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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

Rejoicer! the tidings good to hear,

The poor folks flocked In-t:_\ far and near,
The great barn was full as it could hold

Of women and children, and young and old.

Then when he saw it could hold no more,

Bishop Hatto Lie made fast the door,

And whilst for mercy on Christ they call,

He set fire to the burn and burnt them all
L
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I faith, "tis an excellent bonfire! quoth K
And the country is greatly obliged to ms,
For ridding it in these times forlom

Of rats that only consume the corn.

So then to his palace returned he,

And he sate down to supper merrily,

And he slepr. that night like an innocent many
But Bishop Hatto never slept again.

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

As he look’d, there came a man from 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 fergive 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 deer,

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 hard.

He laid him down and closed his eyes—

But soon a scream made him arise,

He started, and saw two eyes of flame

On his pillow, from whence the screaming came

He listen’d and look’d ;—it was only the cat;
But the bishop he grew more fearful for that,
Kor she sate sereaming, mad wish fear,

At the army of rats that were drawing near,

For they have swum over the river so deep,
And they have climb’d the shores so steep,
And now by thousands up they crawl
To the holes and windows in the wall

The Death of Paul Domley,

Down on his knees the bishop fell,

And faster and faster his beads did he tell,

As louder and louder drawing near

The saw of their teeth without he could hear,

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

And through the walls, by thousands they pour,

And down from the ceiling, and up through the floog,
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 gnawed the flesh from every limb,
For they were sent to do judgment on him|

e

THE DEATH OF PAUL DOMBEY,

Cuarres Dickens,

[Authot of the “ Pickwick Papers,” and that long series of pross
fictions which has placed him at the head of living novelists, Born
1812.]

Pavy 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 tfe reflection died away, and a
gloom went creeping up the wall, he watched it deepen, deepen,
deepen into night. Then he thought how the long strects were
dotted 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 city; and now he
thought how black it was, and how deep it would look, reflecting
the hosts of stars—and more than all, how steadily it rolled away to
meet the sea,

As it grew later in the night, and footsteps in the street became
%0 rare that he could hear them coming, count them as they passed,
and lose them in the hollow distance, he would lie and watch the
many-coloured ring about the candle, and wait patiently for day.
His only trouble was, the swift and rapid river. He felt forced,
tometimes, t0 try to stop it—so stem it with his childish hands—or

»3
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choke its way with sand—and when he saw it coming on ressstiess,
he cried out. But a word from Florence, who was always at his
side, restored him to himself; and leaning his poor head upon her
breast, he wid Floy of his dream, and smiled.

When day began to dawn again, he watched for the sun; and
when its cheerful light began to sparkle in the room, he pictured to
himself—pictured ?—he saw the high church towers rising up into
the morning sky, the town reviving, waking, starting into Nfe once
more, the river glistening as it rolled (but rolling fast us evar), and
she country bright with dew. Familiar sounds and cries came by
legrees 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, “1am
better. | am a great deal better, thank you!l Tell papaso!” By
little and little, he got tired of the bustle of the 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
waking moments—of that rushing river, * Why, will it never stop,
Floy ¥ he 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 take
some rest. * You are always watching me, Floy. Let me watch
you now !” They would prop him up with cushions in a corner of
his bed, and there he would recline the while she lay beside him;
bending forward oftentimes to kiss her, and whispering to those
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 visited by as many as three grave doctors—they used 1o
assemble downstairs, and come up together—and the room was 50
quict, and Paul was so observant of them (though he never asked of
anybody what they said), that he even knew the difference in the
gound of their watches, But his interest centred in Sir Parker
Peps, who always took his seat on the side of the bed. For Paul
had heard them say long ago, that that gentleman had been with
his mamma when she clasped Florence in her arms, and died.  And
he could mot forget it now. He liked him for it He was not
afriid. The people round him changed as unaccountably as on
that first night at Dr, Blimber's—except Florence ; Florence never
changed—and what had been Sir Parker Peps was now his father,
sitting with his head upon his hand. Old Mrs. Pipchin, dozing in
an easy-chair, often changed to Miss Fox, or his aunt; and Paul
was quite content to shut his cyes again, and see what happened
pext without emotion, But this figure with its head upon its hand
returned 50 often, and remained so long, and sat s0 aill and wlema,
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never speaking, never beng spoken 10, and rarely lifting wp its face,
that Paul began to wonder languidly if it were real; and in the
night-time saw it sitting there with fear.

“ Floy,” he said, “what is that? % Where, dearest “There!
at the bottom of the bed.” “There’s nothing there, except papal”
The figure lifted up its head, and rose, and coming to the bedside,
said—* My o g boy, don’t you know me?”  Paul looked it in the
face. and (hought, Was this his father ? But the fice, so altered to
his thinking, thrilled while he gazed, as if it were in pain ; and
before he could reach 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, Puul looked at Florence with
a fluttering heart, bat he knew what she was going to say, and
stopped her with his face against her lips. The next time he
observed the figure sitting at the bottom of the bed, he called to it,
“ Don’t be so sorry for me, dear papa ; indeed I am quite happy !
His father coming, and bending down to him—which he did
quickly, and without first pausing by the bedside—Paul held lim
round the neck, and repeated these words to him several times, and
yery 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
sorry for me; indeed 1 am quite happy.” This was the beginning
of his always saying in the moming that he was a great deal better,
and that they were to tell his father so.

