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THE LANOQUAGE OF FLO\ERS.

1% RBastern landa they Wik In fowers,
Ana they tell in a garland thelt love and eares,
Fach bloesomn that dlooms in thelr ganden bowers,
On its leavea a mystic language bears.

The rose la the sign of joy and love,
Young Ulushing love i it catliest dawn;

And the mildness thas suita the geaiie dove,
Fropi themyrile's snowy flower Is drawa

Innocence dwellsin the lily's bell,
Pure as the heart in (ts native heaven

Fame'abright stzr, and glory'c swell,
By the glossy leafofthe bay sre given,

The silent, sof, and humble heart,

In viotet's hidden sweetness breailics ;
And the tender soul that cannot part,

A twine os evergreen fondly wreathes,

The eypreas that darkly shades the grave,

The sotrow that mourus i biter lot ;
And falth that a thousand llecan brave,

Speak In thy blue leavea—Focget-me-not.
Then gather a wreath from the garden bowers,
And tell the wish of thy heart in flowers.

I'anctvat.

SONGS OF TIIE FLOWER SPIRITS,

BXOWDROTS,

STEALTNILY, stealthily up to the light,
Wheao lus gleaming wand first passes,

We creep in our garments of Jaziling white
Eroe the vernal loaves and grasses.

And the sunlooks down with a wondering gaze,
As1{in earth’s bloomless bowe

TGS BEEIATEYS Rl inier davs
And wa lit our bce-crowned heads to feel
‘The warmth of his proud caress,

Far each kiss he gives 1a & magic seal
Of strength and loveliness,

CRrROCUSES,

From prison and gloom, and the ruthlesscold,
We struggle and pant and are free,

And the noonday is riling our leaves for gold,
But at night right warity,

We'll closs the zay woafof our stalnless domes,
Lest the frost with his shintag feet,
8hould wandec within, and out fairy homes
Become his winding-sheet,
.

See, green swards briatle around us well,
Aud the crisp snows drift away,

And a trench lies round our citadel—
'Tisxfo as In rosy day.

£iteratnre,

" A TERRIBLY STRANGE BED.

(Concluded from our last.)

In the nervous unsettled state of my mind
-at that moment, I found it much easier to
make my pnaposed inventory, than to make my
,Eroposed reflections, and soon gave up all

ope of thinking in Lo Baistre’s fanciful
‘track—or, indeed thinking at all, 1 looked
about the room at the different articles of
-furniture, and did nothing more, There was
first, the bed I was lying in—a four post bed,
of all things in the world to meet with in
Paris!—yes a thorough clumsy British four
poster, with the regular top lined with chintz
~the regular fringed valance all around—
the regular ‘stifling, unwholesome curtains,
which I remiembered having mechanically

drawn back against the posts without parti.
calarly noticing the bed when I first got into
the room. Then thero was the macblo top
washhand-stand, from which the water I had
spilt in my hurry to pour it out, was atill deip-

ing sluwly and more slowly, on the brick flvor.
q‘hon twosmall chaire,with my coat, waistcoat,
and trowszors flung on them. Thon, a large
elbow chair covered with dicty white dimity
with my cravat and shirt-collar thrown over
the back., ‘T'hen, a chest of drawcre, with
twvo of tho brass handles off, and 1 tawdry,
broken china inkstand placed'on it by way of
ornament for tho top. Then, the dreseing
table, adorned by & very small looking glase,
ond a very large pincushion, Then, the
window—an unusually largo window. Thon,
a dark old picture, whichthe feeblecandledimly
showed ma. Itwas the picture of afellow ina
high Spanish hat, crowned with a plumo of
towering feathers, A swarthy sinister ruffian,
looking upward, shading hiseyes with hishand
and loﬁing intently upward—it might bo at
somo tall gallows on which he was going to
be hanged. At any rate ko had the eppoar-
ance of thoroughly deserving it.

