
TIIE BELLE 0F 11E B3ALI.-AN EVERY DAY CHARACTER.
By thc author of Lilliait.

IEÂR!i-years ago-ere yet tny dreanis
Iled been of being wise or wvtty;

Ere 1 bad done with writing themes,
or y;-.wn'd u'cr this infernal Chitty.

Vears--years ago-wvhile ail mny JOY
Was iii my following piece and iillv;

in short, while 1 was yet a boy,
1 fell in lo'we with Laura Lily.

1 Bflw her at the county bail-
There wben the sound of flute and fiddle

Cave signal sweet in that old ball,
0f hands across and down the iniddie.

Ilere's wvas the subtiest speil by far
Of ail that set young lhearts roniancing,

She wati our queen, our rose, out star;
And when she danced--uh, dear! her dancing!

Dark wns ber hair; ber band was wbite;
ler voice wa's exquisitely tender;

lier cyes were full of liquid light;
1 never saw a waist so siender;

lier every look, ber every mrile,
Shot riglit and left a score of arrows;

1 tbougbt, 'twas Venus frorn her isie,
And wonder'd wbere silîe'd left ber sparrowvs.

She taik'd of politics or prayers;
of Soutbey's prose, or WVordsworth',, sonnets;

Of dangers, or of dancing bears;
0f batties, or the last blue bonnets.

By candle-light, ut twelve o'clock,
Tro nie-it mîatter'd flot a tittlf,;

If those brighit lips had quoted Locke,
1 inigbt bave thougbt they murnurcd Little.

Tbrouffl sunny May, througbi suitry June,
1 ioved ber with a love eternal;

1 spolie ber praises to tbe mon,
1 wrote themn for tbe Sunday Journal.

MY mother laugb'd; 1 soon found out
That ancient ladies have no feeling;

My father frown'd; but how shouid gout
Find any buppiness in kneeling ?

She was the daughter of a dean,
Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic;

She had one brother just thirteen,
lVhose color wvas extrenieiv hectic;

lier grand miother, for mnny a vecir,
IIad fed the parisb with ber bounty;

lier second coutiin wvas a peer,
And lord lieutenant of the ceu»ty.

But hitles, and tbe three per cents,
And mbort'gages, and great relations,

And India bonds, nnd tithes and rents,
Oh !wiiat are they to iovc's sensations