How many times the golden water danced upon the wull; how
many nights the dark dark river rolled towards the sea in spite of
him; Paul never counted, never sought no know. If their kinduess,
or hiis sense of it, could have increased, they were more kind, and he
more grateful every day ; but whether they were many days of few,
appeared of little moment now to the gentle boy. One night he
had been thinking of ms mother, and her picture in the drawing.
room downstairs, and had thought ghe must have loved sweet
Florence better than his futher did, to have held her in her wrms
when 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
train of thought suggested to him to inquire if he had ever scen his
motiierj for he could not remember whether they had told him yes
or no, the river running very fast, and confusing his mind, “Floy,
did 1 ever see mamma?” “No, darling; why ?* “Did I never
see any kind face, like mamma’s, looking at me when | was a baby,
Floy?” he asked, incredulously, as if he had some vision of a face
before him. “Oh yes, dearI” *“ Whose, Flr;z ® “Your old
nurse’s; often.”” “And where is my old nurse? said Paul. “Is
she dead too?  Floy, are we all dead, except you [

There was a hurry in the room, for an instant—longer, perhaps
but it scemed no more—then all was still again ; and Florence, with
hex face quite colourless, but smiling, held his head upon her arm.
Her arm trembled very much  * Show me that old purse, Floy, if
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gou please?” “8he is not here, darling. She shall come to-
mornow,”—* Thank you, Floyl”

«And who is this? Is this my old nurse?” said the child,
regarding with a radiant smile a figure coming in. Yes,yes! No
other stranger would have shed those tears at sight of him, and
called him her dear boy, her pretty boy, ber own poor blighted
child. No other woman would have stooped down Ly 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 everybody there but him and Floy, and been so full of
tenderness and pity. “ Floy, this a kind good face,” said Paul.
“] am glad to see it again. Don’t go away, old nurse! Stay
here "’

“ Now lay me down,” he said; “and Floy, come close to me, and
let me see you!” Sister and brother wound their arms around
each other, and the golden light came streaming in, and fell upon
them, locked together. “How fast the river rums, between its
green banks and the rushes, Floy! But it's very near the sea. |
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 out at
sea, but gliding smoothly on; and now there was a shore before
them. Who stood on the bank? He put his hands together, as
he 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; 1 know her by the face! But tell them that the
print upon the stairs at school is not divine enough. The light
about the head is shining on me as 1 go!”

The golden ripple on the wall came back again, and nothing else
stirred 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, old fashion—Death! Ohb, thank God, &ll who see it, for
that older fashion 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!

(By permission of Messrs, Chapman and Hall.)
—p

CASABIANCA, THE ADMIRAL'S SON.
Mas, Hemans,

[A celebrated English poetess; her * Life and Works ™ are pub-
fshed in seven volumes, Born 1793 ; died 1835.]

At the battle of the Nile, 1798, the French Admiral, in the

Orient, ordered his son Casabian
not to quit his post until he told him.
the admiral was killed, the ship caught fire, and was blown up.
unconscious that his father was dead, remained at his post, and
permitted himself to be launched into eternity, rather than disobey his

father's ordars

Casabianca, the Admiral's Son.

Tue boy stood on the burning deck,
Whenece all but him bad fled ;
The flame that lit the battle’s wrecl,
Shone round him o’er the dead :

Yet beantiful and bright he stood,
As bomn to rule the storm ;

A creature of heroic blood,
A proud, though child-like form.

The 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
If yet my task is done ?”

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

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

And ”"—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 2"

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,

And streamed above the gallant child,
Like bannes in the sky.

Then came & burst of thunder sound-
The boy—oh | where was he?

Ask of the winds, that far around
With fragments strew’d the sea—

ca (a lad about thirteen years ot age)
In the course of the action,
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With mast, and helm, and pennon
That well had borne their part; oy
But the noblest thing which perish'd thess,
Was that young faithful heart]

i e

LOUISE ON THE DOOR-STEP,
Anonymons

Havr-past three in the morning!
And no one in the street
But me, on the sheliering door-step
Resting miy weary feet :
Watching the rain-drops patter
And dance where the puddies run,
As bright in the flaring gaslight
As dewdrops in the sun.

There's a light upon the pavemente—
It shines like & 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 white as lilics
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

Lies deep upon my brain,

One _uf them frowns; I know him,
With his thin long snow-white hair,e=
Cursing his wretched daughter
That drove him to despair.
And the other, with wakening pity
In her large tear-streaming eyes,
Seems as she yearned towards me,
And whispered “ Paradise,”

The Mother and her Dying Child,

They pass,—they melt in the ripples,
And I shut mine eyes, that bur,
To escape another vision
That follows where’er I turne—
The face of a false deceiver
That lives and lies; ah, me!
Though I 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 soITow ;
But there,—in the wet cold stone,
Smiling in heavenly beauty,
I see my lost, mine ownl

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

Floats by the fair-haired darling
"T'oo 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-mOrTewW,
And pray that I may die;
And 1 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 daisies on my breast.

et

THE MOTHER AND HER DYING CHILD.

