

And slowly the morning unfolded its light;

The sun seem’d to linger—as§f it would be

An age ere his setting would crimson the sea.

At length came the moment—the King and his band
With rapture push’d out their light boat from the lapd ;
And bright shone the gems on their armour, and bright
Flash’d their fast-moving oars in the setting sun’sJight ;
And long ere they landed, they saw through the trees
The maidens’ white garments that waved in the breeze.

»

More strong fh the lake was the dash of each oar,
More swift the gay vessel flew on to the shore;

Its keel touch’d the pebbles—but over the surf

The youths in a moment had leap’d to the turf,

And rushed to a shady retreat in the wood,

Where many veiled forms mute and motionless stood,

“ Say, which is Melachlin’s fair daughter? away
With these veils,” cried Turgesius, “ no longer delay;
Resistance is vain, we will quickly behold o
Which robe hides the loveliest face in its fold; *
These clouds shall no longer o’ershadow our bliss,
Let each seize a veil—and my trophy be thil 1

He seized & white veil, and before him d

A Yoo sprang forth from b ‘;;'....x'e% .
0 sprang m his .,

umghmingmﬂasbu&omalmmmma [}

His hand grasp’d a weapon, and wild was the joy

‘That shone in the glance of the warrior boy, - ..

And,hiler es%h white robe a youtﬁ'vm conaeal’
W:mﬂ his opponent with sword mdwitbrhi&.
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Turgesius was slain—and the maidens were blest
Melachlin’s fair daughter more blithe than the rest
And ere the last sunbeam had qimson’d the sea,
They hailed the boy-victors—and Erin was free{

THE SUICIDE.
Rzxv. Grorce Caasse,

[Author of ¢ ‘Talcs of the Hall,” &c. A poet whose *short and
simple annals of the poor" exhibited an accurate knowledge of human
nature, but who too often showed only its dark side. Born 1784;
died 1832.]

Sue left her infant off the Sunday morn—

A creature doom’d to sin—in sorrow born ;

She came not home to share our humble meal,
Her father thinking what his child might feel
From his hard sentence. Still she came not home.
The night grew dark, and yet she was not come;
$he east wind roar’d, the sea returned the sound,
And the rain fell, as if the world were di own’d;
There were no lights without, and my goodman
To Bndness frightened—with a groan began

To talk of Ruth and pray—and then’he took

The Bible down, and read the holy book :

For he had learning, and when that was done

He sat in silence,~Whither could we run,

He said—and then rush’d frightened from the door,
For we could bear our own conceits no more.

We call’d our neighbours—there she had not been:
‘We met some wanderers—durs they had not seen ;
‘We hurried o’er the beach, both north and south,
Then joined and hurried to our haven’s mouth,
Whete rush’d the falling waters wildly out;

1 uﬁly heard the goodman’s fearful shout,

‘Who ¥aw a something on the billow’s side,

And heaven have mercy on our sins, he cried,

Jt is my chill—and to the present hour

So he believes that spirits have the power.

And she was gone—the waters wide and deep
Roll'd o’er her body as she lay aslecp.
She beard no more the angry waves and wind,

heard nogmore the threat’ni kind ;
,%tnmfnmmmm mmn&.
"Po the hard rock was borne her comely fgsm
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But ohi! what storm was in that mind ! what strife,
That could compel her to lay down her life!

For she Wras seenqwithin the sea to wade

By one at a distance, when she first had pray’d

Then to a rock within the hither shoal,
Softly, and with a fearful step she sfole!
Then, when she gain'd it, on the tci she stood
A moment still—and dropp’d into the flood !

ADDRESS TO THE AMERICAN CONGRESS.
Patricx Hengy,

[Henry was an American patriot, who distinguished himself by
speeches opposing Great Britain, at the breaking out of the revolu-
tionary war.

Mg! Paesipent,~—It is natural to man to indulge in the illusions
of hope; we are apt to shut our C{Gb against a painful truth, and
listen to the song of that syren till she transforms us yuto beasts.
Is this the part of wise men engaged in a great and arduous struggle
for liberty? Are we disposed to be of the number of those who,
Davi..g €yes, see not, and having ears, hear not, the<hings which so
nearly concern our temporal salvation? For my part, whatever
angn{sh of spirit it may cost, I am willing to know the whole truth;
to know the worst, and to provide for it. |

I have but one lamp, by which my feet are guided; and that is
the lamp of experience. I know of no way of judging of the future
but by®he past. And judging by the past, I wish to know what
there has been in the conduct of the British’ ministry for the last ten
years to justify those hopes with which gentlemen have been pleased
to solace themselves and the house? Is it that insidious smile with
which our petition has been lately received ? Tnmét rot, sir, it
will prave a snare to your feet; suffer not yourselves t6 be betrayed
with a kiss. Ask yourselves how this gracious recgption of our peti.
tion cemports w'+h those warlike preparations whidll cover cur waters
and dark:n our Jand, Are flcets and armits pecessary to a work of
lave and reconciliation ? Have we shown oussclves so unwilling to be
reconciled, that force mst be called in to win back our love? Let us

force us to subrhlssign? Céh gentlemen possible
motive fot it} %enmmy ety 1o of the
mld,"m’;ﬁhbr this hecumulation of ??sli

0,
sir, she ¥is Uone. They ure mictnt fou jis s they tmeant fos
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no other. They are sent over to bind and rivet upon us those chains
which the British ministiy have been so long forging. Afd what
have we to oppose to them?  Shall w try argument?  8ir, we havg
been trying that for the last teh years. Huve we anything new to
offer.upon the subject? Nothing. We have held it up in every
light of which it is capable; but it has been all in vain. Shall we
resort to entreaty gnd humble supplication ?  What terms shall we
find which have not been already exhausted ?  Let us not, I beseech
Jou, sir, deceive ourselves longer. Sir, we have done everything
that could be done to avert the storm which is now coming or.
We have petitioned, we have remonstrated, we have supplicated, we
have prostrated ourselves before the throne, and implored its inter~
position to arrest the ¥rannical hands of the ministry and parlia-
ment. Our petitions have been slighted, our remonstrances have
produced additional violence and insult, our supplications have been
disregarded, and we have befn spurned with contempt from the foot
of the throne. In vain, after these things, may we indulge the fond
hope of peace and reconciliation. There is no longer any room for
hope. If we wish to be free, if we wish to preserve inviolate those
inestimable privileges for which we have been so long contending,
if we mean not basely to abandon the noble struggle in which we
have lhgen so long engaged, and which we have pledged ourselves
never to abandon uatil the glorious object of our contest shall be
obtained, we must fight—1I repeat it, sir, we must fight! An
appeal to affns, and to the God of hosts, is gll that 15 left vt -*
They tell us, sir, that we are weak—unable to cope with so
formidable an adversary. But when shall we be stronger? Willit be
the next week, or thc;.tnext year? Will it be when we are totally dis-
armed, and when a British guard shall be stationed in every house?
Shall we gather strength by irresolution and inaction? Shall we
acquire the means of effectual resistance by lying supinely on our
backs, and hugging the delusive phantom of hope until our enemies
shall have bound us hand and fobt? Sir, we are not weak, if we
make a proper use of those means which the God of nature hath
ip our power. Three millions of people, armed in the holy
cause of liberty, and in such a country as that which we possess, are
invincible by any force which our enemy can send against us.
Besides, sir, we shall not fight our battles alone. There is a just
God who presides over the destinies of nations, and who will raise
up frignds to fight our battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to the
strong alone; it is to the vigilant, the dctive, the brave. Besides
sir, we have no election. If we were base enough to desire it, it is
now to0_late to retire from the conteht: there is no retreat, but in
submissiort shd slavery. Our chains are forged ; theirtlanking may
be: heard ont the plains of Boston: the war is inevitable, andelgl
it some; I repent &w——let it come] InSih veig, sir, to.extenuate

the Gentlefisén 1 Nt shere is no
Mwhw&nmmmm"m
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from the north will bring to our ears the clash of resounding arms!
Our brethren are already in the field! why stand we here idle?"
What is it that gentlemen yish? What would they have? 'Is hte
0 dear, or peace so sweet, as to be purchased at the price of chains
and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty éod! I know not what gourse
others may take; but as for me—give me liberty, or give me Ceath |

e a—

SWEET MARY.
Tue Rev. J. Worre. .
{An hish divine, Born 179§ died 1823.]

Ir I had thought thou couldst have died,
I might not weep foe thee ;

But I forgot, when by thy side,
That thou couldst mortal be :

It never through my mind had pass'd,
The time would e’er be o’er,

That I on thee should look my last,
And thou shouldst smile no more !

And still upon thy face I look,
And think ’twill smile again ;

And still the thought I will not brook,
That 1 must look in vain!

But when I speak, thou dost not say
What thou ne’er left’st unsaid,

And now I feel, as well I may,
Sweet Mary ! thou art dead |

If thou wouldst stay even as thou art,
All cold, and"all serene,

I still might press thy silent heart,

° And where thy smiles have been!

‘While e’en thy chill bleak corse I have,
Thou seemest still mine own,

But there I lay thee in thy grave—
And I am now alone!

1 do not think, where’er thou art,
A’I;h?u hast forgotten me;
nd 1, ?erhpo, may soothe this heatt,
In thinking too of thee:
Yet there was round thee such a dawa
Of light ne’er seen
& fancy never could have
And never can restore}
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ADAM’S MORNING HYMN.
Jonn Mirron,

6[Th]e immortal author of ¢ Paradise Lost.” Born 1608; died
1674.]

These are thy glorious wotks, Parent ¢7  vod,
Almighty! Thine this universal frame,
Thus wondrous fair ; Thyself how wondrous then !
Unspeakable, who sitt’st above these heavens
To us invisible, or dimly seen
In these thy lowest works; yet these declare
Thy goodness bey®¥ thought, and power divine.
Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light—
Angels; for ye behold him, and with songs,
And choral symphonies, day without night,
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven,
On earth join all ye creatures to extol
Him first, him last, him midst, and without end.
Fairest of stars, last in the train of night,
If better thou belong not to the dawn,
Sure pledge of day, that crown’st the smiling morn
Wiﬁ\ thy bright circlet, praise him in thy sphere,
‘While day ariseth, that sweet hour of pripe.
Thou sman, of this great world both eye and soul,
Acknowledge him thy greater ; sound his praise
In thy eternal course, both when thou climb’st,
And when high noon hast gain’d, and when thou fall'se.
Moon, that now fheet’st the orient sun, now fly’st,
‘With the fix’d stars, fix’d in their orb that flies,
And ye five other wandering fires, that move
In mystic dance not without song, resound
His praise, who out of darkness call’d up light.
Air, and ye elements, the eldest birth
Qf Nature’s womb, that in quaternion run
Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix
And nourish all things; let your ceaseless change
&ary to our great Maker still new praise.

/e mists and exhalations, that now rise
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or gray,
TifPthe sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold,
In honour to the world’s Great Author, rise 5
‘Whether to deck #ith clouds the urftoloured sky,
Or weet the thirsty with falling showery,
Rising or falling still advance his praise,
His praise, ye wings, that from four quartets ',
Breathe soft or loud ; and wave volr toos. ve pi

]
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With every plant, in sign of worship wave,
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow,
Melodious murmurs, fwarbling tune his praise.
Join voices, all ye living souls: Ye birds,
That singing up to heaven-gate ascend,

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praise.
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk,
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep;
Witness if I be silent, morn of even,

To hill, or valley, fountain, or fresh shade,
Made vocal by my song, and taught his praise.
Hail, universal Lord | %e bounteous still,

To give us only good ; and if the #Mght

Have gather’d aught of evil, or conceal’d,
Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark.

SLAVERY.
Jauzs MonTcomery.

[Author of “The World before the Flood ™ and other poems, and
nady cantiful hymns., Born 1771; died 1854.]

*Twas night :—his babes around him lay at rest,
Their mother slumber’d on their father’s breast :
A yell of murder rang around their bd;
They woke ; their cottage blazed ; the victims fled 3
Forth sprang the ambush’d ruffians on their ptey,
‘They caught, they bound, they drove them far away 3
‘T'he white man bought-them at the mart of blood ;
In pestilential barks they cross’d the flood ;
Then were the wretched ones asander torn
‘To distant isles, to separate bondage borne,
Denied, though sought with tears, the sad relief
That misery loves,—the fellowship of

Lives there a savage ruder than the stave?
—Cruel as death, insatiate as the grave,
False as the winds that round his vessel blow,
Remorseless a8 the gulf that yawns £*low,
Is he who totls the wdgn&ﬂo&
A Christian broker in the trade of blosd s
Boisterous in speech; in action and behly
He buys, he sells,~he stexls; be kills, fof ﬂ
At no 0, when sky #nd ocexn, calm and 3
Bery reund his bark one blue unbroken spherey
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When dancing dolphins sparkle through the brine,
And sunbea:xs circips O'er the water sﬁ‘incs

He sees no beauty in the hesvengerene,

No soul enchanting sweetness in the scene,

But darkly scowling at the glorious day,

Curses the winds that loiter on their way.

‘When swollen with hurricanes the billows rise,

To mect thefightning midway from the skies;,
When from the unburthen’d hold lis shrieking slaves
Are cast, at midnight, to the hungry waves ;

Not for his victims strangled in the deeps,

Not for his crimes the harden’d pirate weeps,

But grimly smilingy when the storm is o’er,

Counts his suge gains, and hurries back for more.

[ —

EVIL EFFECTS OF SUPPRESSING INQUIRY.
Joun MirTox.

BeHoLp, now, this vast city,”® a city of refuge, the mansion-house
of liber% encompassed and surrounded with God’s protection; the
shop of war hath not there more anvils and hammers working to
fashion out the plates and instruments of armed justice in defence
of beleaguerel truth, than there be pens and heads there sittiny Sy
their studious lamps, musing, searching, rtvolving new notions
and ideas wherewith to present, as with their homage and their
fealty, the approaching reformation ; others, as fast reading, trying all
things, assenting -to the force of reason and convincement. This is
a lively”and cheerful presagé of our happy success and victory. For
as in a body when the blood is fresh, the spirits pure and vigorous,
sot only to vital, but to rational faculties, an]d those in the acut‘:c
and the pertest operations of wit and subtlety, it argues in what
good plight and constitution the body is; so, when the cheerfulness
of thepeople is so sprightly up as that it has not only wherewith to
guard well its own freedom and saféty; but to spare, and to bestow
upon the solidest and sublimest points of controversy and new in-
ventiqn, it betokens us not degenerated, nor drooping to a fatal
decay, by casting off the old and wrinkled skin of cqruption, to
outlive_these pangs, and wax young again, entering glorious

JF truth and prosuerous virtue, Hestined to become great and
honourable in thede lawer ages.  Methinks I see in my mind a rioble
and puisiant nationgousing herself like a strong man gfter tle'&&
and her immmernie locks ; metlinks I see hereds an eof
tewingt kv milikty youth, and kindling her -undexzled eyes gt

London.:
+ Miwing, that is, mouiting, casting oft old and ¢ai+aged feathers,
Ha
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the full mid-day leam ; purging and unsealing her long-alused
sight at the fountain itself of hequenly radiance ; while the whole
ise of timorous and flocking birds, with those also that love the
twilight, flutter about, amazed at what she means, and, in their
envious gabble, would prognosticate ayear of sects and schisms.
‘What should ye do, then?  Should ye suppress all this flowery
crop of knuwledge and new light sprung up, and_yet springing daily,
in this city? Should ye set an oligarchy of engrossers* over
it, to bring a famine upon our minds again, when we shall know
nothing but what is measured to us by their bushel? Believe it,
Lords and Commons, they who counsel ye to sutch a suppressing,
do as good as bid ye suppress yourselves; and I will soon show
how. If it be desired to know the immediate cause of all this free
writing and free speaking, there cannot be assigned a truer than
ur own inild, and free, and humane government ; it is the liberty,
ds and Commons, which your owrsvalorous and happy counsels
have purchased us; liberty, which is the nurse of all great wits,—
this is that which hath rarified and enlightened our spirits, like the
influence of heaven; this is that which hath enfranchised, enlarged,
and lifted up our apprehensions degrees above themselves. Ye
cannot make us now less capable, less knowing, less eagerly pur-
suing of the truth, unléss ye first make yourselves, that made us so,
less the lovers, less the founders, of our true liberty. We grow
ignorant again, brutish, formal, and slavish, as ye found us ; but
younthen, must first become that which you cannot be; oppressive,
arbitrary, and tyrannols, as they were from whom ye have freed
us. That our hearts are now more capacious, our thoughts more
erected to the search and expectation of greatest and exactest things,
is the issue of your own virtue propagated in s; ye cannot suppress
that, unless ye reinfgree an abrogated and merciless law, that fathers
may dispatch at will their own children ; and who shall then stick
closest to ye and excite others? Not he who takes up arms for
coat and conduct, and his four nobles.of Daniegelt* Although I
dispraise not the defence of just immunitics, yet I love my peace
better, if that were all.  Give me the liberty ta know, to utter, and
&0 argue freely, according taionscience, above all tiberties,

that thelr place may be tu%pllied with new and uninjured ones. T
refers to the conduct of the people in refecting old opinivns and
ab%m:‘ing oldninstituﬁoﬂ, and replacing them by others.
zers,
+ Thef : t:ai. :ix k:ifdthb’ King red. to deﬁiytg
#vpense of resisting the invasions of the Danes, or tipurchase peace
ap Ignominious tribute ; it was abolished by Stephen;’

E
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CASSIUS INSTIGATING BRUTUS TO OPPOSE CAZSAR

SHaXsPEARY,

HovouRr is the subject of my story s
1 cannot tell what you and other men
Think of this life, byt for my single self,
I'd ratheggnot be, as live to be
In awe of such a thing as I myself.
T was born free as Ceesar.  So were you.
We both have fed as well, and we can both
llgudm'e the winter's ool<1i as well d:s he,
'Or OnCe UpoN a raw ani )
The troubled Tiber chaﬁniu:vtiyth h};s shores,
Caesar says to me, “ Dar’st thou, Cassius, now
Leap in with me into this angry flood,
And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word,
Accoutred as I was, I plungéd in,
And bade him follow; so indeed he did.
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside,
And stemming it with hearts of controversy,
»But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,
Caesar cry’d “ Help me, Cassius, or I sink.”
n as Aneas, our great ancestor,
Dud from the flames of Troy upon his shoulders
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tiber
Did I the tised Caesar: and this man
Is now becoge a god, and Cassius is
A wretched creature, and must bend his body
If Casar carelessly but nod on him.
He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And when the fit was on him, I did mark
How he did shake : ’tis true, this god did shake ;
His coward lips did from their colour fly,
And that same eye, whose hend doth awe the world,
Did lose its lustre; I did hew®him groan :
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books,
Alas! it cry’d, “ Give me some drink, Titiniu# "=
As a sick girl. - Ye rods | it doth amaze me,
A man of sudll a feeble temper should
So get the siiTt of the majestic. world.
And bear me paim atone |
‘Why.anan, he doth bestride the nafrow world
Like a&olossus, and we sorry dwarfs
Walknnda!hinl‘mgeleg;,lg:lpeepamﬁ
! To find ourselves dishonourable graves,
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Men sometimes have been nflisters of their fates
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in’ our stars,

But in ourselves, we are underlings.

Brutus and Ceesar I¥ ‘What should be in that Ceesar ?
‘Why should that name be sounded more than yours?
‘Write them together, yourd is as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;
‘Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure yith them,
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Ceesar.

Now, in the name of all the gods at once,

Upon what meats doth this our Ceesar feed,

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art sham’d;
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!
‘When went there by an age, since the Great Flood,
_But it was fam’d with more than one man?

‘When could they say, till now, who talk’d of Rome,
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man ?
Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers say,

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d
The infernal devil to keep his state in Rome,

As easily as aking |

THE BROTHERS.
Samuzr Rocprs.

[Author of © The Pleasures of Memory,® ¢ Italy,” &c. A rich
London banker, Born 1763 ; died 18553’

In the same hour the breath of life receiving,
They came together and were beautiful ;
But, as they slumbered in their mother’s lap,
How mournful was their beauty! She would sit, o
And look and wegstl and lopk and weep agging
For Nature had b¥ half her work achieved.
Dmying, like a step-dame, to the babes ~
er noblest gifts; denying speech to one
nd to the other—~reason.

Seven y SEVED M

e e o o, o bire

And now, how anxiously the mo

Till reason dawned and speech declare: }
o ech were his; and dosyn she knelt
ping her in dlent ccatagys -
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On'the hill-side, where still the cottage stands,
(*Tis neas the upper falls in Lauterbrounn;
For there | sheltered once, their frugal hearth
Blazing with mountain-pine§when I agpeaml,
And there, as round they sate, I heard their story,)
On the hill-side, among the cataracts,
In happy ignorance the children played ;
Alike unconscious, through their cloudless day,
Of what’they hud and had not; everywhere
Gathering rock-flowers; or, with their utmost might,
Loosening the fragment from the precipice,
And, as it tumbled, listening for the plunge;
Yet, as by instinct, at the *customed hour
Returning ; the two eldest, step by step,
Lifting along, and with the tenderest care,
Their infant-brother.
Once the hour was past ;
And, when she sought, she sought and could not find;
And when she found—Where was the little one?
Alas| they answered not; yet still she asked,
Still in her grief forgetting.
With a scream,
Such as an eagle sends forth, when he soars,
A scream that through the woods scattered dismay,
The idiot boy looked up into the sky,
And leaped and laughed aloud ang leaped agamn;
As if he wished to follow in its flight
Something just gone—and gone from earth to heaven;
While he, yhose every gesture, every look
Went to the heart, for from the heart it came,
He who nor spoke nor heard, all things to him,
Day after day, as silent as the grave,
{To him unknown the melody of birds,
Of waters—and the voice that should have soothed
His infant-sorrows, singing him to sleep,)
Fled to her mantle as for refuge there,
And, as at once o’ercome fear and grief,
Covered his head and wept. A dreadful thought
Flashed through her brain. * Has not some bird of prev.
Thirsting to dip his beak in innocent blood-
It must, it mpst be so {"—And so it was,

an eagle that had long acquired

y, the lord of a lomain.

blime; nor from the hills alone

g e wheng'r he degaed o s
ewe, er stoop,

. Cucatows e recom-comen
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Assured to him who laid the tyrant low ;
And near his nest, in that eventful hour,
Calmly and patiently, a hunter stood,
A hunter, as it chahced, of old renown,
And, as it chanced, their father.
In the south
A speck appeared, enlarging; and ere long,
As on his journey to the golden sun,
Upward he came, ascending through the clouds,
That, like a dark and troubled sea, obscured
The world beneath.—* But what is in his grasp ?
Ha ! ’tis a child—and may it not be ours?
1 dare not,’cannot ; and yet why forbear,
‘When, if it lives, a cruel ¢eath awaits it ?
May He, who winged the shaft when Tell stood forth,
And shot the apple from the youngling’s head,
Grant me the strength, the cBurage * As he spoke,
He aimed, he fired; and at his feet they fell,
The cagle and the child ; the child unhurt;
Though, such the grasp, not even in death relinquished,

FORGIVENESS.
ANONYMOUS.

A soLDIER, whose regiment lay in a garrison town in England, was
about to be brought before his commanding officer for some offence.
He was an old offender, and had been often pdnished. * Here he is
again,” (said the officer, on his name being mentioned) “flogging
—disgrace—solitary confinement—everything—has been tried with
him.” Whereupon the sergeant stepped forward, and apologizing
for the liberty he took, said, “ There is one thing which has never
been done'with him yet, sir.””  What is that ? said the officer.
“ Well, sir,” said the sergeant, “he has never been forgiven.”
*“ Forgiven I” exclaimed the golonel, surprised at the suggestion.
He reflected for a few minutes, ordered the culprit to be brought
in, and asked him what he had to say to the charge? * Nothing,
sir,” was hjs reply, ofl‘xllly 1 am sorry for what I have done.”
Turning a kind and piti fook on the who expected npthing
else than that his punishment would be incriised with the repetition
of his offence, "the colonel addressed him, si¢ing, “Well, we have
tried ‘everything with you, ‘and now we ( . to—forgive

you!” Thet soldier was struck dumb with t! The
_tegrs started in his cyes, and he wept like a child, \{e was humbled
“Ro the dust; and thanking his officer, he ~3fCo be tHe old,

refractpry,, incopfigible man?‘ No! from that day forwanishe was
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anewman. He'who told us the story had him for under
his eye, and a better conducted man never wore mm’s
‘colours, In him kindness bent one yhom harshness could not
break. ‘The man was conquered by mékcy, and melted by love.
Have you to do with one with whom you haye tried every kind of
gunish,ment in vain? The next time you are going to strike the
low, stay your hand, and say, “ Well; I have tried everything with
you; now I have lved to forgive you.” Who knows but you
also may touch the secret chord of that heart, and find the exquisite
lines of the Poet true ;—

Each block of marble in the mine
A Ctﬁnml‘;tihe liaphia‘;l Queen
, o robed in light divine,
and Pallas, thc%rcne t—
It only needs the lofty thought,
To give the glories birth;
And lo! by skilful fingers wrought,
They captivate the earth !

So—in the hardest human heart,
One little well appears,

A fountain in some hidden part,
Brimful of gentle tears :

it only needs the masger touch
Of love’s or pity’s hand ;

And lo ! the rock with water bursts,
And gushes o’er the land.

——

ELEGY IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD.
Tuomas GRaY.

[Autilor of © The Bard” and a few odes allowed to be unsurpassed
in the harnionious flow of their measure and finished diction, Was
professor of modern history at Cambridge. Born 1716 ; died 1771.])

Tue curfew tolls the knell of parting day;

R: lowing herd wigds slowly o’er the lea;
ploughman hefheward plods his weary way,

And leaves the —to darknessgand 5 me. .

Now fades immering landscape on the sight
And all the g a solemn stillness holds,

Save bflede wheels his droning flight,
Ang drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; -
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Save that, from wyonde: ivy-mantled tower,,
The moping owl does to the moon complain
Of such, as wandering near ber secret bower,
Molest her ancient sdlitary reign.

Bepeath these rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade,
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleeps

The breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed ;
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horp,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care;

No children run to Jisp their sire’s return,

O, climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yicld ;

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke ;
How jocund did they drive their team a-field !
How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy strokey

Let not ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure,
Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile,
The short and simple #nnals of the poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of fower,
And all that beauty, all that wealth €’er gave,
Awalt, alike, the inevitable hour |

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault,
If memory o’er their tombs no trophies raise,
‘Where, through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault,
The pealing anthem swells the note of praige.

Cgn storied urn, or animated bust,

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ?
Can honour’s voice provoke the skent dust,
Or flattery soothe the dull cold f death ?

in this is
m omn;glmmsnwt% eelheiq i H
Hands, thac the rod of empire mighit ha d
Or wak'd to ecstasy the living lyre:
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But knowledge to their her ample p
Rich with the spoils oft?ym: did ne’gr Nm;
Chill penury repress’d their noblc rage,

And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene,

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear ;
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste ifs sweetness on the desert air.

Some village Hampden, that, with dauntless breast,
The little tyrant of his fields withstood ;

Some mute inglorious Milton, here may rest,
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.

Th’ applause of listening senates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,

And read their history in a nation’s eycs,

Their lot forbade: nor circumscrib’d alone

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined :
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,
#Md shut the gates of mercy on mankind ;

The gtruggling pangs of conscious truth to hide ;
To qf.lench the mhu of ingenuous ghame ; ’
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride,

‘With incense kindled at the muse’s flame.

Far from the n:a.dding crowd’s ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray ;
Along the cool sequester’d vale of life

They kept the noiscless tenor of their way.

Yet even these bones, from insult to protect,

Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uhcouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d,
Implores the passing gibute of a sigh.

‘Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unletter’d rguse
‘The place of and eulogy supply ;

And many a text around she strews,

That mﬂ ic moralists to die.

For who, gfdumb Forgetfulness a prey,

This jous being e’m’d,

precincts of the ~day,
ing lingering look hdzin({;
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On some fond breast the parting soul relids,
Some pious drops the closing eye requires !
Eyen the tomb ¢he voice of Nature cries,
Even in our ashes live their wonted fires.

For thee, who, mindful of thé unhonour’d dead,
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate,
1f, chance, by lonely contemplation led, .
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say—
“Oft have we seen him, at the peep of dawn
Brushing, with hasty steps, the dews away,
To meet the sun upon the ‘pland lawn.

‘There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech,
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,
His listless length at noontjde would he stretch,
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by.

Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,
Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove 3
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,
Or craz’d with care, or cross’d in hopeless love,

One morn I miss’d him on th’ accustom’d hill,
Along the heath, and near his favourite tree:
Another came ;°nor yet beside the rill,

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he:

The next, with dirges due, in sad array,

Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne—
Approach, and read (for thou canst read) the lay,
’Grave on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.”

THE EPITAPH.

Here rests his head, upon the lap of eartn,

4 youth to fortune and to fame unknown
Fair science frown’d not on his humble birth,
And Melancholy mark’d him fc- her own.

Largé was his bounty, and his soul sincere,

Heaven did a recomd)ense as largely

He gave to misery all he had—a .

He gain’d from heavin—("twas all he \ ish’d)=—a friend
No farther seck his merits to disclgse .

Or draw his frailties from their dread abodil

they alike in tremblin repose)
ie bosom of his thmdﬁihmgod.
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THE RAVEN.
Encar Artan Poz.

[A great afld original genius, but dissipated man, Born at Balti.
more, U.S.A. 1811; died,.in a Bospital there, 1849.] .

Oxce upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber.door.

“*Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “ tapping at my chamber-door—
Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly 1 remember, it wad in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow,e~vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow-—sorrow for the lost Lenore—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore,
Nameless here for evermore,

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me——filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before:

So that new, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating,

“*Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber-door,—

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber-door ;
This it is, and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“ Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is T was naPping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber-door,~—
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the
door ;=
Darkness there, and nothing more.

Deep igto the darkness peering, long I stood there, wondering, fear-
ing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no, ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken,find the stiliness gave no token,
And the only word there spol¥n was the whispered word “Lenore!”
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word N enore 1
Merely this, and nothing more,

Back into the chamber tffining, all my sogl within me burning,

Soon again 1 heard a yfping, something louder than befgre,

“ Surely,” said I, “ gifely that is something at my window lattice ;

Let me see; then,. thereat is, and this mystery explore—

Let my heart be #ill a guoment, and this mystery axplore;~
“Tis the wind, and nothing more,
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Opén here I flang the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately ﬁm of the saintly days of yore.
Not the least obeisance he,~—not 4 moment stogped or staye'

he, .
Yut, with mien of lord or lady, perehed above my chamber.dpor—
Perched upon a bisst of Pallas, just above my chamber-door—
) Perched, and sa; and nothing more,

‘Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the counteniince it wore.

“Though thy crest be shomn ind shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure 1.¢/
craven,

Ghastly, grim, and ancient Raven, wandeting from the mghtly
shore—

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore I

Quoth the Raven, * Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

‘Though its answer little meaning, little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was bléssed with seeing bird above his chambergdoor—

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber-door,
With such name as “ Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only
‘That dne word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing further then he uttéred; not a feather then he fluttered,
Till tlx :‘c):urcely more than muttéred,  Other frierids have flown
re;
On the morrow He will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said, * Nevermore,”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
*“Doubtless,” said I, “ what it utters, is its only stock and store,
Caught frora some unhappy master yvhom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till4is songs one burden bore—~
"Till the dirges of his Hope that melahcholy burden bore

Of * Never—nevérinofe.’

But the Raven still beguiling all my sad s&\{ into smilin)
Smi%i;zmh&led f?u';nﬂoiea m{inﬁon of Nm%mm
ré R . ) B
- heti upon the velvet sinking, 1 befook myself #
N e R
'What m, in s and omin 3
" Meant in croaking * Nevermore.” yors
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Thus I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

*To the fowl whose fiery eyes now bumm my bosom’s core;

This, and more, I sat divining, with at ease reclining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er
She shall press, ah, nevermore

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen
censer : .

Swung by Seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.

“Wretch I” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he
hath sent thee

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!”

Quoth the Raven. “ Nevermore.”

“ Prophet !” said I,  thing of evil | —prophet stil, if bird or devi

‘Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—

On this Home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—

Is there—is there balm in Gilead ?—tell me—mﬂ me, 1 im?lore »
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

“ Prophet ” said 1, “thing of evil !—prophet still, if bird or devil !

By that Heaven that bends above us,~by that God we both
adore—

Tell this sout with sotrow laden, if, within the distant Aidenn,

1t shall clasp a saintedemaiden whom the angels name Lenore—

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore ¥

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

“Be m word our sign of parting, bird or fiend1"” I shricked, up-
8! ¢ .

“ Get thee back into the tempest, and the Night's Platonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbrokep k—quit the bust above my door j-—

'l'hk;dt;loy’b”ukfrom out mgfheart, and take thy form from off my

r

Quoth the Raven, “ Neverm®re.”
And the evegfflitting, still ig sitting, stil is sitficg
On the pallid bust g, Mfmtabwe?nycbam iﬂti
And his the seeming of 4 démon’s that is dieiming,
And the lanip-lift o'er him streathing throws his shitlow oy the

Hoor |
And rgySl from out that shadow that fies flosting on ¢h '
hciash o it cing 7 \pe ot
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LABOUR.
Tromas Cantyry.

[Author of % The History of the French Revolution ** and nume.
rous historical and biographical works. Born 1795 ; is now (1867)
Lord Rector of the University of Edinburgh.]

L]

Two men T honour and no third.  Furst, the toil-worn craftsman
that with earth-made implement laboriously conquers the earth and
makes her man’s. Venerable to me 1s the hand, hard and coarse;
wherein notwithstanding lies a cunning virtue, indefeasibly royal, as
of this planet. Venerable, too, 15 the rugged face all weather tanned,
besoiled, with his rude ntelligence, for 1t is the face of a man hiving
man-like. Oh, but the more vencrable for thy rudeness, and even
because we must pity as well as love thee! Hardly entreated bro-
ther! Yor us was thy back so bent, for us were thy straight hmbs
and fingers so deformed ; thou wert our conscript on whom the lot
fell, and fighting our battles wert so marred. For in thee too lay a
God-created form, but 1t was not to be unfolded ; encrusted must 1t
stand with the thick adhesions and defacements of labour, and thy
body, like thy soul, was not to know treedom. Yet toil on, toil on-
thou art 1n thy duty, be out of it who may; thou toilest for the
altogether indispensable daily bread.