This picture put a kind of constraint upon
me to look upward too—at the top of tho bed.
[t was a gloomy and not an interesting object
and I looked back at the picture. I counted
tho feathers in the man's hat ; they stood out

in relief: three. \‘y,rjto; two, green. I ob-
scrvedthe crown of hishaty which wasol a con-

ical shape, according to the feshion supposed
to have been favoured by Guido Fawkes., |
wondered what ho was looking up at. It
couldn't be at the stars; such a desperado
was neither astrologer nor astronomer, It
must be at the high gallows, and he was
going to be hnng03 presently.  Would the
executioner come into possession of his con.
jcal crowned hat, and plume of feathers?
I counted tho feathers sgain ; three, whito:
two, green.

While I still lingered over this very im-
proving and intellectual employment, my
thoughts insensibly began to wander. The
moonlight shining into the room reminded
me of a certain moonlight night in Eng-
land— the night after a pic-nic party in
a Welsh valley. Every incident of the
drive homeward through lovely scenery,
which the moonlight mude lovelier then cver,
came back to my remembrance, though I
had never givon the pic-nic a thought for

ears ; though, if { had tried to recollect it
{ could certainly have recalled little or
nothing of that scene long past. Of all the
wonderful facultics that help to tell us we
arc immortal, which speaks the sublime truth
more eloquently than memory? Ilere was
1, in a strange houso of the most suspicious
character, in a situation of uncertainty, and
even of peril, which might seem to make the
cool exercise of my recollection almost out of
the question ; nevertheless remembering, quite
involuntarily, places, people, conversations,
minute circumstances of every kind, which I
had thought forgotten for ever, whichl could

not possibly have récalled at will, even under

the moet favourable auspices, And what
cause had  produced in & moment the
wholo of this strange, complicated, mysterious
effect 7 Nothing but some riys of mioon-
light shining in at my bed-room windgw.

1 was stil thiaking of tho pic-nic, of our
merriment on the drive homo, of the sentimen-
tal young lady who seould quote Childe Iarold
becauso it was moonlight. | was absorbed
by theae past acenes and aciusements, when
in an instant the thread on which my memo-
ries hung snapped asunder, my ‘attention
immediately camo back to present things,
moro sividly than ever, and | found myaclf,
I nether kaew why nor wherefore, looking
hard at the picturo sgain,

Tookiog for what 1 Good Gad, the man had
Pullod his hat down on his brows!—No !
T'ho hat nself was gono! Whero was the
contea} crown ! \Where tho leathers, three
f whito ; two green! Not thero 2 la placo of
tho hat and feathiors, what dushy obpect waa
it that now hid his forciiead—his cyes—his
shading hand ! Was tho bed moving t

I turned on my back, and looked up.
Was [ mad 1 deunk 1 deecaming 1 giddy sgrain?
or, was tho top of the bed really moving down
{ mnking slowly, regulatly, sileutly, horribly,
night down throughout the whole of its leagth
and breadth—right down upon Me, as I fay
underncath ¢

My bloud seemed tu stand stilt; a dead)y,
paralysing coldness stole all over me, an'[
turned my head round on the pillow, and de-
termined to test whether the bed-10p was real-
ly moving, or not, by keeping iny cye on tho
man in the picture. “I'he next look in that
direction was enough, The dull, black,
frowsy outline of the valance above mo was
within an inch of being parallel wih hid
waist. Istilllvoked brenthlessly. And steadily
and slowly—very slowly—I gaw tho figure,
and the line of frame below the figure, van-
ish, ax the valance moved down beforo it.

I am constitutionally, anythung but timid.
I bave been, on more than one occasion, In
peril of my life, and havo not lost my self-pos.
sesaon for an instant ; but, when the convie-
tion first settled on my mind that the bed-top
was really moving, was steadily and continu-
ocusly sinking down upon me, [ looked up for
one awful minute, or more,shuddering, helpless
panic-stricken, beneath the hideous inachinery
for murder, which was advancing closer and
closer to suffocate me where I lay,

Then the instinct of self-preservation came,
and nerved mo to save my life, whilo thero
was yet time, 1 got out of bed very quietly,
and quickly dressed myself again in'my upper
clothing. ‘The candle, fully spent, went out,
I sat down in the arm-chair that stood near,
and watched the bed-top slowly descending,
I was hterally spell bound by it. IfI had
heard footsteps behind me, 1 couvld not have
turned round ; if & means of escape had been
miraculously provided for me, 1 could not have
moved to take advantago of it. The whole
hife in me, was at that momont, concentrated
in my eyes,




