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THE VICTIMV'.DYING HJOUR.

BEiToLTI that cheek, that dim end liagard oye,Thuse cIay-cold lips, stili mnoving as in pray'r,List to that thrilling, zagoni7.ita sigh,Trhen say if guiit{did cer iniabeà therelAlas, nias! the stint, is sorely feit,Well hath she sufferd t0 atone lier gujit!
Say, iq this @the, who once aione did reigaBeiov'd of ail, the nutstress of ail heart s 1She who had countiess loyers in lier train,Now brought thus low b y vile seductive arts?Say, is this she, who in effuiaent sheen,Of ev'ry heart 'erst reign'd the loveiy queen?
Where is the deep carnation tint ? where howThe eye which kindled once with beauty's

liglît?ý
Wliere is the emile that once, liglit Up that brow,On which stern guilt bhîcast its WIth'riftfýYblight ?
Alas, nias! of ail she's now bereft,0f whiat she was, the wreck alone is ieft!
Are those the eyes, which once wîth love didbeain,

Whichi now ppa as still as sulent death 1Are those the l=ei cheeks which once did
seemn,

As if were there enîwin'd the roses' wreath ?18 this the formni, in infaacy oft prestWith rapture to a mother'o tender bteast?
Arc those the tiris wlsich oft with love have

hung
Upon the foui seducer's guîily neck?Now iying owerless, their nerves unstmun,And like !gerself a sad and mournfui wreck?,Are those the lips which did their breath discioseLike to the fragrant odour of the rose.

Say, is this she, whose soui-suhduin,,g &lance,Aiiur'd ail hearts to worship at her shrine 1Who through the crowdcd mazes of the danceLike à celestiai satellite did shine?1She who appear'd as iovely as the day,'Ere the seducer miark'd lier for his prey'?
Yes, this is she, but aow, nias ! she liesSad and aegiected on hier dying bcd;N'o geatje haad is aear to close lier eyes;NoteÊgýof aorrow aow for her iesshed;£-he *110 cotiid once adorn an emnpire's throne,Now lies unwept, uapitied, and unkaown.
That breat was once devojd of ev'ry uile,*And vîrtue there took up e ls a bode;That face was once lit with an heav'nly saileWhjch foui seduction's veaomn did corrode'That lovely forai is wasted now aad prne,And canker'd sorrow hath the coaquest won.
Oh! man, feul ionster, cruel of thy kind,What art îhou, but a ruthiess libertine?1See that sad wreck and oh! let it rernindThee that the foul'aad dreadful Work i,3 thine;-Igehold those charma which thou hast causedto fade,
And tremibie at thc litvoc thou hast trade.

Thou cru l spoiier, oh! that suich as titev,
Shouid thuts deface tie imagIte that Was ijade,

(Like ta the naker of ail things that be),Or tuit sîteli are who havcfroiii virtue stray'd;
Tliai suci there are, who foui advantage take,
And sek a w'oman's love, hier licart to break.

How mnny arc the vows, the oaîlîs, the l)rayr'se
And ev'ry other vile seductive art;

The protestations, groans, and sighs and teurs,
Resorted to, to win her gentie heurt:

Shie listens to ilie., iii an iil hour,
Then falîs, and witliters, like a hliglited fllw'r.

But hark, what -sound now falis iipon mine car?
It is the hapless female's dying moan ;Say, canst thou hear it, and iot'drop a tcar,
Unless thine lieart is of the flint y stone ?Approach and view thy viecîîm's dying bcd;Ail s silent now, niasI-lier spir't's led!
St. Jolin. J. M. 69th Rugt.

THE ABBOT 0F LA TRAPPE.

BV EMMA C. EMBURY.

"Tlink'st thou existence.doth depend on tinteIt doîli; but actions are nsq epoclih mineHave ruade nmy davs and nialits imperishiabli
Endiesa, and ail alike, as sainds on the shore,Innumnerable atoms; and one descrt,
Barren and col on winîch the wîld waves break,But nothing rests, save carcasses and wreck*ltocks, and be sait-surf ç%eeds of bittcrness.

MANFRED.
QNIE of the most brilliant ornamcntS'

of the splendid and profligate court O
Louis the Fourteenth w-as the younig
Abbe de Rance. Originally destine
te the career of arme, the death of an'
eider brother, %vhich'left vacant selVe-
rai rich benefices, produced a suddelI
change in his prospects, and at the ear-
]y age of ten years, Armand dc Rance,
receivcd the tonsure. 'Ihose intelleC,
tuai tastes, for ivhich lie was aIreadY.
remarkable, seemed to fit himn in a peCU'
liar nianner'for an ecclesiastical life, and
he devoted himself to lis studies with iL
zeal which promised unbounded succesO
to the aspirant for fame. His early ac-
quaintance with the classics ivas O
great, that lie published an edition Of
Anacreon w'hen only. twelve yeafS
old;- and lis progress in varlous othe-t
branches of polite Iearning, was so r6'
markable as to obtain for him the notice
and protection of Anne of Austria. De'
voting himnself more especially, holi'
ever, to the study of the Scriptures, ?îfl-
of the Fathers of the Churcb, he pa5j


