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tock, scparated only by a small stream ; in-
8tantly the tuft of pines whichi grcw upon its
brow were in a blaze, casting a lurid glare
Oround, fit beacon of such a strife; while a
'litge fragment of the rock, torn hy the shoek,
*ent crashing from its high site, bounding from
bush to bush, wvhich vainly opposcd its course
tb the beach be1owv.

The storm did flot last an hour-yet as sud-
<ienly as it came so it dcparted; the black o'er-
hanging cloud ivas refit apart, and flcw in airy
IDieccs before the wind, which saak in its fury;
Qnd the suri again shone brightly forth. Bot
Whiere were thc deer ? One, the only one, a
8wollen careass, lay at our fect upon the sand.
'thie Incliani turned iny attention from it, and
IPointing after the fcathcry frag-ments of the
8torin, exclaimed-" The Great Spirit rules
there!" K.

Saint Jolin, Seplember, 1841.

For The Amaranthi.

TRE PIANOFORTE AND THIE SPIN-
NING WIIEEL.-A TRuE FABLE.

1ÏOT longy ago a fine Piano,
ýVhe idol of the gay belle Anna,
eor whicli her Pa, the best of nianies,
l1ad paid some fifty pounds, or guineas-
Wioh at a fire's wild hurry-scurry,

(Pxuemy diction Master Murray,)
W'as broken, shocking !-oh, hcart-rendingo!
ýeYond ail power or hope of mending;
Not along ago, I say, this thing,
P'it for the daughtcr of a King,'
Was cast into the dust and gloom
'Of that dread place-a luinber room;
'?4idst broken kottles, crocks, and chairs,
And namelcss tliings, flot worth repairs,
heside an antiquatcd reel-

'ýYAnna's grandnta's spinning wliccl;
Our m-usic-chcst in boing plac'd,
Or tlirown in Patrick all-work's hastc-

14nthe whccl, it crack'd a spoke,
Whelieh now in rising anger wvolt
ý'0u rude, intrusive, nondescript,
V'oU ought to bc sevcrly whiipt-
Wýhat wanton frcak-what foolishi whiim
'las led yoîî hore to break my liib?
Who is it dares my place invade ?
ý'our name-your family and trade 2
ý'01 upstart coxcomb, got away,
SIle'er could bear a popiiujay;

"iQU'rc far too flimsy-flashy-finc,
'P)caim the strong, old Saxon lino:

YOUr tinsel skirts and polisl face

Bespeak you of some foreign race-
Perchance from Italy or France,
Come here to teach young girls to dance.
Musicians, now, and dancing masters
Are honour'd more than parish Pastors.

(Piano.)

Whiate'cr 1 bc I'm far your baers,
I'm vers'd in science, arts, and letters;
I'm patroniz'd by ail the great-
The highest person in the state:
Ev'n Queca Victoria prizes me
Above the first nobility.
You maudîja hum-drum, vulgar thing,
I was presentcd by the King
To her whio now is Britnin's Queen,
The day that she nttain'd eightoen :
She takes me hy the hand cachi day,
And condescends with me to play;
Shc'd think ber drawing-room was bare
If 1, bier fav'ritc, wvas flot there-
But you-she'd1 kick youi out of doors,
To drudge in cots for country boors;
As one whose shape, and drcss, nnd moventt
Were ail oppos'd to aIl improvement-
You absolete- .old-fashiioni'd mrature,
Uncouth in voice, and form, and fecaturo;
I do you hionour, lot me say,
By this my visit here to-day:
I own 'twas 'gainist my wish i cnme,
I'm prison'd hecre, ail bruis'd and laine-
Misfortune, war, and wreck, and weathrr,
IVill sometimes hiuddle those together
As difl'ront both in rank and worth
As jewels are fromn common carthi.
Were I as I was ivont to be,
As active, sound, anti full of gîce,
I'd scorn to stay withi such as yoa,
How gladly ivould I say adieu,
And joyful as I went would play
"O0ver the his and far away."
lIow dire my dooin, wvhat deep disgrace,
My chlarming voice--my heauteous face
The world will no more hiear or sec-
l'in past aIl hiope of remedy.
My friends have tried the best of skill,
But aIl in vain, to cure my ilI;
For still my nerves and heart-strings jar,
And mock the art of Doctor Barr.

Thoughi one our doom and1 onc otîr îa~
Ilow wvido in contrast is our case-
What claini have you Io syrnpathy,
Whosc pride survives prosperi y?
You only mernt my dispîcasure,
Vain ereatuire of a tiseless ploasure,
1 rest froïn toil, I've donc my dity;


