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J4tnsonly be in farnest;
oty pee thinzann they arv
Fiee footn 060 8 tecertfil petpent,
Fillad with 1oastfa], lisavenly rare;
Thea wonll HIa the Prisn} of sinners,
S9p with va, an-l we wath Himn,
Ruraing ad gur bollor ferlinge
o their erystal fountain's beim;
And would break upan st vision
Glories hot besare contelved
Glnries could they ba parited,
Too refined 10 b2 belisvel!
O'era wotk! of aln an.d sormw,
HHeavenly rainhowaanil woukf gleam
And the ancient seraph Indder
1¥orid no tonger b¢ o dream?

THEDEAD.
BT HRNRY ALFORD.

Thedead alone are great!
While Lieavenly })hnu abide un earth,
Tho soil 8 one oldewless dearth 3
flut when they die, a moutniog thower
Comes da.-n, atw] makes their memory dower
With odors sweet tho' late.

The dead slonn are fair}
AWhiie they are with ue, strange lines play
1isfore Oar £y ef, AN chase away
God wlight ;"butlel them pale and die,
And swell the stores of inemory—

‘There s no envy there,

The deasd alons aye dear!
Whilg they are here, lm&f stiadows fall
Prom surown forinsand darken ail,
But 'yhen they leave us, alltheohade
s tound oue ownt md footsteps made,
And they arebrightand clear.

The dead alone are blest !
AWhile they are iere, clandwmar the day,
And bitter miow falls nip thelr May -
Hot when thelr tempest thine % done,
‘The light and heat ot heaven s own sun
Broods on their laod of rest.

+

Literature,
DADAAAAAARS TAVAFVRNAAANNA, & AW WA ST AN AW
A TRUE ACCOUNT OF AN

APPARITION.

FROM JOUSEIIOLD WORPS.

Ona wintvy afternoon in the month of
February—carnival time—in Paris, I sat in
my room, in the Rue Rambounillet, Quartier
Latin, alone. The courae of lectures in the
College do France which { had been following,
-was suspended for tho holidays, All serious
things were put asido for that round of gaiety
which was to fortify the Parisinns against the
supposed privations of Lent. I, however, had
determined to eschiew all pleasure for awhile,
Upon = serious review of my carcer for some
months previously, I fiad come to the conclu-
asion, that nothing short of hard study and mo-
derate fare, in my hermifage, far removed
from the gaiety of Paris, in thetime of carni-
wal, could atone for tho past, and bring me
upon good terms with myself. So, upon this
alternoon—being the third day of my volun-
tary confinement—I had returned from the

.restaurant, and putting on m{ dressing gown
and Greek cap, sat down with my book open
before me,

There is a solemn sensation in 8 wintry af-
ternicon, when the dusk comes on carly, and
wu ait gnictly alone, which belangs to po
other srason,  Mine was a retire] atreet, and
my reom being au sixiems, I wasa< much re-
morved from tlio bnetlo of Darislan lite aa if
[ had beent fn Palmyrs or Pompeil,  Yer,
somctimes, in the pauscs of my reading, out
of the very solitude and stllness, perhape
from an involuntary listening for some s« 4,
thero grew up a low noise in the air, wn.en
socmed always about tabecomo fhore distinet;
Lut dying nway, returned again, in a manner
that perplexed mo. I gpeculated upon the
caumsoof it. I (ancied it was the wholo noise
of tho city blended and softened down into vne
doep murmur. 1 imagined tho variety of
sounds of which it wss compased. I analysed
it into the rumbling of vehicles, vaices of peo-
ple, bells, shutting of doors, working of ma.
chines, falling of watere, music, laughter,
wailings : and, letting my fancy take such
shapes as it would, I saw, in my reverie, many
sccoe from which such sounds might arise,
* found pleasuro in such fancies, and gave my-
self up to them casily, \When I arouscd, the
sound was hushed ; but on waiting awhile
and listonin{: attentively, the same murmur
seemed to fill thoalr, A suspicion that it was
a decoption of a sense overstrained by listen-
ing, ect me meditating ; for with thie, as with
most trifling things which baflle our inquiries
into their causee, I was reluctant, having be-
gun my epeculations, to givo them up without
coming to some satisfactory concluaYon.