N. P, Wiem.

{A popular American writer, Born 1817 § died 1867.)

Tuy bore him to his mother, and he lay
Upon her knees till noon—and then he died!

She had watched every breath, and kept her hand

Sodt on his forehead, and gazed in upon
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The dreamy languor of his listless eye,

And she had laid back all his sunny curls,
And kiss'd his delicate lip, and lifted him

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

In his unconscious infancy—

it “ 8o 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, tod!
I could not lose him! T have treasured all

His childhood in my heart, and even now,

As he has slept, my memory has been there,
Counting like treasures all his winning ways—=
His unforgotten sweetness ;—

“Yet so still !
How like this breathless slumber is to death!
1 could believe that in this bosom now
There was no pulse—it beats so languidly |
1 cannot see 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 1 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 come, and this fair hair
Will darken like his father’s, and his eye
Be of a deeper blue when he is grown,
And he will be so tall, and I shall look
With such a pride upon him! He to diel”
And the. fond mother lifted his soft curls,
And smiled, as "twere mockery to think
That such fair things could perish—

—Suddenly

Her hand shrunk from him, and the colour fled

From her fix'd lip, and her supporting knees

Were shook beneath her child. Her hand had touched
His forehead, as she dallied with his hair—

And it was cold—like clay! Slow, very slow,

Came the misgiving that her child was dead.

The Traveller and the Adder.

She sat @ moment, and her eyes were closed

In a dumb prayer for strength, and then she took
His little hand and prest it earnestly—

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

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

Broke on the stillness, and he lay there still,
Mationless 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 thought—

As if death had no power to touch him there!

——

THE TRAVELLER AND THE ADDER.
A PERSIAN FABLE.

A TRAVELLER passing through a thicket, and seeing a few sparks
of # fire, which some passengers had kindled as they went that way
before, made up to it. On a sudden the sparks caught hold of a
bash in the midst of which lay an adder, and set it in flames. The
adder intreated the traveller’s assistance, who tying a bag to the end
of 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 expostulated how unjust it was to retaliate good
with evil, 1 shall do no more (said the adder) than what you men
practise every day, whose custom it is to requite benefits with in-
gratitude. If you can deny this truth, let us vefer it to the first we
meet, The man consented, and seeing & 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 tree), by its con-
trary. 1 have been standing here these hundred years to protect
them from the scorching sun, and in requital they have cut dows
my branches, and are going to saw my body into planks. Upon
this, the adder insulting the man, he appealed to a second evidence,
which was granted, and immediately they met a cow. The same
demand was made, and much the same answer given, that among
men it was certainly so3 1 know, it said the cow, by woful expe-
fience; for 1 have seived a man this long time with milk, butter,
and cheese, and brought him besides a calf every year; but now I
am old, he turns me into this pasture, with the design to sell me to
a butcher, who will shortly makean end of me. The traveller upon
this stood confounded, but desired of courtesy one more trial, to be
finally judged by the next beast they should meet. This happened
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1o be the fox, who upon hearing the story in all its circumstances,
could not be persuaded it was possible for the adder to get into so
narrow a bag, The adder to convince him, went in again; the fox
told the man he had now his enemy in his power, and with that he
fastened the bag, and crushed him to pieces.

e

MIDNIGHT AT SEA.

Proresson WiLsoN,

[Known as  Christopher North,” a great critic and poet. Mamy
years Editor of Blackwod's Magasine, Born 1785 ; 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 quict glee,
Far down within the watery sky reposes.

As if the ocean’s heart were stir’'d

With inward life, a sound is heard,

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, 1 ween, cannot be fann’d

By evening freshness from the tand,

For the land it is far away ;

But God hath will’d that the sky-born brecze
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

Hath now an undisturbed reign.

And from her silent throne looks dowa,

As upon children of her own,

On the waves that lend their gentle breast

In gladness for her couch of rest!

My spirit sleeps amid the calm

The slecp of a new delight;

And hopes that she ne'cr may wake again,
But for ever hang o'cr the lovely main,

Midmgnt at Sea.

And adore the lovely night.

Scarce conscious of an carthly frame,
She glides away like a lambent flame,
And in her bliss she sings ;

Now touching softly the Ocean’s breast,
Now mid the stars she lies at rest;

As if she sail'd on wings !

Now bold as the brightest star taat 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 of her owD,

She mocketh the gentle Mighty One

As he lies in his quiet mood.

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

Answering with prouder roaring the while,
As it rises from some lonely isle,

Through groans raised wild, the hopeless hymmn
Of shipwreck'd mariners?

Oh! Thou art as harmless as a child

Weary with joy and reconciled

For sleep to change its play ;

And now that night hath stay’d thy race
Smiles wander o'er thy placid face,

As if thy dreams were gay.”

And can it be that for me alone

The main and 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 hand,
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 afat
Shone sudden, like a rising star,
With all her bravery on!

List! how in murmurs of delight
The blessed airs of heaven invite

The joyous bark to pass one night
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Within their still domain! And hound for Fairy-lapd?

