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fT.IIo---rodnover do tihe like. And Mr. Spcedwell is such a nie,
harridsomo mnai! ILa, Miss Nfcdwiiu, could'nt yon take mie -%vill you? ?
sirould likoc to go so Dncc-f rr )nrris was'nt living wvith him. But thon
people niiglît mako a talk.

J,...2\re1.Y wvel1, Jeinima, If t1iink you, wlll bc able, in trne to overcorne thiat
seruple. If I succccd iii my plans, 1 do not think it lt all probable ihat you
will ho suffered to reinain liore. If' you wishi, yQu eau follow nie.

tJ..-WclI, T'ni sure tirat's so obligîng--just, for all ie world, likec MNr.
De-. Ohi, miercy! (Exemni.)

i LNIS SUGGIESTED ]3Y A SCENfl' INJ TSIlB,8OT AI)

WHAT a respiendant scene! Tire sun is liirih
In Ileaven, and not a spek obscures blis rays,But likoe a flood bis radianco lies on cartir
And ocean! Ail around soems bathod in liih,
And biendod with its settiemeat! Ilowv calm,
IIow liko a tlring etherial sleeps tire sea!
'Tis oven as an other far difftised;
One with. the upper air, ivhich tlke a, veil
0f silvery tissue hangs above. Th~at isie,
Iloi glorious! Wlrat splendid forins! Wlrat aiigit
Blended vvitl piacid beauty! Sucir repose
W;tir majesty comnbined! Tirese lofty pealis-
Tirat shoot iato the air, likoe pinnacles
Over the lo-%ver buildings of a city;
How thoy transcend tihe thought, or lif it irigi
To tiroir owa emineirce! Loved Arran Isle!
It is on tirco I gaze, and gaze unwvearie'J.
Stili lotime fix rny look on tirce. until
Thy majcsty and beauty have becir stamped
Upon my very soul, no maore to fado!
I wouhi bo one wvith tirce! Hoiv should 1 live
And mingio wvith thy boingr! In tiry cahun
Or tompest, iwhoa tho sun wvas on tirco, or,
Wiron storni ]rad wvrapt timee in iris darlest gloom!
Wlroa inoraing's primo saluted ail th'y erags,
Or eveaing's shadowvs tirickly lay around tirc!
And wlrcm storn winter's reign liuslred every voico
In cartir arîd air-ilien down tiry glens tho stroanus
No longer pourcd, touir'd by alystorious pomwer:
Wlren froin tlr sides tire flocks wvitlrdrawa w'c stili:
Not even tire sea, bird's chine iwas licard to break
Tire silence. EIow sirould I oxult iii tirc
As ivith thy snows around the thou did'st seni
Sonme wondronrs island of anothor wvorld!

But have those scenos wvlrich ail azound invite.
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