A second man I honour, and still more highly, him who 1s seen
toiling for the spintually indispensable—not daily bread, but the
bread of hfe. Is not he,too, in his duty; endeavouring towards
inward harmony ; revealing this, by act or by word, through all his
outward endeavours, be they high or low? &hghest of all when his
outward and his inward endeavours are one: when we can name him
artist; not earthly craftsman only, but spired thinker, who with
heaven-made implement conquers heaven for us! If the poor and
humble toil that we have food, must not the high and glorious toil
tor him in return that he may’have hght, guidance, freedom, 1m-
mortality? These two, 1n all their degrees, I honour; all rlse 1s
chaff and dust, which let the wind blow whither it listeth.

* &k & ok x _*x % ® K

There 18 a perennial nobleness, afl even sacredness, in work.
Were he ever so benighted, or forgetfulthf his high calling, thire 1s
always hopt 1n a man that actually and earnestly works ; in idlencss
alone there is perpetual despair. Consider (row, even in the n..anest

sorts of labour, the whole soul of a man into real har-
mony, He bends himself,with free valour\ygainst his task; ane
doubr, desire, sorrow, remorse, indignation, r iteelf, shrink
murmuri off in their caves. The glow of N\pour ip him is a

pu.ifying fire, wherein all is burnt up;
there is made & t and flame.
Blewot i e bas found his work; let him && o otber
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blessedness; he hds'a life purpose, Labour is life. From te neart
of the worker rises the celestial force, \mthed into him by Almighty
God, awakening him to all nobleness, to all knowledge. Hast
valued patience, courage, openness to light, or readiness to own thy
mistakes? In wrestling with.the dim brute powers of fact, thou
wilt: continually learn, For every noble work the possibilities are
diffused through immensity, undiscoverable except to faith.

Man, son of heaven! is there not in thine inmost hetrt a spirit
of active method, giving thee no rest till thou unfold it? ¥ Complain
not, Look up, wearied brother. See thy fellow-workmen surviying
throurh eternitv. the sacred band of immortals.

THE BRAVE,
J. E. CareenrER,

WhHo are the brave ? the warriors bold
That slaughter their fellow men for goki
That risk their lives in the battle fray ?
Daring they are—not brave are thc{.
The Hindoo widow mounts the Pi e,

And meets her death with a placid smile,
The veriest coward for death will crave ;—
He who struggles for bread is the truly brave,

Who are the brave ? the brave are they

Who toil at the loom from day to day ;

Who dig and delve in the open field

For the miserly pittance their labourll yield ;
The millions who work with hand or head
For little beyond their daily bread ;
Ever to want, and to save,

The rich man’s are the truly brave.

Who are the brave? the suffering host

That never of gvealth had chance to boast,
Yet never hayz fallen or turn’d aside

From the of truth, or ofhonest, pride:
But who #jurn the tempter, come what may,

‘That thg# lives may be pure as the open day;
¥ho gyk not a trophy o deck their
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ROLLA’S ADDRESS TO THE PERUVIAN§.
Rxclum, Brinstzy S;mnum.

Author of “ The School for Sgandal” and other comedies ; was
ly celebrated as an orator, a member of Parliament, and privy
souncillor. Born 1781; died 1816.]

My braye associgtes—partners of my toil, gmy feclings, and my
fame ! Rolla’s words add vigour to the virfuous energies which
inspire your hearts 7—No! yon have judged as I have, the foulness
of the crafty plea by which these bold invaders would delude you.
Your generous spirit has compared, as mine has, the motives which,
in a war like this, can animate their minds and ours. They, by a
strange frenzy -driven, fight for power, for plunder, and extended
rule—we, for our country, our altarg, and our homes. They follow
an adventurer whom they fear, and obey a power which they hate
—we serve a monarch whom we love, a God whom we adore.
Whene’er they move in anger, desolation tracks their progress!
whend’er they pause in amity, afflicion mourns their friendship.
They boast they come but to improve our state, enlarge our thoughts,
and free us from the yoke of esror !—Yes; they will give enlightened
freedom to our minds; who are themselves the slavey of passion,
avarice, and pride |~They offer us their protection :—yes, such pro-
tection as vultures give to lambs—covering and devouring them.
They call upon ue to barter all the good we have inherited and
proved, for the desperate chance of something better, which they
promise. Be our plain answer this :—The throne we honour is the
people’s choice—the laws we reverence arg.our brave fathers’ legacy—
the faith we follow teaches us to live in bonds of charity with all
mankind, and die with hopes of bliss d the grave. Tell your
invaders this, and tell them too, we no change; and least of
all such change as they would bring us.

mmepm—

A GLASS OF ,'OLD WATER.
G.B. Guugp.
[The celebrated American tipnperance lecturer.Ja.

odonn, and your Faks m&vm prepare

g Essence ofm‘m “obld wateN, But in the
Wm dell, where m?i:éd doos waniigl, s the child



The Lost Child. . I1§
loves to play ; thete .God brews it. And down, low down if the

deepest valleys, whete the fouhtains musmur and the rills sing ; and
high upon the tall mountwin tops, Wh;i: the naked granite glitters
like gold in the sun; ¢ the storm-cloud broods, and the
thunder.storms crash; and away far out on the wide wild ses,
where the hurricane howls mulic, and the big waves roar; the
chorus sweeping the march of God: there he brews it—that
beverage of life,and Jhealth-giving water. And everywhere it isa
thing of beauty, gleaming in the dew-drop; singing in the summer
rain; shining in the ice-gem, till the leaves all scem turned 'to living
jewels ; spreading a golden veil oyer the setting suns or a white
gauze around the midnight moon."

Sporting in the cataract; sleeping in the glacier; dancing in the
hail-shower ; folding its bright smow curtains softly about the
wintry world; and waving the many-coloured iris, that seraph's
zone of the sky, whose warp is_the rain-drop of earth, whose woof
is the sunbeam of heaven; all c11equeted over with celestial flowers,
by the mystic hand of refraction.

Still always it is beautiful, that, life-giving water; no poison
bubbles on its brink ; its foam brings not madness and murder;
no blood stains its liquid glass; pale widows and starving orphans
weep no burning tears in its depths; no drunken shrieking ghost
from the geave curses it in the words of cternal despair; speak on,
my friends, would you exchange it for degnon’s drink, alcohol !

e

THE LOST CHILD.
Ebwarp FitzmarL,

[An exceedingly popular and successful dramatic author ; has
wxittexi many songs which have become standard ones in ballad lite-
rature.

He wandered from his mother’s side
Into the deep far away,—

The woods, where himan monsters hide,
And deadly serpefits seck their prey.

And yet th ér injured him
It any crooechis pach of flow'rs
;g } cam¢ between—
"Watching his young unconseious hours?
From flower to flower, from tree to tree,
O’ey naany a rippling stream he crost
rose crept the bpe—  *
3Bhe s went down—the child was *
13
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A g:?:ive loom spread all arouna;
ik and alone, he wept;
Then sat Nimself upon ghe ground,
And calling for his father, slept.

The morning dawn’d all golden bright,

The buds peep’d forth with fresher bloom 3
The child woke up in new delight,*

And marvell’d father had not come.

Another day, another night,
In summer quickly how they pass;

At length, stern hunger’s withering blight
Prostrates poor Charley on the grass.

With bleeding feet, and weary eyes,

And sunken cheek he looks around,
Asking for food, helpless he lies—

Then dreams of home, in sleep profound.

His dreams are of his mother’s knee,
The kitten, and the cotton-reel,

With feelings full of love and glee,
As only little children feel.

Vainy they seak him everywhere

Save the one spot where he is lying,
While the dark pencil of despair

Pictures him suffering, starving, dying=—

Dying without a mother’s hand
To close those little eyes so dear,
To press those lips so pale and bland,
Whose last sigh angels only hear.

The father’s woe, for her suppreste—
He fain weuld brrathe the prayer forgot 3
Nerving with coura ¢ false his breast,
Speaking of hope :{at felt it not.
The stars have risen bright again ;
The midnight clock stiikes long and loud 3

‘The moonbeams fall o’er hill and plain,
Like tht white shadow of a shroud.

All search is o’er; the.ominous\]
Shricks its death-cry to di
"The forest sleepa: no sound®is heard

3
Yet hark! What's that? ‘The kAl Sarts;



The Losé Child.

List,” he exclaims, “ I hear the dog :

He barks; but not en ; ’tis oy,
Mercy, oh! high Supreme,

1 feel that heg}u nd our boy.”
A cold thrill overcomes the wife,

She dares not go where he is gone;
1t is not dfath, itis not life,

‘That freezes thus her heart to stone.

Quick from that spell her senses break,
As, by the magic of a sound
Sweet as the harps of angels make,
Her husband’s voice, cries “ God! he’s tound.™

They’ve found him m a sleep like deatl,,
But still not dead : one half-hour more,
The tiny streamlet of that breath
Its span of earth had dimpled o’er.

They’ve placed him on his fairy bed,
They’ve fed him with his little spoon,
A drop of wine, a sop ‘of bread.
The cuckoo clock now tells ’tis noon,

That homely sound unlocks his eyes;
He sces his mother standing, by ;
In sweet confasion of surprise,
He pushes forth a joyous cry.

His tender arms twine round her neck,
His rosy lips to hers are given,

To what pure bliss the senscs wake—
That wake thus, in a child’s first heaven,

And now he greets Hp father’s face,

That smile, ks 8o dearly known,
8o full of love, so of grace—

The grown reg¢mblahce of his own.

He grasps the darkly clustesing hair,
And one bright little tear lg'hll,

Exclaiming, like an angel’s A
“ Wliz‘t‘:.u not come when Elm'ky call?

(Copyrignt—~contrivused.)

17
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LORD UILIN'S DAUGHTER.
Tromas Campeils.

‘A cnierraIn, to the Highlands bound,
Cries,  Boatidan, do ot [

And I'll give thee a sﬁver p&nﬁ
To row us o'er the ferry.’

*Now, who be ye would cross Lochgyle,
This dark and stormj wam?

“O! I'm the chief of Ulva's Isfe,
And this Lord Ullin’s daughter,

 And fast before her father's men
Three days we’ve fled fogtther;

For should he firid us in the glen,
My blood would stain the heather,

“ His horsemen hard behind us ride;
Should they our steps discover,

Then who would cheer my bonny bride,
When they have slain her lover?”

Out spokg the hardy Highland wight,
“I'll go, my chief~P'm ready ;

It is not for yonr silver bright,
But for your winsome lady: ,

“ And by my word! the bonny bird
In danger shall not

So, though the waves are ragmg whits,
L’ll row you o'er the ferry.”

By this the storm grew loud apace,
The water-wraith hrieking ;
And in the scowl of healen each face

Grew dark as they speaking.

But still &s wilder blew the Wind,
And as the night grew dmter.
Adown thqgli{: rode arged men;

“0 hmthee.hnm!” thelady
“Though, tempests round us

ri meenhersg;n;nfthﬂkiﬂ.
‘But not an angry father.”



[A highly gifted, bu¥ unfortunate Engliih

’Tiw Passions,

The Boat has left a stormy land,
A stormy sea before

‘When oh! too strong for
The tempes gather'd o’et her,

" And still they row’d, amidst the roar

Of waters fast rmnulln; :
Lord Ullin reach’d that fatal shore,
His #rath was changed to wailing—
For sore dismay’d, through storm and shade,
His child he did discove |
Ohe lovely arm she stretch’d for aid,
And one was round her lover,

“Come back! come back " he cried in grief—
“ Across this stormy waterj

And I'll forgive your Highland chief—
My daughter {—ch! my daughter!”

*Twas vain !—the loud waves lash’d the shore,
Return or aid preventing :—

The waters wild went o’er his child=e
Aund he was left lamenting.

cpm——

THE PASSIONS
Wirziam Corsing,

19

utterly neglected in

his lifetime, whose odes and eclogues now rank highly, Born 1720;

died 1756.]

Whuen Music, heavenly maid, was yo
While yet inc;arly Greece she sung, e
The Passions oft to hear her shell,
Throng’d around her magic cell,
Exulting, trembfing, raging, fainting,
gpng;ss‘d beyoncffthe muse’s paigti:f.
y tutns they Zht the glowing mi
Disturbed, dg#Ehted, raised, refined :
’Pllll once, "t said, when m;m fired,
ill'd with fury, rapt, inspi
From the supporting m rqund
mn‘,"é""h« igs:myrmqe:u of sound,
And, as they oft have heard apart
Sweet lessons of her forceful art,
gdv—ﬁr madpess ruled the hour—
'ould prove his own expressive power,
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First, Fear, his hand, his skill to try,
Amid the chords bewijlerd laid;

And back recoil’d, he k not why,
Even at the sound himself had madg.

Next, Anger rush’d, his eyes onire,
In lightnings own’d his secret stings.

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, )
And swept, with hurried hands, the strinds.

With woful measures, wan Despair—
Low sullen sounds !—nhis grief beguiled ;

A solemn, strange, and mingled air;
*Twas sad by fits—by starts ’twas wild.

But thou, O Hope! with eyes so fair,
‘What was thy delighted measare!
Still it whisper’d promised pleasure,
And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail.
Still would her touch the strain prolong;
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale,
She called on Echo still through all her song.
And where her sweetest themes she chose,
A soft responsive voice was heard at every close ;
And Hope, enchanted, smiled, and waved her golden hair.
And longer had she sung—but, with a frown,
Revenge impatiént rose.
He threw his blood-stain’d sword in thunder down;
And with a withering look,
The war-denouncing trumpet took,
And blew a blast so loud and dread,
Were ne’er prophetic sounds so full of woe:
And ever and anon he beat
The doubling drum, with furious heat.
And though sometimes, each dreary pause between,
Dejected Pity at his side,
Her soul-subduing voice applj
. Yet still he kept his wild unalte{id mien;
While each strain’d ball of sight 4 bursting from his bead,
Thy c.umbers, Jealousy, to no : fix’d ;
gﬂd proof of thy distressful state “ﬂe
Of differing themes the veering song was mixed ;
And now, it courted Love ; now, raving, cal’d on Hate,

With ised, as one inspired,
R e
And from her wild sequester’d seat,
Ia notes by distance made more sweet,



Yorick's Dbath, 12

Pour'd thiough the mellow hogn her pensive soul ;
And, dashing soft, from rocks around,
Bubbling runnels join’d the sound.
Through glades ad glooms the mingled measure stole,
Or O’er some haunted streams, with fond delay —
Round a holy calm' diffusing,
Love of peace and lonely musing—
In hollowy murmurs died away.

But oh, how alter'd was its sprightlier tone!
When Cheerfulness, & nyl:x‘l)h of healthiest hue,
Her bow across her shoulders flung,
Her buskins gemm’d with morning dew,
Blew an inspiring afr, that dale and thicket rung:
The Hunter’s call, to Faun and Dryad known.
The oak-crown’d sigters and their chaste-eyed @ueen,
Satyrs and sylvan Boys were seen,
eeping from forth their alleys green.
Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear,
And Sport leap’d up and seized his beechen spear.

Last came Joy’s ecstatic trial,
He, with viny crown advancing,

First to the lively pipe his hand address'd ;

But soon he saw the brisk awakening viol,

‘Whose sweet entrancing voice he leved the best.

They would have thought who heard the strain,

They saw, in Tempé’s vale, her native maids,

Amid thedestal sounding shades,
To some unwearied minstrel dancing ;

While, as his flying fingers kiss’d the strings,
Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round—
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound ;

And he, amidst his frolic play,

. * As if he would the charming air repay,
Shook thousand odouss from his dewy wings.

e e

YURICK’S DEATH.

Lawazncz Stamsiz.
A yaw Bours before Yorick breathed his last, Eugenius stepped ia,
with sp intent to take his last sight and last of him. Upen

his drawing Yoick’s curtain, and asking how he'fel¢ himself, Yorick,
uﬁ‘:;%-b is fuc8 toolk hokd of his band, snd, afer asking
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him for the many tokens of pis friendship to him, for which, he
aid, if it was their fate to hereafter, he would thank him again
and again; he told him he was wijthin a few hours of giving
leis enemies the slip for ever. “I hope fot,” unswered Eugenius,
with tears trickling down his cheeks, apd with the, tenderest tone that
ever man spoke,—“I hope not, Yorick,” said he. Yorick replied
with a look up, and a gentle squeeze of Eugenius’s hand—and that
was all—but it cut Eugenius to his heart. *Come, come, Yorick!”
quoth Eugenius, wiping his eyes, and summoning up the man
within him; “my dear lad be comforted ; let not all thy spirits and
fortitude forsake thee at this crisis when thou most wantest them.
‘Who knows what resources are in store, and what the power of God
may yet do for thee ® Yorick laid his hand upon his heart, and gently
shook his head. “For my part,” continued Eugenius, crying bit-
terly as he uttered the words, “I declare, I know not, Yorick, how
to part with thee; and would gladly flatter my hopes,” added
Eugenius, cheering up his voice, *that there is still enough of thee
left to make a bishop, and that I may live to see it.” “I beseech
thee, Eugenius,” quoth Yorick, taking off his ni%hwap as well as he
could with his left hand—his right being still grasped close in
that of Eugenius—1 beseech thee to take a view of my head.” I
see nothing that ails it,” replied Eugenius. * Then, alas! my friend,”
said Yorick, ““let me tell you that it is so bruised and rhisshaped
with the blows which have bten so unhandsomely given me in the
dark, that I might say with Sancho Panza, that should I recover, and
¢ mitres thereupon be seffered to rain down from heaven ds thick as
hail, not one of them would fit it.”” Yorick’s last breath was hang-
ing upon his trembling lips, ready to depart, as he uttered this; yet
still it was uttered with something of a Cervantic tone, and as he spoke
it, Eugenius could perceive a stream of lambent fire lighted up for a
moment in his eyes—faint picture of thoee flashes of his spirit,
which (as Shakspeare said of hib ancestor) *were wont to sct the
table in a roar 1"

Eugenius was convinced from this that the heart of his friend was
broke. He squeezed his hand, and then walked softly out qf the
room, weeping as he walked. Yoricks followed Eugenius with his
eyes to the door; he then closed tiftm, and never opened them

more.
He lies buried in a corner of his chuRhyard, under a plain mxrble
slab, whiciPhis friend Eugenius, by leave¥f his executors, laid upon
his grave, with no more than thest words of inscri tion,
serving both for his epitaph and elegy :~—

Alas, Poor YORIEK!

_ Ten timis a iy had Yorick’s ghist the. consolation o iear M



The Wrack of the Outward-Bound. 123

monumental inscription read over,{with such a variety of plaintive
tones as denotc a general pity and esteem for him., A footway
crossing the churchyarg) close gy his zme, not 4 passenger goes by
without stopping to cast a look upon it, and sighing as he wsks &n,

ALAS, POOR YORICK
s
THE WRECK OF THE OUTWARD-BOUND.,

Tux Rev. Dz, Grosaxr AspiNaLL.
(Founded upon Fact)

*T1s fifty-sevell long years ago
Since seven ships rode the main,
Frém Dantzic bound for England’s shore

With golden grain.

Their canvas sails were well unfurl’d,
And to the distant sight
They look’d like sea-birds spreading out
Their wings of white.

The captains seven had blithsome thoughts
As bright as the blue sky;
Large share of profits d be theirs
® For grain sold high.

The sailors were whiat saflors are
When met with at their best,
A frank and jovial crew with not
One care opprest.

But blithest of the captains seven
And you look upon, °
Were two wives hid siewly borne
T h a son.

Each tho#ht perchance on his girl-wife

. And on his first-borz child;

No marvel then their h.?dm were nigh
With joyance wild.

Ang Schultz, the ottier’
tz, name:
‘Meanaphie the sips éach day e ear
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When lo! the weathed changed, no mors
Serene was wave sky;

The gales of equinox were on

And roar’d on high.

The fleet is off the Sussex coast,
But mists are round it spread ;
They know not where they are, but think
By Beechey Head !

The stars by sullen clouds were quench’d,
The moon shone out no more;
The cutting hail came down, the wind
Blew dead ashore.

It moan'd and whistled up the scanis
Of cliffs as white as snow,
That like grim ghosts from Seaford scann’
The sea below.

And tow’rds those fatal rocks and cliffs
They drift up’ Seaford’s Bay
Like straws upon the stream, and nought
Their course can stay.

As black as Ergbus the night.
Onwards towards cliff and rock
They hold their way-till each keel strikes
With sudden shock.

They struck, and there was none to help,
No pow’r on earth could save ;
Each vessel sunk with ail on board
Bencath the wave!

Their death-shriek rose, but rose in vain
On the deaf ear of night ;
And when the morning dawifid, no sign
Appall'd the sight.

Biﬁuthed:y-woreonthen
Gave up its ghastly store;

And corpses one by one
‘ere cast'on shore.
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Pramscriven, so the figst was call’d

gll;: mark in blue Yilk done
Py the dead man’s wife), and Schultz,
other one.

So in Saint Leonard’s churchyard bleak
They buried them in trusts
Aspes to ashes lying there,
And dust to dust;

In Gospel Hope and Christian Faith,
That though beneath the sod

Their clay repos’d, the sailors’ souts
Were with their God!

(Cogyright—contributed.)
[ S——

THE GAMBLER'’S WIFE.,
CoaTxs.

Dark is the night ! how dark !—no light! no fire !
Cold on the hearth, the last faint sparl® expire!
Shivering she watches by the cradle-side,

For him who pledged her Jove—Ilast year a bride !

“Hark ! ’tis his foomq)l No—tis past : *tis gone :
Tick !—Tick |—How wearily the time crawls on !
Why should he leave me thus? He once was kind!
And I believed *twould last ;—how mad ! how blind !

" Rest thee, my babe!—rest on! *Tis hunger’s cry!
Sleep l—for there is no ! the fount is dry |
Famine and cold their ing work have done;
My heart must break !-4#And thou !”~——The clock strikes one,

“ Hush | ’tis the di x) Yes, he’s there, he’s tffbre !
For this, for this, h€ leaves me to despair

Leaves love | leaves truth | his wife | his child | for what?
The wanton’s smile—the villain—~and the sot {

“Yet I'll not curss him { No ! *tis all in vain !
’l‘islongwwm.lmmhe’lleome n!
bla-him,lmfor -
!—In&eb&! vfiend 1”——<The olock strikes two.
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¢ Hark ! how the siﬁn-bqa,;d ¢ ‘eaks ! Thc‘blaa,t howls by !
Moan |—Moan |—A dirge through the cloudy sky !
Ha |—tis his knock § he condes I-~he cdmes once more—
+="Tis but the lattice flaps | ' Thy hope isg’er !

“Can he désert me thus? He knows I stay
Night after night in loneliness to pray.

For his return—and yet he sees no tear !

No ! no 1 it cannot be. He will be here. .

“ Nestle more closely, dear one, to my heart |

Thou’rt cold ! thou’rt freezing ! But we will not part,
Husband 1—1I die |—Father I—It is not he 1

Oh Heaven | protect my child P’~——The clock strikes thiec.

They’re gorie ! they’re gone ! The glimmering spark hath fled,
The wife and child are number’d with the dead !

On the cold hearth, out-stretched in solemn rest

‘The child lies frozen on its mother’s breast !

—The gambler came at last—but all was o’er—

Dead silence reigned around—he groaned—he spoke no more |

SCENE. FROM WILLIAM TELL.
jmn.: SuzaipaNn Kyowrxs.
(Adapted for Recitation.)

Emma. O, the fresh morning! Heaven’s kind messenger,
That never empty-handed comes, to those !
‘Whio know to use its gifts.—+Praise be to him
‘Who loads it still, and bids it constant run
The errand of his bounty |—Praise. be to him !

‘We need his care that on the mountain’s cliff e
Lodge by the storm, and cannot liff our eyes,

But piles on piles of everlasti 'ng
Q’crhanging us, rcmfnvr us of his !
¢ Bnter AusrrrT.

Alb. My, mother!

‘Emma. Albert!. -

Alb. [ Advancing.] “Bless thee!
Albert! .

Emma. Bless thee,

‘How early were youup? ..,
. Bk the
Egma, A

Wt L\ f’
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Scene from Wlliam Tell. 123
When it is time b rise. HceEg:

‘The constant’st workman, through his task,
And shows us how to work ting to’t
With smiling face; for labour’s light as ease
To him that toils with cheerfulness. Be like
The sun. o
All. What you would have me like, I'll be like,
As far as will to lahour join’d can make me.
Emma. *Well said, my boy { Knelt you when you got up
To-day ? .
Alt, 1did; and do so every day!
Emma. 1know youdo! And think you, when you kneel
To whom you kneel ?
Alb. 'To Him who made me, mother.
Emma. And in whose name?
Alb. The name of Him who died
For me and all men, that all men and I,
By trust in Him, might live.
Emma. Remember that!
Forget all things but that—remember that!
’Tis more than friend or fortune; clothing, food ;
All things of earth ; yea, life itself. It is
T live when these are gone, wherz they are nought,
With God! my son, remember that!
Alb. 1 will,
Emma. You have been early up, grhen I, that play’d
The sluggard in comparison, am u
Full early ; for the highest peaks alone,
As yet, behold the sun. Now, tell me what
You ought to ponder, when you sce the sun
So shinin%&n the peak ?
Alb. t a8 the peak
Feels not the pleasant sun, or feels it least!
So they who highest stand in fortune’s smilc,
Are gladdened by it least, or not at all!
Emma. The lessop that’s remember’d pays the teacher!
And what’s the profitfou should turn this to?
Alb. Rather to placd my good in what I have,
‘Than think it worthlds, wishing to have more:
For more is ot happiness, so oft
As less,

Emma. ¥m glad you husband what you leam.
‘That is the legsson of content, son ;
He who finds which, has 3 mia;‘e.-u,oq:in‘l
AWw. Content isg thipg.
Emma, A thing, good
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Emma. What say’d thou, boy?
Alb. 1say my fathér’s good.
Emma. Yes; heisgood! What then?
Alb.  1do not think
He is content—1'm sure he’s not content ;
Nor would I be content, wére I a man,
And Gesler seated on the rock of Altorf!
A man may lack content, and yet be goods,
Emma. '1did not say all good men find content.—
T would be busy, leave me.
Alb.  You're not angry ?
Emma. No, no, my boy.
Alb.  You’ll kiss me?
Emma. Will I not!
The time will come you will not ask your mother
To kiss you!
Alb. Never!
Kmma. Not when you’re a man?
Alb. 1 would not be a man to see that time :
’d rather die, now that I am a child,
Than live to be a man, and not love you !
Emma, Live—liveto bea man and love your mother!
[They, abrace—ALBERT 7uns off R,
Why should my heart sink ?tis for this we rear them !
Cherish their tiny limbs; pine if a thorn.
But mar their tender skin ; gather them to us
Closer than miser hugs his bag of gold ;
Bear more for them than slave, who makes his flesh
A casket for the rich purloinéd gem—
To send them forth into the wintry world
To brave its flaws and tempests {—They must go;
Far better, then, they go with hearty will !
Be’that my consolation.~Nestling as
He is, he is the makmg of a bird
Will own no cowering wing. *Twas finc—"twas fine
To see my eaglet on the verge ¢’ the nest,
Ruffling himself at sight of the Yuge gulf;
He feels anon he’ll have the win| to soar |

[ Re-enterC:AvreERrT, with a bow and ow:, and a rude targn
whick he takes off 1., as if to set up, laying kis dow and.cwives
m the ground. ~, .

‘What have you there{ *
B e ke your e, bay?
mma, will you use e
it Some time, 1 yoar B

‘Emma, - sarcher!
i iaog) Tt
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Alb,  But P'm his son; and whep T am a man,
1 may be like him. Mother, do I brag
To think I sommc way be like-my father 2
If so, then is it at teaches me;
Foy ever as 1 wonder at his skill,
He calls me boy, and says I must do more
When I become 4 man F
Emma. May you be such
A man as he!—If heaven wills, better |—T'll
Not quarrsl with its work ; yet “twill content me
If you are only such a man {
Ait, Tl show you
How 1 can shoot. [Shoots.] Look, mother! there’s within
Aninch !
Emma. O fie! it wants a hand. [Exit,
Alt. A hand’s
An inch for me. I'll hit it yet. Now for it | [Shoots again.
Enter TeLL, watching ALBERT some time in silence.
Tell. That's scarce a miss that comes so near the mark |
Well aim’d, young archer! With what ease he draws
The bow! To sce those sinews, who'd believe
Such eigour lodged in them# Well aim’d again |
There plays the skill will thin the chamois’ herd,
And bring the lammer-geyer from the cloud
To earth. Perhups do greater feats——Perljaps
Make man its quarry, when he dares to tread
Upon his fellow men! That little arm,
His mother’s palm can span, may help anon
To pull a sinewy tyrant from his seat,
And from their chains a prostrate people lift
‘To liberty |  Pd be content to die,
Living to see that day !—What, Albert?
All, Aht—
My father | [ Running to TevLL, who embraces him.
*Emma. [Returning.] William!—Welcome, welcome, Willians !
1did not look for you till fpon, and thought -
How long ’twould be ere would come, You’re come-
soon ’twill now be hére and gone! O William |
en you are absent figfn me, I count time
Bg minutes; which, when you are here, flies by
;‘;‘ mth':’s th:m not;;ly}ill th%y‘ are out !
ow this is 1 's doubly joy
That comes before the time—It is a xebt,
Paid ere “tis due, which fills thé qwner’s heare
but his own !
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Tell, Noj; Ishared
A herdsman’s meal, upofi whose lonely chalet
1 chanced to light. Pve had bad spoﬁi! y track
Lay with.the wind, which to the startlish’
Betray’d me still. One only prize; and that
1 gave mine humble host. You raise the bow
Too fast.  [To ALBERT, twho has returned to his practice.]
Biing’t slowly to the eye— ¢ [ArBERT shoots,
You've miss’d.
How often have you hit the mark to-day?
Alb. Not once yet.
Tell. You’re not steady. I perceived
You waver'd now. Stand firm !—Let every limb
Be braced as marble, and as motionless.
Btand like the sculptor’s statue on the gate
Of Altorf, that looks life, yet neithcr breathes
Nor stirs. [ALBERT shoots.] That's better §.
Emma, William! William!—O!
To be the parents of a boy like that {—
‘Why speak you not —and wherefore do you sigh?
What’s in your heart to keep the transport out
That fills up mine, when looking on our child,
Till it o’erflows mine eye? [ALssxa shoots.
Tell. You've miss’d again !
Dost see the mark?  Rivet your eye to it!
There let it stick, fést as the arrow would,
Could you but send it there!
Emma. Why, William, don’t
You answer me? [ALBBRT shoots,
Tell. Again! How would you fare,
Suppose a wolf should cross your path, and you
Alone, with but your bow, and only time
To fix a single arrow ? *Twould not do
To miss the wolf! You said the other day,
‘Were you a man, {ho.u’d nsot let Gesler live—=
to t. Supposef ou, now; .
Your n??lr hi:{ nded on that shot !—
Take care| That's Gesler I Now for liberty ;
Right go the tylrlnl.’a heart} [AWT shoots.] Well dong,
m

y .
Comehm::yNw.Emm.lwil}mwuyoul
Do 1 not love you? Do I not love our ¢hild?
Ts not that cottage dear $o me where I
Was born? How many acres would I giver
That little vineyard for, which I have watch’d
And tended singe I was a child? Thost cragy
Hnd peaks—what spirdd ity would ¥ tike
,'To live in, Y6 exchange Rt YR what
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Are these to me? What is ttlis boy to me?
What art thou, Emma, to me—when a breath
Of Gesler’s ggn teke all ! :
Emma. 0O, William, think
How little is that all td him—too little
For Gesler, sure, to take, RBethink thee, William,
We have 1p treasure,
Tell. Have we not? Have we
No treasure? How! No treasure? What !
Have we not liberty #~That precious oce,
That pearl, that gem, the tyrant covets mosts
Yet can’t enjoy himself~—for which he drains
His coffers of their coin—his land of blood ;
Goes without slecp—pines himself sallow-pale
Yea, makes 4 pawn gf his own soul—lacks ease—
Frets till the bile gnaws appctite away—
Forgets both heaven and hell, only to strip
The wearer of it! Emma, we have that,
And that's enough for Gesler |
Emma. Then, indeed,
My William, we have much to fear |
Tell. We have!
And best it is to know how much. Then, Emma,
Make up thy mind, wife! Make itup! Remember
What wives and mothers on these very hills
Once breathed the air you breathe, Helvetia
Hath chronicles, the masters of the world,
As they werescall’d—the Romans—kept for her
And in those chronicles I've heard 'tis writ—
And praise set down by foes must needs be true—
*Tis writ, 1 say, that when the Rhetians—
They were the early tenants of those hills—
Withstood the lust of Roman tyranny,
With Claudius Drusus, and a certain Nero,
Sons-in-law of Octagus Caesar, at
Its head—the Rhetia? women—when the men
By numbers overmatch’d at last gave way—
Secing that liberty ;vas gone, threw life
And nature, too, £8 worthless, after it ;
Rush’d through the gaping ranks of them that fled,
And on the:;sjpping weapons of the red
Resistless van impaled themselwes and children !
Emma. O, William!
“Tell. Emma, let the bxl)‘yalone! .
Don't clasp him dos-"Twill soften himy! Geo, sir!
See i seipds 0y visiors
To-My. fiéetl perchance; iy need thy giidince,
| 31
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Away! [Arsent goesou.] He's better from thee, Emma !
The time
Is come, a mother on her breast should fold
Her arms, as they had done with such@ndesrments,
And bid her children go from heg to hunt
For danger—which will presently hunt them—
The less to heed it |
Emma. William, you are right.
The task you set me I will try to do.
I would not live myself to be a-slave—
I would not live'to be the dam of one!
No! woman as I am, I would not, William
‘Then choose my course for me. Whate'er it is,
1 will say, ay, and do it, too—Suppose
To dress my little stripling for the war,
And take him by the hand, and lead him to’t!
Yes, I would do it at thy bidding, William,
Without a tear—I say that I would do it~
Though now I only talk of doing it, .
I can’t help shedding one ! [Weeps.
Tell. Did I not choose thee
From out the fairest of the maids of Uri,
Less that in beauty thou didst them surpass,
‘Than that thy soul that beauty overmatch’d ?
‘Why rises on thy matron cheek that blush,
Mantling it fresh af’in thy virgin morn,
But that I did so? Do I wonder, then,
To find thee equal to the task of virtue,
Although a hard one? No, I wonder not!
Why should 1, Emma, make thy heart acquainted
‘With ills I cauld shut out from it—rude guests
For such a home! Here only we have had
Two hearts ; in all things else—in love, in faith,
In hope, and joy, that never had but one!
But henceforth we must have but one here also.
Emma. 0O, William, you &ve wrong’d me - kindly
wrong’d me!
When ever yet was happiness the test
Of lovg in man or woman? Who’¢.not hold
To that which must advantage him :\; Who’d not
Keep promise to a feast, or mind his pledge
To share a rich man’s purse? There’s not a chutl,
However bate, but might be thus approved
Of most‘unswerving constancy. But that |
Which loosens churls, ties friends ! or changes them
Rhes Toan Ko oosc7ee che o OF #OLbADs
man never sve Of ¥
neverhad an ill tze:bm‘MﬁMl T
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Tell' Not even to know that, would I in so
Ungentle partnership engage thee, Emma,
If will could hejp it; but necessity,
The mastef yet of will, how strong soe’er,
Compels me, prove thee. When I wedded thee,
‘The land was free | O | with what pride I used
T'o walk these hills, and look up to my God,
And ble# Him that it wasso ! It was free l—
t'rom end to end, from cliff to lake *twas free l—
Free as our torrents are that leap our rocks,
And plough our valleys, without askinz leave ;
Or as our peaks that wear their caps of snow,
In very presence of the regal sun !
How happy was I in it then! I loved
Its very storms!  Yes, Emma, | have sat
In my boat at nigh® when, midway o’er the luke,
The stars went out, and down the mountain gorge
The wind came roaring—1I have sat and eyed
The thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled¥
To see him shake hjs lightnings o’er my head,
And think I had no master save hig own!
You know the jutting cliff round which a track
Up hither winds, whose base is but the brow
To such another one, with scanty room
For two a-breast to pass? O’ertaken there
By the mountain blast, I've laid me flat, along;
And while gust follow’d gust, more furiously,
As if to sweep me o’er the horrid brink,
And I have thought of other lands, whose storms
Are summer flaws to those of mine, and just
Have wish’d me there—the thought that mine was frce
Has check’d that wish, and 1 have raised my head,
And cried in thraldom to that furious wind,
Blow on! This is the land of liberty !

