
TrEM AMZXAATZIL

Chocose 1Vtsele tlie Wife or tlîy Bosomn.

Go, mv son, said the eastern sage to Tai-
more, go forti to t world ; be wise in thc
pursuit of knowledgey-be %vise ini the accunitn-
lotion of richcs--be %vise in the choice offriends;
yet unIte will this avail thec, if thou choosest
flot wisely the %vifeof thy bosoin.

When the rulers of thy peoplececho thy say-
ings, and the trumpet of fainle sounds tlîy naiae
abrond aiynong the nations, mnore heautîful will
the sun ofth y glery set, if onc hrighîtcloudrce-
flects its brightness: and suilieti for ever wîii
be the spiendour of the rays, if like a dark spot
she crosses uts surface.

Consider this, then, my son, and look c
to her ways whomn thou ;vouldbt love; for lit-
tic will ail eise avail thee if thou choosest let
wisciy the comfpanion of thy hosoru. Sec
yonder, the maidens of Tinge. TFtcy deck
themnselves with tl genis of Golconda ani the
rose of Kashmire-them selves MOTe brilliant
and heautiful; but ait! take not them to iiiy
bosom; for the gem will grow diîn-, and the
rose vrither andi nauight remain te thec of ail
thou didst woo and win.

.t-ceither turn thyseif Ie the prouti one who
vaqunts herseif on having scanned the pages of
Vedas, andi fathomed the iiystories of the holy
temple. WVoran %vas flot born to %vield the
sceptre, or direct tue counsel; te reveail the
inandates of Brama, or expouind the sacreti
%-erses of -Menu. Rather be it hers to support
thee in grief and soothe the in sitkness; te
rejeice in thy prosperiîy andi ding te thce in
adversity. Refiect then my son ere thon
choosest, and loek, te bier ways whoin thou
wouldst make the wife of thy bosora.

A wife! what a sacreti ame, -,hat a -repon-
sible office! she muist be the unspotted sanc-
tuary te ivhich wvearîe man may flee frorn the
crime of the world, and feel that ne sin dare
enter ther.-A %vife! she munst be as pure as
spirits nrounti the Iveriaqt-ng Throrte ihat
mran inny kincel to her, ct-en in adoration, andi
feei ne -ib.-sciient. ii iviie she must be the
guardiart angel oflIsis footszeps on earilh, and
guide lhheai te leaven; se- firmn ini virtue ilhat
shouiti he for a moment %waver, she con yield
him, support, andi replace himn upon ls firni
founidation ; so 1'appy in conscieus innoc:lce,
t.hat when from the pCrpC,leics Of zhe wocrid
bc turns to bis home, hie may neyer finti a
frown where lie solight a smile.-Such, my
son, thou seekest in a wife; and refleci. %ill
ce thon choosest.

Openi net thy bosoni to the trifler; repose

not thy head on the~ breast v.Iiich lnurseth tin-,
aîîd fidlly, and vanity. Hiope not for obedier:.
whec te passions u.-e untamied ; and expý
net honour frea i br %vlio honoureih flot i-
Godti hat rmade lier:

Tlîough îlîy place bc ncxt to tue thronc.
Princes amd tîte countettance of royalty bez,
upon îhee-îthougi t hy riches ho as tlle pea:J

of Oniar, and thy naine bc honoureti fri fi~
east te the wcst-litulc w.11 it avail tlhce,
darkness and disappoitinen. and st-;fe be
îlîiîc own habitation.-There is & a&
ihine hoiirsof solitude and sickness-and thti.
mtîst thon die. Relc, then, îny son eetî
choose, anli look well te ber ways wlionit hc
tvouldst love; for thoughi thou bc wise in oihý
things-litUe wvill il aval îhee, if ihloit Choosu.
ziot wviscly flic %ifc of thy bosoîn.

THE FUGITIVE PROlIr LOVE.

Is there but a single themne
For the vcttthfui poeî's drcam '1
Is there but a single ivire
To the youtlifil poces lyre?
Earth belotv, and Heaven above-
Can ho sing of nought but love ?

Nay 1 the liaîde's dust 1 sc!
Goti cf war !-l follow thec!
Andi, in ma-tiai nuinhers, maise
Worthy pacans t0 thy praise.
Ahi! Site nicets Me on tlîc field-
If 1 ily net, 1 must yield.

JoIly patron cf the grape!
To thy amnis I will escape!
Q.uick, the rosy ntectar briîtg;
Ile Bacehe!" 1 wvill sing.
Ha! Confusion! Every -ip,
But remînds Ile cf hCr hip.

Pallas! -Ive Ie tîdn' ae
Andi aw.-akc my lyric rageC!
l'ove iS ficetitîg, love is vain;
1 wîil try a nubier etrain.
Oh,: perpleXity! imy books
But rc lic ber hatinting looks!

Jupiter! on1 thec I cry!
'rake lue anti iy lyre on high!
lOe the ;tîars hicncath mue gleam!

hlroh, poet ! is a thiemr.
?iaiis!She ias come above!

Every cord is wtvli;spcring " Love !

A-, enlighiced people are a bî,tter.-u:çîixq
te theidge, thlan ani armny of policemn.


