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POLTRY.

WE ARE SEVEN.

{The following verfes have already ‘appeared in feveral
periodical publications. They are written in the man-
nee of the ancient Frglifi Mallad, and we think they
are, both with regard to the lansunge and the fuhjei,
a wonderful inftance of the power which genuine fim.
plicity has over the mind, even when' unaccompanicd
with any circum@tance uncommonly atfzéting. }

A sinrry child, dear brother Jim,
‘That hghdy draws 1Us breath,

And feels it's life in every limb,
What fhould. it know of death.

‘T met alitle cotiage pirl,
She was eight years oid, fhe f3id,
Her hair was thick with many a curl, |
That clufter’d round her hezd.

She had a ruftic, woodlsnd air,
And ke was wildly clad ;

Her eyes were fair, and very fair—
Her bzauly made me glad,

£ Sisters and brothers, little maid,
« How many may you be?* ~

T How many? (:vcn in all,” the faid,
. And wond® ring luok’d 2t me.

¢ And where are they. I pray you zelli™
She anfwer'd, <¢ Seven are we,

%¢ And two of us, at Conway dwell,
“¢ And two are gone o fea.

¢¢ . Two of usin the Church yard lie,
« My fifter, and my brother.

€t Andin the church-yard coteage, 1
< Dwell near them with iny mother,

€ You fiy that two at Conway dwell,
¢ And twao are gone lo fea,

€ Yet you are feven; [- pray you tell,
€€ Sweet maid, how this may.-be '’ .

Then did the little maid rcpl),
¢ Seven girls and boysare we ;

‘“ Two of us in the chutch yard lie
¢t Beneath the church yard trees

¢ You run abour; my little maid,
¢ . Your limbs they arcalivey

© If two are in the church yard laid,
s Then ye are only five. '

¢ Their graves are green, tidy may be fezn.™

¢ The little maid repli'd, .
¢ Twelve fteps or more from my mother's door
s And d\cy are fide by fide.

.56 My (\ockmgs there § often knity
. ¢« My "kerchiefs there 1 hem
" ¢¢ And there upon theground 1 fit--»
et I firand hnb to thcm- .
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s And often after fun-fer, Siz,
€ When it is ligl € and fair,

€0 ) take my littic parrenger;
¢ And earmy fupy:r there:

O

-

The firft that died was little Jane,
¢ Jn bed fhe mourning lay,
1 God redeal™d her of her pain,
¢ And then e went away.

¢ So in the church yard the was laid,
¢ And all the fummer dry
Together round her grave we play’d,
¢ My brother johnand §,

#* And when the ground was white with fnow;
« And I cogld run and lldce,

My brother John was forc'a 1o go,

¢ And helies by her fide,™”

¢¢ How many are you then, ¢ faid I,
¢ I they twoare inheaven 2

The lictle maiden did reply,
¢ O nalter) weare feven.

"

¢ But they are dead ; thofe two are dead!
¢ Their fpirits aze in heaven !®

*Twas throwing words away ; for ail
The little maid wouid have her wiil,

_And faid, ¢ Nay waaccfeven!™

r——

FrPIGRAMME.

Qucl eft ce monfire que voild
Parmi ces jolis enfants [a P

Hélas, Madamé, c’eft ma Fille,
Ah! visiment ellc ef bien gentitle.

INTGME.

Pour tourmenter d’innocentes vi€times,
Doant 1a bontc fait feule tous Yes crimes,
J'unis au fupplice du Yeu,
Et la chaine, ct le feu, et la corde et 1a rove,
Avee des marts en tournant JC mce y\uc N
Sans honte ct fans remords e te fais cet aveu,
Q_d mopitrey dhas-tu, quelle affreufe peinture!
Reviens, le€teur, de ton mjuﬂc Cf‘l—rol 3
_]'c ne travaillz que pour toi :
Un art ingénieux prcﬁdc 3 ma firuQuore;
A tes befoing, & ton plaifir, «
Ma {eule aflaire eft de fervirg
Je marche avee poids ct mefure,
Ert tous mes pas fonc tirés au cordeau.
Sous les rufliques tofts d*un champetre haneau,
O fuivant les defleins de l2 fimple narure,
1a fru;ahn- fevle apprice les repary
De moi 'on feroit pen de cas.
Enfin divine auffi ma compagne fidele,
s LeQeur, pour me conrivitre miepx.. -
Elde 3 brfoin.de moi; je ne puis rien fans c)lc,
Le fort barbare et rigouteux
Par des lizns de feu enfemble nous en ch:mc 3
n mnu\Lm:nt commun lOU! ):S dC\IX l\Ou’ Cn'
“tr=fnc; .
Jerefle ccpcnd:nt (Ou)ourl‘ au mcmchcu 5 .
Lt nous inarchons heaucoup, pour avancer fnrt.pcu.
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