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bodings of the : fumrc—dul these fow ‘touches
\ awaken !
up is now himself but a memory.

upt )
“from earth: like the'
“awakened, Lis lite v

a tran
. soen melted into silence.
" had sueh enchantment in- its touch, Is now rigid
“in the’ palsied ‘gras
:strung has had its living chords d
bxoken to frn"merh in the drise—it will no nore,

to the ear of mank cind, . discourse most eloquem

i musnc. -Of this young musician, with other mat-
zers. I will xell you ~omcthm~ inmy ne\t. ;

“Tne =hmlo\\= o'er xhe mouniain treep,

. And dcdpcr. deeper lower;

“The blrd oh its nest has sunk 0 slee'-

And the dew steals o'er the Hower

P stazs in heaven, like anzels
Are gazing froin ou: theiz home, - A

CAnd the clild on the brens: on mazher lies,” *

But'yet ! Why.don't
. %

nd sighs wizh its lonely moan,

by tarries he so Inte?

+ The' turtlé-dove to her home has fdown,
And'is nestled away with her maze:

The darhieslaz houss ia silence speak,

“That the night must soon be run,

And the cold tear steals o'er my burning chcek—-
0}\ why, ©Why don't he come "

‘.ue'll come no more!  To another's par :

His mlsc. false vows lie's breaching;

And zhe spells that onee Jured thee in fm:r dcur.
O'¢F another's heart he's weavin

ﬂo strains her in love to his 1
" Where oft in thy trust thow'st clung,

And the lips, once thine, now to lier's are prenz—

Oh! asknot, & Why don't he come :*

: He has left in thelr youth to w uher,
Like n meteor flashing across the night,.

1 To illume, but to warm thec never :
Then think not again he ¢'ér will brenlho

i “The vows that so oﬂ have rung .

1+ Dr sunk on thine e'\r, but thus to dece'

And ask not “Why don't hie come
S eont

hood and . error, we ought not to do it “nh
mhemencc, nor msuhmr-ly and with an mr of
'contempt- but to ln;, open the truth, und with

Alas? the minstrel whe ealled them
He has passed
sounds which lns enius
ient s\\oemca:. that
The land ulm.h once

the henrr, 0. 'ucnnhm)v
solved—a lute

“how mnn\' hlt)ll"hh of uﬂcc.mn,of'rmt, of pem- _t‘ X MEM
‘tence—sad “recallings of the ‘past—melancholy 3 '

3

. IH' 3w, .

THE young bride reclined in Yer new home's gay bowar,
And where all was fulr, the tairess was she, .

| €herished Ly one, who, by each sweet passing hour, - - -

N Dwele with delight on hcr smile’s wixchcr\-.

AsIgazed on that brklo, nd her vuse of brizht roses
That shed ronnd thelr perfume, thelr s fading lylonm

She 2aid, “they were pluck'd from the spot where reposes
The form of the dead”—nay, frow near the lone tomb,

“‘ho-c the fairest of beings, (-lsm- grace to that bride,)
Young mother and wite, sleeps in yonder cold grave;
.-\ml a3 1 looked out, the moon's radiaut tide s
l-cll on that spot, round which many towers wave,

3 Aht what then -eem'd cmh, with jis roses nml love
The sad consrast ¢'erpowered my aenw.-s in gloom ;

One sister was near me, ‘mid pleasures to roves
The other! alas! she Ia v still in'thie tomb

Her spirit \r:h cunlele‘s nnﬂ purc as the dew.

" Resting on those ga¥ roses at mori's orient brlghl.
leu that was exhnll.-d in her morn of life, to
nd rccallml to us sourcc, the blesl founulu of lig

'rhu:. in 1he mld:. nl‘aur;ors, ls denth ever near,
.Then so let us live, z)m when its -l\-up comes,’
0|.r mem’ryy hke her~ 20 our fﬂend~ wiay be dear,

rnon"ii'on'.-\ct. _
. Ode IV T, ‘
BY 1L C. R

Now she sard winter yields to smiling spring;
Soft breexes waft the bark across the malns ,

L
.
3
i
;

lL\n: is of nll |hm s the uu")m

:thour-h wedlock try nll ber golden links, and;

. sand.- ‘—._‘Itlron.

No ploughman gow, or herds, to shelter cling—
5 The meads throw off their wiiity shroud n"nin. .

\on ‘wanton Lov () hb chait b\ moonh'ht plies, ‘ -
Whilst youths with grazesul nymphs in dnncel win ;'
;Or fresh.born low’rets cull in rich supplies— | R i

Or fragrant ch:ple:s round’ lhv.lr tresses bind,

rim Mulciber once more ll'-hls up zhc fires,
Where Jove's dire bolts the busy Cyclops cast;
nd syivan Faugn a votive gift requires,

Where leaiy groves exclude the chilly blast, -

Yey, ah! how flact’s the wasting course of Time{
Still pallia Death stalks on with ruthless state,
Calling the blithesome cottager away—
Now thundcrlng at the poruds ot‘lhe g-u:

s onr hnpcs of phnmomjm estral H
Doom'd s00n to where sad shades Ihcx.r viglls keep,
Forcgo £ nlensuro, and her riot train N

st dividor, nm—"
is dmsmn HSAIf To- couple hatred,’ therefore,

borrow'zo her.aid all the iron manacles and
fotters of law, it does bu: seek to uns: a rope o!




