
472 'TIIE POPE AND THE BEGGAIL

the fence was so low or on open, that they grew TIE POPE AND TIE BEGGAR.
$Over it or through it anîd mningled thîeir branchîes ~t

together, and thereby becamue si initerwoveni with Thie Desires, tta Chains, t/he Dredg, t/he Winr.
cai otier, as to render it diflicult if not danger-

DY 8s1a E. L. BULwEaL.ous to separate thcin, dangerous at least to the
life of the smnallest and weakest of the two...

S I saw a soul beside the clay it wore,They hal gone together, for years, to the sane
chool wvhile thcy were children. When grown When reigni'd that clay, the Ilierarch Sire of

sel.o whl lt er hlrn W.ng n'
t. Itolie; tulp, they had worked together iii the saine hay or rr

harestfied ;hadalwys eenparner inth A hundred priests stood, ranged the bier becflore,havet ied;had aln@bcua pairtner i t
barvst iei; ~iuiy 10thCWitin Si. Peter' d'onie.

dance at the harvest-homes, twelfth-niiglts, and W S Petr' dome

Other nerry-makings: and although the Arim- And all was incense, solemn dirge, ani prayer-
stroig, from the circunstance of their not beini And still the soul stood sullen by the clay:
obliged to go out to daily labour for their susten- O soul, why to thy heavenlier native air
Suce, like the Millways, vere in a somewliat high- Dost thou not soar away î
ear position in the conventional division of the dif-
ferent ranks of society; yet tho partition wall And the soul answered with a ghastly frown,
between them was but a low or an open one, "lI what life loved, death finds its weal orwoe;

SmIasmlluchi as the one was the independent proprie. Slave to the clay's desires, they drag me down
tor, in his own riglit, of a cottage and a garden, To the clay's rot below1"
Wýith1 an undefined righit of pasturage on theCD aIt spoke, and where Rome's purple ones reposcd
è e0luMon hard by, while the other rented a farm o

flic /They lowered the corpse; and downwvards fromU"Ciently large to afford occupation upon it to tue sun
More than the whole family. Hence, the em- ? oth seul and body sunk-and darkness closed

yment of the Millways as labourers by the Over that two-fold oneI
rongs on tleir farm, and the consequent in-

lrnaey between thein. And the reader will Without the church, unburied on the ground,
therOfore hardly be surprised to learn, that a There lav, in rags, a Beggar newly dead;
schea for effecting a still closer and more inti- Above the dust no holy priest was found,
mate Connection, betwixt the two families, was No pious prayer was said i
formed by William Armstrong and Bella Mill-

a a ar df ti But round the corpse unnumbered lovely things,0 Wn «%U appovedof by their parents.
They were both ved y young when this engage- overing unseen by the proud passers-by,
ent was entered int0; far too young indeed s Formed upward, upward, upward, witlh bright '

either to judge of its fitness and propriety, as
regads the temper, disposition and habite of the A ladder to the sky 1
paties, or to form ajust and proper estimate of the «And what are ye, O Beautiful 1" " We are."
IoPOrtance of such a step, as they, like toc many Answered the choral cherubini, " his Deeds;"

g people in higher ranks of life, had rasliy Then his soul, sparkling sudden as a star,
Flashied from its mortal weeds,.4nd bere I might give my fair readers, a long

and useful lecture on the subject of matrimonial 5 And, lightly passing, tier on tier, along
enggem ents, but they I know full well in their The gradual pinions, vanished like a smile I

pursue my true and simple story, J t swpt by the solemn-visaged throng
skip it if I did, besides, the moral of my From the Apostle's pile- 'i

eýl May do more good than any thing 1 could say,mord refo 'Knew ye this beggar 1" "Knew I a wretch whore revenons d no mouton&
To be continued. died

Under the curse of our gond Pope now gone !"
a teat"

'V wenshe for those we love are theyurspre
which water.the garden of the heart, a And Rome's most holy son 

tho them it would be dry and barren, and Then did I muse ;-such are men's judgment,-
g o fowers of Affection would perish, bind

S--- onIn scr or love In what unquet-of thing ,
thY -the Music of Thought conveyed to us in Desires, or Deeds- do rage and purple find

U usic Of Languae. The fettera or the wings 1