———

TAXES.
Lorp Broucnam.

Prruir me to inform you, my friendg, what are the inevitable con-
sequences of being téo fond of glory:—Taxes—upon every article
which enters into the mouth, or covers the back, or fs placed under
the foot—taxes upon everything which it is pleasant to seeghear,
feel, smell, or tasteg-taxes upon warmth, light, and locomotion—
taxes_on eyfrything on earth, and” the waters ungler thocarth, un
evephing that comes from, abroad or is ‘grown at home—taxes
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upon the raw material—taxes orf every fresh {alue that is added to
it by the industry of man—taxes on the sauce which pampers man’s
appetite, and the drug that restores him to health—on the ermine
which decorates the judge, and the rope whick hangs the criminal—
on the poor man’s salt, and the rich man’s spice—on the brass nails
of the coffin, and the ribbons of the Laide—at bed or board, we must
ay taxes,

4 The schoolboy whips his taxed top—the beardlesg youth manages
his taxed horse, with a taxed bridle on a taxed road—and the dying
Englishman, pouring his medicine which has paid seven per “cent.
into a spoon that has paid fifteen per cent., flings himself tack upon
his chintz bed which hus paid twenty-two per cent., makes his will
on an cight pound stamp, and expires in the arms of an apothecary,
who has paid a licence of a hundred pounds for the privilege of
putting him to death. Ilis whole property is then immediately
taxed from two to ten per cent. Besideg the probate, large fees are
demanded for burying him in the chuncel; his virtues are handed
down to posterity on taxed marble; and he is then gathered to his
fathers—tagpe taxed no more,

—p—

THE KETTLE ON THE HOB.

J. E. CarpxnTeEs.

Tuev may talk as they will about singing,
Their harps and their lutes and what not,

Their fiddles are not worth the stringing
Compared to the music I've got;

It sings every morning to cheer me,
My pockets it never can rob,

T'm happy each mom when it’s near me,
*Tis my kettlé that sings on the hob,

At eve, when from labour rg;urning,
1 list to its musical throb

Worth all your fal lals and fine learning,

. Is—my ienle that sings on the hch,

‘With home-faces smiling mu}ﬁ me,
And children and wife at the board,
No music,such jog ever found me,
As that its sweet song doth afford
Tlove every inch of its metal,
From the tip of the spout to.the knob,
“Lead a teniperate Jife,” sings:the kettle,
The kettle that sings on the hob,
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Sorpetimes gn old fricnd"ﬂm&rmy table,
Though never on dainties 1 dine,

I treat him as well as I'm able,
Tho’ I boast of no cellar of wine 3

*Tis friendsfip gives zest to the liquor,
‘Though we bug in tea hob-a-nob,

And to make it the hotter and quicker
There’s the kettle that sings on the hob.

Yet with lessons far deeper and higher
‘The song of the kettle may teem,
*Twas the kettle that sung on the fire
"That first proved the power of steam;
What great things from small may be springing
Is proved by the engine’s decp sob,
And yet, after all, the beginning
Was the kette that sings on the hob. .
And so, to the Rettle returning,
1 list to its musical throb,
And find there’s a lesson worth learning
In my kettle that sings on the hob,

e ——

THE CAPTAIN’S CHILD,
Mas. Lzrson.

A %oop thing is it to obey
Whom God hath set to rule;
And happy are our children trained
Betimes in duty’s school.

Of such an one, to {011. my friends,
> A story I will tell;
A truthfi§§ ind a touching tale,~—
1 pray ye, mark it well.

There was a child whose early home
Wa/on the rolling 3

The waters sung his lullaby,
And rock’d him to his sleep.

He was the Captain's only child,
And when his mother died

- He would not to her kindred send
“The prattler from his side.
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And so e littlé boy grew uf,
A dweller on the sea:

For feats of horsemanship, he leans'
To climb the tall mast tree.

The song of birds at early mom
It was not his to hear;

But the ocean breeze, that swept the scas,
Was music in his ear.

Yet was the ship a rugged scnool
For one so fair and young ;

And harshly in his hearing oft
His father’s accents rung.

For dearly as he loved the boy,
That love was never shown
In fond endearment, but in caie

Of Discipline alone. -

Yet Harry was a8 merry bey,
Brimful of fearless fun,

And blithely with a shipboy's skill
Could up the rigging run.

Oh, but the sailors loved him well ;
The surshine of his smile,

‘With memories of their childish days,
Could home-sick hearts beguile.

All household loves on him were shower'd,
As in their sight he grew;

And so the Captain’s child became
‘Fhe darling of the crew.

Now of a monkey I must teil,
A droll and knavish el

The sailors’ pet, and Harf’s plague,
A mimic of himselt, '

A grinning, chattering plagglt was,
And nuschievous full oft,

He clutch’d his cap from Hdrry's lxav!.
And darted up aloft,

&p in the ngﬁng with his prize,
The thievish creature flew,
Now here, now. there, it dodged about,
And Hary followed tra.
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# Hollo! tNilo!” the bay exclaim’d,
“ Such manners suit not me,

Come, Muster Jacko, I must teach
Civility tg thee.”

At first it was a merry chase,
And blichely all look’d on 3
But many a weather-beaten fice
Pl ere the cap was won,

The eager oy, without a thought
Of danzer or of diead,

Hul reach’d at length the topmost pole
Where scarce was room to treads

Where none could turn, and none could bend,
e stood in #izzy trance,

Beyond the reach of others’ help,
Nor duared the downward glance.

Breathless with fear, the crew look’d up,
None spohe and no one stire'd,

Not even when the Captain’s tread
Upon the deck was heard.

“ What is the matter now, my men |
Why stund ye moonstruck fere ?”

None answer’d him—one look above
Reveal’d the specce. Jess fear.

L4
Pale with his agony the Loy
Is trembling, ere he fall
Upon the deck with murderous crash—
The Captain saw it all,

But not a nerve or muscle yet
With quivergg anguish shook,—

“ Bring me my"owling-pieee," be said,
And steuldbust aim he took.

Then stern, ;,md foud, and trumpez-clear
He cries, “ Attend to me!

This moment, sir, 1 fire, unless
You jump iuto the sei.”

A life-long agony compress'd,
Throbs in the breast of ali !

Not on ghe deck, not wn tn,
Resounds the dseadful fat ]
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Of at his father's word he Sprang,
Far in the yielding wave,

And many a sailor overboard
Dash’d after him, to save.

Safe! safe | how quickly on the deck
The rescued boy they bear,—

‘Then fail’d at once the father’s heart,
He might not linger there.

No, ere his trembling arms enfold
The child to hope restored,

Lock’d in his cabin, all alone,
His wordless thanks are pour’ds

Too deeply stir’d his being’s tide,
Another’s eye to brogk,

While shuddering sobs so long suppress'd,
His frame with tremblings shook. ~

Calm in the might of prayer, at length
He bade them bring his boy,

And clasp’d him to his yearning heart
With all a father’s joy.

I tell not of the interview,
Which) none beside might share :
The loves of father and of son,
‘What language can declare ?

Yet from my story, you, my friends,
May of obedience learn,

And how the truest love may wear
An aspect strange and stern.

——

ue midr’soy.
Rosxar SouTuzy.

INATURE Dad formed poor Napless Ned
A thing of idiot mind;

Yet to the poor unreasoninﬁboy.
She was nét quite unkind

For Sarah loved her hapless child,
Whom helplessness made deyr;
And life was to himy -
Who bad no hope nor feir,
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She.gnew h§ wants, she undersiood
Eaclt half articulate call ;

And he was ev’rything to her,
And she tg him was all.

And so for many iyear they dwele,
Nof knew a wish beside;

But age at length on Sarih came,
Angl she fel%sick and died.

He tried in vain to waken her,
And call’d her o’er and o’er;

They told him she was dead—the souns!
To him no import bore.

Tt.ey closed her eyes and shirouded her,
And he stoodgwond’ring by ;

And when they bore her to the grave,
He follow’d silently.

They laid her in the narrow house,
They sung thé funeral stave;

But when the funeral train dispersed,
He loiter’d neur the grave.

The rabble boys who used to jeer,
Whene’er they saw poor Ned,

Now stood and watch’d him at the grave,
And not a word they said.

They came and went, and came again,
Till night at last came on;

And still he loiter’d by the grave,
Till all the rest were gone.

And when he found himself alone,
He quick reguoved the clay;

And raised the n up in haste,
And bore it swift away.

And when he reach’d his hut, he lid
Al:;he '&Ltheoneagelmm ﬂmf‘ j
wil of joy,
He barrd the cottage dgor.

And out he took his mother’s corpse
And placed it on a chair;

And then he ’d the hearth, and blew
The kigdling fire with care,
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L3
He placed his mother in her chair,
And in her wonted place;
And blew the kindling fire, that shone
Reflected on her face.

And pausing, now her hand would fee,
And now her face behold ;

“ Why, mother, do you look so pale,
And why are you so cold ?”

It hath pleased God, from the poor wretch
His only friend to call;

But God was kind to him, and svon
In death restored them all,

—————
I

Tl»fE THREE CHERRY.STONES.
Auoxvuoqs.

Wien I'was a schoolboy, more than fifty years ago, I ren.ember
to have read a story which may have been a fiction, but wkich was
very naturally told, and made a deep impression upon me then. I
will endeavour to draw it forth from the locker of my memory, and
relate it as nearly as I can recollect.

Three young gentlemen, who had finished the most substantial
part of their repast, were ‘lingering over their fruit and wine at a
tavern in London, when a man of middle age, and middle stature,
entered the public room, where they were sitting, seated himself at
one end of a small unoccupied table, and calling the waiter, ordered
a simple mutton chop and a glass of ale. His appearance, at first
view, was not likely to arrest the attention ofany one. His hair way
beginning to be thin and grey; the expression of-his countenance
was sedute, with a slight touch perhaps of melancholy; and he
wore a grey surtout with a standinggcollar, which manifestly had
seen service, if the wearer had not—just such a thing as an officer
would bestsw upon his sesving man, He might be taken, plausibly
enough, for a country magistrate, or an attorney of limited pragtioc,
or a schoolwmaster. - L

He continued to masticate his chop and sip his ale in silence,
without lifting his eyes from the table, until a cherry-stone, sportively
snapped from the thumb and finger of one of the gentlemen at the
opposite tablg, struck him upod his right ear. His eye was instantly*
upon the aggressor, and his reacy intelligence gathéred from the ill«
suppressed merriment of the party that this petty impertinence was
intentional.

THe Strangen stooped, and picked up. the cherrtone,and a
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scarcely perceptible smilefpassed over his features as he carcfully
wrapped it up in a piece of paper, and placed it in his pocket. This
‘singular procedure, with their preconceived impressions of their
customer, somewhat elevated as the young gentlemen were by the
wine they had partaken of, capsized their gravity entirely, and o'
burst of iﬁ:lsistible laughter procecded from the group. '

Unmoved by this rudeness, the stranger continued to finish his
frugal repast in quiet, until another cherry-stone, from the same
hand, struck him hon the right elbow. This also, to the infinite
amusement of the other party, he picked from the floor, and care-
tully deposited with the first.

Amidst shouts of laughter, a third cherry-stone was scon aftér
discharged, which hit him upon the leit breast. This also he
very deliberately took from the floor, and deposited with the other
two.

As he rose, and was engaged in paying for his repast, the gaicty
of these sporting gentlemen ‘became slightly subdued. It was not
easy to account for this. Lavater would not have been able to
detect the slightest evidence of irritation or resentment upon the
features of the stranger. He se¢med a little taller, to be sure, and
the carriage of his head might ta.c appeared to them rather more
erect. He walked to the table at which they were sitting, and with
that air @f dignified calmness, which is a thousand times’ more
terrible than wrath, drew a card from his pocket, and presented it
with perfect civility to the offender, who could do no less than offet
his own in return, While the stranger unclgsed his surtout, to take
the card from his pocket, they had a glance at the undress coat of a
mulitary man. The card disclosed his rank, and a brief inquiry at
the bar was sufficieng for the rest, He was a captain whom ill-
heakth and long service had entitled to half-pay. In earlier life he
had been engaged in | affairs of b , and, in the dialect of
the fancy, was a dead shot.

The next moming a note arrived at the aggressor’s residence, con-
taining a challenge, in form, and one of the cherry-stones. The
tiuth then flashed before the challenged party—it was the chal-
lenger’s intention to make thgee bites at this cherry—three separate
aflairs out of this unwarrantable frolic! The challenge was ac~
cepted, and the challenged party, in deference to the challenger's
tepu*:d skill with the pistol, had half decided upon the small sword;
but his friends, who were on the alert, soon discovereg that the
captgin, who had risen by his merit, had, in the earlier days of his
necessity, gained his bread as an accomplished instructor in the use
of that weapon. N

‘they met, and fired alternately, by lot—the young man had
selected this mode, thinking he might win the first fffe—he did—
fired, and missed his opponent. The captain levelled his pistolqand
fired—the ball passed, through the fiap of the right ear, and grazed
the boge; and as the wounded man'involuntarily gut his aed o
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the place, he remembered that it was on the right ear of his antago.
nist that the cherry-stone had fallen, Here ended the first lesson:
A month had passed. His friends cherished the hope that he

* would hear nothing more from the cagtain, when another note—a
thallenge of course—and another.of those ominous cherry-stones
arrived, with the captain’s apology, on the score of ill-health, for not
sending it before. )

Aguin they met—fired simultaneously, and the captain, who was
unhurt, shattered the right elbow of his antagonist—the very point
upon which he had been struck with the cherry-stone; and here
ended the second lesson. There was something-awfully impressive
in the modus operandi, and exquisite skill of his antagonist. The
third cherry-stone was still in his possession, and the aggressor had
not forgotten that it had struck the unoffending gentleman upon the
left breast. A month had passed—another—and another, of tersible
suspense ; but nothing was heard: fom the captain. Intelligence
had been receiveg that he was confined to his lodging by illness.

At length the gentleman who had been his second in the former
duels once more presented himself, and tendered another note,
which, as the recipient perceived on taking it, contained'the last of
the cherry-stones. The note was superscribed in the captain’s well-
known hand, but it was the writing evidently of one y'ho wrote
feebly. There was an unuspal solemnity also in the manner of
him who delivered it. "The seal was broken, and there was the
cherry-stone in a blank envelope.:

“And what, sir, am I to understand by this?”’ inquired the
aggressor.

“ Y,"ou will understand, sir, that my frignd forgives you~he is
dead.

o

THE LOSS OF THE “ROYAL GEORGR.”
WiLriam Giwres,

[ The celebrated English poet ; most of his writings are religious and
didactic. Born 17313 died 1800.]

Tovy for the brave !
The brave that are no more}
All sunk beneath the wave,
Fast by their native shorel

o coumge il waeried,
. co tri
And laid her on her side.
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Aland breeze shook the shrouds,
And she 'tl!:e overset ’G

Down went the Royal George,
With®ll her crew complete,

Toll for the brave |
Brave Kempenfelt is gones
Ris last sea-fight is fought
His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle;

No tempest gave the shock
She sprang no fatal leak ;

She ran upon no rock,

His sword was in its sheath;
His fingels held the pen ;
When Kempenfelt went down
With twice four hundred men,

Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes |
And mingle with our cup

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound
And she may float- if

Full charged with England’s thunder,
And plough the djstant main,

But Kempenfelt is gone,
His victories are o’er:

And he and his eight Rundred
Shall plough the waves no more.

resatp—

Q0B ROY’S DEFENCE OF HIMSELF TO MR. OSBAL.
DISTONE.

812 WartzR ScorT,

°k‘[‘?utlwr of the Waverley Novels, pml:m ‘:h;ﬁltiing which he
ned a grest reputation as a poet—ftyle terary
the  Groat Wisard of the North » _Bora 17713 dieder83a]

I Bt by e e 0
can as young sdpling. o
m;m&.m s an outlaw, stigmatizal uaq'trﬂmr,a
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price'set on my head as if I had been a Wolf, my family treated as
the dam and cubs of a hill-fox, whom all may torment, vilify, -
degrade, and insult ; the very name Which came to me from a long
and noble line of martial ancestors, denotinced, as if it were a spell
to conjure up the devil with?

And they sha.! find that the name they have dared to proscribe
—that the name of MacGregor is a spell to raise the wild devil
withal. They shall hear of my vengeance, that would scorn to
listen to the story of my wrongs. The miserable Highland drover,
bankrupt, barefooted, stripped of all, dishonoured and hunted down,
because the avarice of others grasped at Wnore than that poor all
could pay, shall burst on them in an awful change. They that
scoffed at the grovelling worm, and tréd upon him, may cry and
howl.when they sec the stoop of the flying and fiery-mouthed
dragon. But why do I speak of all this >—only yec may opine it
frets my patience to be hunted like am otter, or a scal, as a salmon
upon the shallows, and that by my very friends and neighbours;
and to have as many sword-cuts made, and pistols flashed at me, as
I had thi¢ day in the ford of Avondow, would try a saint’s temper,
much more a Highlunder’s, who are not famous for that good gift,
as you may have heard.—But one thing bides me of what Nicoll
said. I'm vexed wheén I think of Robert and Hamish living their
father’s life.—But let us say no more of this, * * *

You must think hardly of us, and it is not natural that it'should
be otherwise. But remember, at least, we have not been unpro-
voked :— we are a rud¢ and an ignorant, and it may be, a violent
and passionate, but we are not a cruel people~~The land might be
at peace and in law for us, did they allow us to enjoy the blessings
of peaceful law. But we have been a persicuted people; and if

rsecution maketh wise men mad, what must it do to men like us,

iving as our fathers did a t#ousand years since, and possessing scarce
more lights than they did ¥ Can we view their bloody edicts against
us—theif hangjiag, heading, hounding, and hunting down an ancient:
and honourable name—as deserving better treatment than that
which encmies give to enemles >—Here I stand—have been in

twenty frays, and never hurt man bufwhen I was in hot blood !~

and yet they would betray me and hang me, like a masterless dog,

at the gate of any great man that has an ill-will at me,

You are a kind hearted and an honourable youth, and urder.
stand, dountless, that which is due to the fecfi'ngs‘ of a man of
honour. 'But the heather that I have trod upon when living nust
bloom over me when I am dead—my heart would' sink, and my
arm would shrink and witker, like fern in the frost, were I to lose
sight’of my uative hills; nor has the world a scene that would con-
sole me for the loss of the rocks and cairns, wild as they are, that

" you ‘see around us. And Helen—what would become of her, were
ﬁo leave her, the* subject of new insult add atracity 2—or how
coufd she bear ‘to be removed from these scencs, whete the remenir
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brance of her wrbng is ayk sweetened by the recollection of her rc-

. venge? I'was once so hard put at by my great enemy, as 1 may well
call him, that I was forced €’en to give way to the tide, and removed
myself, and my people, agd my family, from our dwellings in ous
native land, and to withdiaw for a time into MacCullummore’s
country,—and Helen made a lament on our departure, as well as
MacRimmon himself could have framed it; and so piteously sad
and woesome, that our hearts almost brake as we listened to her;—
it was like the wamng of one for the mother that bore him~—and 1
would not have the same touch of the heart-break again, . . ... no,
not to have all the lands that were ever owned.by MacGregor.

D

BOB HOBSON’S ADVICE TIV HIS SON.
A IPECITASHUN,

Bon Hossox sat before the fire,
An’ puffd his baccy smoke,
A pictor ov a gud aud sire,
That can give or tyck a joke ;
He puff’d away, luck’d wiscly roond,
Wink’d 8lyly at young Dan,
‘Then like a mortal wisdom croon’d,
Thus tiv his son began:—

Maw canny lad, ye’ve noo arnvea
At a wild unsartain age,

So wi’ me tung aw’ve just contrived
A lesson worth a sage :—

Luck forward to the sunny side,
The dark side scarcely scan,

Ar’ nivor deal with dirty pride,
If you want to be a man.,

Tyek a’ advige that ye can get,
Turn not yor heed away,

Or let foaks put ye i’ the pet,
W’ onything they say,

For informashun myeks us wise,
An’ shows which way to steer;

Be careful,—if ye want to rise,
Be canny wi’ the beer.

Keep close yor mooth !— watch weel yor words,
Afore you let them oot,
For thowtless speeches myek discords,
AP put foaks sair gboot ;
L
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Keep passion always frac yek door,
Send selfish thowts away,

Ap’ nivor let foaks chawk a score
Ye think ye cannet pay!

Let honesty yor mottd be,
Mark weel these words, aw say,

For if thor worth ye dinnet sec
Ye’ll mebbies rue the day;

Save up, te thrive, mind weel yor pense,
Put not yor clacs i’ pawn,

But kcep them oot, yorsel to mense,
Thor’s nyen fits like yor awn !

Dinnet tell lees, sic ackshuns scorn,
Unworthy ov a man,~

Let truth as pure as ye war born,
For ivor be yor plan;

Stick close te frinds that ye've fund true,
Strite-forward, kind, an’ free;

De nowt te myek yor conshuns rue,
An’ a “ Happy Man ™ y¢'ll be!

THE SHADOWLESS MAN.
FroM THE GERMAN OF CHAM1550.

Perer ScuremiuL wasa German scholar ; 1 need, therefore, scarcely
say that Peter Schlemihl was a poor man.

Peter Schlengllal had a letter of introduction to Herr Thomas
John, the great” Thomas John, the richest man in——but never
mind where, ! )

Peter presented his letter to Thomik John, who received him
well—as a rich man receives a poor devil-~even turned towards him,
though without turning from the rest of the company by whom he
was surrounded in his extensive and delighttul park.

“There,™ said the rich man, pointing with the letter to a hill,
“there I am going to erect the new building. He that is aot
.master of a million is—pardon me the word—a wretch !

0, how true!” exclaimel the poor scholar, The moment he
had uttered the words his attention was attracted by a quiet, thin,
lanky, longish, oldish man, in a shabby grey coat, who looked
much ‘like ap end of thread that had escaped out of a tailor's
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Herr Thomas John ard his wealthy company took very little
notice of Peter Schlemihl; he hung behind them, and in a fittle
Jwhile found himself in a retired part of the park, side by side with
the singular grey man. '

They both started, the gey man seemed embarrassed, and bowed
repeatedly with much humility,. but at length, in a soft, tremulous
voice, he said—*During the short time I have had the happiness
to find myself near you, 1 have, sir, many times—allow me to say it
to you—really corgemplated with inexpressible admiration the
beautiful, beautiful shadow, which, as it were, with a certain noble
disdain, and without yourself remarking it, you cast from you in
the sunshine. Pardon me the bold supposition, but possibly you
might not be indisposed to make this shadow over to me?”

“Hal ha!l good friend,” replied Peter, “have you not then
enopgh of your own shadow? 1 take this for a business of a very
singuiamﬁ"

““ Honoured sir,” interrupted the grey man, “will you do me the
favour to view, and to make trial of this purse ?” He thrust his
hand into his pocket, and drew out a large purse of stout Corduan
leather, and handed it to the student.

Peter plunged his hand into it, and drew out ten gold pieces, and
again ten, and again ten, and again ten.

“« Agregd I he cried, eagerly, “ the business is done; for the purse
you have my shadow I”

The thin strange-looking grey man knelt down, and with admirable
dexterity gently loosened the shadow from  top to toe from the
grass, lifted it up, rolled it up together, and finally put it in his
pocket.

He then made towgrds the thickest part of the park, softly
laughing to himself, and soon disappeared amongst the trecs.

eter Schlemihl was a rich man, but he had no shadow !
‘What of that? you will say. Be patient, and you shall hear.

He left the park, and took the road to the city. An old
woman called after him—* Do take care, sir, you have lost your
shadow 1”

“Thank you, good motheg” said Peter, and throwing her a
piece of gold, he stepped under the trees.

At the city gate the sentinel exclaimed, * Where has the gentle-
man left his shadow ?” and immediatcly after some woman called
aloudp “ Good heaven | the poor fellow has no shadow!” 4§ mob of
boys coming out of school, discovering his deficiency, followed %t
his héls, and began to pelt him with stones and mud ; in shon, the
difficulties which Peter Schlemihl encountered from having lost his
shadow, in a short time made him weary®of his life.

He loved—the beagtiful Mina, who in return lov&d him as
women sometimes love, offering herself up, self-forgetting, livigg.
wholly and solely for him who was her life, regardless | { lhehouei
perished : that ig—she feally loved.

L3
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Her parents were delighted that the rih stranger, whom they
contceived at least to be a prince in disguise, should have proposed ,
for their daughter, and immediately censented. :
. But the terrible secret oozed out: Mina 4nd her parents discovered
that Peter was shddowless, and their manner was changed towards
him. “ Confess to me, sir,” aid the father, passionately,  confess
to me, how you became deprived of your shadow !”

Peter did- not know what to say; so he did what many other
people do in a similar position, he told an untrlith, and replied—
“ A rude fellow one day trod so heavily on my shadow that he rent
a great hole in it; I have sent it to be mended, for money can do
much, and I was to have received it back yesterday.”

“Very good, sir,” replied the father; “I give you three days in
which you may see after a shadow ; if you then appear before me
with a good, well-fitting shadow, you shall be welcome ; but = the
fourth day my daughter will become the wife of anothe:.”

Peter Schlemihl wandered forth in despair, wrapped in deep
reverie; at length he raised his eyes, and they rested on the old
grey man, whom he had not been able to find until that mo-
ment.

“ Restore me my shadow ! said he, vehemently.

“ Certainly,” said the grey man. “Be so good as to put your
name to this parchment, and your shadow shall return to j >u.”

On the parchment were these words—By virtue of this my sige
nature I make over my soul to the holder of this, after its natural
separation from the body /

“ Who are you, then ?” said Peter Schlemihl.

“Is not that plain enough to be secn in me?” replied the grey
man. ‘A poor devil, a sort of learned mar and doctor, who in
return for precious arts, receives from his friends poor thanks;
and for himself, has no amusement on earth but to make his
little experiments—but, however, to the right there— PETER
ScureminL”

“ Never!” replied the student, shuddering ; and flinging the magie
purse-into a swift-flowing river which rolled past them, he cone
tinued, “ I abjure thee, horrible one! gake thysclf hence, and nevet
sguin show thyself in my sight!”

The grey old man arose gloomily, and with a look of fearful
malignity, plunged into the river after his purse, and sank instantly ;
the watere rolled over him, and Peter Schlemihl never saw him

Ne N
Peter was now a poor man; he had lost his loved Mina, and he
had lost his shadow ; but as he slowly recovered his peace of mind,
he found he hiad gained a valuable lesson which he has sinée many-
times repeated.  He, who in lcvi?', only sets his foot out of the
rigkt road, is una conducted into other paths, which draw him
downwards and e::gwands; he then sers in vain the guiding



Claude Melnotte's Apology and Defence. 149

stars glitter in heaven; there remains to him no choice y~he must
descend unpausingly the declivity !

Peter Schlemihl had stood upon the brink of the descent: but
casting a longing look tosvards truth, he felt, with a grateful heur,
that he was still saved. .

———

.
CLAUDE MELNOTTE’S APOLOGY AND DEFENCE.
Lorp LyTTON.

PauvriNg, by pride

Angels have fallen e'er thy time : by pride—

= gole alloy of thy most lovely mould—
The il spuit of a bittgs love
And a revengeful heart, had power upon thee.
Frum my first years my soul was filled with thee:
1 saw thee midst the flowers the lowly o
Tended, unmarked by thee—a spirit of bloom,
And joy and treshness, as if Spring itself
Were made a living thing, and wore thy shape |
IBaw thee, and the passionate heart of man
Enter’d the breast of the wild-dreaming boy ;
And from that hour I grew—what to the lust
1 shall be—thine adorer! Well, this fove,
Vain, frantic—guilty, if thou wilt, became
A fountain of ambition and bright hope;
I thought of tuks that by the winter hearth
Old gm‘np\. tell—how maidens sprung from kings
Have stoop’d from their high sphere; how Love, ke Death,
Levels all ranks, and lays the shepherd’s crook
Beside the sceptre. Thus I made my home
In the soft palace of a falry Future!
My father died ; and I, the peasant-born,
Wis my own lord. ’ﬁ\cn did 1 seek to rise
Out of the prison of my mean estate ;
And, with such jewels as the cxplonng Mind
Bnngs from the caves of Knowledge, buy my ransom
From those twin gaolers of the daring heart—
Low Birth and iron Fortune. Thy bright image,
Glass’d in my soul, took all the hues of glory,
And lured me on to those inspirieg toils '
By which man Mmasters men! For thee, I grews
A midnight student o'er the dreams of sages!
For thee, I sought to horrow from each Grace,
And every Mus, such attributes as lend «
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{deal charms to Love. 1 thought of thee,

And passion taught me poesy,~of thee,

And on the painter’s canvas grew the life

Of beauty {~—Art became the shadow®

Of the dear starlight of thy haugting eyes!

Men called me vain—some, mad—1I heeded not ;
But still toil’d on—hoped on,—for it was swcet,

If not to win, to feel more worthy, thee !

] L] * L] * .
At last, in one mad hour, I dared to pour

The thoughts that burst their channels into song,
And sent them to thee—such a tribute, lady,

As beauty rarely scorns—even ffom the meancst.
The name—appended by the burning heart

That long’d to show its idol what,bright things

It had created—yea, the enthusiast’s name,

That should have been thy triamph, was thy scorn
That very hour—when passion, turn’d to wrath,
Resembled hatred most—when thy disdain

Made my whole soul a chaos—in that hour

The tempters found me a revengefyl tool

For their revenge! Thou hadst trampled on the wornft—
1t turned, and stung thee!

e p———

THE MANIAC,
MatTHEW GREGORY Lxwis,

[Known as “Monk Lewis,”" from his novel of “Ths Munk.
Burn 1773 died 1818.]

Stav, gaoler, stay, and heaf’ my woe;

She is not mad who kneels to thee:
For what ’'m now, too well I know,

And what I was, and what should be.
*Plt rave no more in proud despair;

ge shall be mild, though sad;

But yet 1 firmly, truly swear,

I am not mad,*I am not mad.

My tyrant husband forged the talg,
jch chains me in this dismal cell;
My fate unknown my friends bewafl—
ON! gaoler, haste that fate to tell:
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Oh!. hastepmy father’s heart to cheer;
His heart at once ’twill grieve and glad
To know, though kept a captive here,
1 am noymad, I am not mad.

He smiles in scotn, and turns the key;
He quits the grate; I knelt in vain;

His fglimmcring lamp still, still I see—
*Fis gone ! and all is gloom again.

Cold. bitter cold !—No warmth, no light —
Li%, all thy comforts once 1 had ;

Yet riere I'm chained, this freezing night,
Although not mad: no, no, not mad.

*Tis sure some dream, some vision vain ;
What ! 1, the child of rank and wcalth,—

Am I the wret®h who clanks this chain,
Bereft of freedom, friends, and health?

Ah'! while I dwell on blessings fled,
Which never more my heart must glad,

How achies my heart, how burns my head ;
But ’tis nota mad ; no, ’tis not mad.

Hast thou, my child, forgot, ere this,
A mother’s face, a mother’s tongue ?
She'll ne’er forget your pani‘xlg kiss,
Nor round her neck how fast you clung ;
Nor how with her you sued to stay ;
Nog how that suit your sire forbade ;
Nor how—Pli drive such thoughts away ;
They’ll make me mad, they’ll make me mad.

His rosy lips, how sweet they smiled !

His mild blue eyes, how bright they shone ;
None cver bore a lovelier child :

And art th&l now for ever gone 2
And must I ntver see thee more,

M{ pretty, pretty, pretty lad?
T-will be free! unbar the door!

. Tam not mad ; I am not mad.

Oh! hark! what mean those yells and cries ?

His chain some furious madman breaks ;
He comes,—TI sce his glaring eyes ;

Now, now, my dungeon-grate he shakes.
Help! help!—he’s gone!~—oh ! fearful wor,

Such screams to hear, such sights to ¢
M{ brein, my brain,~I know, Lknow,

am not mad, but snon spe?? Le,

151
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Yes, soon ;—for lo! you—while I speak—
Mark how yon demon’s eyeLalls glare !
He sees me ; now, with dreadful shnick,
He whirls a serpent high in air.
Horror !—the reptile strikes hi¥ tooth
Deep in my heurt, so arushed and sad;
Ay, laugh, ye fiends :—1 feel the truth;
Your task is done—Fm mud! I’m mad!