O grief! that yonder gentle moon, g?_no!ﬁsﬁﬁz f;ﬁ;g: ::; lf:ix

Whose smiles for ever fade so soon, Aniio{Snerl‘y e 2 um o L
- ?

Should waste such smiles in vain. X
Haste! haste! before the moonshine fies, Thus kif‘ b}’_ hem‘fﬁg the moonlight sea
Dissolved amid the moming skies, In loneliness that rolls,
While yet the silvery glory lies i:]csl::;h :r ﬁgﬁzgtgggany
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Above the sparkling foam 3
Bright, mid surrounding b,righlness, Thon, Five hundred human souls!

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 showes
Of glimmering lustre steering !

?; é'bl::; :’;ﬁt;’-ﬁgs S::le‘ enjoy’d [A Scottish poctess, who wrote towards the close of the last
She lifteth up her stately head tentucy. ]
And saileth joyfully.

A lovely path before her lies,

A loyely path behind ;

She sails amid the lovelmess

Like a thing with heart and mind.

Fit pilgrim through a scene 50 fair,

Slowly she beareth on ;

A glorious phantom of the deep,

Risen up to meet the moon.

The moon bids her tenderest radiance fall

On her wavy streamer and snow-white wingsy
And the quiet voice of the rocking sea

To cheer the gliding vision sin

Oh! ne’er did sky and water bﬁ:nd

In such a holy sleep.

Or bathe in brighter quietude

A roamer of the deep.

THE SOLDIER’S RETURN,

SusannA Bramire.

Tas wars for many a month were o'et
Ere 1 could reach my native shed;
My friends ne’er hoped to see me more,
And wept for me as for the dead,

As T drew near, the cottage blazed,
The evening fire was clear and Lright,
As through the window long I gazed,
And saw each friend with dear delight.

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

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

So far the peaceful soul of heaven But soon my Jessy's griel will end,
Hath settled on the sea, She little thinks her Harry’s near.

T if this weight of calm
it e Rt What could 1 do? if in I went,

Were from eternity. : :
O Wonld of Waters | the steadfast earth Surprise would chill each tender hear |
Some story then I must invent,

Ne'er I ike Thee!
itk And act the poor maim’d soldier’s part.

Is she a viston wild and bright,

That sails amid the still moon-light 1 drew a bandage o'er my face,

At the dreaming soul’s command ? g ﬁn.doo c;o?l;;:ntapi: l{l::tgbl:;c; iaoe,
n 3

A vessel borne by magic gates, ;
All riggea with gossamery sails, Not one dear friend knew aught of me.
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1 ventured in;—Tray wage'd his tei
He fawn’d, and to my mother ran:

® Come here!” she cried, * what can he al®
While my feign’d story I began,

1 changed my voice to that of age:

“ A poor old soldier lodging craves;™
The very name their loves engage,

“ A soldier| aye, the best we have.”

My father then drew in'a seat; :
“You're welcq ng,” with a sigh, he said,

My mother fried Yer best hung meat,
And curds and cheese the table spread.

*1 had a son,” my father cried,
% A soldier too, but he is gone;”

* Have you heard from him ¥ I replied,
] left behind me many a one;

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

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

“Oh! does he live!” my father criedj
My mother did not stay to speak ;

My Jessy now 1 silent eyed,
Who sobb'd as if her heart would break,

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 far, with love, by me,
To show he still escapes the grave.®

An arrow, darting from a bow,

Could not more quick the token reach,
The patch from off my face 1 drew,

And gave my voice its well-known speechs

® My Jessy dear 1" 1 softly said,
8he gazed and answer'd with a sigh
Wy sisters lovk’d, as half afraid;
My mother fainted quite for joy.

Truth and Integruty.

M(qﬁnlm danced around his son,

My brothers shook my hand away

My mother said “ her glass might run,
She cared not now how soon the day.”

“Hout, woman 1 cried my father dear,
“ A wedding first, Fm sure we'll have;
T warrant we'll live a hundred year,
Nay, may be, lass, escape the gravel”

TRUTH AND INTEGRITY
Arcunssor TiLroTsoN.

[A celebrated pulpit orator, preacher to the Society of Lincoln'’y
Inn, Born 16305 died 1694.]

Truth and integrity have all the advantages of appearance, and
many more. If the show of anything be good for anything, I am
sure the reality is better; for why does any man dissemble, or seem
to-be that which he is not, but because he thinks it good to have
the qualities he pretends to? For to counterfeit and dissemble,
is to put on the appearance of some real excellency. Now, the best
way for @ man to seem to be anything, is really to be what he would
seem 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 hie will be discovered to want it; and then all his
labour to seem to have it is lost. There is something unnatural in
painting, which a skilful eye will easily discern from native beauty
and complexion.