———p——

THE STARLING; OR, LIBERTY AND SLAVERY.
LavgreNce STERNE.

Anp as for the Bastille, the terror is ix the word. Make the most
of it you can, said I to myself, the Bastille is but another word for a
tower, and a tower is but another word for a house you can’t get
out of. Mercy on the gouty ! for they are in it twice a year; but
with nine livres a day, and pen, and ink, and paper, and patience;
albeit a man can’t get out, he may do very well within, at least
for a month or six wecks, &t the end of which, if he is a harmless
feilow his innecence appears, and he comes out a better and a wiser
man than he went in.

I had some occasion (I forget what) to step into the court-yard
as I settled this account; and remember I walked downstairs in
no small tiumph with the conceit of my reasoning. Beshrew the
sombre pencil ! said 1, vauntingly, for I envy not its powers which
paints the evils of life with so hard and deadly a colouring. The
mind sits terrified at the objects she has magnified herself and
blackened; reduce them to their proper size and hue, she overlooks
them.

s true, said I, correcting the proposition, the Bastille is not an
evil to be despised; but strip it of its towers, fill up the fosse,
unbarricade the doors, call it simply g confinement, and suppose
*tis some tyrant of a distemper and not of a man which holds you
init, the evil vanishes, and you bear the other half without com-

laint.
P I was interrupted in the heyday of this soliloquy with a veice
which I todk to be of a child, which complained “ it could not get
out.” Ilooked up and down the passage, and seeing neither nfan,
woman, not child, I went out without further attention. In my
return back through the pa I'heard the same words repeated
twice over; dnd looking up, Isaw it was a starling, hung in a
little cage. “Ican’t get out! T can’t get out I” said the starling.

stobd looking at the bird ; and to every person who came through
the passgge, it ran’ fluttering to the side Yowardg which ﬂiy
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approached it, -with thq same lamentation of its captivity—*1
can’t get out !” said the starling.

God help thee! said I; but Tl let thee out, cost what it will;
so I turned about the cage to get the door. It was twisted and
double twisted so fast with wire, there was no getting it open witfi-
out pulling the cage to picces. I took both hands to it. The
bird flew to the place where I was attempting his deliverance, and
thrusting his head through the trellis, pressed his breast against it as
if impatient. I %ar, poor creature, said I, Icannot sct thee at
libert}'. *“Ndg,” said the starhing, “1 can’t get out! I can’t get
out!” Ivow I never had my affections more tenderly awakened 3
nor do I remember any incident in my hfe where the dissipated
spirits, to which my reason had been a bubble, were so suddenly
called home. Mechanical as the notes weie, yet so true in tune to

aowere they chanted, that in one moment they overthrew
all my Spgematic reasonings upon the Bastille, and 1 heavily
walked upstairs, unsaying évery word 1 had said in going down
them,

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, Slavery, said I, still thou art a
bitter draught; and though thousunds in all ages have been made
to drink of thee, thou art no less bitter on that account. "Tis
thou, thrice sweet and gracious goddess, addressing myself to Liberty,
whormmull in public or in Private worship, whose taste is grateful,
and ever will be so, till Nature herself shall change; no tint of
words can spot thy snowy mantle, or chemic power turn thy
sceptre into iron: with thee to smile upon him as he eats his
crust, the swain is happier than his monarch, from whose court
thou art exiled. Gracious heaven! cried I, knecling down upon
the last step but ona, in my ascent, grant me but health, thou great
Bestower of it, and give me but this fair goddess as my companion,
and shower down thy mitrcs, if it seem good unto thy Divine Pro-
vidence, upon those heads which are aching for them.

The bird in his cage pursued me into my room. 1 sat down
close by the table, and leaning my head upon my hand, I began to
figure to myself the miseries of a confinement. 1 was in a right
frame for it, and so I gave fnll scope to my imagination.

1" was going to begin with the millions of my fellow-creatures
born to no inheritance but slavery ; but finding, however affecting
the pictwie was, that I could not bring it near me, and that the
mltituite of sad groups in it but did distract me, Itgok a sigle
cqptive, and having first shut him up in his dungeon, I then looked
through the twilight of his grated door to take his picture.

{ beheld his body half wasted awgy with long expectation and
confincment, and felt what kind of sickness of the heart it was
which arises from hope deferred.  Upon looking nearer, I saw him
pale and feverish. In thirty years the western breeze had nq§ once
fanned his blood; he had seen no sun, no n})oon, in all that time,
uor hud the voice of frend or kinsman Ureagied tigough his
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fattice : his children—but here my heartebegan, & bleed, and I was
forced to go on with another part of the portrait.

He was sitting upon the ground upon a little straw, in the
furthest corner of his dungeon, which wgs alternately his chair and
bed. A little calendar of small sticks lay at the head, notched all
over with the dismal days and nights he had passed there« He
had one of these little sticks in his hand, and with a rusty nail he
was etching anather day of misery to add to the heap. AsI darkencd
the little light he had, he lifted up a hopeless eye towards the docr,
then cast it down, shook his head, and went on with his work of
affliction. I heard his chains upon his legs as he turned his body
to lay his little stick upon the bundle. He gave a deep sigh; [ saw-
the iron enter into his soul. I burst into tears—1I could not sustain
the picture of confinement which my fancy had drawn.

I started up from my chair, and calling La F lcuW:m
bespeak mc a remise, and have it ready at the door of"the hotel by
nine in the morning.

“1'll go directly,” said 1, “myself to Monsieur the Duc de
Choiseul.” .

La Fleur would have put me to bed; but, not willing that he
should see anything upon my cheek which would cost the honest
fellow a heartache, I told him I would go to bed by myself; and
bid him go do the same,

B

HOME.,
Jamzs MonTcoMERY.

Tuzre is a land, of cvery land the pride,
Beloved by heaven o'er all the world beside;
Where brighter suns dispense serener light,
And milder moons emparadise’the night;
A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth,
Time-tutored age, and love-ékalted youth;

. The wandering mariner, whose eye explores
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores,
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair,

Mlor breathes the spirit of a purer air.

In every clime the magnet of his soul,
Touched, by remembirance, trembles to that pole ;
For in this land of heaven’s peculiar grace,

The heritage of nature’s noblest race,

There is a spot of earth, supremely blest,

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest.

‘Where man, creatiog’s tyrant, casts @side

His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride®
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While in his softened looks benignly blend

The sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend :
Here woman reigns ; the mother, daughter, wife,
Strews with fres® flowers the narrow path of life ;
In the clear heaven ofher delightful eye,

An angel-guard of loves and graces lic;

Around her knees domestic duties meet,

And fire-gde pleasures gambol at her feet.

Where shall that land, that spot of earth be found?
Art thou a man ?>—a patriot 2~—look around ;
Oh, thou shalt find, howe’er thy footsteps roam,
That land thy country, and that spot thy home.

On Greenland’s rocks, o'er rude Kamschatka's plains,
InPele Siberia’s desglate domains ;
Where the wild hunter tukes his lonely wav,
Tracks through tempestuous snows his savaze prey,
The reindeer’s spoil, the ermine’s treasures shares,
And feasts his famine on the fat of bears :
Or, wrestling with the might of raging seas,
Where round the pole the eternal billows frecze,
Plucks from their jaws the stricken whale, in vain
Plunging down headlong through the whirling main;
His wastes of ice are lovelier in his cye
Than all the flowery vales beneath ®he sky ;
And dearer far than Ceesar’s palace-dome,
His cavern shelter, and his cottage-home.
O’er China'¥ garden-fields, and peopled floods;
In California’s pathless world of woods ;
Round Andes’ heights, where winter, from his throne,
Looks down in scorn upon the summer gone;
By the gay borders of Bermuda’s isles,
‘Where spring with everlasting verdure smiles;
On pure Madeira’s vine-robed hills of health ;
In Java’s swamp oﬂmtilence and wealth ;
‘Where Babel stood, where wolves and jackals drink ;
*Midst weeping willows, on Euphrates’ brink ;
On Carmel’s crest ; by Jordan’s reverend stream,
Where Canaan’s glories vanished like a dream ;
‘Where Greece, a spectre, haunts her heroes’ gi.»,
And Rome’s vast ruins darken Tiber’s waves ;
‘Where broken-hearted Switzesand bewails
Her subject mountains, and dishonoured valey;
‘Where Albion's rocks exult amidst the sea,
Around the beauteous isle of liberty ;
~Man, through all ages of gevolving time,
UnacManging man, in every varying clime,
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Deems his own land of everg land the pride,
Beloved by heaven o'er all the world beside 3
His home the spot of earth supremely blest,
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest.

———

SORROW FOR THE DEAD.
WASHINGTON IRVING.
[An illustsious American author. Born 1783 ; died 1859.)

Tue sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow from which we refuse
to be divorced. Every other wound we seek to heal—ex:sy*other
affliction to forget ; but this wound we consider it @*duty to keep
open—this affliction we cherish and brood overin solitude. Where
is the mother who would willingly forget the infant that perished
like a blossom from her arms, though every recollection is a pang?
Where is the child that would willingly torget the most tender of
parents, though to remember be but to lament? Who, even in the
hour of agony, would forget the friend over whom he mourns?
Who, even when the tomb is closing upon the remains of her he
most loved; when he feels his heart, as it were, crushed in the
closing of its portal ;—who would accept of consolation that must
be bought by forgetfuluess? No, the love which survives the tomb
is one of the noblest attributes of the soul. If it has its woes, it has
likewise its delights ; and when the overwhelming burst of grief is
calmed into the gentle tear of recollection: wisen the sudden anguish
and the convulsive agony over the present ruins of all that we most
loved, is softened away into pensive meditation on all that it was in
the days of its loveliness—who would root out such a sorrow from
the heart? Though it muy sometimes throw a passing cloud over
the bright hour of gaicty, or spread a deeper sadness over the hour
of gloom; yet who would exchange it, even for a song of ple~sure,
or the burst of revelry 2 No, there is% voice from the tomb sweeter
than song. There is a remembrance of the dead, to which we turn
even from the charms of the living. Oh, the grve!—the grave!
It buries every error—covers every defect—extinguishes every resent-
ment. From its peaceful bosom spring none but fond regrets and
tender recollections. Who can look down upon the grave, ev. n of
an enemy, and not feel a compunctious throb that he should ever
have warred with the poor handful of carth that lies mouldering
before, him

But the grave of those we loved—what a place for meditation!
Thure it is that we call up, in long review, the whole history of
wirtue aind gentlenass, and the thousand endearments, lavished upon
, us~=almost wieerled—=1n the daily intercourse of hitimacy; there
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1t is that we dwel? upon tke tenderness—the solemn, awfyl tender-
mess—of the parting scene.  The bed of death, with all its stified
griefs—its noiseless attendance—its mute, watchful assiduities. The
last testimonies of expitingylove! The fecble, fluttering, thrilling—
oh, how thrilling !—pressure of the hand. The last, fond look o
the glazing eye, turning upon a8, even from the threshold of cxise
tence! The faint, faltering accents, struggling in death to give
sne more assurance of affection!

Ay! go to the glave of buried love, and meditate! There settle
the account with thy conscience, for every past benefit unrequited
—every past endearment unregarded—of that departed being whc
can never——never—never return, to be soothed by thy contrition !
——1If thou art a child, and hast ever added a sorrow to the soul,
or a furrow to the silvered brow, of an affectionate parent,—if thou
WT™.usband, and hast ever caused the fond bosom that ventured
its whole hdppiness in thy arps, to doubt one moment of thy kind-
ness or thy truth,—if thou art a friend, and hast ever wronged, in
thought, or word, or deed, the spirit that generously confided in
thee, —if thou art a lover, and hast ever given one unmerited pang
to that true heart which now lies cold and still beneath thy feet;
—then be sure that every unkind look, every ungracious word,
every ungentleaction, will come thronging back upon thy memory,
and kn®king dolefully at thy soul; then be sure that thou wilt
lie down, sorrowing and repentant, on the grave, and utter thg
unheard groan, and pour the unavailing tear~more deep, more
bitter, b heard and ."115!

Then weave thy chaplet of flowers, and strew the beauties of nature
about the grave; console thy broken spirit, if thou canst, with these
tender, yet futile trib®tes of regret: but take warning by the bitterness
of this thy contrite afHliction over the dead, and henceforth be more
faithful and affectionate in the discharge of thy duties to the living.

p—

THE FORGING OF THE ANCHOR.
Samuzr Frrousson, Q.C., M.R.LA.
Cowut, see the Dolphin’s Anchor forged ; ’tis at a white heat now ;
The billows ceased, the flames decreased; though on othc forge’s

brow
The little flames still fitfully play through the sable mound ; -
And fitfully you still may see the grim smiths ranking round,
All clad in leathern panoply, their broall hands only bare;
Some rest upon their sledges here, some work the windlass there.

The windlass strains the tackle chains, the black ‘mound hoaves

ow,
And red and &ep a hundred veing burst out at every throes
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1t rises, roars, rends alf cutright—O Vulcap, what a glow:

*Tis blinding white, ’tis blasting bright, the high'sun shines not sc} .

The high sun sees not, on the carth, such fiery fearful show; ’

The roof-ribs swarth, the candent hearth, the ruddy lurid row

Of smiths, that stand, an ardent band, lik€ men before the foe ;

*As quivering through his fleece of flame, the sailing monster slow

Sinks on the anvil—all about the faces fiery grow—

“Hurrah ! they shout, “leap out—leap out:” bang, bang, tie
sledges go 3 o

Hurrah! the jetted lightnings are hissing high and low;

A hailing fount of fire is struck at every squashing blow;

The Jeatherg mail rebounds ‘the hail ; the rattling cinders strow

The ground around ; at every bound the sweltering fountains flow ,

And thick and loud the swinking crowd, at every stroke, pant “Ho!”’

Leap out, leap out, my masters ; leap out and lay on lop¥!

Let’s forge a goodly Anchor, a bower, thick and broad ;

For a heart of oak is hanging on every blow, 1 bode,

And I see the good ship riding, all in a perilous road ;

The low reef roaring on her lee, the roll of ocean poured

From stem to stern, sea after sea, the mainmast by the board ;

The bulwarks down, the rudder gone, the boats stove at the chains,
But courage still, brave mariners, the bower stifl remains, «

And not an inch to flinch he deigns save when ye pitch sky high,
Then moves his head, as though he said, *“ Fear nothing—here am I!”
Swing in yous strokes in,order, let foot and hand keep time,

Your blows make music sweeter far than any steeple’s chime !

But while ye swing your sledges, sing ; and let the burden be,

The Anchor is the Anvil King, and royal craftszien we;
+Strike in, strike in, the sparks begin to dull their rustling red !

Our hammers ring with sharper din, our work will soon be sped ;
Qur anchor soon must change his bed of fiery rich array,

For a hammock at the roaring bows, or an oozy couch of clay ;

Our anchor soon must change the luy of merry craftsmen here,

For the Yeo-heave-o, and the Heave-away, and the sighing scumap’s

cheer; 4

W hen weighing slow, at eve they go, far, far from love and home,
And sobbing sweethearts, in a row, wail o’er the ocean foam.

In livid and obdurate gloom, he darkens down at last,
A shapely one he is and strong as e’er from cat was cast.
"A trusted and trustworthy guard, if thou hadst life like me,

+ What pleasures would thy toils reward beneath the decp green sea!
O deep sea-diver, who might then behold such sights as thou?
The hoary motsters’ palaces! methinks what joy ’twere now

< To go plump plunging down amid the assembly of the whales,
And feelithe churn’d sea round me boil bengath their scourging

wilo " \
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Then deep in tangle-woods te fight the fierce sea-unicorn,

And send him fofled and ellowing back, for all his ivory horn;
:To leave the subtle sworder-fish, of bony blade forlorn,

And for the ghastly grinning shark, to laugh his jaws to scorn;
To leap down on the krakgn’s back, where *mid Norwegian isles
He lies, a lubber anchorage, for sudden shallowed miles;

Till snorting, like an under-sea Yolcano, off he rolls,

Meanwhile to swing, a buffeting the far-astonished shoals

Of his back-browsigg ocean calves; or haply in a cove,
Shell-strown, and consecrate of old to some Undiné’s love,

‘Fo find the long-haired mermaidens; or, hard by icy lands,

To wrestle with the sea-serpent, upon cerulean sands.

O broad-armed Fisher of the deep, whose sports can equal thine?
The Dolphin weighs a thousand tons that tugs thy cable line:
sud night by night "tis thy delight, thy glory day by day,
Through sab'g sea and breakep white, the giant game to play;
But, shamer of our little sports! forgive the name 1 gave,

A fisher’s joy is to destroy,~thine office is to save.

0, lodger in the sea-king’s halls, couldst thou but understand

‘Whose be the white bones by thy side, or who that dripping band,

Slow swaying in the heaving wave, that round about thee bend,

‘With sasinds like breakers in a dream, blessing their ancient friend—

Oh, couldst thou know what heroes glide with larger steps round
thee,

Thine iron side would swell with pride, thowdst leap within the sea!

Give honour to their memories who left the pleasant strand,
To shed their blood go frecly for the love of Fatherland—
Who left their chance of quiet age and grassy churchyard grave
So freely, for a restless bed amid the tossing wave—

Oh, though our anchor may not be all I have fondly sung,
Honour him for their memory, whose bones he goes among !

(By kind permission of the Author.)
em———
DOUGLAS’S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF.
Rav. Joun Homz.
Y Author of %Douglas,” a Tragedy. Born 1724 died 1808.]
My name is Norval, On the Grampian hills
My father feeds his flocks ; a frugal swain,
‘Whose constant cares were to increase his store,

And keep his only son, myself, at home:
For I bad heard of battles, and I longed
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To follow to the field some warlike lord :

And heaven soon granted what my sire denied.
This moon, which rose last night round as my shield,
Had not yet filled her horns, when by her light

A band of fierce barbarians, from the hills,

Rushed, like a torrent, down ppon the vale,
Sweeping our flocks and herds. The shepheris flee
For safety and for succour. I alone,

With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows,
Hovered about the enemy, and marked

The road he took ; then hasted to my friends;
‘Whom, with a troop of fifty chosen men,

I met advancing. The pursuit 1 led,

Till we o’ertook the spoil-encumbered foe.

We fought—and conquered! Ere a sword was drawn,
An arrow from my bow had pierced their chicef,
‘Who wore that day the arms which now I wear.
Returning home in triumph, 1 disdained

The shepherd’s slothful life ; and having heard

That our good king had summoned his bold peers
To lead their warriors to the Carron side,

I left my father’s house, and took with me

A chosen servant to conduct my steps—

Yon trembling coward, who forsook his master.
Journeying with this intent, 1 passed these towers ;
And, heaven-directed, came this day to do

"The happy deed that gilds my humble name.

———

ANTONY’S ORATION OVER CASAR'S BODY.
SHAKSPEARE.

Frienos, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears 3
I come to bugy Ceesar, not to graise him.
The evil that men do lives after them ;
The good is oft interred with their bones:
So let it be with Csesar. The noble Brutus
th told you Ceesar was ambitious:
it were so, it was a grievous fault;
And grievously hath Caesar answered it.
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest,
(For Brutus is an Hbnourable man
So afe they all, all honourable men); -
Come I to speak in Ceesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, faithful and just to mes
But Brutus says, he was ambitious; °
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And Brutus is*an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Rome
‘Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill :

Did this in Camar seem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cried, Casar hatl: wet.
Ambition should be made of sterner stut¥;

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ;

And Bgatus is an honourable man.

You all did see that on the Lupercal

I thrice presented him a kingly crown.

‘Which he thrice refused. Was this ambition ?
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,

But here I am to speak what I do know.

You all did love him once, not without cause ;
‘What cause withholds you then to mourn for him?
O judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason !—Bear with me;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,

And I must pause till it come back to me. . ...
But yesterday, the word of Caesar might

Have stood against the world: now lies he there,
And none so poor to do him reverence.

O masters ! if I were disposed to gtir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong,
‘Who, you all know, are honourable men :

1 will not'do them wrong ; I rather choose

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you
Than I will wrong such honourable men.

But here’s a parchment with the seal of Caesar,

1 found it in his closet, ’tis his will :

Let but the commons hear this testament,
(Which, pardon rge, I do not mean to read),
And they would go and kiss dead Casar’s woundse
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,

And, dying, meftion it within their wills,
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy,

Unto their issue. . . . .

Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read it}
It is not meet you know how? Casar loved you.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but r¥en ;
And, being men, hearing the will of Ceesar,

It will § you, it will make you mad :

*Tis good yBu know not that you are his peirs 3
Po}:f you shauld, oh, what would come of it!
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You will compel me then to read the, will?

Then make a ring about the corpse of Casar,

And let me show you him that made the will.
Shall I descend? And will you give me leave? o0 o
If you have tears, prepare to shed them now,

You all do know this mantle: I remember

The first time ever Caesar put it on:

>Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent ;

That day he overcame the Nervii :—

Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through ¢
See, what a rent the envious Casca made;

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabbed ;
And, as he plucked his cursed steel away,

Mark how the blood of Ceesar followed it.

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved

If Brutus so unkindly knorked, or no;

For Brutus, as you know, was Casar’s angel ?
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him 1
This was the most unkindest cut of all :

For when the noble Ceesar saw him stab,
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors’ arms,

Quite vanquished him ; then burst his mighty hearts
And, in his mantle muffling up bis face, )
Even at the base of Pompey’s statue,

‘Which all gl‘ while ran blood, great Caesar fell.

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,

‘Whilst bloody treason flourished over us.

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel,

The dint* of pity: these are gracious drops:

Kind souls, what weep you, when you but behold
Our Casar’s vesture wounded ? Look you here,
Here is himself, marred, as you see, with traitors. . «
Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up
To such a sudden flood of mutiny.

‘They that have done this t('leed are honourable
‘What private griefs they have, alas! I know not,
That made them do it; they are wise and honourabie
Ard will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ;

¥ am no orator as Brutus is;

But as you know me all, a plain blunt man,

That love my filend ; and that they know fall well .
That gave me public leave to speak of him.

For 1 have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,

Impression,”
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To stir-men’s blgod : I only speak right on :

1 tell you ‘that which you yourselves do kuow;
Show you swect Ceesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths,
And bid them k for me: but, were I Brutus,
And Brutus Anfony, there were an Antony
‘Would ruffle up yourespirits, and put a tongue
In cvery wound of Caesar, that should move
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. . ...
Jet, hear®me, countrymcen ; yet hear me tpe k. . .
‘Why, friends, you go to do you know not what -
Wherein hath Cesar thus deserved your lovis?
Alas! you know not—I must tell you then ==
You have forgot the will I told you of.

Here is the will, and under Caesar’s scal.

To every Roman citizen he gives,—

To gvery several man, seventy-five drachmas,
Moreouer, he hath feft you all his walks,

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards,
On this side Tiber; he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures,
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves,

Here was a Ceesar!  When comes such another ?

MARINO FALIERO’S IMPRECATION ON VENICE.
Lorp Byzon.

[The conspiracy of the Doge Marino Faliero to destroy at one blow
all the Senate and Nobility of Venice, is one of the most remarkable
events in the annals of history. It occurred in the year 1355. Lord*
Byron remarks that “ everything about Venice is, or was, extraordi-
nary ; her aspect is like a dream, and her history is like a romance.”

Marino Falicro was insufled by Michael Steno, a young noble, who
wrote upon the ducal chair some ribald sentence referring to the
disparity of age between the Doge and his young and beautiful wife ;
the Doge demanded the punishment of Steno, and the Senate decided
that he should be detained for one month in arreste This light
sgntence so irritated the impetuous Doge, that he entered into a league
with a band of conspirators to revenge himself on the Senate who
protected his slanderer, The conspiragy was discovered, and the Dog®
condemned ; and while standing on the summit gf the ¢ Giant’s
Staircase,” the executioner beside him, and the council and patricians
present to witness his death, he utters the following fierce i mpgecation®
on his ungrateful country. We neeq scarcely add that this s‘s’ecch was
not absolutedy delivered, but is the coniposition ‘of Rord Byroh.}

¥ 2
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I sreak to Time and to Eternity,

Of which I grow a portion, not to man.

Ye elements! in which to be resolved

1 hasten, let my voice be as a spirit

Upon you. Ye blue waves! which bore my banner,
Ye winds! which fletter'd o’er a8 if you loved it,
And filled my swelling sails as they were wafted
‘To many a triumph ! Thou, my native earth,
Which I have bled for! And thou foreign éirth,
Which drank this willing blood from many a wound,
Ye stones! in which my gore will not sink, but
Reek up to Heaven! Ye skies! which will receive it}
Thou sun! which shinest on these things ; and Thoul
Who kindlest and who quenchest suns !—Attest !

1 am not innocent—but are these guiltless ?

1 perish, but not unavenged; far ages

Float up from the abyss of time to be,

And show these eyes, before they close—the doom
Of this proud city ; and I leave my curse

On her and hers for ever! Yes, the hours

Are silently engendering of the day,

When she, who built ’gainst Attila a bulwaik,
Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield,

Unto a bastard Attila, without

Shedding so much blood in her last defence,

As these old veins, vft drain’d in shielding her,
Shall pour in sacrifice—She shall be bought

And sold, and be an appendage to those

‘Who shall despise her l—She shall stoop to'be

A province for an empire, petty town

In lieu of capital, with slaves for senates,

Beggars for nobles, panders for a people!

Then when the Hebrew ’s in thy palaces,

The Hun in thy high places, and the Greek

Walks o’er thy mart, and smiles on it for hisp
When thy patricians beg their bittér bread

In narrow streets, and, in their shameful need,
Make their nobility a plea for pity;

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck

Of thtir great fathers’ heritage, shall fawn

Round a barbarian Vice of King’s Vice-gerent,
Even in the palace where they sway'd as sovereigns,
Even in the palace wheze they slew their sovereign,
Proud ofrsome name they have disgraced, or sprung
From an adultress boastful of her guilt, -
3hall bear about their bastardy in triumph
‘Tp the third spurious gengration ;—wher,

sons aff in the lowest scale of being—=
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Diaves turn u-o'er t@ the vanquished by the victors,
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice,
And scorn’d even by the vicious for such vices
As in the monstrous grasp of their conception
Defy all codes to image o to name them ;
* Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom,
All thy inheritance shall be her shame
Entail’d on ghy less virtuous daughters, grown
A wider proverb for worse prostitution ;—
When all the ills of conquer’d states shall cling thee
Vice without splendour, sin without relief
Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o’er,
But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude,
Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdness,
Depraving nature’s frailty to an art ;—
When ®ese and more are heavy on thee, when
Smiles without mirth, and pastimes without pleasure,
Youth without honour, age without respect,
Meanness and weakness, and a sense of woe
’Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st not murmur,
Have made thee last and worst of peopled deserts ;—
hen, in the last gasp of thine agony,
midst thy many murders, think of mine /
‘Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes!
Gehenna of the waters! thou sea Sodpm !
Thus I devote thee to the infernal Gods !—
Thee and thy serpent seed !
{Turns and addresses the Executioner,
Slave, do thine office !
Strike as I struck the foc! Strike as I would
Have struck those tyrants! Strike decp as my curse!
Strike—and but once !

pr—
PERORATION OF A SPEECH IN DEFENCE OF
MR. DUFFY: FEBRUARY 2, 1844.
Mgr. WriTzsipe.

I1®wouLp say that the true object of this unprecedented prosecu-
tion was to stifle the discussion of a great public question. Reviewed*
in this light, all other considerationd sink into insignificance ? its
importance becomes vastindeed. A Nation’s Rigifts are involved
in the issue—a Nation’s Liberties are at stake! What won, what
preserves, the precigus privileges you possess? Tne exercise’ or
THE RIGHTQOF POLITICAL DISCUSSION—FREE, g UNTHAMMELLED,
sorp!  The laws which wisdom framed——the institutions struch
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out by patriotism, learnfing, or genius—can they pteserve the springs
of freedom fresh and pure? No! destroy the right of free discussion,
ang you dry up the sources of freedlom. By the same means by
which your liberties were won, they can B increased or defended.
“Quarrel not with the partial evils freediscussion creates, nor seek to
contract the enjoyment of that great privilege within the narrow
limits timid men prescribe. With the passing mischiefs of its ex
travagance contrast the prodigious blessii.gs it hastheaped on man.
Free discussion aroused the human mind from the torpor of ages,
taught 1t to think, and shook the thrones of ignorance and darke
ness. Free discussion gave to Europe the Reformation, which 1
have been taught to believe the mightiest event in the history of the
human race; illuminated the world with the radiant light o*
_spiritual truth : may it shine with steady and increasing splendour.
Would you undo the labours of science, extinguish literature, stop
the efforte of genius, restore ignoranck, bigotry, barbarism? then
put down free discussion, and you have accomplished all. Savage
conquerors, in the blindness of their éxorancc, have scattered and
destroyed the intellectual treasures of a great antiquity. Those who
make war on the sacred rights of free discussion, without their
ignorance, imitate their fury; they may check the expression of
some thought which might, if uttered, redeem the liberties or
increase the happiness of men.

The insidious assailants of this great prerogative of intellectual
beings, by the cover under which they advance, conceal the character
of their assault upon the liberties of the human race. They seem to
admit the liberty to discuss, blame only its extravagance, pronounce
hollow praises on the value of the freedom of speech, and straight-
way begin a prosecution to cripple and destroy. The open despot
avows his object is to oppress or to enslave ; resistance is certain to
encounter his tyranny, and perhaps subvert it. Not so the artful
assailant of a nation’s rights: he declarcs friendship while he wages
war, and professes affection for the thing he hates. State prosecu-
tions, if you believe them, are ever the fastest friends of freedom :
they tell you peace is disturbed, order ®roken, by the excesses' of
turbulent and seditious demagogues. No doubt there might be a
seeming peace, a deathlike stillness, by repressing the feelings and
passions of men—so in the fairest portion of Europe this day there
is peace, order, and submission under despotic governments, eccle-
giastical and civil.  That peace springs from terror, that submission

, from ignorance, that silence from despair! Compare the stillnéss
-of despotism with the healthfgl animation, the natural warmth, the
bold language,¢ghe proud bearing, which springs from freedom and
the consciousness of its possession. 'Which will you prefer? Insulr
ot the dignity of mankind by supposing that contentment of thi
. heart.can exist under despotism ; there may be (threu in its seventy
and # degrees iw the sufferings of its victims. Terribl: are dangen
which lurk beneath the calm surface of despotic power; the move.
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mentsot the opptessed wiljatall timesdisturb thieir tyrant’s tranquillity,
" and warn him their day of vengeance or of ttiumph may be’ nigh.
Wty do you love, why do other nations honour, England? Are
you, are they, dazzled byher naval or military glories, the splendour
of her literature, her sublime discoveries in science, her boundléss
wealth, her almost incredible lIabours in every work of art and skill ¥
No! You love, you cling to England because she has been for ages
past the seat of free discussion, and therefore, the home of rational
freedom, and th® hope of oppressed men throughout the world,
Emulate this day the great virtues of Englishmen—their love of
fairness, their immovable independence, and the sense of justice
rooted in their nature: these are the virtues which qualify jurors te
decide the nights of their fellow-men: deserted by these, of what
avail is the wribunal of a jury? ’Tis worthless as the living body
when the human soul has fled. Believe me, you will not secure the
true interests of England b* lcaning too severely on your country-
men; they say to their English brethren,—we have been by your
side whenever danger was to be faced or honour won ; the scorching
sun of the East, and the pestilence of the West, we have endured,
to spread your commerce, to cxtend your empire, to uphold your
glory ; the bones of our countrymen have whitened the ficlds of
Portugal, of Spain, of France; fighting your battles they fcll, in a
nobler cause they could not; we have helped to gather you imperish-
able laurels, we have helped to win you immortal triumphs.  Now,
in the time of peace, we ask you to restore that Parliament planted
here with your laws and language, uprooted in a dismal period of
our history—in the moment of our terror, our divisions, our weakness,
it may be, our crime. Re-establish theCommons onthe broad founda-
tion of the People’®choice ; replace the Peerage, the Corinthian pillars
of the capital, secured and adorned by the strength and splendour of
the Crown, and let the monarch of England, as in ages past, rule a
brilliant and united Empire in solidity, magnificence, and power.
When the privileges of the English Parliament were invaded, that
people struck down the ministry, took the ficld, and dragged their
Sovereign to the block. e shall not imitate the English precedent
while we struggle fof’a Pafliament.  Its surest bulwark, that Insti-
tution which you prize so highly, was ours for six hundred yearss
restore the blessing, and we shall be content. This prosecution is
got necessary for the maintenance of the authority and prerogative
of the Crown : our gracious Sovereign needs not statesprosecutions
® secure her prerogatives or preserve her power 3 she has the ug-
bought loyalty of a chivaltous and gallant people. The arm
authority she needs not to raise. Tlke glory of her gentle reigh will*
be—she will have ruled not by the sword, but by the aflections;
that the true source of her power has been, not in the terrors of the
law, but in the hearts of her people.
Your patience i exhausted. I I have spoken suitably,to the
subject, I Mve spoken as I have wished 5 but'if, @s you nfaygthink,
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deficiently, I have spoken as I could. Do ypu, from ‘what has been
said, and from the better arguments omitted, which may be wéll
suggested by your manly understanding and your honest hearts,
give a verdict consistent with justice, ye} inclining to liberty—
dictated by truth, yet leaning to the side of the accused men,
Siruggling against the weight, power, and influence of the Crown,
and prejudice more overwhelming still; a verdict undesired by a
party, but to be applauded by the impartial monitor within your
breasts—=becoming the high spirit of Irish gentlemen and the
intrepid guardians of the rights and liberties of a free people.

o —

THE FIRST SHOES.
W. C. BennETT.

[A popular and prolific poet, author of ¢ Baby May,” &c. Born
1820 ; living.] .

Wire, keep those shoes with the shape of his feet in themy
Restless, small feet that we’d never have still,

Through all your years to come, visions how sweet in them,
Dreamings, how pricgless, your fancy will fill:

Treasure them : some dreams are more than all pleasures
Life’s ever giving our hearts to enjoy ; L

Few things that ever you'll prize, wife, as tregsures,

So dear will be as these shoes of our boy.

Worn is each little sole; blessed was the wearing,
Smoothing them so, at which glad tears you wept,
Those wavering weak steps that caused you such caring,
Those tiny steps that our baby first stept;
‘Wife, to our hearts, what a lj;{ beyoxd telling
‘Were those dear totterings, half boldness, half fear,

the joy then that our proud hearts was swelling,

er we see them, with us will be here.

.
Bolder those small shoes were ere he outgrew them;
Firm was the foot-tread at last that they knew,
‘When mother’s eyes to heg stodping kiss drew them,
‘With that rapt gaze that still Jooked him to you;
Secing them, ah! in the garden I've found him,
Buygy and bustling as ant or as bees
Glad as the butterfly flitting around him,
‘Byhbles mv baby again up to me.
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Treasure them, broggi o’er them—oh, how dear to you,
'Will those sniall memories in after-years prove,

Should it be God’s will those eyes that so knew you,
You in this life beloy no more can love.

Then simll the sight of these be a spell raising

.Up to your gaze again, dim through your tears,

That little lost form to gladden your gazing,

Bidding that small tongue again bless your ears,

Ah! ifin years to come—oh! God forbid it—

‘We must with trembling and tears tell his name,
Fear his grown face, and half wish God had hid it
Cold in the coffin before it knew shame,

‘These shall be balm to the sorrows that wring you,
Over these, tears, not all sad, you shall rain,

‘These his dear baby-face sinless shall bring you,
That yo® may love him®all spotless again.

Far be such thoughts from us ; none such we’re fearmng.
Ever, dear, for him, our darling, our joy;

God will his mother’s prayers always be hearing,

Hearing his father’s prayers, prayed for our boi'.

Byt, oh, dear wife of mine, these shoes, we'll keep them 3
Grown-up, he’ll laugh at what he used to use;

Tears but of pride and joy only shall steep them,

‘When, a man, with us he sees his first ghoes.

(By permission of the Authars)
———

SPEECH ON THE REFORM BILL,
Lorp BrouGHam.

We stand in a truly critical position, If we reject the bill through
fear®f being thought to be®intimidated, we may lead the life of
retirement and quiet, but the hearts of the millions of our fellow-
citizens are gone for ever; their affections are estranged; we, and
our order, and i;scrrivilegs, are the objects of the people’s hatred,
as fhe only obstacles which stand between them and the gfatification
of their most passionate desire, ‘The whole body of the aristocracy
must expect to share this fate, and be exposed to feelings such as these,
For I hear it constantly said that the ebill is rejected by all the
sristoctacy. Favour, and a good number of supportess, our adver-
saries allow it has among the people; the ministers, too, are for it
but the aristocracy, say they, is strenuously opposed to it. I brosdly
deny this #illy, thoughiless assertion., V%hn! oy lords, the m
tocracy set themselves in @ mass against the peofie;—they
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sprang from the people—are inseparablyeconnected with ‘the people
~—are supperted by the people—are the natural chiefs of the people 2.
They sct themselves against the people, for whom peers are ennobled,
hishops consecrated, kings anointed,~tge people, to serve whom,
Parliament itself has an existence, and the monaféhy and all its
institutions are constituted, and without whom none of them -could
exist for an hour? This assertion of unreflecting men is too mon-
strous to be endured. As a member of this quse, I deny it with
indignation—I repel it with scorn, as a calumny upon us all. And
yet there are those who, even within these walls, speak of the bill
augmenting so much the strength of the democracy as to endanger
the other orders of the state; and so they charge its authors with
promoting anarchy and rapine. Why, my lords, have its authors
authing to fear from democratic spoliation? The fact is, that there
are members of the present cabinet who possess, one or two of them
alone, far more property than any two administratisns within my
recollection ; and all of them have ample wealth. I need hardly say,
Tinclude not myself, who have little or none. But even of myself
I will say, that whatever I have depends on the stability of existing
institutions ; and it is as dear to me as the princely possessions of
any amongst you, Permit me to say, that in becoming a member
of your House, I staked my all on the aristocratic institutiops of the
state; I abandoned certain wealth, a large income, and much real
power in the state, for an office of great trouble, heavy responsibility,
and very uncertain duration. I say, I gave up substantial power for
the shadow of it, and for Mistinction depending upon accident. 1
quitted the elevated situation of representative of Yorkshire, and a
leading member of the Commons. I descended from a position
quite lofty enough to gratify any man’s ambition, and. my lot be-
came bound up in the stability of this House. Then, have I not a
right to throw myself on your justice, and to desire that you will
not put in jeopardy all I have now left?

But the populace only, the rabble, the ignoble vulgar, aré for the
bill? Then what is the Duke of Norfolk, Earl Marshal of England ?
What the Duke of Devonshire ? t the Duke of Bedford® I
am aware it is irregular in any noble lord that is a friend to the
measure; its adversaries are patiently suffered to call Peers even by
their christian and surnames. Then I shall be as regular ag they
were, and ask, does my friend Jobn Russell, rhy friend William
CavendisHf, my friend Harry Vane, belong to the mob or the aristo-
cracy? Have they no possessions? Are they modemn namtas?
Are they wanting in Norman blood, or whatever else you pride
yourselves on? The idea is too ludicrous to be seriously refuted ;
~—that the bill is only a favourite with the democracy, is a delusion
so wild as to point a man’s destiny towards, St. Luke’s. Yet many,
botlshere and elsewhere, by dint of oonsuntl‘ mﬁ.:f. the same
mo; hearing it repeated, have almost ¢ themselves helieve

_ tia¥ none of thé nobility are for the measure.
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My Lords, I do not disguise the intense solicitude which 1 feel for
" the event of this debate, because 1 know full well that the peace of
the country is involved in the issue. 1 cannot look without dismay
at the rcjecti@ of the megsure. But grievous as muy be the con-
sequences of a temporary defeat—temporary it can only be; for its,
ultimate and even speedy success is certain.  Nothing now can stop
it. Do not sufier yourselves to be persuaded, that even if the pre-
sent ministers werg driven from the helm, any one could steer you
through the tioubles that surround you, without reform. But our
successors would take up the task in circumstances far less auspicious,
Under them, you would be fain to grant a bill, compared with
which the vne we now proftér 15 moderate indeed. Hear the para-
ble of the Sybil; for it conveys a wise and wholesome moral, She
now appears at your gate, and offers you mildly the volumes—thic
precious volumes of wisdom and peace. The price she asks is rea-
sonable ;—towestore the franchi% which, without any bargain, you
ought voluntarily to give. . You refuse her terms—her moderate
terms ; she darkens the porch no longer.  But soon, for you cannot
do without her wares, you call her back., Again she comes, but
with diminished treasures ; the leaves of the book are in part torn
away by lawless hands—in part defaced with characters of blood.
But the prophetic maid has risen in her demands—it is Parliament
by the year—it is vote by the ballot—it is suffrage by the million!
From this you turn away indignant, and for the second time she
departs.  Beware of her third visit; for the treasure you must have;
and what price she may next demand, whd shall tell? It may be
even the mace which rests upon that woolsack. What may follow
your course of obstinacy, if persisted in, I cannot take upon me to
predict, nor do I wish to conjecture.  But this 1 know full well,
that as sure as man is mortal, and to err is human, justice deferred
enhances the price at which you must purchase safety and peace ;
nor can you more expect to gather in another crop than they did
who went before you, if you persevere in their utterly abominable
husbandry of sowing injustice and reaping rebellion,

But among the awful ¢gnsidérations that now bow down my
mind, there is one which stands pre-eminent above the rest.  You
are the highest judicature in the realm; you sit here as judges, and
decide all causes, civil and criminal, without appeal. Itis a judge’s
fiest duty never to pronounce sentence, in the most trifling case,
without hearing. Will you make this the cxception? Are you
ré&illy prepared to determine, but not to hear, the mighty cause upon
which a nation’s hopes and fears hang? Youare! Then beware of.
your decision!  Rouse not, I besecedh you, a peace-loving, but a
resolute people—alienate not from your body the®affecgions of a
whole empire. As your friend, as the friend of my order, as the
friend of my country, as the faithful servant of my soverbign, [
counsel you Jo assist®with your uttermost effosts in preseryirf the
peace, and iding and perpetuating the constitytion,
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1 pray and I exhort you not to reject this measure, By all you
hold most dear—Dby all the ties that bind every one of u8 to our.
common order and our common country, I solemnly adjure you—I
warn you—I implore you—yea, on my kended knees. 1 supplicate
vou—Reject not this billl N '

s

THE SWISS BALLAD OF RENAUD.*

[Translited from the Romande, by James Henry Dixon, Esq., and
extracted from Notes and Queries,” of September 1gth, 1863, by
permission of the author. ] .

ReNauD comes. from the field of fight,
A careworn, sad, and.a weary wight.

His manly breast is crimsgon dyed—
A hand i$ pressed to his wounded side,

From latticed chamber high and dim,
A mother rushed to welcome him.

“ Welcome !’ she cried, “this day of joy;
Thy ladye fair hath borne a boy.”

““See ye not my pallid brow,
And the life-blood flowing now ?

“The joy in the castle is not for me
My boy and his mother I may not see.

“ Mother! go make me a bed to-night ;
Let the coverlet and sheets be white.

¢ But spread my couch in a distant tower 3
I must be far from my ladye’s bower.

“ She must not know, wliile in child-bed lain,
Her lord returns from the battle-plain.”

At the time of deep midnight
Poor Renaud rendered up his sprite,

The serving-men surround the bed,
And vassals weep o’er the warrior deads

. » * ] ]
Denaud must be pronounced Remo. For the original of this

integrsting ballad, and for the translator’s notes and illustrations, the
véuder 3 referred to the work in which it originally apptared,
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“ Mother! whgrefore do ye sigh,
And your handmaids standing by ?*

€ Our fair white steed lies dead in stall=—
Hegyas the bra¥est barb of ull I”

“ Mother! methinks the night-winds bring
Sounds of a distant hammering

“ My oflild! the carpeltter rcpmrs
A plank upon the gallery stairs.”

“ Mother! I hear a solemn strain——
It swells——it falls—it comes again.”

“ A procession moves along,
And chanters raise the holy song.”

“ Mothcr' 1 fain would quit Jmy room,
I'm sick at heart of the castle’s gloom.”

“You are too feeble to quit your bed ;
You must wait till 2 week hath fled.”

“When I go out, O mother dear !
What are the robes that I shall wear?”

“The white and the red you must not put on

But the black and the violet ye may don.”
* L * * »

As she rode upon the way
They met three friars in garb of grey,

“The ladyé is gay, and fair, and young;
It was for her lord that the mass was sung.”

“ Mother! what dld the friars say
As they pass’d along the way ?”

“ My child ! the monks, as is their wont,
Wllc the time with a low romaunt.”

* L * » »

In the chapel's vaulted aisle,
‘They sat them down to rest awhile.

* Three sculpsors ‘mid the solemn gloom
Wem working at a marble tomb.

178
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“ Mother'! that tomb is wondrpus fair,
‘What brave knight is buried’there »*

“The tomb is fair, and it should be so;
It is that of my sonr Renaudd”

“ Take my jewels and rings of gride.
I soon shall rest by my Renaud’s side.

““And I trust the grave is wide and“deep,
That my child may also beside us sleep.”

L} * * * *

On the tomb by the gallant knight
Is the sculptur’d form of his ladye bright *

——— '

IN BELGRAVIA,
1865.

W. C. BznneTT,

Cunrse her! so, in the vile papers, my name
Their penny-a-liners are blackening with shame!

To-day, if I entered ;;ay club, they’d be witty ;
Of course, I shall waken—O, oceans of pity !

It'seasy to say, ¢ Don’t be weak—close your ears—
You are not a schoolboy for whining and tears.”

But it is not so easy in practice as words;
Through some brains, like mine, sneers and cuffs cut like swords,

Ah, the Frenchman, we all know, was cruelly right
When he sneered that all friends, in"all friends’ woes delight.’

® The translator is responsible for the asterisks by which the
breaks in_the narrative are marked, They are not placed to give a
tragmentary appearance to what he considérs to be a perfect compo-
sition ; but they seem necessary to mark the sudden transitionsy and
will make the tale better understood. ¢¢The ballad,” says Mr. Robe-t
White, F.S.A,, of Newcastic-on-Tyne, “may have been originally
part O.. a mich larger composition ¢ yet in itself it is complete. A
specimen of the right kind, it graphically depicts a tale, calling to
“iemémbrance somg of the striking chapters of Scriptural history.”—
Li%er in Durkem Advertiter : :



In Belgravia. 17,

Some struggle ;. 've done so and made my 1ips dumb, .
When news of sad*stumblings of neighbours has come,

But 'm cold, and I'm proud, I own, somewhat above,
It mav be. saliking for everyone’s love.

So, of course, this thing, cursc’her | some monster will wake,
Those Pve thrust off will in it much interest take.

1 shall see on tmemaces of all but a few,
(On theirs perhaps real sympathy) grins ever new.

But is this the all of it? is this the worst
Of her flight with this villain—this rascal accurst!

The children—the boys—the girls—ay, there’s the pain ;
No more, as they have been, will they be again!

It isn’t the loss of her love that’s their loss,
But the curse of her shame that their pathways will cross.

And the girls—~my own girls |—"tis damnation to think
Henceforth from the breath of her name they must shrink.

They walk through life, dear ones | as spotless as snow,
But men with names don’t like such histories, you know.

Mothers warn sons, “ Avoid them—of those girls keep clear ”
None like to have mothers of whom none must hear.

So their innocence always is soiled with her shame,
And my boys, too, must front the world, dreading her name,

Damn them both ! I'd to hell if I found them in bliss !
Ah, could I my hate in her curst ear but hiss | -

But I'll cdlatch him, the devil on whom she dares doat,
If I live; yet as sure as God lives, by the throat,

Spit in his vile face—hurl him from me—the hound—
To.be trampled on—scourged like a slave, when he’s found.

And if he’s not white-livered—no, that he’s not,
Ere twelve hours are over, he'll grip the grass—shot.

$'hat’s his doom and for her ?—ay, just once, I'll see her!
That she were from life, ere that, better it were,

Than to hear what she’ll hear when 1 glare in her eyes,
And spumn her and loathe her—her love and her lies.

See her grovel befoge me—;1 know that she must
When T yel in her cars the world’s hdte and disgust,
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When'I tell her—* her boys and her'girls shall be taught
‘To hate her, as I do, in word, soul, and thought,

“To scorn her and hate her, in life gnd in death, .
To feel that to speak of her, blackens their brealn,

“To pray to forget her—beg God that no otker
Beside those who loathe her, may know she’s their mother,”

So now my valise and my pistols to pack,
The train stagts for Dover at eight—that’s their track.

The Colonel’s in Paris, that's lucky, he’ll go
Anywhere with me after them—that well I know.

The dear ones! their faces will be somewhat White
When, in my eyes murder, I burs: on their sigh,

Yes, blood in my thoughts and hopes: never my soul
Shall know peace till this debt is paid—fully—the whole.

A week ought to do all; perhaps they’ll not on;
I may catch them in Paris before they are gone.

If I do the thing’s settled, but, if I'm too late,
But a week, at the furthest, my vengeance must wait,

But their fate is determined, come of it what will,
He dies and she starves or, to live, sinks more still.

Drags herself through the mud of the foul Paris ways,
Sells herself, but for bread, in—it shall be—my gaze.

Let her sink herself yet lower still and more low,
Lower than I would hurl her she never can go.

Then let her die—friendless—loathed— godless—forgot,
And time even her shame from ouf'memories blot.

(Copyright——Contributed.)
c——

'THE ACTOR AND HIS CHILD.
Eowarp Hasrines,
Ix an attic high,

. Approaching the sk
A boy on a pallet lay ; 4
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And on his knee,
Crymgz—* Woe is me ™
A father kaelt wo pray,

Twas his only son,
His Jaithng one,
The price of a mother’s life;
That stricken lay,
Scarce better than clay,
Passing from this world's strife,

The room was bare,

All was scanty there,
The owner an actor, poor ;

The hagd of care,

lla% nat been spare,
Disease had wasted his store,

A young wife dead,
Ere her spirit fled,
Had borne him this one boy,
A treasure indeed,
A companion in need,
The actor’s only joy.

The child had beeg,
In hfe’s gay scene,

On Christmas days scarce seveny
When an angel bright,
Appeared at night,

To herald him to Heaven.

“ Father. don’t weep!
For a huavenly sleep,
Will relieve my sense of paing
Ogp the wings of a dove,
I shall soar above,
Where all shall meet again.

““To my mother’s home,
I ston must roam ;
That home’s above the sky 3
You’ve often said
That the rigiteous dead
Are sure to soar on high.

“ Father, farewell,
* Twishlcouldtell
What angels will say to me,
L
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When I behold,’
In the shepherd’s fold,
Their glorious company.

“An angel bright,
*Midst glit'ring light,
Is crying—* Come and see,’
Father, 1 go,
Leaving all below,
Inow to Heaven must flee,”

The spirit had fled,
The child was dead,
The father prostrate fell 3
And there he lay,
Till returntng. day ;
His grief no tongue could tell,

There was noise and shout
Of a joyous rout,

"Twas Christmas-tide, you sees
And great and small,
‘Were hast’ning all,

In search of jollity.

¢The rabble’s din,
Without and within
A majestic Thespian pile;
Each one was gay,
One thought had they,
*Twas, “let’s the time beguile®

There was no care,
No misery there,
Nor thought of another’s woe,
As the actor sfed,
For his daily bread,
‘To his labour, the mimic show.

The body left lone,

While as king on a throne,
In grandeur the actor sat,

Ang buried his care,

From all that were there, |
But the corpse, he thought of that,

There were but few
His safPring knew,
To tell the tale I dread;
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He played his part,
With a broken heart,
The agtor next morn was —dcad.

*Twas*not alone,

To the cloud-walled throne,
The actor’s darling went,

For father and son,

United as one,
Their way to Paradise bent.

(Copyright——contributed.)

ep—

CHARACTER OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.
CrarLEs PHireirs.

[Mr. Phillips was a celebrated Irish barrister—born in 3787 ; died
about 1850. He wrate the ¢ Life and Oratory of Curran;™ and at
che time of his deatn filled the post of a Commissioner of Insolvent
Debtors.]

He is fallen! We may now pause befor® that splendid prodigy,
which towered amongst us like some ancient ruin, whose frown ter-
rified the glance its magnificence attracted.

Grand, gloomy, and peculiar, he sat upon the throne, a sceptred
hermit, wrapped in the solitude of his own originality. A mind
bold, independent, and decisive—a will despotic in its dictates,—
an energy that distanced expedition, and a conscience pliable to
every touch of interest, marked the outline of this extraordinary
character—the most extraordinary perhaps, that, in the annals of the
wogld, ever rose, or reigned, or fell.

ung into life in the midSt of a Revolution that quickened every
energy of a people who acknowledged no superior, he commenced
his course a stranger by birth, and a scholar by charity. With
no friend but his sword, and no fortune but his talents, be, rushed
inth the lists where rank and genius had arrayed themstlves'; and
copppetition fled from him as from the glance of dmting. He knew
no motive but interest—he acknowledged no criterion but success—
he worshipped no God but ambition; and with an Eastern deu:/'df:
he knelt at the altar of his idolatry. Subsidiary to shis, th.«¢ was
no creed that he did not profess, there was no xinim:dmt he did
not promulgate: in the hope of a dynasty he upheld creser;,
gtheﬂkcof a divoree, he Yowed before the Cross ; the orpbe
Louis, he ®ecame the adopted child of the repubflic ; and, wi 3
parricidal ingratitude, on the ruins both of the crown and the triv
L &3
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bune, he reared the throne of his despotisin. A professed Catholic,
he imprisoned the Pope; a pretended patriot, he impoverished the «
country ; and, under the name of Brutus, he grasped without re.
tfiorse, and wore without shame, the diad¢m of the Ca wurs |

Through this pantomime of his pplicy, fortune piayed the clowa

to his caprices. At his touch, crowns crumbled, beggars reigned,
systems vanished, the wildest theories took the colour of his whims;
and all that was venerable, and all that was nqvel. changed places
with the rapidity of a drama. Even apparent deteat assumed the
appearance of victory—his flight from Egypt confirmed his destiny
~—ruin itself only elevated him to empire. But, if his fortune was
great, his genius was transcendent; decision flashed upon his coun-
sels; and it was the same to decide and to perform. To infe-
rior intellects, his combinations appeared perfectly impoasible,
his plans perfectly impracticable; but, in his hands, simplicity
marked their development, and success vindicated ‘heir adoption.
His person partook of the character of his mind; if the one never
yielded in the cabinet, the other never bent in the field, Nature had
no.obstacles that he did not surmount, space no opposition that he
did not spurn ;—and whether amid Alpine rocks, Arabian sands, or
polar snows, he seemed proof against peril, and empowered with
ubiquity. The whole continent of Europe trembled at beholding
the audacity of his designs, and the miracle of their execution,
Scepticism bowed to the prodigies of his performance; romance
assumed the air of histgry ; nor was there aught too incredible for
belief, or too fanciful for expectation, when the world saw a
subaltern of Corsica waving his imperial flag over her most ancient
capitals. Al the visions of antiquity became common-places in his
contemplation; kings were his people—nations were his outposts ;
and he disposed of courts, and crowns, and camps, and churches,
and cabinets, as if they were the titular dignitaries of the chess-
board.
Amid all these changes, he stood immutable as adamant. It
mattered little whether in the field, or the drawing-room—with the
mob, or the levee—wearing the Jacobinebonnet, or the iron crowa—
banishing a B za, or espousing a Hapsburgh—dictating peace
on a raft to the of Russia, or contemplating defeat at the gal-
lows of Leipsic—he was still the same military despot.

Cradled in the field, he was to the last hour the darling of *he
army ; and whether in the camp or the cabinet, he never k a
friend, or forgot a favour. Of all his soldiers, not one abendo.cd
“im till affection was uscless; and their first stipulatit was for the
saft, of their favourite. Tliey knew well that, if he was lavish of
them 't was ‘prodigal of himself; and that if he exposed them to
ﬁ‘m reqald th;r: wit!;e]’)l::dnr;d‘l?ot the soldier, Waz’:d;

very people; to the peop made even pride pay !
wiorous veteren glittered with bis gains; and the cppital, gorgeox.
_witn the spoils ot art, became the ‘miniature is of the uni-
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verse. In this wonderful *combination, his affectation of litctature

*must not be omitted. The gaoler of the press, he affected the pa.
tronage of letters; the proscriber of books, he encouraged philo.
sophy ; the' zgecutor of futhors, and the murderer of printers, he
yet pretended to” the patronage ,of learning; the assassin of Palm,
the silencer of De Sta#!, and the denouncer of Kotzebue, he was the
friend of David, the benefactor of De Lille, and sent his academic
pnze to the p\u‘?opher of England.—Such a medley of contra-
dictions, and at the same time such an individual consistency, were
never united in the same character. A royalist, a republican, and
an emperor—a Mahometan, a Catholic, and a patron of the Syna-
gogue~a traitor and a tyrant—a Christian and an Infidel—he was,
through all his vicissitudes, the same stern, impatient, inflexible
original—the same mysterious, incomprehensible self—the man
without a model, and without a shadow. His fall, like his life,
baffled all speaulation. In shorf, his whole history was like a dream
to the world; and no man can tell how or why he was awakened
from the reverie.

Kings may learn from him that their safest study, as well as their
noblest, is the interest of the people; the people are taught by him
that there is no despotism however stupendous, against which they
have not a resource; and to those who would rise upon the ruins
of both, he is a living lesson, that, if ambition can ruise them from
the lowest station, it can also prostrate them from the highest.

———

NED BOLTON.

A joLLy comrade in the port, a fearless mate at sea;

When I forget thee, to my hand false may the cutlass be!
And may my gallant battle-flag be stricken down in shame,
If, when the social can goes round, 1 fail to pledge thy name!
Up, up, my lads,—his memory !~—we’ll give it with a cheer——
Ned Bolton, the commandgr of the Black Snake privateer!

Poor Ned ! he had a heart of steel, with neither flaw nor speck ;
Firm as a rock, in strife or storm, he stood the quarter deck ;
;le was, I trow, a welcome man to many an Indian dame,
nd Spanish planters cross’d themselves at whisper of jis name;
ut now, Jamaica girls may weep—rich Dons securely smile—
{is bark will take no prize again, nor e’er touch Indian sle.

Oh!’twas a fate he met on higown mother wave,—=

The foe far off, the storm aslecp, and yet to find a grave! |

\With store of the Peruvian goid, and spirit of the m?}l

No need would he have had to cruise in tropic clime€againg

But some age born $ sink®at sea, and some tq hang on shog,

And Fortune eried, God speed ! ulm,andw&odned Ned ne.gsore.
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*Twas off the coast of Mexico—the tale is bitter briei—

The Black Snake, under press of sail, stuck fast upon a reef.

Upon a cutting coral reef—scarce a good league from land~

But hundreds, both of horse and foot, were ranged upon the strand ;
His boats were lost before Cape Horn, and with an g! “noe,
%ven had he number'd ten for one, what could Ned Bolton do!

Six days and nights the vessel lay upon the coral reef,

Nor favouring gale, nor friendly flag, brought progpent of relief;
For a land-breeze the wild one pray’d, who never pray’d before,
And when it came not at his call, he bit his lip and swore;

‘The Spaniards shouted from the beach, but did not venture near,
Too well they knew the mettle of the daring privateer!

A calm |~a calm !—a hopeless calm !—the red sun burning high,
Glared blisteringly and wearily in a transparent sky,

The grog went round the gasping ciewpand loudly rose the song,
The only pastime at an hour when rest seem’d far too long.

So boisterously they took their rouse upon the crowded deck,

They look’d like men who had escap’d, not fear'd a sudden wreck.

Up sprung the breeze the seventh day—away ! away ! to sea

Drifted the bark, with riven planks, over the waters free;

Their battle-flag, these rovers bold then hoisted top-mast high,

And to the swarthy foe sent back a fierce defying cry.

* One last broadside !” Ned Bolton cried—deep boom’d the cannon’s

roar,
And ech(;'s hollow growl return’d an answer from the shore.

The thundering gun, the broken song, the mad tumultuous cheer,
Ceas’d not, so long as ocean spared the shatter’d privateer :

1 saw her—~l—she shot by me, like lightning in the afale H
‘We strove to save, we tack’d, and fast we slacken’d all our sail :—

3 kpew the wave of Ned’s right hand—farewell l—you strive in vair,
And he, or one of his ship’s crew, ne’er entered port again!

———
LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS OVER THE BODY OF
LUCRETIA.
Jomn Howarp Pavsz.
American by birth, buttiong settled in England, Wrote man;
tgn[mh%hq the song of"‘l-lome, sweet home.” Born 17933 diez
1853,

Tavs, thus, my friends, fast as opr breaking hearts.
‘Yermitted aitterance, we have told our story;



Luciys Junius Brutus over the body of Lucretia.

And now, to say onc word of the imposture—

The matk necessity has made me wear !

When the ferocious malice of your king—

King, do I call him !—When the monster, Tarquin,
Slayg. as you mosp of you may wel] remember,

My ti¥er Marcus, and my elder brother,

Envying at once their irtues and their wealth,
How could I hope a shelter from his power,

But in ‘d: false face 1 have worn so long?

Would you know why I have summon’d you toget!:es
Ask ye what brings me here? Behold this dagger
Clotted with gore! Behold that frozen corse !

Sce where the lost Lucretia sleeps in death !

She was the mark and model of the time—

The mould in which cach female face was form’d—
The ygry shrne andgsactisty of virtue!

Fairer than ever was a form created

By youthful fancy when the blood strays wild,
And never-resting thought is all on fire!

The worthiest of the worthy !  Not the nymph
‘Who met old Numa in his hallow’d walks,

And whisper’d in his ear her strains divine,

Can 1 conceive beyond her :—The young choir
Of vestal virgins bent to her. *T'is wonderful
Amid the darnel, hemlock, and hase weeds
Which now spring rife from the Ikurinus compos
Spread o’er the realm, how this sweet 1 ly rose ;
How from the shade of those ill-neighbouripg plants
Her father shelter’d her, that not a leaf

Was blighted; but, array’d in purest grace,

She bloom’d unsullied beauty. Such perfections
Might have call’d back the torpid breast of age

To long-forgotten rapture; such a mind

Might have abash’d the boldest libertine.

And turn’d desire {p reverential love

And holiest affection! Oh, my countrymen,

You all can witness that when she went forth

It was a holiday in Rome :—old age

Forgot its crutch, labour its task—all ran;

And mothers, turning to their daughters, cried,*®

¢ There, there’s Lucretia1”  Now, look ye, where she lies

That beauteous flower—that innocent sweet rose,
Torn up by ruthless violencee~gone! gone! gone !

Say, would ye seek instruction? Would ye ask,
What ye should do? - Ask ye yon conscious Wlls,
‘Which saw Ifis poison’d brather {~—saw the incest
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Committed thert, and they will cry—Revenge!
*Ask yon deserted street, where Tullia drove

O’er her dead father’s corse, *twill ciy —Revenge!
Ask yonder senate-house, whosc stones are purple_
With human blood, and it will cry-‘LRcvcngcy
Go to the tomb where lies his murder’d wife,
And the poor queen, who lov’d him as her son;
Their unappezsed ghosts will shrick—Revenge!
The temples of the gods—the all-viewing heggeas
The gods themselves—shall justily the cry,

And swell the general sound—Revenge! Revenge!

————p—

PARRHASIUS.
NATHANIZL PARKER WiLLis,

[¢ Parrhasius, a painter of Athens, amongst those Olynthian captives
Philip of Macedon brought home to sell, bought one very old man
and when he had him at his house, put him to death with extreme
torture and torment, the better, by his example, to express the pains
and passions of his Prometheus, whom he was then about to paint.”—
Burtuu’s ¢ Anatomy of Melancholy.”]

Tue golden light into the painter’s room
Streamed richly, and the hidden colours stole
From the dark pictures radiantly forth,

And, in the soft and dewy atmosphere,

Like forms and landscapes magical, they lay.
The walls were hung with armour, and about
In the dim corners, stood the sculptured forms
Of Cytheris, and Dian, and stern Jove;

And from the casement soberly awa

Fell the grotesque, long shadows, fuﬁ and true, -
And like a veil of filmy mellowness,

The lint-specks floated in the twilizht air.

Parrhasius stood, gazing forgetfully

Upon hiscanvas. There Prometheus lay,
Chained to the cold rocks of Mount Caucasus §
‘The yulture at his vitals, and the links

Of the lame Lemnian festering in his flesh,

And as the painter’s mind felt through the dim,
Rapt mystery, and plucked the shadows wild
Forth with its reaching fancy, and with form
And golour clud them, his fine, earnest eye
Flnshﬁ.with a passionate fire, and the quick curl
LF his thin nostril, and his quiverjng lips

“Were like the-winged god's, breathing from his fight




Patrhasius.

“ Bring me th:e captive now !
My hand feels skilful, and the shadows lift
From my waked spirit, airily and swift ;
And 1 could gaint the bow
Upon' Ve bended heavens, around me play
Colours of such divinity to-day.
Ha! bind him on his back!
Look, as Prometheus in my picture here.
Quick-®ushe faints !—stand with the cordial near!
Now bend him to the rack!
Press down the poisoned links into his flesh,
And tear agape that healing wound afresh !
So—Ilet him writhe! How long
Will he live thus?  Quick, my good pencil, now !
What a fine agony works on his brow |
Ha! grey-haired, @ad so strong!
How férfully he stifies that short moan!
Gods! if I could but paint a dying groan!
‘Pity’ thee! SoIdo!
I pity the dumb victim at the altar;
But Joes the robed pricst for his pify falter?
I’d rack thee, though I knew
A thousand lives were perishing in thine;
What were ten thousand to a fame like mine ?
¢ Hereafter!” Ay, hereafter !
A whip to keep a coward to his track |
‘What gave Death ever from his kingdom back,
To check the sceptic’s laughter ?
Come from the grave to-morrow with that story,
And I may take some softer path to glory. .
No, no, old man; we die
E’en as the flowers, and we shall breathe away
Our life upon the chance wind, €’en as they.
Strain well thy fainting eye;
For when that bloogshot quivering is o’er,
The light of heaven will never reach thee more.
.Yet there’s a deathless name—
A spirit that the smothering vault shall spurn,
And, like a stedfast planet, mount and burn ;
And though its crown of flame
Consumed my brain to ashes as it won me,
By all the fiery stars | I'd pluck it on me.
Ay, though it bid me riflg
My heart’s last fount for its insatiate thirst; e
Though every life-strung nerve be maddened hrssg
ough it should bid me stifle
The yearningén mysthroat for my sweet child,
And Rwnt its mother till my brain went wild ;—

183
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Al I would do it all,

Sooner than die, like a dull worm, to rot;

Thrust foully in the earth to be forgot.
O heavens! but I appal ©

Your heart, old man ! forgive—Ha ! on youy@es

Let him not faint l—~rack himetill he revives !
Vain, vain, give o’er! His eye

Glazes apace. He does not feel you now.

Stand back ! Pll paint the death dew on hisésiow,

Gods! if he do not die

But for one moment—one—till I eclipse

Conception with the scorn of those calm lips!
Shivering! Hark! he mutters

Brokenly now-—that was a difficult breath—

Another! Wilt thou never come, oh death ?
Look ! how his temple futters !

Is his heart still? Aha! lift up his head !

He shudders~—gasps—Jove help him—so—ut’s pean.

r———

THE VAGRANT AND HIS DOG.
J. T. TrowsrIDGE.
[An Amitrican writer; still living.}

Wk are two travellers, Roger and 1.
Roger’s my dog. Come here, you scamp !
Jump for the gentleman,—mind your eye !
Over the table, look out for the lamp!
The rogue is growing a little old ;
Five years we've tramped through wind and weather,
And slept out-doors when 'nights were cold,
And ate and drank-—and sm'ves——togctbet.

We’ve learned what comfort is, I tell you !
A bed on the floor, a bit of rosin,
A fire to thaw our thumbs (poor fellow !
The paw he holds up there’s been frozen),
Plenfy of catgut for my fiddle, :
(This out-door business is bad for strings),
‘Then a few nice buckwheats hot from the gridcle,
And I}oger and I set*up for kings!
No, k ye, sir,~I never drink
Roge- and I ar; amﬂnglzﬁrxko?l.—
Am’t we, Roger ?—§ee him
Well, soin®thing



The Vagrant and his Dog.

H¢s thirsty too,—see him nod his head ?

What a pity, sir, that dogs can’t talk !

He understands every word that’s said,~—
“d he knows gpod milk from water and chalk.

The tmR is, sir, now I xeflect,
P’ve been'so sadly given to grog,
1 wonder Pve not lost the res;
(Hergsp you, sir 1) even of my dog.
But he sticks by; through thick and thin ;
And this old coat, with its empty pockets,
And rags that smell of tobacco and gin,
He'll follow while he has eyes in his sockets.