It is hard to personate and act a part long; for where truth is
tiot ‘at the bottom, nature will always be endeavouring to return,
and will betray herself at one time or other, Therefore, if any mag
think it convenient to seem good, let him be so indeed, and thegy
his goodness will appear to every one’s satisfaction; for truth it
tonvincing, and carries its own light and evidence along with it, and
will not only commend uvs 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. Particularly as to the affairs of
this world, integrity hath many advantages over all the artificial
modes of dissimulation and deceit. It is mueb the plainer and
easier, much the safer and more secure way of dealing in the world;
it hath less of trouble and difficulty, of entanglement and perplexity,
of danger and hazard, in it; ¥ is the shortest and nearest way to

€
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our end, carrying us thither ina straight line, and will hold out ana
last longest. The arts of deceit and cunning continually 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 repuation, and encouraging: those with whom he
hath to do fepose the greatest confidence in him, which is an
unspeakable advantage in business and the affairs 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 therefore must put a continual force ant
restraint upon himself; whereas he that scts sincerely hath ¢4
casicst task in the world, because he follows nature, and so is e to
no trouble and care about his words and actions: he needs not in.
vent any pretences beforehand, nor make excuses 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 i« ready to drop
out before we are aware ; whereas a lic is troublesome, and one
trick nceds a great many more to make it good.

Add to all this, 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 t an issue in a few words,
It is like travelling a plain beaten road, which commonly brings a
man sooner to his journey’s end than by-ways, in which men often
lose themselves, Ina word, whatever convenience miay 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, s0 that he is not believed when he
speaks truth, nor trusted when perhaps he means honestly, When
& man has once forieited the reputation of his integrity, nothing
will then serve his turn, neither truth nor falsehood.

Indeed, if & man were only to deal in the world for a day, and
should never have occasion to converse more with mankind—never
maore need their good opinion or good word, it were then no grea’
mtter (as far as respects the affairs of 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, and would have the advantage of reputa.
tion whilst he is in it, let him make use of sincerity in all his words

and actions; for nothing but this will hold out to the end. All
other arts will fail; but truth and integrity will carry a man through,
and bear him out to the laat

19

BISHOP BRUNO.
Roszar SouTHEY.

Bruxo awoke in the dead n?idmgh_t.
:lr::?l: h:ard his heart beat loud with affright
He dreamt he had rung the palace bell, &
And the sound it gave was his passing kne

Bishop Bruno smiled at his fears so vain,
He tumned to sleep, and he dreamt again:
i ; =
He rung at the palace gate once more,
And Death was the porter that open'd the door,

started up at the fearful dream, '
:' :d he hr."dl!] at his window the scn:etch 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.

Before and behind his soldicr]s ride, 4

The people throng’d to see their pride,

'I‘l::yl bn'w'd the head, and the knee they beat,
But nobody blest him as he went,

8o he went on stately and proud,

When he heard a voice that cried aloud,

Ho! ho! Bishop Bruno! you travel with glee=
But 1 would have yox know, you travel to mel

Behind and before, and on ﬂﬂ.lcl' 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,
He almost expected to hear his knell
And when the porter turned the key,
He almost expected death to see.

But soon’ the bishop recovered his glee,
For the emperor welcom’d him royally
And now the tables were sp_read, and thess
Were ehoicest wines and dainty fare.

ca
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And now the bisho
nd now 1l p had bless'd the mea
Ma....:_a:w voice was heard as he sat'in his M.LT-
m:_—_ FH _n.a_:_..,ﬁca now you are dining in gles
now, Bishop Bruno, you sup with me!

The bishop then i
grew pale with affiigh
And suddenly lost his h:x"c.u_n. A
All the wine and dainty cheer ¢
Could not comfort his heart so sick with fese

But by little and little recovered he,

For the wine went flowing Eni_w.
And he forgot his former dread :
And his cheeks again grew 8&._ red.

%__wg he sat down to the royal fare

u_v op Bruno was the saddest man there,

IE when the masquers entered the hall
e was the merriest man of all,

Then from amid th :
) e masquer’s crowd
There went a vuice holiow and loud—

You have passed the day, Bishop Bruno, with glee!

But you must pass the night with me!

His cheeks grow p i
ecks pale and his eye-balls
And stiff round his tonsure "in.wﬂ_a his ﬂ”ﬂ.

With that there came o
ne fr 5
And he tock the bishop by ﬁw ___”M.ﬂ,mzco..f v

.H_.___.M .ww“_w hand suspended his breath

narrow grew cold at the t .

On saints in vain he n:c:v.&c.”n“pma ok
Bishop Bruno fell dead in the palace hall

—————

ON DEATH.
Sm Witiiam Davsmons, of Hawthornden,

(Born 1582 ; di
{ 585 ; died 1649. A cel
verse, greatly mrmamam_un% for z.n MM”H»M% Mn%hwn.miﬂn 4 e
Dearu is the violent estran eternal
» —‘ i
M aﬁu..ﬂmﬂw the ravisher of ?ﬂ:ﬁﬁgﬁﬂqnﬁg 593_.8.
s W rom their children, the interrer of PB_.M :W. _nnzn»_ﬂ
rgotfulness, by which the living talk of thios Auue “,_....NE...E

On Death. al

s many shadows or Age-worn stories; all strength by it is en-
feebled, beauty turned into deformity and rottenness, honour into
contempt, glory into baseness. It is the reasonless breaker off of
all sctions, by which we enjoy no more the sweet pleasures of carth,
nior contemplate the stately revolutions 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 together ; by this are successions of lineages cut short,
Kingdoms left heirless, and greatest states orphaned. It is not over«
come by pride, soothed by flattery, tamed by entreatics, bribed by
benefits, softened by lamentations, nor diverted by time. Wisdom,
<ave this, can prevent and help cverything. By death we are exiled
from this fair city of the world; it is no more a world unto us, nor
we any more & people unto it. The ruins of fanes, palaces, and
ather magnificent frames yield a sad prospect to the soul, and how
should it without horror view the wreck of such a wonderful master-
piece as is the body ?