There isn’t another creature living
Would do it, and provg, through every disaster,
So fondy so faithful, atd so forgiving,
To such a miserable thankless master!
No, sir |—see him wag his tail and grin|
By George! it makes my old eyes water!
That is, there’s something in this gin
That chokes a fellow. But no matter!

‘We'll have some music, if you’re willing,

And Roger (hem! what a plague a cough is, sir!)
Shall march a little.—Start, you villain !

Stand straight! ’Bout face! Salute your officer!
Put up that paw! Dress! Take your rifle!

(Some dogs have arms, you see!) Now hold your
Cap while the gentlemen give a trifle,

To aid a poor old patriotic soldier!

March! Halt! Now show how the rebel shakes,
When he stands up to hear his sentence ;

Now tell us how many drams it takes
To honour a jolly giew acquaintance.

Five yelps,—that’s five ; he’s mighty knowing ¢
The night’s before us, fill the glasses!—

Quick, sir! I'm ill,—my brain is going !—
Some brandy,—thank you,—there {—it passes |

‘Why not reform ? That’s easily said ;

But Pve gone through such wretched treatment,
Sometimes forgetting the taste gf bread, .

And scarce remembering what meat meant,
That my poor stomach’s past reform ;

And there are times when, mad with thinkipg,
Fd sell out heawen fos -ometbp:sdmnn

To prop a horrible inward sinking.

18)
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Is there a way to forget to think ?
" At your age, sir, home, fortune, friends,

A dear girl’s love,—~but I took to drink ;—
The same old story ; you know how it ends.

If you could have scen these classic features,—
You needn’t laugh, sir; they were not then

Such a burning libel on God’s creatures:
I was one of your handsome men !

If you had seen her, so fair and young,
Whose head was happy on this breast !
If you could have heard the songs I sung
When the wine went round, you wouldn’t have guessed
That ever I, sir, should be straying
From door to door, with fiddle and dog,
Ragged and penniless, and playing
To you to-night for a glass ofgrog !

She’s married since,—a parson’s wife:
*Twas better for her that we should part,—~
Better the soberest, prosiest life
Than a blasted home and a broken heart.
1 have seen her? Once: I was weak and spent
On the dusty road ; a carriage stopped :
But little she dreamed, as on she went, -
Who kissed thg coin that her fingers dropped |

You’ve sct me talking, sir; I'm sorry,

It makes me wild to think of the change!
What do you care for a beggar’s story 2

Is it amusing ? you find it strange?
I had a mother so proud of me !

*Twas well she died before—— Do you know
If the happy spirits in heaven can see

The ruin and wretchedness here below 2

Another glass, and strong, to deallen
This pain; then Roger and I will stare.
1 wonder, has he such a lumpish, leaden,
Aching thing, in place of a heart?
He is sad sometimes, and would weep, if he could,
No doubt, remembering things that were,—
A virtuous kennel, with plenty of food,
And himself a sobeg, respectable cur.

Pm better now; that glass was warming,—
Yoy rascal ! limber your lazy feet |

"We must be fiddling and perforping o
For supper and bed, or starve in the strect~e
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Not a very gay life to lead, you think?
But soon we shall go where lodgings are free,
mhc sleepers neced neither victuals nor diink;
sooner the teeer for Roger and me |

e m—

THE MISER’S GRAVE.
Jamzs Hoca.

Here’s a lesson for the earth-born worm,
So deep engraven on the meagre platen
Of human frailty, so debased in hue,
That ha who dares perusd it needs must blush
For his own nature. The poor shrivell’d wretch,
For whose lean carcass yawns this hideous pit,
Had nought that he desired in earth or hcaven—
No God, no Saviour, but that sordid pelf,
O’er which he starved and gloated. 1 have seen himn
On the exchange, or in the market-place,
‘When money was in plenteous circulation,
Gaze after it with such Satanic looks
Of eagerness, that 1 ha,e wonder'd oft
How he from theft and murder coufd refrain.
*Twas cowardice alone withheld his hands,
For they would grasp and grapple at the air,
‘When his grey eye had fixed on heaps of gold,
While his clench’d teeth, and grinning, yearning face,
Were dreadful to behold. The merchants oft
‘Would mark his eye, then start and look again,
As at the eye of Fasilisk or snake,
His eye of greyish green nc’er shed one ray
Of kind benignity oe holy light
On aught beneath the sun.  Childhood, youth, beauty
To it had all one hue, Its rays reverted
Right inward, back upon the greedy heart
On which the gnawing worm of avarice
Preyed without ceasing—straining every sense
To that excruciable and yearning core.
Some thirteen days agone, he comes to me,
And after many sore and mean remarks
On men’s rapacity and sordid gresd,
He says, * Gabnel, thou art an honest man,
As the world Foes. How much, then, will yoti charge
To mgake a grave for’ me, fifteen feet deep >,
b | talk of that when you require it, sir.”
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“No, no., I want it made, and paid for tvog
I’ll have it settled, else I know there wilt
Be some unconscionable overchar,

On my poor friends—a ruinous oﬁrchargc 4

“ But, sir, were it made now, it would ﬁlﬁxp
Each winter to the brim, and be to make
‘Twenty or thirty times, if you live long.”—

“There! Thereitis! Notlung but igpesition!
Even Time must rear his stern, unyielding front,
And holding out his shrivell’d skeleton hand,
Demands my money. Nought but money! moncy!
Were I coin’d into money I could not
Half satisfy that craving greed of money. ..,

‘Well, how much do you charge? Pl pay you now,
And take a bond from you that it be made *

When it is needed. Come, caléulate with rezson—
‘Work’s very cheap ; and two good men will make
That grave at two days’ work ; and I can have
Men at a shilling each—withoxt the meat—

‘That’s a great matter ! - Let them but to meat,
’Tis utter ruin. I'll give none their meat—

That I'll beware of. Men now-a-days are

Cheap, dogcheap, and beggarly fond of work.

One shilling each a day, without the meat.

Mind that, and ask in reason; for I wish

To have that matter settled to my mind.”—

“ Sir, there’s no man alive will do’t so cheap

As 1 shall do it for the ready cash,”

Says I, to put him from it with a joke.

“J’}l charge you, then, one-fourth part of a farthing
For every cubic foot of work I do,

Doubling the charge each foot that I descend.”

“ Doubling as you descend! Why, that of course.
A quarter of a farthing each square juot—
No meat, remember!  Not an iich of meat,
Nor drink, nor dram. You’re not to trust to these,
Wilt stand that bargain, Gabriel *—* I accept.”

He struck it, quite o’erjoy’d. We sought the clerk,

Sign'd—seal’d. He drew his purse. The clerk went un*

Figuring and figuring. “ What a fuss you make!

*Tis plain,” said he, *the sum is eighta ngenec."
“”Tis somewhat more, sir,” said the civil clerk——

And held out the account.  “ T'wo hundred pounds,

And gallant payment over.” The miser’s face

Assuqed the cast of death’s worst lincaments.

His skinny jaws fell dJown upon. his breast;

He tried a0 speak, but his dried tongue refused

Its utterance, and cluck’d upon the gum.
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His heart-pipes whistled with a crannell’d sound ;
His knell-knees plaited, and every bone

’d out of joint. He raved—he cursed—he wept—
Butayment he rffused. 1 have my bond,
Not yet® fortnight old,,and shall be paid.
1t broke the miser’s heart. He ate no more,
Nor drank, nor spake, but groan’d until he died;
This grgvg killed him, and now yearns for his bones
But worse thian all, ’tis twenty years and more
Since be brought home his coffin. On that chest
His eye turn’d ever and anon. It minded him,
He said, of death, And as he sat by night
Beside his beamless hearth, with blanket round
His shivering frame, if burst of winter wind
Made the door jangle, or the chimney moan,
Or cramnied windowswhistle, he would start,
And turn his meagre looks upon that chest;
Then sit upon’t, and watch till break of day.
Old wives thought him religious—a good man!
A great repentant sinner, who would leave
His countless riches to sustain the poor.
But mark the issue. Yesterday, at noon, -
Two men could scarcely move that ponderous chest
To the bedside to lay the body in. .
They broke it sundry, and they foupd it framed
With double bottom!  All his worshipp’d gold
Hoarded between the boards! O such a worm
Sure never writhed beneath the dunghill’s base!
Fifteen feet under ground! and all his store
Snug in bepeath him. Such a heaven was his.

—

THE QUAKER MAIDEN TO HER LOVER.
J- P. Hurcmnsow.

“ Tuou dost love me ™ 1 believe thee; thou hast often told me s,
But had thy lips not spoken, by thy glances I should know ;
Thou dost often smile to sec me, and the warm grasp of thy hand
)s a language truly uttered, and not hard to understand.

“Do I love thee?” Well,dlou‘knowutwhend:wmvcryshd -
To sec me, thou mayst fancy, I am not so0 very sad ;<

» don’t weep when thbu art‘merry ; -and whatever thou mayst sa,
Jdon’s wish Yhe hour were later, and that thou Wert gone away.
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* Something plainer!” I'm a female, and therefore do not seek
To make me utter boldly what a woman should not speak,
Thou wouldst not respect me, were I to unburthen all my miné,
And I don't wish to offend thee, as thouart so very kit~

"My earnest thoughts regarding thee!” Well,When I saw thee

there,
Whe;:. first we met, I thought I’d seen more handsome men and
irs
But should I wish a husband, much rather should he be
Of loving heart and noble mind—and then I thought of thee.

‘Thou saidst thou hadst seen fairer maids, but none with eyes so
bright ;

A face whose sweetness filled thy heart with exquisite delight,

A ¢one of voice that echoed through thy mind in music sweet,

And which you longed to see and %ieag, and yet didst dread to meet.

Well! woman’s love is but as man’s: but some assert that ours
Exerts itself more forcibly—engages all our powers.

Man loves, but oft forgets his love : a woman never may,

Her heart the same in weal or woe, is true by night and day.

But 'm a friend, thou knowest, and thou surely wouldst not see
Me driven from the meeting-house, because of love to thee.

My parents, it would grieve them, took me while a young one there,
To listen solemn words, of truth, and breathe the silent prayer.

*Tis true, no thrilling words of praise, or awful music grand
Ascend from our plain pile, but words that all may understand,
Are spoken; or the head is bowed, and cares to al{unknown.
Presented by the soul to God, in silence at His throne.

“Man is higher than a Quaker!” than a friend. Ab, true! but
wouldst

Thou have me turned from *mongst my friends I loved so long? and
couldst

Thou see me used as thnugh 1 were a tvanderer from the fold ? ¢

Nay, thou wouldst grieve to see me grieve—thy heart is none so Cold.

Oh, yes, I love thee! and I've often asked, in secret prayer,

For blessings on thee; and I would we could together share

The blesstgs of the promises to all His children given,

Be one in love on earth, and hope to be as one in heaven.

Well! welll there is my hand, for thou hast long time held my
heart;

And let us pray we ever may perform a faithful

Trug love not expect in vain the choicest emnp He

Vill give, who once was present at the feastjn Galilee.

(Cop’ri‘h—aatrilﬂd.) [
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CRESCENTIUS,
Mas. Macezan (L.EL.)

$ Lookep upon his brow—no sign
Of guilt or fear was there,
He stood as proud by that death-shrine
As cven o'er despair
'He had a power; in his eye
There was a quenchless energy,
A spirit that could dare
The deadliest form that death could take,
And dare it for the daring’s sake,

He stood, the fetters on his hand,~—
He raised ghert haughtily ;
*And had that grasp been on the brand,
It could not wave on high
With freer pride than it waved now.
Around he looked with changeless brow
On many a torture nigh—
The rack, the chain, the axe, the wheel,
And, worst of all, his own red steel.

I saw him once before: he rode
Upon a coal-black steed, ®

And tens of thousands throng’d the road,
And bade their warrior speed.

His helm, his breast-plate were of gold

And graved with many a dent that told
Of many a soldier deed ;

The sun shone on his sparkling mail,

And danced his snow-plume on the gale.

But now he 2?4, chain’d and alone,
The headsman by his side;

The plume, the helm, the charger gonej
The sword that had defied

The mightiest, lay broken near,

And yet no sign or sound of fear
Came from that lip cf pride.

And never king or conqueror’s brow

‘Wore higher look than bis did now.

He bent beneath the headsman's stroke
With an uncovered cye ;
wild ghout fom the numbers broke
Who throng’d to sce him die.  ~
(]
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It was a people’s loud acclaim-—,

The voice f anger and of shame
A nation’s funeral ciy,

Rome’s wail above her onty son—

Her patriot—and he latest one.

——

THE BROKEN HEART.
WastingToN Irvina.

How many bright c{cs grow dim—how many soft cheeks grow
pale—how many lovely forms fade away in the tomb, and none can
tell the cause ‘that blighted their loveliness! As the dove will clasp
its wings to its side, and cover and conceal the arrow that is preyin,
on its vitals, so it is the nature of, woman to hide from the worlﬁ
the pangs of wounded affection. The love of a delicate female is
always shy and silent. Even when fortunate, she scarcely breathes
it to herself; but when otherwise, she buries it in the recesses of her
bosom, and there lets it cower and brood among the ruins of ter
peace.  With her the desire of the heart has failed. 'The great charm
of existence is atan end. She neglects all the cheerful exercises
which gladden the spirits, quicken the pulses, and send the tide of
life in healthful currents'through the veins. Her rest is broken—
the sweet refreshment of slecp is poisoned by melancholy dreams—
*dry sorrow drinks her blood,’ until her enfecbled frame sinks under
the slightest external injury. Look for her, after a little while, and
you find friendship weeping over her untimely grave, and wondering
that one, who but lately glowed with all the radiance of health and
beauty, should so speedily be brought down to “darkness amd the
worm.” You will be told of some wintry chill, some casual indis-
position, that laid her low: but no one knows the mental malady
.:mt prc:iously sapped her strength, and made her so casy 2 prey *o
the spoiler. .

She is like a tender tree, the pride and beauty of the grove ; grace-
ful in its form, bright in its foliage, but with the worm preyicg at
its hcart, 'We find it suddenly withering when it should be most
fresh and luxuriant. We see it drooping its branches to the earth,
and shedding leaf by leaf; until, wasted and perished away, it falle
even in the stillness of the forest; gnd as we muse over the beautiful *
Tuin, we strive in vain to recollect the blast or thunderbolt that
could have smisten it with decay. i )

. 1 have seen many instances of women running to waste and sdé

neglecy, and ring gradually from the ag. almost as if they
838 been exhaled to Heaven; and have fancied that &,
onald trace their asaths through the various ionk of consump-
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tion, cold, debility, languor, melancholy, until I reached the first
symptom of disappointed love. But an instance of the kind was
latelygold me; the circumstances are well known in the country
where 1N-appened, and bshall but give them in the manner in witich
they were relawgd.

Every one must recollect ¢he tragical story of young Fe—, the
Yrish patriot; it was too touching to be soon forgotter. During
the troubles in Ireland, he was tried, condemned, and exccuted, on a
charge of treassn. His fate made a great impresson on public
sympathy. He was so young—so intelligent—~so generous—so
brave—so everything we are apt to like in a young man. His con-
duct under trial, too, was so lofty and intiefid. The noble indignu-
tion with which he repelled the charge of treason against his country
~—the cloquent vindication of his name—and his pathetic appeal to
posterity, in the hopeless hour of condemnation; allthese entered
deeply into every gencrous ebosbm, and even his enemies lamented
the stern policy that dictated his execution.

But there was one heart whose anguish it would be impossible to
describe. In happier days and fairer fortunes, he had won the aftec-
tions of a beautiful and interesting girl, the daughter of a lare cele-
brated Irish barrister. She loved him with the disinterested fervour
of a woman’s first and early love. When every worldly maxim
arrayed itself against him; when blasted in fortune, and dfsgruce
and danger darkened around his name, she loved him the more
ardently for his very sufferings. I, then, his fate could awaken the
sympathy even of his focs, what must have been the agony of her
whose whole soul was occupied by his image? Let those tell who
have had the portals of the tomb suddenly closed between them and
the being they most loved on earth— who have sat at his threshold, as
one shut out in a cold and lonely world, from whence all that was
most lovely and loving had departed.

But then th( horrors of such a grave! so frightful, so dishonoured!
There was nothing for memory to dwell on, that could soothe the
pang of scparation—none of those tender, though melancholy cir-
cymstances, that endear the parting scene ~ nothing to melt sorrow
mto those blessed tears, sent like the dews of heaven, to 1evive the
heart in the parching hour of anguish.

To render her’ widowed situation more desolate, she had incuried

,her father’s displeasure by her unfortunate attachment, pnd was an
ile from h- vaternal roof. But could the sympstny and kind
cfffices of friends have reached a spirit 5o shocked and driven in by
horror, she would have experienced no want of consolation, for the -
Irish are a people of quick and genérous sensibiliges. The most
delicate and cherishing attentions were paid her by families of wealth
and distinetion. She was led into society, and they tried by all
means of occupation and anmtwd-igm tier grief, ufvvv:?n
K::m the. tragical “story bf her lover. u:ﬁ.\m all in vaig,

are sonfk strokes of cilamity that scathe and scorch the sofl-w

o3 )
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that penetrate to the vital scat of happiness—and blast it, never again
to put forth bud or blossom. She never objected to frequent the
haunts of pleasure, but she was as much alone there as in the depths
of solitude. She walked about in a sad roverie, apparent’, uncon-
sgious of the world around her. She carried with “ier an inward
woe, that mocked at all the blandishmbnts of friendshi?, and ‘heeded
not the song of the charmer, ¢harm he ever so wisely.

The person who told me her story had seen her at a masquerade.
There can be no exhibition of far-gone wretchedness ‘more striking
and painful than to meet it in such a scene. To find it wandering
like & spectre, lonely and joyless, where all around is gay—to see it
‘dressed out in the trappings of mirth, and looking so wan and woe-
begone, as if it had tried in vain to cheat the poor heart into a
momentary forgetfulness of sorrow. After strolling through the
splendid rooms and giddy crowd with an air of utter abstraction,
she sat down on the steps of an orchestra, and looking about for
some time with a vacant air, that shewed her inserisibility to the
garish scene, she began, with the capriciousness of a sickly heart, to
warble a little plantive air. She had an exquisite voice; but on
this occasion it was so simple, so touching, it breathed forth such
a soul of wretchedness, that she drew a crowd mute and silent
around her, and melted every one into tears. *

The story of one so true and tender could not but excite great
interest in a country remarkable for enthusiasm. It completely
won the heart of a brave officer, who paid his addresses to her, and
thought that one so true ‘to the dead could not but prove affections
ate to the living. She declined his attentions, for her thoughts were
irrevocably engrossed by the memory of her former lover. He,
however, persisted in his suit. He solicited not her tenderness, but
her esteem. He was assisted by her convictibn of his worth, and
her sense of her own destitute and devendent situation ; for she
was existing on the kindness of friends. Ina word, he at length
succeeded in gaining her hand, though with the solemn assurance
that her heart was unalterably another’s,

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that a change of scene
might wear out the remembrance of ecarly woes. She was an
amiable and exemplary wife, and made an effort to be a happy one;
but nothing could cure the silent and devouring uuhnchtps{ythu
had entered inv- —er very soul. She wasted away in a slow but .
hopeless debline,: 11 at length sank into the grave, the victim of &
broken heart.

It was on her hat Moore, the distinguished Irish poet, composel

~the following lint a2 o

She is far from the land where her young hero sloeys,
o_ Andovers around her are sighing;
Buc eolm sMe turns from their gare, aud weens,
For het heart in his grave is lying,
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8he sings the wild songs of her dear native plains,
Every hote which he loved awaking—

Ah ! litue they think, who delight in her strains,
How the heagg of the minstrel is breaking |

Fle had lived for his love—for his country he died ;
They were all that to life had entwined him—

Nor soom shall the tears of his country be dried,
Ner long will his love stay behind him!

Oh ! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest,
When they promisc a glorious morrow ;

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the west,
From her own loved island of sorrow !

THE COUNTRY GIRL IN LONDON.
NicHoras MicueLL.

SHe left the wooded vall
The strcams that babbled mirth,
She left the garden’s alleyy,
And flowers, bright stars of earth
She left'the grey church peeping
Among the village trees,
No more to hear the sweeping
Bell-music on the brecze ;
She trusted-—of joy dreaming,
She hoped a brilliant fate;
His love was but love’s sceming,
The mask fell off too late,

The night was dark and dreary,
‘Winds bitter as her woe,
She wandered weary, weary,
‘The long streets to and frus
Cast off she was for ever,
No friend, no helper nighs
Return in shame ? ah ! never-—
Here better sink and die.
And thus the lost one wandored
Through London’s "wildering wart,
S5 ,
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Chill winter’s rin was falling,
No house would skelter give,
8o to a door-step crawling—
For even she would live;
To a cold door-step crawling,
Timid she sat her down,
One dear name faintly calling,
Till sobs that name would drown
Ycs, he was dear, though cruel,
Though false, she loved him stif
‘T'o some love, hate is fuel,
Burning through good and ill.

The biast was rudely blowing,
Sleet driving through the night;
Vithin, warm fires wete glowing,
And echoed laughter light :

She drew her limbs up shivering,
Folding her little hands,

Her lip with anguish quiveringe=
A form beside her stands ;

He asked her business gruffly,
For fear, she nought could say 3

He raised and thrust her roughly~—
She sighed and moved away.

To beg for Nature’s needing, *
Struggling she bowed her pride}

Her poor worn feet were bleeding,.
But tears she strove to hide:

The great shops now were closing,
Closing on longed-for bread ;

Soon honest Toil, reposing,
Would press his welcome bed.

A workhouse-gate was nearther,
Entrance she begged in vain;

“Too late "~~they would not heat her=
So forth she passed again.

On, on, more weary, creepinig,
On, on, more hopeless, sad,
She felt the cold blast sweeping,
“dn her thin garments clad;”
She reached an archway lonely,
oThe iron rosd above;
There would she hide—God only
Would look on herin lovet
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There would she, unmalested,
* Crouch till kind morning rose,
Till her poor limbs were rested,
Calmghinking on her woes,

Against the cold stones leaning,
She dragged the slow, slow hours,
The arch but badly screening
From driving, drenching showers?
She passed the time, now weeping,
Now gazing through the dim,
Her tattered dress close keeping,
To warm her numbing limb:
She moaned but seldom, stooping
Her face upon her breast,
Her thin yhite hands low drooping-=
She would, but could not rest,

A torpor deep oppressed her,
She fecbly drew her breath 3
It was not sleep which bless’d her,
Woas it slow-coming death?
And yet her lip was smiling,
Heart’s light on darkness stole;
Dear fancy was beguiling
The dying wretch’s soul.
O Fancy! thy swift pinion
Can pass the gulf of pain,
And, "peath thy bright dominion,
Lost bliss once more we gaine

Shc saw her native village,
Far from vast London town,
The fields prepared for tillage,
The o]d elms nodding down
She saw the dear green garden
She tended when a child,
Ere sin her heart could harden,
She felt the zephyrs mild ;
And birds were round her singing,
., 'The flowers all blooming fair,
And village bells were ringing
Soft joy on evenjg’s alr.”

A chorus of sweet voices—
A s shon s s,
Gay-soul’d and glad as they, 5o
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And on one breast she’s leaning,
A mother’s arms embrace

She reads a tender meaning
In that forgiving face—

"I'was gone—the maiden startel—
Thg arch, cold arch of stone—

The picture had departed,
Alone~=again alone!

Alone—and she was dying,
Her cheek was white anid coldj
To God she now was sighing,
. To Him ber sins were told ;
Her little feet were chilling,
Her eyes slow lost their ray,
‘With hfe’s last tears now filling,
She knelt and strove to Pray.
“ God pardon |” slowly drooping,
‘The wronged, the lost one sighed,
And then, her forehead stooping,
She hid her face, and died.

(Copyright—contributed.)
i m——

THE FAIRIES OF THE FALAISE®
Winiam Jonms.
[Author of %The Monks of Old,”" &c.}

*T'was the eve of the bridal of Claude Deloraine,
The boldest of fishers that travers’d the main:

With a heart aud a brow that had won him the hand
€)f a maiden, the sweetest and best in the land.

A tradition is cwrrent at Dieppe that at certain periods of thn
year the fairies hold a bagaar on the Falaise, in which are displayes.
goods of unequalled rarity and beauty, The traveller, chancing to
paus this spotén the evening, is accosted by these dtrange beings, who!
emplay all their powers of fascination to attract his attention to their
wares, and his ear is saluted at the same time with sounds of the rzost
delicious harmony. Ify fomnr;m!, he has sufficient firmness to avert
his eyes frone the gorgeoes spectacle, he panses uninjured, On the
contrary, he who listens to the tempoting impulse, loscs ill self-control,
and madly pursuing the phantom, which gradually recedes before him,
he iy drdwn to te cdge of the precipice, apd frops thence hurled into
thg%rfhl depths beneath.
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Siill was the hour—the stars shone aborve,

As Claude, bounded homeward, his thoughts full ofove ¢
With a song on his lips, and a step light and frer,

+48 the waves that had rock’d him that day on the sea.

On—oygvard he went, but it seem’d to his gaze
‘The Falaise grew longer, perchance ‘twas the haze
When sudden there gleam'’d on his pathway a light,
That eclips’d the full moon in the glory cf night !

And there rose in the midst with a «peed hike the wind,
A mart of rich splendour, unmatch’d of its kind ¢

All the marvels of Stamboul 1in vain could compare
With the treasures of art that lay cluseerng there.

And bright though the jewels, how lovelier far,

Were the tyes of the clves, each the ray of a star;

As graceful and winning, the gay creatures came

To the side of j~or Claude, and low whisper'd his name.

““ Come haste thee, young fisher, and buy from our store,
We have purls from the ocean, and earth’s decpest orc}
Thy bride is awaiting a gift from thee now,

Take a wreathe of these gems to encircle her brow.”

Soft fell the voice on the calm summer’s even,

‘The herald of strains that seem’d wafted from Heaven,
So thrilling, the heart of the fisher gave way,

And he look’d with charm’d eyes on the fairies! array.

“Ho! ho!” cried the elves, as the bridegroom drew ncas,
The willow looks greencr when wet with a tear:

There’s a boat on the , bot no hel to guides
‘There’s an arm on the cold beach, but where is its pride 2

As the lights mov’d before him, Claude hasten’d along,
He mark’d not his footsteps, he heard but the song:
One movement—it ccas’l—"midst the silence of death,
Ihe fisher was hu®’d in the breakers beneath |

(Copyrigst-—cangributed.)

———

A LITTLE.
1. B. Cazeawrea.

A nivex's source is oft a tiny spring s
A mighty isle an occan waif of yore;
The weskest to the sttong nust ever cling,
A little %elp Al bridge thought's cusrent o3
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4 little acorn may become a tree,
. A little bud may bloom a beauteous flower ;
Nothing is little in its own degree;
An age may be made famous in an hour.
A little seed, when placed in efrth or brain,
Expanrta with time and, quickens in tfie soul,
8o knowludge stagnant never can remain,
*Tis little atomy tuke the wondrous whole :
A little leurning never then despise,
There must be hetle ere there can be more,—
The lightest things are those that highest rise,
‘We can but reap where others sowed before.

———

THE JUDGMENT OF IERKENBALD.

THe virtues of the Belgians were, in the year 1020, of a much more
austere character than they are at this time, and, as a natural con-
sequence, the punishments awarded to crime were ‘severe, and
administered with inflexible justice.

At the'period referred to, lived Herkenbald, supreme judge of the
city of Brussels, a man whose perfect integrity is cited as an example
even to this day. He was then about seventy years of age, a widower;
his family consisting of, a nephew, whom he had reared in his own
house, and a daughter named Blanche, whose goodness and affection he
valued above everything in the world.  Brought up together from
childhood, mutual attachment had ripened into professions of love
between the nephew and daughter, sanctioned by the old judge, who,
thus deeply intérested in the nephew, desired that the young man
should replace him in the administration of justice, when either age
or death should remove him from the judgment-seat. With much
anxicty then he saw this young man give himself up to loose com.
panionship and vicious dissipation ; he saw, however, that his daugh.
ter loved the prodigal in spite of all, aa.d he hoped that time wald
work the n reformation. :

One day, as the worthy judge sat dispensing equal justice to all
who sought lt—to peasant as to lord—a poorofd man, with terror in
his looks and tears coursing down his furrowed cheeks, came apud
threw hindself upon his knees before him.

“ Rise, good man,” said Herkenbald; “no one should kneel for
uuig:-—it is the right of all who ask it. Speak; what wouhl

[ N .

you? -

“Justice! jhstice, which 1 know you will not refuse me. My
Jond —* his tears fell fister~* I want but justice,—would to God
bad sot needod to ask for it. You have a child—a daughter, my
Eord Judge; 1 s00~1 am s father. "My hild, my daughter was
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neything in the world to me—famtly, riches, hope, pride,, She

_ was chaste and pufe. There was not under the sun a father kappiet
n hisq;ild than I. Now, all is lost to me; my child—justice, lord |
—my chiM is but as the ghadow of what she was. A young man
~a beast, debegched and vile!-—forgive me, my Lord Judge—
torced his way.into my wretchéd home and~—in spite of her shrieks

. --i|n s?iw of everything—the monstrous villain hds dishonoured my
child,”

Herkenbuiils cheeks grow pule as he heard the old man’s accusa.
tion, and he devoutly crossed himself. He took up a book of Laws
and with trembling hands turned over its pages. While the judge
read, a orefound silence was in the place, broken only by the sobs
of the unhappv father.

After he had read for a few moments the judge’s hand was ob-
served to close upon the book with a tightened grasp; he then
appeared to re-read a portion, of sthe page with increased attention.
At length he cfosed the volume and, after a moment’s pause, turned
and said: “ You shall be avenged ; the laws give you the blood of
the criminal.”

&“”Ohl my lord,” cried the miserable father, “I do not seck his

The inflexible judge heard him not. “ Where is this guilty
wretch?”” he demanded, rising from his seat.

“ He~he is yet in my bouse.”

“ We will go thither ;" and, making a sien to his officers to follow
him, the judge went forth.

On the way, the old man, who was troubled at the severity with
which the judge seemed disposed to do him justice,-would have
spoken a few words in extenuation of the criminal; but Herkenbald,
pale and abstracted, pressed sternly forward, seemingly unconscious
of everything that was passing around him. .

At length they reached the house where the crime had been com-
mitted, and demanded admittance.  After a while some one opened
the door from within ;—it was the nephew of Herkenbald !

The old judge’s heart stgod still. For a minute he was silent.
o nowg.l the infamous wretch who has done this crime ?” he
asked at length; “if he of your friends?”

Fainting with terror, and utterly confounded, the young man at
g'qce_thlrewbimelfu his \mcle’: feet, and confessed himself the

minal,

o Herkenbald’s face became deathly pale. My Blanche! my
poor child1” be murmured to himself. Tears sprang to his eyes,
and for « while he spoke not. 'Whenehe did speak his voice was
low, but unfhltering. “You must die,” he said,

“« Oh Heaven!” shricked the terrified wretchs *forgive me,
uncle; I was out of my senses—drunk with wine.”

& ‘:'Yo_u have done time for* which the penalty is demth, and-—you
e
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The criminal abandoned hope. A confessor went to his side, and
when he retired, the judge made a sign.~The guilty nephew was
decapitated on the spot, C e *
. Herkenbald returned home weepings Not long cof the hor-
rible story be kept from his child ; the facts weregrelated to her as

Scarctully es might be, but the shock was greater than she could bear;
her heart was broken, and in less than a year she died. The old
judge did not long survive his lost darling ; for the love and blessings
of the people, dear as they were to him, could not systain him under
so great an affliction. -

e street in which the crime was committed and its terrible
%uui:hment consummated has ever since been called the “rue de
er,

s

ON THE IMMORTALITY OF THE ‘SOUL.
WILLIAM SRAKSPRARE.

‘To be—or not to be ?—that is the question.~
‘Whiether ’tis nobler in the mind, to suffer

The stings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sca of troubles,

And, by opposing, end them ?~to die—to sleep—
No more ——and, by a sleep, to say we end

The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks
‘That flesh is heir to—"tis a consummation
Dew;\nly to be wish’d. To die—to sleep—

To sleep ?—perchance to dream—ay, there’s the rubl
For, in that sleep of death, what dreams may come,
‘When we have shuffied oft this mortal coil,

Must give us pause.—There’s the respect,

That makes calamity of so long life.

For who would bear the whips and scorns of Time,
Fhe oppressor’s wrm;. the proud man’s contunuely,
The mdapi love, the law’s delay,

The i of office, and the

That patient merit of the um i takes—

‘When he himself might kis quictus make,
With a bare bodkin? Who would fard:ls Lear,
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And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought;
And enterprises of great pith and moment,
With this regard their currents turn awtgy,
And loge the-name of action !

———

"THE FEMALE CONVICT-SHIF;
Tuomas Havnxs Bavery.

[A writer of elegant verses for music, many of which ubtained great
popularity ; also of “Lord Tom Noddy,” ¢ Perfection,” and miany
other successful burlettas produced on the London stage, «Born 1797}
died 1839.]

Tue tide is in, the breeze is fair,
The vessel under weigh ;

The gallant prow ghdes swiftly on,
And throws aside the spray.

The tranquil ocean, mirror-like,
Reflects the deep blue skies;

And, pointing to the destin’d course,
The straighten’d penuon ﬂ.iu.

Oh! none of those heart-cradled prayers
That never reach the lip,

No benedictions wait upon
That fast-receding ship.

No tearful eyes are strain'd to watch
Its progress from the land ;

And there are none to wave the scarf,
And none to kiss the hand.

Yet women ﬂmmg that vessel’s deck,
The haggard and the fair,

The young in guilt, and the depraved
Are intermingled there |

The girl who from» her mother’s amm
Was early lured away;

The harden’d hag, whose trade hath beew
To lead the pure sstrgy.

Ayounguddddy thother kneels
Apart from all the rest; :

And wish a-song of hgme she Talls
The babe unon her bretst.
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She falters—for her tears must ﬂow,
She cannot end the verse;

And nought is heard among the crowd
But laughter, shout, or curse!

*Tis sunset. Hark ! ¢he signal gun ;=
All from the deck are sent,

The young, the old, the best, the worst,
In one dark dungeon pent!

Their waillnf,: their horrid mirth
Alike are hush’d in sleep ;

And now the temale convict-ship
In silence ploughs the deep.