That death natarally is terrible and to be abliorred it cannot well
anid altogether be denied ; it being a privation of life, and not a
beinig, and every privation being abhorred of nature and evil in
itself, the fear of it, too, being ingenerated universally inall creatures:
yet | have often thought that even naturally, to a mind t
only resolved and prepared, it is more terrible in conceit
veérity ; and at the first glance, than when well pried into; and that
rather by the weakness of our fantasy, than by what is in it; and
that the marble colours of chsequics, weeping, and 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 carth, amongst the numberless
ntmber 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 sincé it is & necessity from which never any age bypast
hath been exempted, and unto which they which be, and so many
as are to come, are thralled (no consequent of life being more com
mon and familiar), why shouldst thou, with unprofitable and nougin
gvailing stubbornness, oppose 56 inevitable and necessary a condi-
tion? Thisis the highway of mortality, and our general home,
Behold what millions have trod it before thee, what multitudes
shall after thee, with them which at the same iustant run. Ir so
universil & calamity (if death be one) private complaints cannot be
Heard; ‘with so many royul palaces, it is mo loss to sce thy poor
cabin burn,  Shall the hcavens stay their ever-rolling wheels (for
what is the motion of them but the motion of a swift and ever-
whirling wheel, which twineth forth, and again uprolleth our fe), and
hold still time to prolong thy miserable days, as if the highest of

weir working were to do homage unto thee? Thy death is a pace
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of the order of this all,* a part of the li i
v;;r.d [!s the world, some cr:tum mustlfiiitf t::csi‘:;ntlr; gt'kim
m:;na_thmg; are maised far above this sphere of gcncml:ioe a’:
s :viilimi._?v ere the first matter, like an ever-flowing and cgbi
G i r: ivers waves, but_lhc same water, keepeth a restless ag
ot ':Lsclgrguufhmti what is below, in the universality of the kind,
el ab&dc:_Mun a long line of years hath continued,
kvt mec 'er]i undred is sweptaway.t This globe, environed with
mk’ﬂh = I:!o region of death, the grave, where everything that
o ns::sr rot, the stage of fortune and change, only glorious
ey abi?i? and varying alterations of it, which, though man
- e m;:; gnd being a certain entire one, are ever man\yv’
another ; :hic:[:‘fh ctdm}ig‘;{hm;c?cclgmml o, o inil;
¢ v untenance with t
::;ezl:::nluo;ﬁn{; cold and naked, other times hot a:j m?"
ma{'mmh .m how, but even the lowest of these celestial bnd'csy.
e s oot cmprst of 2 v e i s
3 abnlity, a
:l\zg:?i: ‘:u:}io us) to participate of oﬂr gphﬁ;;h ;(l::’;vt?s:ane?ng s
b 8:" same face; now looking black, then pale and f‘am
o e D:;:I':' :; tfl;spi;‘fccu?_r;_ anjd tI'luimm of her beauty shinin';
- Deat : an life doth here act a " i
:‘:\:}{ gf :h:t 1shlold being the making way for what iism;:;u;hgc m'l;”'ln'g
i, tht? e-book, and the men are the notes; the F;nt am
e B i . ooy o v
1 eve to
::qnscms?u}:uﬁl}should come after us? Whog,n being suﬁ%rgiclo“;:ccﬂm
T dmawmcsczlf an antiquary’s cabinet, is grieved that the cu“=
bt :hisn, and to give place to new pilgrims? And when tlr.
st :Jtnnclr’se hath showed us the amazing wonders of th}'c
. djslodgc?c"i’g)'uf we take it to heart, when He thinketh nm[’
e oy is !s_]lljhs unalterable and inevitable decree: as wr'
pmumfaw ; ur will in our entrance into this life, we sho.uld 0:
s 'ﬂ?y u;] our leawpg it; but soberly learn to will t;:at
b i s, }:v ose very will giveth being to all that it will
st mdu{:] the Orderer, not repine at the order and laws, whi:}f
essay t0 corect and amend. sty of tucns H eyt VIO would
) ! em, sho ithe:
:tt::nmw::‘; :af dcm:ic thmgn. beyond the level of :ﬁ:ﬁ:ﬁ:r ma:l:
i mnr{csr.l convenient for us He hath bestowed uy. n
i if - m&; r;n':lo:v:;‘tnﬂc‘ hath!nol bestowed nor gmt?;d :
( venient that we shou)c i
M thou dost complain that there shall bea timcl ?:‘:t::;:h thou

% :This universe.
+ The human species has continued for many years, though every

wividoal of the
T race Is cut off before 2 hundred years run their course

livening planet of time?

One of the Lowest, 23

shalt not be, why dost thou not also grieve that there was a time in
which thou wast not, and so that thou are not as old as that en-

For mot to have been a thousand years
before this moment, is as much to be deplored as not to livea
thousacid after it, the effect of them both being one. That will be
after us which, long, long before we were, was. Qur children’s
children have that same reason to mucmur that they were not young
men in our days, which we have to complain that we shall not be

old in theirs, The violets have their time, though they impurple
ot the winter, and the roses keep their season, though they dis.
close not their beauty in the spring.

Empires, states, and kingdoms have, by the doom of the Supreme
Providence, theil fatal periods; great cities lie 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, are overthrown and trampled. Some lights above,
not idly entitled stars, are lost, and never more seen of 0s, The
excellent fabric of this universe itself shall one day suffer ruin, or a
change like a rain; and should poor earthlings thus to be handled

complain ?
¥r1rs are & sea into which @ man wadeth uniil he drowna.

ONE OF THE LOWEST.

Horace SmiTH.

of the “Rejected Addresses,” Author of

d other novels; also of many comic and
L

[One of the authors
% Brambletye House™ an
serious pieces, published under the title of * Gravities: and Gaieties,
Born 1779 ; died 1849.]
'Mip the busy throng of the strect,
'Mid the trampling of busy feet,
She told her tale :—
A hollow voice and a hollow cye,
Dry lips, dry heart, and eyes long dry,
And lavender dried for sale.
And few would pause to hear
Her strange and tearless grief;
But still with hollow voice and eye
She flung her woes at the passers-by,
At the honest and at the thicf,

# Oh, pity! and hate me not!
Oh, pity! and not condemnl
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For onee when I heard of such s myself,
(0 God, how [ hated them |
I\nt‘ me! not me! but my crime;
You loathe it not more than [:’
1 euuld not bear you should love me now ;
Yet pity me, ere I die! s

“Yremember the time when he came to me
And smiled, and spoke of Jove j— g
O, the wildest love and the ﬁ!‘l(.':'r\'l hate
In a madden’d breast will z.tm:,.;:-l-y m;lm-
Awlnmy Scorn, remorse, and hatred st;-:m
.. With the love that onice | bore ; .
Till I doubted, so much were my uc:ms lost
\Vhrlh.fr I loved or hated him mose, i
! When he came to me ¢ nee nm;a- -
When he came again, and again 1 za\'c‘
What hunger and thirst had striven to save
Through weeks that knew 10 rest, ‘
He said it was his by law : i
And T doubt not he knew best.
By law, but neyer by right!
For 1 doubt that the frus ol my toil was his
By the coward’s law of might, ‘

“ Fool lh_al Lwas! | had no ring;
Y2t merrily once 1 could laugh :zr:(l sin
And fancy myself his wife, E
He oncrl {or awhile, while his love Wis new
But hlsll‘.:uc was deeper and far more trge i
And it cut to my soul like a knife,

" Oh, his was a laugh ]
Wihen hlnuhu'zlpi' wca::u:’rohn?[-‘l i
But_l would to God I had lost n-;y cars
. l'.rc'l heard that lying tongue,
Yes, his laugh was sweet; but now it secms

Like the echo of wil and mocki
ocking screams s
‘sz;]d or:} that night when I look’d gnqc}:im-! ‘
en the rain was blown abous b the bla
And he toss’d in unholy rest— 1 e
Lfarj:qul he laugh'd in his wicked dream,
nd 1t merved my arm, and [ stifled g sc
As I held the knife to his breasy | ke

* But angel or fiend withheld my }
€ turned—he awoke—an sawyml:ggslnrf
By his bed with the deadly knife,
Since then I have blest and cursed the day
1'did not take his life |

One of the Lowest,

I flung the terrible knife to the floor,
And rushed to the street by the open door,
With a wild and fever'd brain,
And wherever 1 go, for evermore
His last fierce look will remain.
The rattling rain on the pavement beat,
And the wild wind howl'd down the long black street,
And I shudder’d to hear the sound of my feet,
Though the deed T 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 1 danced on my thin, sharp ke =,
I thought 1 could love it well ;
But it grew cach day so like to thee,
That 1 felt (how bitterly none can tell,)
It would laugh like thee on its road to hell.
Though | loved it, 1 could not bear to sce
A thing that so resembled thee,
Close to the home where we used to dwell
I dropp'd it into the horrible well,
That babe that I danced on my knee |

" 0k, would that 1 were there,
In that cold tomb,
Drown’d in the depths of its soundless gloom,
No more to breathe the air |
I would, but I do not dare.
I cannot repent, and 1 dare not die,
They say there is pity in the sky;
But they who tell me so,
They loathe the sight of such as me.
And I cannot believe there 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 wle:

With a hollow voice and a hollow eye,

With a dry-dram’d heart and eyes long dry,
And lavender dried for sale.

They said * She was mad, and had been 50"

* God would provide I or, * She might go
To Bedlam or to gaol”
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THE ISLES OF GREECE.
Lorp Byzon,

Tk isles of \'reece! the isles of
! Gr
W:thre burniag Sappho lovd ande:::l
ere grew the arts of war and peac =
EtWhe:e Delos 13se and Pheebus s r? I
ernal summer gilds them yet,— .
But all, except their sumn, is set,

'I'l};fc?n and the Teian muse,
e hero's harp, the lover’s |
Have found the far’nc your sth:stcf:?fusc
2 Their place of birth, alone, is mute '
TO sounds t!}at echo further west

han your sires’ “ Islands of the blest.”