But long the lund tempest-cloud
Hath brooded oer the waves;

And suddenly the wind$ are roused,
And leave their secret caves.

And up aloft the ship is borne,
And down again as fast,

And every mighty billow seems
More dreadtul than the last.

Oh! who that loves the pleasure-barque
By summer breezes fann’d,

Shall dare to paint the ocean-storm,
Terrifically grand ?

When helplessly the vessel drifts,
Each torn sail closely furl’d,

‘When not a man of all the crew
Knows whither she is hurl'd |

And who shall tell the agony
Of those confined beneath,
Who in the darkness dread to diewp
How unprepared for death !
‘Who, loathing, to each other cling,
‘When every hope hath ceased,
And beat against their pnson dor,
And shriek to be released !

Three times the ship hath struck, Again!
o hs‘lu: never more th‘:“ ﬂo.v.'m
wait not rising tide §
chdy—n?mdwbm!
And see, sssembled on the shore
‘The merciful, the brave
set the ferpale convicts fivg,
There still bs time w0 savel ~
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It is vain ! what demon blinds -
‘I'he captain and the crew?

The 11pid tising of the tide
With mgd delight they view.

They hope the coming waves will walt

‘lie convict ship away !

The foaming monster hutries on,

Impaucent for his prey |

And he is come ! the rushing flood
In thun-er sweeps the deck ;

The groaning timbers fly apart,
The vessel is a wreek !

One moment, from the female crowd
There comes a feartul cry;

The next, they’re hurled into the deep,
Ta strugglepand to die!

Their corses strew a foreign shore,
Left by the ebbing tide;
And sixty in a ghastly row
Li¢ numbered, side by side !
The lifeless mother’s bleeding form
Comes Hoating from the wreck ;
And lifeless is the babe she bound
So fondly round her neck *

*Tis morn; the anxious cye can trace
No vessel on the deep;

But gather’d timber on the shore
Lies in a gloomy hcap.

In winter time those brands will blaze,
Qur tranquil homes to warm,

Though torn from that poor convict ship
‘That perish’d in the storm |

L

THE SLEEPING CHILD.
Prorzmor Wirson,

ArT thou a thing of mortal birth,
Whose happy hom is 8n our earth?
Docs human blood with life imbue
Those wandering veins of heavenly blue,
That thy forchead filr,
Joost *mud & of gnlden bair?

207
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Oh! can that light and airy breath
Steal.from a being doom’d to death;
‘Those features to the grave be sent

In sleep thus mutely eloq eqt;

Or, art thou, what thy form would sgrm,
The phantom of & blessed dream ?

A human shape I feel thou art;

1 feel it at tmy beating heart,

Those tremors both of soul and sense
Awoke by infant innocence !

Though dear the forms by fancy wove,
We love them with a transient love,
Thoughts from the living world intrude
Even on her deepest solituce :

Baut, lovely child! thy magic stole

At once into my inmost soul,

With feelings as thy beauty fair,

And left no other vision there.

To me thy parents are unknown; |
Glad would they be their child to own!
And well they must have loved before,
If since thy birth they loved not more.
Thou art a branch of noble stem,

And, seeing thee, 1 figure them,

What many a chililless one would give,
If thou in their still home would’st live!
Though in thy face no tamily line
Might sweetly say, “this babe is mine!”
In time thou would’st become the same
As their own child,~all but the name!

How happy must thy parents be

Who dn?ly live in sight of thee!

Whose hearts no greater pléasures scek
Than see thee smile, and hear thee speak,
And feel all natural griefs beguiled

By thee, their fond, their duteous child.

t joy must in their souls have stisr™d
‘When thy first broken words were heard, -
‘Words, that inspired by Heaven, express'd;
The transports dancing in thy breast!
Apd for thy mlhl-:iyvlip. cheek, | ow,
Even while I gaze, are kindling now.

1 allesd thee duteous 3 -am J wropg?
Nog truth, | fesl,'ia in my.songs.



Come Whoam to. thy Childer an’ Me.

Duteous thy heart’s still beatings move
T0*God, to Nature, and to Lave;.
To God l—for thou a harmless child
Has kept dis temple undefiled :

lp Nature !—for thy tears and sighs

alone her mysteriess

To {—for fiends of hate might scc
Thou dwell'st in love, and love in thee!
‘What wonder then though in thy dreams
Thy face with mystic meaning beams !

Oh! that my spirit’s eye could sce
‘Whence burst those gleams of ecstasy !
That light of dreaming soul appears

To play from thoughts above thy years,
Thou smilest as if thy soul were soaring
To Heaven, and"Heaven’s God adoring !
And who can tell what visions high
May bless an infant’s sleeping eye?
‘What brighter throne can brightness find
To reign on than an infant’s mind,

Ere sin destroy, or error dim,

The glory of the Seraphim 2

e

COME WHOAM TO THY CHILDER AN’ MK,
Epwin Wavcn.
[A Lancashire poet, resident at Manchester ; Living.]

Aw've just mended th' fire wi’ a cob;
Owd Swaddle has brought thi new shoon 3
‘There’s some nice bacon-collops o’ th’ hob,
An’ a quart ogale posset i’th’ oon;
Aw’ve brought thi top-cwot, does ta know,
For th’ rain’s comin’ deawn very dres;
An’ th’ har’stone’s as white as new snow ;—
Come whoam to thi childes an’ me.

‘When aw put little Sally to bed,
Hoocri&?’couhaé&uwum’tdm;
8c, aw kissed ¢’ little thing, sn’ aw said
'I'hac’d bring ber a ribbif fro ¢’ fair;
An"aw. gax her her doll; an’ some rugs,
i et e
? aw f w‘ .
8¢ hoo wanted 40 kiss- fhee an’ o's

20g
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Ay’ Dick, too, aw’d sich wark wi® him,
Afore aw could get him upstairs;
Thae towd him thae’d brmg him a drum,
He said, when he’re sayin’ hl; prayers ;
Then he looked i’ my face, an’ he said, o
“ Has th’ boggarts taen houd o’ my daa
An’ he cried till his e’en were quite red ;
He likes thee some weel, does yon lad!

Atth’ lung-length, aw geet em’ laid still;
An’ aw hwrken t folk’s feet at went by ;
So aw iron’t o’ my clooas reet weel,
An’ aw hanged ’em o’ th’ m.udcn to dry;
When aw’d mended thi stockm s an’ shirts,
Aw sit deawn to knit i’ my cheer,
An’ aw rayley did feel rayther hurt,—
Mon, aw’m one-ly when theaw artn’t theer

“ Aw’ve a drum an’ a trumpet for Dick ;
Aw've a yard o’ blue ribbin fo; Sal;
Aw’ve a book full 0 babs s an’ a snck,
An’ some ’bacco an’ pipes for mysel ;
Aw've brought thec some coffee an’ tay,—
Iv thae’ll feel i’ my pocket, thae'll see;
An’ aw bought thee a new cap to-day,—
But, aw olez bring summat for thee/”

“ God ble.« tho, my l&w aw'll go whoam.
An’ aw’ll kiss thee an’ th’ childer o’ reawnd
‘Thae knows, that wheerever aw roam,
Aw’m fain to get back to th’ owd greawnd.
Aw can do wi’ a crack o'er a glass ;
Aw can do wi’ a bit ov a spree;
But aw’ve no gradely comfort, my lass,
Except wi’ yon childer an’ thee !

s st

AW NWIR CAN CALL HUR MY WIFE,
Bexjamin Prrsron.
[A Yorkshire poet,cresident at Bradford ; Bving.]

Aw’n & weyver ya hoaw, and awf deal,
So aw du all ativer aw
'l‘lpnuwayuw: my
Fhe thowts anthenmwﬂml



Aw nivir can call Hur my Vife,

Eight §hillin a wick’s whot aw arn,
When aw've varry gooid wark an full time,
An aw think it a sorry consarn
Fur a hear®y young chap in his prime |
s

But ar maister says things is as well

As they haesbeen, ur ivir can be;
An aw happen sud think sca mysel,

oIf he nobud swop places wi me ;

But he’s welcome ta all he can get,

Aw begrudge him o’ noan o’ his brass,
An aw'm nowt bud a madlin ta fret,

Ur ta dream 0’ yond bewtiful lass |

Aw nivir can call hur my wife,
My love aw sal njvir mak knawn,
it the sorra thit darkens hur life
Thraws a shadda across o' my awn;
An aw’m suar when hur heart is at ceas.
Thear is sunshine an singin i’ mine,
An misfortunes may come as they pleeas,
Bud they niver can mak ma repine.

That Chartist wur nowt bud a sloap,
Aw wur fooil’d be his speeches an rhymes,
His promises wattcred my hogp,
An aw leng’d fur his sunshiny timeys;
But aw fecl "at my dearist desire
Is withrin within ma away,
Like an ivy-stem trailin’ it mire,
An deein’ fur t' want of a stay!

When aw laid i’ my bed day an neet,

And wur geen up by ¢’ doctur for deead—
God bless hur—shoo’d come wi” a leet

An a basine’ grewil an brecad ;
An aw once thawt aw’d aht wi’ it all,

But sa kindly shoo chattud and smiled
Aw wur fain tu turn ovvur ta t'wall,

An ta bluther an sob like a child !

An aw said as aw thowt of her een,
Each breeter fur’t tear at wur in’t;
I¢’s a sin ta be niver furgeen
‘Ta yoke hur ta famine an stint ;
80 aw’] &’en travel forrud thru lifc,
, Like a man thru a desert unknawn,
Aw muA ne’ef bev 8 hoam an a8 wifs,
Bud my sorras will all be my awnd
s

an
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Soa aw™ trudge on aloan as aw owt,
An whativer my troubles may be,
They’ll be sweetened, wmy lass, yi’ the thowe
That aw’ve niver browt trowble to thee ;
Yit a burd hes its young uns ta guard,e
A wild beast, a mate ih his den;
An aw cannot but think thas its hard—
Nay, deng it, aw’m roarin agen !

[

MAUD MULLER.
J- G. WurrtIEr.

[An American poet; he has written < Songs of Lgbour, and utier
Poems,” Boston, U.S. 1851; ¢ Home Ballads, and other Poerrs,”
Boston, U.S. 1860 ; * Poems,” 8vo, Boston, 1850 : and several other

works.]

Maup MULLER, on a summer’s day,
Raked the meadows sweet with hay.

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth
Of simple beauty and rustic health,

Singing, she wrought, and a merry glee
The mock-bird echoed from his tree.

But, when she glanced to the far-off town,
White from its hill-slope looking down,

The sweet song died, und a v:flgue unrest
And a nameless longing filled her breast—

A wish, that she hardly dared to own,
For something better than she had known.

The Judge rode slowly down the lane,
Smoothing his horse’s chestnut mane.

He drew his bridle in the shade
Of the apple-trees, to greet the maid,

And ask a draught from the spring that flowed
Through the meadows across the road.

Shé stooped where the cool & bubbled
And filled for him het.mdl‘:iﬁ:gnp, i
Adld blushed as she Fave ity looking down
On tiey fect 30 bare, and her tattered gowa.



Maud Miller, arg
“Thanks!” said the Judge, ““a sweeter draught
From a fairer hand was never quaff’d.”

He spoke o; the grass, and €5wcu, and trees,
Of e singing birds and the hummii.g, lves;

Then talked of the haying, and wondered whether
The cloud in the west would bring toul weather.

L]
And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown,
And her graceful ankles bare and brown ;

And listened, while a pleased surprise
Looked from her long-lashed hazel eycs.

At last, like ore who for dclay
Secks a vain excase,"he rode away.

Maud Miiler looked and sighed: “Ah, me!
That I the Judge’s bride might be!

«He would dress me up in silks so fine,
And praise and toast me at his wine.

“ My father should wear a broad-cloth coats
My brother should sail a painted boat.

“Td dress my mother so grand and gay,
And the baby should bave a new toy each day.

“ And P'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor.
And all should Lless me who left our door.”

The Judge looked back as he climbed the hill,
And saw Maud Miiller standing still.

* A form morc#air, a face more sweet,
Ne’er hath it been my lot to meet.

# And her modest answer and graceful air,
Show her wise and good as she is fair.

“ Would she were tnine, and 1 to dzy,
Like her a harvester of hay :

“No doubtful balance of rights and wrodgp,
mmhwmmismm g

* But iow Bf cutfe and of
Al?hdﬁdqﬂuindﬁn;%’
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But he thought of his sisters, proud and cold,
And his mother, vain of her rank and gold.

So, closing his heart, the Judf rode on,
And Maud was lcft in the ficld alone.e®

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon,
When he hummed in court an old love-tune;

And the young girl mused beside the well,

“Till the rain on the umaked clover fell.

He wedded a wife of richest dower,
Who lived for fashion, as he for power.

‘et oft, in his marble bearth’s bright glow,
He watched a picture come and go:

And sweet Maud Miiller’s hazel eyes
Looked out in their innocent surprise.

Oft when the wine in his glass was red,
He longed for the wayside well instead

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms,
To dream Qf meadows and clover blooms.

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain3
“ Ah, that I were free again |

“ Free as when 1 rode that day,
‘Where the barefoot maiden raked her hay.”

She wedded a man unlearned and poor,
And many children. played round her doot.

But care and sorrow, and cflild-birth pam,
Left their traces on heart and brain.

And oft, when the summer sun shone hot
On the new-mown hay in the meadow lot,

And she heard the little spring-brook fall
Qver the roadside, through the wall,

In‘the shade of the apple-tree again
She saw a rider draw his rein:

Add, fgfnmg down, with. nmnd gnee,
his pleasedt eyes read het face,
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Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls
Stretched away into stately halls;

The weary yheel to a spinnet turned,
Thg tallow candle an astral burned,

And for him who sat by the chimney lug,
Dozing and grumbling o’er pipe and mug,

A manly form at her side she saw,
And joy was duty, and love was law,

Then she took up her burden of life again,
Saying only, “ It might have been I

Alas | for Maiden, alas ! for Judge,
For rich repiner agd household drudge!l »

L
God pity them both ! and pity us all,
Who vainly the dreams of youth recall.

For of all sad works of tongue or pen,
The saddest are these: “ It might have been I

Ah, well! for us all some sweet hope lies
Deeply buried from human eyes:

And, in the hereafter, angels may
Roll the stone from its grave away |

et—

THE DISABLED SOLDIER.
Oriviz GoLbasrTy.

[Author of “The Traveller,”  Vicar of Wakeficld,” &c. Born
1328; died 1774.] .

As for my misfortunes, master, 1 can’t pretend to have gone
through any more than other folks; for, egcept thg loss of my
limb, and my being obliged to beg, 1 don’t know any reason, thank
Heaven, that I have to complain. There is Bill Tibbs, of our regi-
ment, he has lost both his legs, 4nd an eye to boot; but, thank
Heaven! it is not 90 bad with me Yet. =

1 was born in Shropshire. My father was 2 Yabourer, and died
when 1 was five old; so I was put upon the parish. As he
had bees a ing sort of®a man, the parishioners %verg nof
sble ¢ 2l to what partish 1 belonged, or where I was borng eo
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they sent me to another parish, and that parish sent me to a third,
I thought, in m(y heart, they kept sending me about so long, that
they would not let me be born in any parish at all ; butat lastg.ow=
ever, they fixed me. Ihad some dispositich to be a scholar, and
way resolved, at least, to know my letters; but the master of the
wgrkhouse put me to business as soon as [ was able to handle a
mallet; and hére J lived an casy kind of a life for five years, I
vnly wrought ten hours in the day, and had my meat and drink
provided for my labour. It is true, I was not suffered,to stir out of
the house, for fear, as they said, I should run away. But what of
that? 1had the liberty of the whole house, and the yard before
the door; and that was enough for me. I was then bound out
to a farmer, where I was up both early and late; but I ate and
drank well, and liked my business well enough, till he died, when 1

« was obliged to provide for myself; so I was resolved to go and seek
my fortune. o

In this manner I went from town to fown, wotked ‘when I could
get employment, and starved when I could get none; when, hap-
pening one day to go through a field belonging to a justice of
peace, 1 spied a hare crossing the path just before me; and 1 believe
the Evil One put it in my head to fling my stick at it :—well, what
will you have on’t?—I killed the hiare and was bringing it away in
triumph, when the justice himself met me. He called mea poacher
and a villain; and collaring me, desired I would give an account
of myself. I fell upon my knees, begged his worship’s pardon, and
began to give a full accopnt of all that I knew of myself. But,
though I gave a very good account, the justice would not believe a
syllable I had to say; so I was indicted at sessions, found guilty ot
being poor, and sent up to London, to Newgate, in order to be
transported as a vagabond.’

People may say this and that of being in ?o , but for my part, I
found Newgate as agreeable a place as ever I was in, in all my life.
1 had my belly-full to eat and drink, and did no work at all. This
kind of life was too good to last for ever ; so 1 was taken out of prison,
after five months, put on board a ship, and sent off with two hundred
more, to the planitations. We had but arFindifferent passage; for,
being all confined in the hold, more than a hundred of our people
died for want of sweet air, and those that remained were sickly
enough, you may be sure, When we came ashore, we were sold to
the ten.fndlwboundformen more. As | was no
scholar (for I did know my letters), 1 was obliged to. work

nm::gdu negroes; and I served out my time, as in duty bound
to .
When my time_had expired, ¥ worked my péssage home; and
lmm{nleabldﬁﬁnd n, because I loved my country.
was afraid, however, 1 be indicted for &+ oncs
@ore;, sa-did not cuch care to go down isto the country, bus kept
about the town, and did little jobs When I could get theem, -
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1 was very heppy in this manner for some time, till cne evening
coming home from work, two men knocked me dawn, and then
desimed me to stand. ,They belonged to a pressgang. I was carfled
before the justice, and, &s I could give no account of myself, Idad
my choice lefigwhether to go on board a man-of-war, or list fgra
soldier. I chose the latter, and, in this post of a gentleman, 1
served two campaigns in Flanders, was at the battes of Val and
Fontenoy, and received but one wound, through the breast here;
but the docter of our regiment soon made me well again.

When the peace came, I was discharged; and, as I could not
work, because my wound was sometimes troublesome, I listed for a
landman in the East-India Company’s service. I here fought the
French in six pitched battles; and I verily believe that, if 1 could
1ead or write, our captain would have made mea corpofal. But iy
was not my good fortune to have any promotion ; for I soon fell
sick, and so got leave to rgtum home again, with forty pounds in
my pocket. ' This was at the beginning of the present war; and U
hoped to be set on shore, and to have the pleasure of spending my
money. But the government wanted men, and so I was pressed for
a sailor before ever I could set foot on shore.

The boatswain found me, as he said, an obstinate fellow. He
swore he knew that [ understood my business well, but that 1
wanted to be idle. But I knew nothing of sea-business ; and he beat
me without considering what he was about. I had still, however,
my forty pounds, and that was some comfort to me under every
Yeating ; and the money I might have had to this day, but that our
ship was taken by the French, and so I lost all.

Our crew was carried into Brest; and many of them died, because
they were not used to live in a gaol, but, for my part, it was
nothing to me, for I was scasoned. One night as 1 was sleeping on
the bed of boards, with a warm blanket about me (for I always
loved to lie well), I was awakened by the boatswain, who had a
dark lantern in his hand, “Jack,” says he to me, “ will you knock
out the French sentry’s brains?”  “I don’t care,” says I, striving to

myself awake, “if d a hand.” “Then follow me,” says

3 “and I hope we do business.” So up Igot, and tied my
blanket (which was all the clothes 1 had) about my middle, and
went with him to fight the Frenchmen,.

Though we had no arms, we went down to the door, where both
the sentries were , and rushing upon than,uiz&thdruml
in a moment, mk%&mdow;;ﬁ!’mﬁhewe. nine of us
tan together to the y scizing rat we met, got out
of the harbour, mdq;tymsa. We had not been here three days
Yefore we were taken up by the Dorset privateer, Who were glad of
s0 many good hands; atid we consented to run our chance. Howe

i it the Pomipadeut privaver, of by e, whie W bad
n privateer, rty guns, while we
but twenty-firce ; 90 t0 it we.went, yardarm sod yardarm, T
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t lpsted for three hours; and I verily believe we should have
! the Frenchman, had we but had some more’men left behind ;
;but, unfortunately, we lost all our men just gs we were going & get
the victory. ]

J was once more in the power of the French;end I believe it
would have gone hard with me had I been brought back to Brest:
but, by good fortune, we were retaken by the Viper. 1 had almost
forgot to tell you that, in that engag t, I was wounded in two
r{hcsx 1 lost four fingers of the left hand, and my legewas shot off.

I had had the good fortune to have lost my leg and the use of my
hand on board a king’s ship, and not aboard a privateer, I should
have been entitled to clothing and maintenance during the rest of
my life. But that was not my chance; one man is born with a
,silver spobn in his mouth, and another with a wooden ladle.
However, blessed be God! 1 enjoy good health, and will for ever
love liberty and Old England. Liberty, Property, and Old England
for ever, huzzal - ' '

s

THE DYING SAILOR.,
Rev, Grorge Craspr.

Yes! there are real mourners.—J/have seer

A fair, sad girl, mild, suffering, 4nd serene;
Attention (through the day) her dutles claim’d,
And to be useful as resign’d she aim’dis

Neatly she drest, nor vainly seem’d t’ expect
Pity for grief, or pardon for neglect ;

But, when her wearied parents sunk to sleep,
She sought her place to meditate and weep:
Then to her mind was all the past display’d,

That faithfal memory brings to s aid
For then she thought on one regretteq youth,
Her:tender trust, and his unq

d truth;
In ev’ry place she wander'd, where they’d been,
And sadly.sacred held the parting scene,
‘Where last for sea he took his leave-+that place
‘With double interest would she nightly trace;
For long the courtship was, and he m\d y,
Each time he sail’d,— This omei.u then the day:™
Yet prudence tarried; but, when Inst bie went, .
He ghewfrom pitying leve a full consent.

Happy he sail’d, and great the care ghe took,
&:theshouldsomydeep.mdmrm\ooh
ite wis his better linen, and ltis
/ﬁ Was madt nore trim than any on thi deck ;-
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And etery comfort men ut sea can know,

‘Was her’s to buy, to make, and to bestow:

For he to Gresnland sail’d, and much she told,
How he should®guard against the climate’s cold,
Yet sawdnot danger; dangers he’d withstood,
Nor could she trace the fever in his blood :

His messmates smil’d at flushings on his cheek,
And he too smil’d, but seldom would he speak ;
For®now he found the danger, felt the pain,
With grievous symptoms he could not explain
Hope was awaken’d, as for home be sail'd,

But quickly sank, and never more prevail’d.

He call’d his friend, and prefac’d with a sigh
A lover's messag.—* Thomas, I must die:
Would I could see my Sally, and could rest
My throbbing tenfples on her faithful breast,
And gazing, I1—if not, this trifle take,
And say, till ¢ ath 1 wore it for her sake;
Yes ! I'must de—blow on, sweet breeze, blow on !
Give me one look, before my life be gone,
Oh! give me that, and let me not despair,
One last fond look—and now repeat the prayer.”

He had his wish, had more; 1 will not paint
The lovers’ meeting ; she beheld him faint~—
‘With tender fears, she took a ncrer view,

Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew;
He tried to smile, and, half succeeding, said,
*Yes! I muyst die;” and hope for ever fled.

Still long she nursed him; tender thoughts, meantinye
Were interchang’d, and hopes and views sublime.
To her lic came to die, and every day
She took some portion of the dread away ;
With him she pray’d, to him his Bible sead,
Sooth'd the fai& heart, and held the aching head;
She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer}
Apart, she sigh’d; alone, she shed the tear;
Then, as if breaking from a cloud, she gave
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the gravg,

One day he lighter seem’d, and they forgot
The care, the dread, the anguish of their lot;
They spoke with cheerfulness, and seem’d to think.
Yet said not so—* perhaps he will not sink :”
A sudden brightness in his look appear’d,
A sudden vigour in h'v voice was heard ;~
8he had tRen réading in the book of préyer,
#ad led him forth, and placed him in &is chairg
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Lively he seem’d, and spoke of all he knew,

*The friendly many, and the favourite few ;-

Nor one that day did he to mind recall,

But she has treasur’d, and she loves ghem a'l;
When in her way she meets them they app g
Peculiar people—death has made them dear.

He nam’d his friend, but then his hand shs prest,
And fondly whisper’d “Thou must go to rest;”
“I go,” he said; but, as he spoke, she found o
His hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound!
Then gaz'd affrighten’d; but she caught a last,

A dying look of love, and all was past:

She plac’d a decent stone his grave above,
Neatly engrav’d—an offering of her love;
Fog thap she wrought, for that forsook her bed,
Awake alike to duty and the dead’, !
She would have griev’d, had fiiends presum’d to spars
The least assistance—"twas her proper care.

Here will she come, and on the grave will sit,
Folding her arms, in long abstracted fit;
But, if observer pass, will take her round,
And careless seem, for she would not be found ;
Then go again, and thus her hour employ,
‘While visions please hes, and while woes destroy.

Forbear, sweet maid; nor be by fancy led,
To hold mysterious converse with the dead ;
For sure at length thy thoughts, thy spirit’s pain,
In this sad conflict, will disturb thy brain ;
All have their tasks and trials; thine are hard,
But short the time, and glorious the reward ;
Thy patient spirit to thy duties give,
Regard thie dead, but to the living live.

———

BERNARDO AND ALFONSO.
J. G. Lo¢xsarr.
+In-law of Sir Walter Scott: editor of the Quarterly ; author of
the % Spanish Ballads.” Born 1793 ; died 1B54.]
L]

‘Wirn some good ten of his chosen men, Bernardo hath appear'd
Before them all in the palace hall, the lying king to beard ;

With cap¥n hand, und eye on groundl, he osme i reverend guise
Bm.ya-mdm'bgmm'd.mmmkemmw



Bernards and Atpaonso, sl

“ A cursc upon thee,” cries the king, “who com’st unbid to me;
But what from, traitor’s bloud should spring, save traitois like to0

thee?

IS sire, Lords, had a traitor’s heart: perchance eur champion
brave

May think it ®cre a pious part to share Don Sancho's grave”

T Whoever told this tale—the king hath rashness to repeat,”

Cries Banard, ** Here my gage 1'tling before Tue Lian’s feet!
No treason®vas in Sancho’s blood, no stain in mine doth lie—
Below the thione what kuight will own the coward calumny ?

“'The blood that I'like water shed, when Roland did advance,
By secret traitors hired and led, to makes us slaves of France ;=
The life of King Alphonso 1 saved at Roncesval,—

Your words, Lord King, are recompense abundant for it all,

“ Your horsg was down—aodt hope was flown—I saw the falchion
shine,

That soon had drank your royal blood, had I not ventured mine;

But memory soon of service done deserteth the ingrate,

And ye’ve thank’d the son, for life and crown, by the father’s bloody
fate.

“Ye swore upon yodir kingly faith, to set Don Sancho free,

But, shame upont ybur paltering breath, the light he ne’er did see;
He dicd in dungeon cold and dim, by Alphonso’s base decree,
And visage blind, and stiffen’d limb, wert all they gave to me.

“The king that swerveth from his word hath stain’d his purple

black,
No Spanish Lord will draw the sword hehind a liar's back s
But noble vengeance shall be mine, an open hate I'll show—
The King hath injur'd Carpio’s line, and Bernardis his foe.”

 Seize—seize him I”"—loud the King doth scream==* There are 8
thousand here—

Let his foul blood this iMstant stream~—=What, caitiffs, do you feas ?

Seize—seize the traitor !”—But not one to move a finger dareth,~

Bernardo standeth by the throne, and calm his sword he bareth.

He drew the falchion from the sheath, and held it up on high,
And all the hall was still as death : cries Bernard, “ Here am 1,
And here is the sword that owns no lord, excepting Heaven and me;
Fain would I know who dares his point—~King, Condé, or Grandee!”

Then to his mouth the horn he df®w—(it bung below his cioak)—

His ;enktm men the signal knew—and through 'the. ring they
roke, .

With helm on head, and plade t hand, the knights the cifcle

And back the lordlings *gan to stind, and the fajse king to q
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“Ha! Bernard,” quoth Afphonso, “ what means this warlike guise
Ye know full well I jested—ye know your worth I prize.”

But Bernard turn’d upon his heel, and smiling pass’d away—
Long rued Alphonso and his realm the jesting, Jf that day.

——

SPEECH OF DEMOSTHENES TO THE ATHENIANS.

ATtneNiaNs l—Had this assembly been called together on an une
usual occasion, I should have heard the opinions of others before 1
had offered my own ; and if what they proposed had seemed to me
judicious, I should have been silent; if otherwise, I should have given
Y reasons for differing from those who had spoken before me. But,
as the subject of «our present deliberatiops has been otten treated by
others, 1 hope I shall be excused, though I'rise up first ¢o offer my
opinion. Had the schemes formerly proposed been successful, there
would have been no occasion for the present consultation.

First, then, my countrymen, let me entreat you, not to look
upon the state of our affairs as desperate, though it be unpromising;
for as, on one hand, to compare the present with times past, mate
ters have indeed a very gloomy aspect; so, on the other, if we ex-
tend our views to future times, I have good hopes that the distresses
we are now under will prove of greater advantage to us than if we
nad never fallen into them.« If it be asked, what probability there
is of this? Ianswer, I hope it will appear that it is our egregious
misbehaviour alone that hus brought us into these disadvantageous
circumstances; from which follows the necessity of altering our
conduct, and the prospect of bettering our circumstances by doing so.

If we had nothing to accuse ourselves of, and yet found our
affairs in their present disorderly condition, we should not have
room left even for the hope of recovering ourselves. But, my
countrymen, it is known to you, partly by your own remembrance,
and partly by information from others, how gloriously the Lacede~
monian war was sustained ; in which we engiged, in defence of our
own rights, against an enemy powerful and formidable; in the
whole conduct of which war nothing happened unworthy the dig-
nity of the Athenian state; and this within these féw years past.
My intention ix recalling to your memory this part of our history,
is to show you, that you have no reason to fear any enemy, if'
your operations be wisely planned and vigorously executed.

« The enemy has, indeo., gained considerable advantages by treaty

as well as by conquest; for it is Yo be expected that princes and

states will court the alliance of those who seem powerful

to protect both themselves and their confederates. Bni, my coune
- though you have of late ben toe supjnely negligent of

what concerns you ® neusly, if you will, even now, gaalve @



Steech of Demasthenes to the Athenians. a3y

exert yourselves unanimously, each according to his respective ubilis
-dies and circuristances,—the rich by contributing liberally towards
the gxpense of the war, and the rest by presenting themselves to
Ye enrolled, to make up the deficiencies o? the army and navy; if,
n short, you will at 1a® resume your own character, and act dike
yourselves—it i¥not yet too late, with the help of heaven, to recgyer
what you have lost, and to inflict just vengeance on your insolent
enemy, :

But when will you, my countrymen, when will you rouse from
your indolence, and bethink yoursclves of what is to be done?
When you are forced to it by some fatal disaster, When irresistible
necessity drives you~—~What think you of the disgraces which are
already come upon you? Is not the past sufficient to stimulate
your activity ? or do you wait for somewhat yet to come more forcible
and urgent >~ low long will you amuse yoursclves with inquirings
of one another after news, as you ramble idly aboyt the streets?
What news se strange everecaffic to Athens, as that a Macedonian
should subdue this state, and lord it over Greece?  Again, you ask
one another, “ What! is Philip dead?” “No,” it is answered:
“but he is very ill.” How foolish this curiosity. Whatis it to you
whether Philip is sick or well?  Suppose he were dead, your inac-
tivity would soon raise up against yoursclves another Philip in his
stead : for it is not his strength that has made him what he is, but
vour indolence ; which has of late been such that you seem neither
in a condition to tzke any advantage of the enemy, nor to keep it, if
it were gained by others for you, o

Wisdom directs that the conductors of a war always anticipate

the operations of the enemy, instead of waiting to see what steps
he shall take; whereas, you Athenians, though you be masters of
all that is necessary, for war, as shipping, cavalry, infantry, and
funds, have not the .spirit to make the proper use of your advan.
tages, but suffer the enemy to dictate to you every motion you aro
to make. If you hear that Philip is in the Chersonesus, you order
troops to be sent thither; if at Pylw, forces are to be detached to
secure that post.~Wherevgr he makes an attack, there you stand
"upon your defence. Yot pttend him in all his motions, as soldiers
do their general. But youinever think of striking out of yourselves
any bold and effectual schéme for bringing him to reason, by being
before-hand with him. A pitifal manner of carrying on war at
any time; but in the critical circumstances you are ngw in, utterly
ruinous,

Oh| shame to the Athenian name! We undertook this war
wainst Philip, in order to obtain sedress of grievances, and to force
fim to indemnify us “for the injustes be had dong us; and e have
sonducted it 50 sucpessfully, tﬂat‘ we shall by and by think oure
#elves happy if we escape being defeated and ruined! For who can
tink that a prince,of hjs restiss and ambitioys tempew will nop
enprove thg oppostuities and adtautages whicl) our indgleod and
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timidity present him? Will he give over his designs against us,
withog being obliged to it? An% who will olfl?énhi;g Wha
will restrain his fury? Shall we wait for asyistance from somesan-
knoyn country? In the name of all that i sacred, and all that is
dear to us, let us make an attempt with what forges we can raise,
if #ve should not be able to raise as many as we could wish, Let
us do somewhat to curb this tyrant. Let us remember this, that
heis our enemy; that he has spoiled us of our dominions; that
we have long been subject to his insolence ; that whacever we ex-
pected to be done for us by others, hath proved against us; and
that all the resource left is in ourselves: then we shall come toa
proper determination ; then we shall give due attention to afluire,
and be ready to act as becomes Athenians, -

e —

LOCHIEL’S WARNING.
Tunomas CamrerLL.

Wigard, Lochiel! Lochiel! beware of the day
‘When the Lowlands shall meet thee in battle array 3
For a field of the dead rushes red on my sight,

And the clans of Culloden are scatter’d in fight :
‘They rally, they bleed, for their kingdom and crown ;
‘Woe, woe, to the nders that trample them down!
Proud Cumberland prances, insulting the slain,

And their hoof-beaten bosoms are trod to the plain.
But hark | through the fast-flashing lightning of war,
‘What steed to the desert flies frantic and far |

*Tis thine, oh, Glenullin ; whose bride shall await,
Like a love-lighted watch-fire, all night at the gate
A steed comes at morning : no rider is there,

But its bridle is red with the sign of despair.

Weep, Albin'! to death and captivity led |

Oh weep! but thy tears cannot number the dead 3
For a merciless sword on Culloden shall wave-
Culloden; that recks with the blood of the brave.

Lochiel. Go, preach to the coward, thou death-tetling seer!
Or, if gory Culloden so dreadful appear,

Draw, dotard, around thy old wavering sight,
This mantle, to cover the phantoms of fright!

Wizard. Wa! laugh’st thou, Lochiel, my vision to scom?
:‘l;nmr% t:{::oltaounmn, thy plluym shall be'torn !

exultingly forth,
Froln his hote in tl:ﬁk-;gng cloudsef the north P
Lol the deathesh ot of foemen outspeeding, he rode
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Companionless, bearing destruction abfoad ;

But down le: him stoop from his havoc on high!

Ah! kome let him speed—for the spoiler is nigh.

Why flames the 'fy summit? Why shoot to the blast

Those embers, like stars from tlie firmament cast ?

Tis the fife-shower of ruin, all dreadfully driven

From his eyry, that bescons the darkness of heaven.

Oh, crested Lochiel! the peerless in. might,

‘Whosg banners arise on the battements’ height,

Heaven’s fire is around thee, to blast and to burn;

Return to thy dwelling! all lonely, return !

For the blackness of ashes shall mark where it stood,

And a wild mother scream o’er her tamishing brood.
Lochuel. False wizard, avaunt! 1 have marshall'd my clan,

r'heir swords arc a thousand, their bosoms are one! .

They are true to the lastof their blood and theit breath,

And like reapers desc®nd to the harvest of death,

Then welcome be Cumberland’s steed to the shock!

Let him dash his proud foam like a wave on the rock !

But woe to his kindred, and woe to his cause,

When Albin her claymore indignantly draws}

‘When her bonneted chieftains to victory crowd,

Clanranald the dauntless, and Moray the proud ;

All plaided and plumed in their tartan array——
Wizard. Lochiel! Lochiel! beware of the day!

For, dark and despairing, my sight b may seal,

But man cannot cover what God would reveal ;

*Tis the sunset of hfe gives me mystical lore,

And coming events cast their shadows before.

I tell thee, Culloden’s dread echoes shall ring

‘With the bloodhounds that bark for thy fugitive king,

Lo! anointed by Heaven with the vials of wrath,

Behold, where he flies on his desolate path |

Now, in darkness and billows, he sweeps from my sight—

Rise! rise! ye wild tempests, and cover his flight!

’Tis finish’d. Thefr thunders are hush’d on the moors ;

Culloden is lost, and my country deplores ;

But where is the iron-bound prisoner? ‘Wheré ?

For the red eye of battle is shut in despair.

Say, mounts he the ocean-wave, banish’d, forlorn

Like a limb from his country lies bleeding and tom? |

Ah no! for a carker departure is near ;

The war-drum is muftied, and black is the bier;

His death-bell is tolling : nh ! mercy, dispel «

Yon sight, that it freczes my spirit to tell

Life flutters convulsed in his quivering limbs,

And his blood-treaming nosgril in agony swims

Accuréd be the faggots, that blaze at his fout,
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Where his heart shall be thrown, ere it ccases to beat
With the smoke of its ashes to poison the

Lochiel. Down, soothless insulter! I trust not the tale. g
For never shall Albin a destiny meet _*

" 8o black with dishonour, so foul with Yetreat.

Tho’ my perishing ranks should be strewed iri-their gore
Like ocean-weeds heap’d on the surf-beaten shore,
Lochiel, untainted by flight or by chains,

While the kindling of life in his bosom remains,

Shall victor exult, or in death be laid low,

With his back to the field, and his feet to the foe!

And leaving in battle no blot on his name,

Look proudly to heaven from the death-bed of fame,

——

THE POOR MAN AND THE FIEND.
Rev. MR, Macrerran,

A F1EnD once met a humble man
At night, in the cold dark street,
And led him into a palace fair,
Where musig circled sweet ;
And light and warmth cheered the wanderer's heart,
From frost and darkness screened,
Till his brain grew mad beneath the joy,
And he worshipped before the Fiend.

Ah! well if he ne’er had knelt to that Fiend,
For a task-master grim was he;

And he said, “ One half of thy life on earth,
1 enjoin thee to yield to me;

And when, from rising till set di sun,
Thou-hast toiled in the heat or snow,

Let thy gains on mine altar an offering be ;"
Am{thc poor man ne’er said “ No!”

3
The poor man had health, more dear than gold;
Stout bone and muscle strong,
That neither faint nor weary grew,
To tpil the June day long ; .
And the Fiend, his god, cried hoarse and loud,
“Thy strength thou must forego, -
Or thoy no worshipper art of mine;
And the foor man ¢'er said “ No
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Three children blest the poor man’s home-—
Stray angels dropped on earth—

The Fiend beheld their sweet blue eyes,
And he ‘gghed in fmrful mmh t

“ Bring forth" thy little ones,” quoth he,
“ My godhead wills it so !

I want an evening sacrifice ;” .
And the poor man ne'er said “No I”

A young wife sat by the poor man’s fire,
‘Who, since she blushed a bride,
Had gilded his sorrow, and brightened his joys,
His guardian, fricnd, and guide,
Foul fall the Fiend ! hz gave command,
“ Come, mix the cup of woe,
Bid thy young wife dmm it to the dregs
And the poor‘m.m nc’er said “ No 1"

Oh ! misery now for this poor man!
Oh! deepest of misery !
Next the Fiend his godlike Reason took,
And amongst the beasts fed he;
And when the sentinel Mind was gone,
He piltered his Soul also;
And—marvel of marvels !—he murmured not:
The poor man ne'er said “ No !’

Now, men and matrons in your prime,
Children and grandsires old,

Come listen, with soul as well as ear,
This saying whilst I unfold;

Oh, listen ! till you brain whirls round,
And your heart is sick to think,

That in England’s isle all this bcfcl
And the name of the Fiend was-—Dmsl t

——

THE DEATH OF BAWTIE,
A BORDER BALLAD.

Ag Bawtie fled frac Langton Tower
‘Wi’ his troop alang the way;
By the Gornej ford 8n ould rman stood,
And to him did Batic say 1
e3
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“ Prythee, tell unto me, thou weird auld man,
‘Whilk name this ford doth wear?” . °

“>Tis the Corney ford ” quo’-the weird old man,
“ And thou'lt cross it alive no thawr I

“ Gin’ this be Corney ford indeed,
The Lotd’s grace bide wi’ me,

For Y'll n¢’er get hame to my ain dear land,
That lies far oure the sea.

“For I was told by a seer so auld,
That when I should cross this ford,

My hours were numbered ilka ane,
And to fa’ beneath the sword.”

*Then ride thee fast, thou knight sae braw,”
he auld man now did'sa .
“ Thou’rt safe ’gin thou can’st reach Dunbar
Afore the gloaming grey.”

Then Bawtie fled wi’ furious speed
Awa’ like the wintry wind;

But the fiery Home, and his savage band,
Hard pressed on him behind.

Many the lang brown on the stang moor,
Some fell; afld some were slain,

But Bawtie spurred on wi’ hot speed
The Lammer muir to gain.

Syne down the hills to the east of Dunse
He rode ryght furiously,

Till near the house o’ lane Crane crook
Deep laid in a bog was he.

And the men o the merse aroynd him ran
‘Wi’ their lang spears glentin gray ;
Grim Wedderburn with fury wild
Rushed into the bloody fray.

The fray went hot, and soon was past,
And some faces then lay pale;

And the herd-boy stood on the hill aghast
At the slaughterin’ jn the vale.

Their :vaponsgood,wetesnined in bluid
GQ‘GH\emxden:ln:é\ismm; e

rim Home hew’ Bawtie’g head,
And)mhkbodywmskn. s
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Then they stripped off his broidered vest,
His helmet eke and his mail,

Syne shrandless laid him down to his rest,
Where sarife shall nae mair assail.

The leddies of France may wail and mourn,
Wail and mourn full sair;

For the bonny Bawtie’s lang brown locks,
They’ll rever see waving mair.

—————

MARGUERITE OF FRANCE.
Mns. Hrmans.

Tue Mcslem spears were gleaming
Round Damietta’s towers,

Tho’ a Christian banner from her walls
Waved free its lily flowers :

Ay, proudly did the banner wave,
As queen of earth and air;

But faint hearts throbbed beneath its folds
In anguish and despair.

Deep, deep in Paynim dungeon
Their kingly chieftain lay,

And low on many an eastern field
Their knighthood’s best array.

'Twas mournful when at feast they met
The wine-cup round to send;

For each that touched it snlcndy
Then missed a gallant friend.

And mournful was their vigil
On the beleaguered wall,

And dark their slumber, dark with dreams
Of slow defeat and fal} :

Yet a few hearts of chivalry
Rose high to breast the storm,

And one—of all the loftiest there—
Thrilled in a womap’s forn:.

A woman, meekly bending

wO’et the slumber of het child, tove,
ith heg softy ad ng
As the Virgin Mother’s ﬂ
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Oh! roughly cradled was thy babe,
’Midst the clash of spear and lance,

And a strange, wild bower was thipe, young queen, -
Fair Marguerite of France !

A dark and vaulted chamber,
Like a scene for Wizard spel,
Deep in Saracenic gloom
Of the warrior citadel;
And there, *midst arms, the couch was <pread,
+ And with banners curtained o’er,
For the daughter of the minstiel land,
The gay provengal shore,

For the bright qucen of St. Louis,
The star of court and hall !
But the deep strength of tne jentle heart
Wakes to the tempest’s call.
Her Tord was in the Paynim’s hold,
His soul with grief oppressed—
Yet calmly lay she desolate,
With her young babe on her breast.

There were voices in the city,
Voices of wrath and fear;

“The walls grow weak, the strife is vain—
We will not perish here.

Yield! yield | and let the crescent gleam
O’er tower and bastion high ;

Our distant homes are beautiful—
.We stay not here to die.”

They bore those fea ful tidings
*To the sad queen where she lay ;
They told a tale of wavering hearts,
Of treason and dismay :
The blood rushed through her pearly checks,
The sparkle to her eye—
“Now call me hither, those recreant knights,
, From the bands of luly I*

Then through the vaulted chambers
Stern iron footsteps rang

And heavily the soundmg floor
Gave back the sabre’s clun

They stood around her—stee f-clad men,
Mouldeg for storm and fighe,

But tney quailed before the boftier soul

In :hat pale aspect bright.
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Yes; as before the falcon shrinks
* The bird of meaner wing,
8o shrunk they from the imperial glance
Of her—that fragile thing !
And her®¥ute-like voice rose clear and high
® Through the din of arms around—
Swecet, and yet stitring to the soul,
As a silver clariun’s sound.,

“Thce honour of the lily
Is in your hunds to keep,

And the bunner ot the cross for [him
Who died on Calvary’s steep :

And the city which, for Christian prayer,
Hath heard tie holy bell ;

And is it these your hearts will yield
To the guless infidel 2

“Then bring me here a breast-plate
And a helm before ye fly,
And I will gird my woman’s form,
And on the ramparts die:
And the boy whom 1 have borne f0r woe,
But never for disgrace,
Shall go within my arms to death,
Meet for his royal race.

L]

“Look on him as he slumbers
In the shadow of the lance;

Then go, and with the cross forsake
The princely babe of France !

But tell your homes ye left one heart
To perish undefiled ;

A woman—and a queen—to Fuard
Her honour and her child !

Before he®words they thrilled, like leaves
When winds are in the wood ;

And a deepening murmur told of men
Roused to a loftier mood ; *

And her babe awoke to flashing swords,e

* Unsheathed in many a hand,

As they gathered round the helpless one—

Again a noble band,

We are thy warriors, lady!
Frue to the cross and thee
“he wpirit of thy hindling words

On ¥very swordeshall be.

a8t
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Rese, with thy fair child upor thy breast—
Rest, we will guard thee well ; ’
"$t. Denis for the lily-flower
And the Christian citadel |”

marnpm—

THE MAN OF ROSS.,
Avrexanprr Popx,

~~— ALL our praises why should lords engresz?
Rise, honest Muse! and sing the Man of Ruoss.
Pieased Vaga echoes through her winding bounds,
And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds.

‘Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow,?
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ?
Not to the skies in useless columns tost,

Or in proud falls magnificently lost;

But clear and artless, pouring through the plain
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain.
‘Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows?
‘Whose seats the weary traveller repose?

‘Who taught that heaven-directed spire to rise?
“'The Man of Ross,” each lisping babe replies.
Behold the market-place with poor o’erspread |
‘The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread:

He feeds yon almshouse, neat, but void of state,
‘Where age and want sit smiling at the gate:

Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blessed,
The young who labour and the old who rest.

Is any sick ? the Man of Ross relieves,

Prescribes, attends, the medicine makes and gives.
Is there a variance? enter but his door,

Baulked are the courts, and contest is né; more.
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place,

And vile attorneys, now a uscless race.

Thrice happy man! enabled to pursue
‘What all ro wish, but want the power 1o do !

O say ! what sums that generous hand supply ?
‘What mines to swell that boundless charity ?

Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear,
This man possgssed five hundved pounds a year.
Blush, Grandeur, blush! proud Courts, withdraw your blaze!
Ye little stars, hide your diminished rays

Andi what! po monument, inscription, stone?
His race, his fogm, his name airhost unknown ?
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Who builds a church to God, and ot to fame,
Will never, mark the marble with his name:
Go, search it there, where to be born and die,
Of rich and poot makes all the history ;
Enough, that virhe filled the space between;
Proved bysthe ends of being to have beer.

IVAN THE CZAR.
Mags. Hemans,

| lvan the Czar, or Emperor of Russia, surnamed thg Terrible, from
his passion and cruelty, when dd besicged Novogorod. His Boyards,
or nobles, pefteiving his incapacity, entreated him to give the com-
mand to his son. He was so enraged at this request, that although
his san threw himself at his feet, he struck him with such force that
he died in two days. Ivan survived him only two or three months, ]

He sat in silence on the ground,
The old and haughty Czar,
Lonely, though princes girt him round,
Aud leaders of the war ; |
He had cast his jewelled sabre,
That many a field had won,
To the earth beside his youthful dead—
His fair and first-born son.

With a robe of ermine for its bed
Was laid that form of clay,
Where the light a stormy sunset shed
Through the rich tent made way ;
And a sad andl solemn beauty
Onthe pallid face came down,
Which the lord of nations mutely watched
In the dust, with his rencwn.

Low tones at last, of woc and fear,
From his full bosom broke—
A mourn{u} thing it was to hear
How then the pro®i man spoke !
‘The voice that through the comuat
Had shouted far and high,
Came forth in gprangd dull, hollow tenes,
Bui with ngohy.
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“ There 18 fio crimson on thy cheek,

And on thy lip no breath;

1 cull thee, and thou dost not speak—
They tell me this is death!

And fearful things are whispering
That 1 the deed have done :

For the honour of thy father’s name,
Look up, look up, my son |

“ Well might I know death’s hue and mien—
But on thy aspect, boy !
What, till this moment, have I seen,
Save pride and wameless joy ?
Swiftest thou were to battle,
And bravest there of all—
Hew could I think a wargior’s fiame
Thus like a flower shouid fall 2

“1 will not beur that still cold look—
Rise up, thou fierce and free |
Wake as the storm wgkes ! 1 will brook
All, save this calim, from thee !
Lift brightly up, and proudly,
Once more thy kindling eyes ¢
Hath my word lost its power on carth ?
I say to thee, Arise !

“Didst thou not know 1 loved thee well?
Thou didst not ! and art gone,
In bitterness of soul, to dwell
Where man must dwell alone.
Coine back, young fiery spirit !
If but one hoar, to learn
The secrets of the folded heart
That scemed to thee so stern,

“Thou wert the first, the first, fair child
That in mine arms I pressed :

Thou wert the bright one, that hast smiled
Like summer on my breast!

I'reared thee as an eagle,
To the chase thy steps I led,

I bore thee on my battle-horse,
i look upon theg———dead! -

“ Lay down my warlike banners here,
Never aguin to wave,

And bery my red sword and spear, .,
Chjefs ! in my first-Loin's gre e
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And leave me !—I have conquercd,

° . 1 have slain: my work is done !

Whom have 1 slain? Ye answer not—
Thod too art mute, my son {”

Ay thus his wild lament was poured
Through the dark resounding night,
And the battle knew no more his sword,
Nor the foaming steed his might.
He heard strange voices mosning
I every wind that sigh.>d ;
From the searching stars of Heaven he shrar g —
Humbly the conqueror died.

. m————

THE RUINED COTTAGE.
Mas. Maciean (L.E.L.).

[A ¢harming English poetess. Born 1802 ; died, a2 Cape Cort
Castle, Afiica, 1838.]

Noxe will dwell in that cottage, for they say
Qppression reft it from an honest man,
And that a curse chings to it : Rence the vine
Trails 1ts green weight of leaves upon the ground ;
Hence weeds are in that garden; hence the hedge,
Once sweet with honey-suckle, is half dead ;
And hence the grey moss on the apple-trec.

Onc once dwelt there, who had been in Bis youth
A soldier; and when many years had pass’d
He sought his native village, and sat down
To end his days in peace.  He had one child—
A little laughing thing, whose large dark cyes,
He said, were dike the mother’s he had left
Buried in stranger lands ; and time went on
In comfort and content—and that fair girl
Had grown far taller than the red rose tree
Her father planted her first English birth-dap;
And he had train’d it up against an ash
Till jt became his pride ;—it was so rich
In blossom and in beauty, it was call’d
The treeof Isabel. *T'was an appeal
To all the better feelings of the heurt
'To mark their quiet happiness; their home,
In truth, a homg of love : and more thgn all,
To sce theth on the Sabbath, when they came
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Among the first to church; and Isabel,

“With her btight colour and her clear glad eyes,
Bowed down so meekly in the house ef prayer;
And in the hymn her sweet voice aulible :—
Her father look’d so fond of her, and then ,
From her look’d up so thankfully to Heaven'!
And their small cottage was so very neat;

Their garden filled with fruits, and herbs, and flowers
And in the winter there was no fireside

So cheerful as their own. But other days

And other fortunes came—an evil power !

They bore against it cheerfully, and hoped

For better times, but ruin came at last;

And the old soldier left his own dear home,
And left it for a prison. *Twas in June,

One of June’dbrightest days— th bee, the bird,
The butterfly, were on their brightest wings; ©
The. fraits had their. first tinge of summer light;
The sunny sky, the very leaves seemed glad,
And the old man look’d back upon his cottage
And wept aloud :—they hurried him away,

And the dear child that would not leave his side.
They led him from the sight of the blue heaven
And the green trees, into a low, dark cell,

The windows shutting out the blessed sun

With iron grating$ and tor the first time

He threw him on his bed, and could not hear
His Isabel’s “good night!” But the next morn
She was the carliest at the prison gate,

The last on whom it closed; and her sweet voice,
And sWeeter smile, made him forget to pine.
She brought him every morning fresh wild flowers,
But every moming could he see her cheek

Grow paler and more pale, and her low tones
Get fainter and more faint, and a cgld dew

Was on the hand he held. One day he saw
‘The sun shine through the grating of his cell,
Yet Isabel came not ; at every sound

His heart-beat took away his breath, yet still
She dame not near him. But one sad day

He mark’d the dull street through the iron bars
That shut him from the world ;—at length he saw
A coffin carried carelessly along,

And he grew dspetat&-")e forced the bars;
And he stood on the street, free and alone!

He had no aim, no wish for, libert

. Keonly fel: one want, to see the &orpse

That had »0 mourners. When they set it dowsy,
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Or c’er "twas lower'd into the new, dug grave,
A rush of pussion came upon his soul,

And ht tore off the lid, and saw the face

Of Isabe!, asd knew he had no child !

He lay downgy the coffin quietly—

His hgart was broken |

————

DIMES AND DOLLARS.
Hengy MiLis,

“Dipes and dollars ! dollars and dimes 1"
Thus an old n‘Lisesrang the chimds,

s he sat by the side of an open box,
With ironed angles and massive locks :
And he heaped the glittering coin on high,
And cried in delirious ecstacy—

“ Dimes and dollars | dollars and dimes !
Ye arc the ladders by which man climbs
Over his fellows. Musical chimes!
Dimes and dollars! dollars and dimes !

A sound on the gong, and thémiser rose,
And his laden coffer did quickly close,

And locked secure. “ These are the times
For a man to look after his dollars and dimes.
A letter ! Ha! from my prodigal son.

The old tale—poverty—pshaw, begone !
‘Why did he marry when 1 forbade ?

As he has sown so he must reap;

But I my dollars secure will keep.

A sickly wifegand starving times ?

He should have wed with dollars and dimes.”

Thickly the hour of midnight fell ;

Doors and windows were bolted well.

“Ha!” cried the miser, “ not so bad ;==

A thousand guineas to-day I've made.

Money makes money ; these are the times
To double and treble the dollars and dimes.
Now to sleep, and to-morrow to plan ;8-

Rest is sweet to a wearied man.”

And he fell to sleep yith the midnight chimes,
Dreamingeof gifttering dollars and dinges.
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The sun rose high, and its beaming ray
Into the miser’s room found way. .
It moved from the foot til it lit the head
Of the miser’s low uncurtained bdd ;
And it seemed to say to him, “ Slug -wd, awake
‘Thou hast a thousand dollars to muke.
Up man, up!”  How still was the place,
As the bright ray fell on the miser’s t:c. !
Ha! the old miser at last is dead !
Dreaming of gold, his spirit fled,

And he left behind but an carthly clod,
Akin to the dross that he made s god.

‘What now avails the chinking chimes

Of dimes and dollars ! dollars and dimes!
Men of the times ! men of the times !

Content may not rest with dollars and dives.
_Use them well, and their use sublimes

I'he muneral dross of the dollars and dimes.
Use them ill, and a thousand crimes

Spring from a coffer of dollars and dimes.
Men of the times ! men of the times !

Let charity dwell with your dollars and dimes.

DON GARZIA.
Samurt Rogers.

Anong those awful forms, in elder time
Assembled, and through many an after-age
Destined to stand as genii of the Place

Where men most meet in Florence]"may be seen
His who first played the tyrant. Clad in mail,
But with his helmet oft—in kingly state,

Aloft he sits upon his horse of brass;

And ¢hey, that read the legend underneath,

Go and pronounce him happy. Yet, methinks,
There is a chamber that, it walls could speak,
Would turn their admiration into pity.

Half of what passed died Srith him; but the res,
All he discovered when the fit was on,

All that, by those who listened, could be gleaned

.»rom broken sentences and startg,in sleep,

Is told, ang by an honest chronicler,
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Two, of his sons, Giovanni and Gatzia,
(The eldost had not seen his nincteenth summer),
Went to the cljase; but only one returned.
Giovanni, when the huntsman blew his horn
O’er the last stag that started from the brake,
And in fe heather turned to stan at bay,
Appeared not, and at clese of diy was tound
Bathed in his innocent blood,  Too well, alas,
Thegrembling Cosmo guessed the deed, the doer;
And, having caused the body to be borne
In secret to that chamber, at an hour
‘When all slept sound, save she who bore them both,
Who little thought of what was yet to come,
And lived but to be told—he bade Gurzia
Arise and follow him. Holding in one hand
A winking lamp, and {n the other a key,
Massivc and (lungct?n.likc, thither he led;
And, having entered in, and locked the door,
The father fixed his eyes upon the son,
And closely questioned him.  No change betrayed,
Or guilt, or fear.  Then Cosmo lifted up
The bloody sheet. * Look there! Look there!” he cried,
“ Blood calls for blood—and from a father’s hand !
Unless thyself will save him that sad rSce.
What !”” he exclaimed, when, shudde ing at the sight,
The boy breathed out, 1 stood bat on my guard.”
“Darest thou then blacken one whe never wronged thee,
Who would not set his foot upon » worm ?
Yes, thou must die, lest others fall by thee,
And thou shouldst be the slayer 4 us all.”
Then from Garzia’s belt he drew the blade,
That fatal one which spilt his brother’s blood ;
And, kneeling on the ground, ““ Great God !” he cried,
¢ Grant me the strength to do an act of justice.
Thou knowest what it costs me; but, alas,
How can I spare myself, sparing none else ?
Grant me the strength, the will—and oh! forgive
The sinful soul of a most wretched son:
*Tis a most wretched father who implores it.”
Long on Garzia’s neck he hung and wept,
Long pressed him to his bosom tenderly ;
And then, but while he held him by the arm,
Thrusting him backward, turned away his fuce,
And stabbed him to the h

Well might a youth,
Studious of men, #xios to learn and knew,
Whan in the train of some great embassva
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He came, a visitant, to Cosmo’s court,

~Think on the past; and, as he wandered through

The ample spaces of an ancient house,

Silent, descrted—stop a while to dwel

Upon two portraits there, drawn on che wall
Together, as of Two in bonds of love,

Those of the unhappy brothers, and conclude,
From the sad looks of him who could have told
The terrible truth. Well might he heave a sigh
For poor humanity, when he beheld

That very Cosmo shaking o’er his fire,

Drowsy, and deaf, and inarticulate,

Wrapped in his night-gown, o’er a sick man's mess,
In the last stage—death-struck and deadly pale,
His wife, another, not his Eleanor,

At opce his nurse and his interpreter.

R —

THE ALCHYMIST.
N. P. WiLwzs.

Tse night wind with a desolate moan swept by
And the old shutters of the turret swung
Screaming upon their hinges: and the moon,

As the torn edges of the clouds flew past,
Struggled aslant the stained and broken panes
So dimly, that the watchful eye of death
Scarzely was conscious when it went and came.

The fire beneath his crucible was low;
Yet still it burned; andever as his thoughts
Grew insupportable, he raised himself
Upon his wasted arm, and stirrea the coals
With difficult energy, and when the rod
Fell from 1is nerveless fingers, and his eye
Felt faint within its sockets, he shrunk back
Upon his paliet, and with unclosed lips
Muttered a curse on death! The silent room,
From its dim corners, mockingly gave back
His.rattling breath; the humming in the fire
Had tng distinctness of a knell ; and when
Duly the antique horologe beat one,
He drew a phial from beneath his head,
And drank. And instanly hig lips compressed,
And, with a shudder in his skeleton fiame,
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*He rose with supernatural strength, and sat
Upright, and communed with himself:

I did not think to die

Till T had fimi$hed what I had to do;

1 thought to pifkce the eternal sccret through
Wish this my mortal eye;

I felt—oh God! 1t seemeth, even now,

"This cannot be the death-dew on my brow !

o And yet it is—I fecl,
Of this dull sickness at my heart, afraid !
And in my eyes the death-sparks flush and fade
And something seems to steal
Over my bosom like a frozen hand—
Binding its pulse with an icy band. .

“ And this is death ! But why

Feel § this wild ree®1? It cannot be

The immortal spirit shuddereth to be free!
Would it not leap to fly,

Like a chained eaglet at its parent’s call 2

1 fear—1 fear—that this poor hte 1s all!

““Yet thus to pass away !—
To live but for a hope that mocks at last=
To agonize, to strive, to watch, to fast,
To waste the light of day,
Night's better beauty, fecling, fandy, thought,
All that we have and are—tor this—tor nought !

“ Grant me another year,
God of my spirit !—but a day—to win
Something to satisfy this thirst within ! '
I would kNow something here!
Break for me but one seal that is unbroken®
Speak for me but one word that is unspoken

““ Vain—vam '~~my brain is turning
With a swift dizziness, and my heart grows sick,
And these hot temple-throbs come fasffand thick,
And I am freezing—burning—
Dying! Oh God! If I might only live!
My phial——Hal_ it thrills me—1I revive!

“ Ay—were not man to die,
He were too mighty for thjs narrow sphere!
Had he but time to brood 'on knowledge here—
Could he but train his eye—
Might he but wait the qystic word and hour-—
Only his Maker would trapstend his power |

R
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 Earth has no mineral strange—
The illimitable air no hidden wings—
Water no quulity in covert springs,

And fire no power to change—-
Seasons no mystery, and stars no spe:!,
Which the unwasting soul might not co: ipe

“ Oh, but for time to track
The upper stars into the pathless sky—
To see the invisible spirits eye to eye—
T'o hurl the lightning back—
To tread unhurt the sea’s dim-lighted halls=-
'T'o chase Day’s Chariot to the horizon-walls—

“ And more, much more—~for now
The life-scaied tountans of my nature move—
T'o nurse and purify this human love—

To clear the godhke brow
Of weakness and mistrast, and bow it down,
Worthy and beautitul, to the much-loved one—

“This were indeed to feel
The soul-thirst slaken at the hving stream—
To live!—oh God! that life is but a dicam!
And death Aha! | reel—
Dim—dim—1I faint~darkness comes o’cr m -
Cover me ! save me——God of heaven! 1die!”?

“Twas morning and the old man lay alone.
No triend had closed his eyelids, and his lips,
Open and ashy pale, the expression wore
Of his death-struggle. His long silvery hair
Lay’on his hollow temples thin and wild,
His frame was wasted, and his features wan,
And haggard as with want, and in his palm
His nails were driven deep, as if the throe
Of the last agony had wrung him sore.

The storm was raging still.  The shutters swung
Screaming as harshly in the fitful wind,

And all without went on—as aye it will,
Sunshine or tempest, reckless that a heart
Is*oreaking, or has broken, in its change.

The fire beneath the crucible was out;
The vessels of his mystic art lay round,
Uselessand cold as thd-ambitious hand
That fashioned them; and the small rod,
Familiar to his touch for threescore years,
Lay on the alembic’s rim; as ifit still
Might vex the elements at its master’s will,
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And thus had passed from its paequd fiame
A soyl of fire—a sun-bent eagle stricken
From his high soaring down—an instrament
Broken wifh its own compass.  Oh, how .4
Scems the ith gift of genius, when it hes,
Likethe adventurous bird that hath out-th s
His strength upon the sea, ambitionswrechet -
A thing the thrush nught pity, as she sts
Brooding in quict on her lonely nest.

e

HOHENLINDEN,
Tnomas CampBrLL.

Ow Lindew, wWhen the sun was Lo,
All bloodless lay th’ untrodden suow,
And dark as winter was the low

Of Iser, rolling rapidly.

But Linden saw another sight,

When the drum beat, at dead of nighe,

Commuandimng fires of death to hglht
The darkness of her scenery.

By torch and trumpet fas arrayed,

Each horseman drew his battle-blade,

And funous every charger ncighed,
To jom the dreadful sevelry.

Then shook the hills with thunder rjven,

Then rushed the steed to battle driven,

And louder than the bolts of heaven,
Far flashed the red artillery.

“But redger yet that light shall glow,
On Linden’s hills of stained snow ;
And bloodier yet the torrent §ow

Of Iser, rolling rapidl

*Tis morn, but scarce yon level sun

Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun,

Where furious Frank, and ficry Hun,
Shout in their sulph’rous camopy.

The combat deepens. On, ye blave,

Who rush to glory, or the grave !

Wave, Munich! all thy banners wave,
And charge with all (hy®hivaliy

243
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Few, few shall part where many meet !
‘I'he snow shall be their winding-sheet,
And every turf beneath their fect

Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre.

———pee

BETH GELERT.
Hon. WM. RoBerT SPENCER.

[Wis the younger son of Lord Charles Spencer, and was educated
at Harrow and Oxford. In 5796, he published a translation of
Riirger's “Lenore.” He held the appointment of Commissioner of
Stamps. Born 1770 ; died 1834.]

Tue spearman heard the bugle sound,
And cheenly smiled the morn;

And many a brach, and many a hound,
Attend Llewellyn’s horn :

And still he blew a louder blast,
And gave a louder cheer:

“ Come, Gelert! why art thou the last
Llewellyn’s horn to hear?

“Oh! where does faithful Gelert roam?
The lower of all his race!

So true, so brave; a lamb at homie,
A lion in the chase!”

‘In sooth, he was a peerless hound,
The gift of royal John;

But now no Gelert could be found,
And all the chase rode on.

And now, as over rocks andsdells
The gallant chidings rise,

All S&:wdon’s craggy chaos yells
Wi

‘That day Llewellyn little loved
‘The chase of hait or hare;
And small and scant the booty proved,
For Gelert was pot there.
Unpleased, Llewellyn homeward hied,
When, near the portal-seat,
His truant Gelert heéespied,
Bounding his lord to greet,

many mingled cries,
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-But when he gain’d the castle*door,
*Aghast the chieftain stood ;

The hownd was smeared with gouts of goie,
Fhs higs and tangs wun blood |

Llewellyn gazed with wild surprise,
Unused such looks to meet :

His favowrite checked his joyful guise,
And crouch’d and hick’d his feet.

Onward in haste Llewellyn pass’d—
And on went Gelert too—

And still, where'er his eyes were cast,
Fresh blood-gouts shock’d his view !

O'erturn’d his ipfant’s bed, he found
The bloo®stiin’d covert rent ; 3

And all around, the walls and ground
With recent blood besprent,

He call’d his child—no voice replied ;
He search’d—with terror wild ;

Blood ! blood! he found ongevery side,
But nowhere found the child!

“Hell-hound ! by thee my child’s devoured
The frantic father cried;*

And, to the hilt, his vengeful sword
He plunged in Gelert's side!

His suppliant, as to earth he fell,
No pity could impart ;

But still his Gelert’s dying yell
Pass’d heavy o’er his heart,

KYous'd by Gelert’s dying yell,
Some slumberer waken’d nigh
What words the parent’s joy car] tell,

To hear his infant cry!

Conceal’d beneath a mangled heap,
His hurried search had miss’d,

All glowing from his rosy sleep,
His cherub-boy he kissed !

Nor scratch had he, nor harm, nor dread-=
But, the same gouch
Lay a greatewolf, all torn and deub—
remendous stilf in death!

248
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Ah! what was then Llewellyn’s pain
For now the truth was clear:

The gallant hound the wolf had slain,
To save Llewellyn’s heir.

Vain, vain was all Llewellyn’s woe;
“ Best of thy kind, adieu!

The frantic deed which laid thee low,
‘This heart shall ever rue!”

And now a gallant tomb they raise,
With costly sculpture deck’d ;

And marbles storied with his praise,
Poor Gelert’s bones protect.

* Here never could the rpegrman pass

Or forester unmoved ;
Here oft the tear-besprinkled grass
Llewellyn’s sorrow proved.

And here he hung his horn and spear 3
And, oft as evening fell,

In fancy’s piercing sounds would hens
Poor Gelert’s dying yelll