The mountains look o
n Ma
And Mamthon looks on tﬁ:hs(;,"
A:}ddl;nc:ss?dg tlhere an hour alone, i
’ m d that Greece might still
{or, standing on the Persians’ gm\'e,bc iy
could not deem myself a slave,

A king sat on the rocky brow
That_looks v’er sea-born Salamis
And ships by thousands lay below,
HcAnd men in nations j—all wcrc'his!
£ counted them at break of day,
nd when the sun set where Wcr; they?

And where are they?
y ? and where art t}
; My country?  On thy voiceless s!n];:;,‘
Lite heroic lay is tuneless now—
AI;Ehe heroic bosom beats no morel
5 must thy lyre, so long divine,
cgenerate into hands like mincP'

’Tif. ifomﬂh!ng’in the dearth of fame,
T ough lirde’d among a fetter'd race,
0 feel at least a patriot’s shame,
Even as I sing, suffuse my face,
For what is left the poet here?
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear,

Must we but weep o'
P o'er d
Must we but blush? ((;)l.l: mlﬂe

The Isles of Greece,

Farth | render back from out thy breast
A remnant of our Spartan dead]

OF the three hundred grant but three

To make a new Thermopylel

What! silent still2 and silent all?
Ah | no;—the voices of the dead
Sound like a distant torrent’s fail,
And answer,  Let ong living head,
Rut 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 Samian wine!
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed the 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—
Think you he meant them for a slave?

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
We will not think of themes like thess !
Tt made Anacreon’s song divine:
He served—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 tyrant was Miltiades!

Oh! that the present hour would lend
Ancther despot of the kind !
Such chains as his were sure to bind.

Fill high the bowl with Samian winel
On Suli’s rock and Parga’s shore
Exists the remnant of a line
Such as the Doric mothers bore
And there, perhaps, some sced is S0WR
The Heracleidan blood might own.

1 rust not for freedom to the Franks,
They have a king who buys and sellsj—
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In native swords and nitive ranks,

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

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

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

——

THE JEW,

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

The Jew is a mizacle among the nations. 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 the grave of her de.
parted splendour,

The Jew saw Rome, the « mighty heart” of nations, sending its
own ceaseless life's, throh through all the arteries of its vast empire,
He, too, has seen that heart cold and still in death, These have
perished, yet the Jew lives on—the same silent, mysterious, in-

Jerusalem, to meditate sud and gloomily on the relies of ancient
power. Above him- shines the clear sky, fair as when it looked
down on the towers of Zion, but now, alas | beholds only a desolate
city and an unhappy land, The world is his home, Trampled on
and exiled, his name a badge of infamy, he still lives, full of ancestral

On leaving America for England, %9

ide. The literature of the ancient .Hebrew‘t.ﬂur.m-hs Ove'tc ;::II
P",ed; and schools, and sects, Mankind worship in -mcf Sf:aza-
:;;.gw ’ui David, and bow to the divine teachings of .:}c::usJet;’ -
reth, who also was a son of Abraham, l%u{:h d::wc rmliu' i
ancient dreams of empire are gone. How scldom sl ﬂ,wnge’
see him in our city strects, that he is the creature of s Sy
uliar destiny. Neither age, nor country, nor ch_mate m;em‘ %h .
m. Such is the Jew, a strange and solitary being,
drama of his long and mournful history.
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ON LEAVING AMERICA FOR ENGLAND.
Tuomas Moore.
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triumph this morning, oh! Boston, 1 hail
'?1'1': ;ltir of lli:y deck and the spread of thy rl.
For they tell me I soon shall be wafted, in fer,
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the rer.,d
And that chill Nova ioo;iis unprun{::‘sg strang
hall tread of American s
{;:ﬁt_:_l;s;{[xsm the land | may her sons }mow, atl_fength,
That in high-minded honour lies liberty’s strcpg; b
That though man be as free as the fetterless _w:in 5
As the wantonest air that the north can unbmm,
Yet, if health do not temper and sweetenlther ,ias.t,
If no harvest of mind ever sprung where it pass "h W
Then unblest is such freedom, and baleful its might,
Free only ta ruin, and strong but to bhghtll
Farewell to the few I have left with regret 'f
May they sometimes rem}l, what I cannot Orig‘ai;tl
The delight of those evenings,—too brief a de :gh Ko
When in converse and song we have stolen on the 1:;31: ;
When they’'ve ask’d me the manners, tl}e mind, or the mues
Of some bard 1 had known or some chief 1 ha:;i ;‘;ugn.
Whose glory, though distant, they long had T o ’u,['d
Whose name had oft hallow’d the wine-cup they pour'd.
And still as, with sympathy humble but tin;c,
I have told of each bright son of fame all n;g,
They have listen’d, and sigh’d that the powerful stream
Of America’s empire shiguz;if pass, llk'; ::a 31:5.::1,
i leaving one relic of genius A
E&&m& vfu the tide which. had vanish’d away |