1 roso from my seat and looked out of the
window. In the squara yard below, the bare
branches of the trecs woro not stitred by a
breath of wind. The sky was cloudy as if
snow werd about to fall : In the dysk, here
and there, T saw lights at the winduws. My
fiighbour, the daguerreotyper, who lived with
his wifc—a Norman woman—and four chil-

dren, in a little erection upon tho next roof, 1
roul& see smoking and reading by the fire.
For threo weeks, no body had been on his

roof to pose for o portrait ; the sun having al-
togetlier withdrawn his smiles from the peo-
ple of Peris during that time, and the eccret
of taking photographic portraits par tous les
temps, not having beenthen discovered. He
wasa cheerful man, and his wife was a
cheerful woman, yet he was poorer even
than I was, Ile hadalittleglnss-case beside
a shop-door in the Rue Dauphine, with an
announcement that ho would take portraits,
in & stylo there exhibited, at two francs
fity centimes; or in family groups, of not
less than four, at one franc per physiognomy :
and directing tho public to “ M. Brison, Rue
Rambouillet, No. 2, top of the house.” s
toof was never crowded at the best of times,
and in dull weather his occupation was gone.
At such times, with tho wind that way,
I have missed the savory smell of soup or
bouilli at the accustomed houv of eloven in
the morning. A Frenchwoman can make
soup of anything ; and the poverty must be
:had indeed, when sho can no longer provide
is.

1 took an interest in thie family, 1 «limb.
ed up their dark staircase one day six flights
of stairs and a ladder, and a8 ronn as [ rould
recaver my breath, demandsd a partrait at
two {rancs fiity centimea,  They  hed
attracted my attenting from fmy windaw, anl
{ was prempted more by entlasity than anght
else topay them a visit,  The snn was
fecblathat day ; and afier #posing ™ elght
times, and waiting while his wile gave an
extra polish to tha plate ; and, finally, for the
ninth time puuh;g oa that look of peafound
rayacity, mingled with gnold-humour, which
all peaple try to gt into their poriraita, 1
was obliged ta give it up. The time was
not whelly lo t; 1 hal seen something of
Monsicnr Brison’s homo in the time that
liad woited, and this was my chief eljact in

sing to him. Indeed a partrait would have
ocn of no manner of use (o me, and I half
auspected mysell of & secret design in choos-
ing such a dull day. 50 1roso to go away ;
and, after mmnrking upon the troubla to
which I had put him, held out two francs In my
hand, Povorty was written on his walle,
and on his patched blue blouse ; but he reso-
lutely refused my offer, with a speech that
would havo brought down an avalanche of
applauso on tho stage of tho Gymnase, if ho
Iind prononnced ft thero ﬁn 8 tone a
triflo tnoro tragic then that in which o then
spoke, and hisd paused to take the sense of
tgg liouso on the proptiely of his eentiment.
‘That man's cheerfulness puzzled me.
strove to account for it upon philoeophics!
principles, and thought all' daguerreotypers
in Paris must be checerful, because thsy livo
on the roofs, and aro most aubject ¥ 1o ekyey
influences.,”  So 1 fell meditating deeply upon
this subject.

When 1 looked out again, it was getting
darker, and thero was « slight fop, which
made some lights, a long wn‘y‘v off; across the
houeo tops, glimmer {8 a halo, Lookin
round ny room, it had to mo a drearier asir
than usual, with its scanty furniture, and
floar of polished tiles. My firo was nearly
out—if an Englishman could give the name
of fire to & few chips of charcoal, shut up
closely in a porcelnin cylinder, standing out
i the room, aud communicating witﬁ tho
chimney by a rusty tin-pipe. 1 opened its
little door ; and kneeling down, was just in
tume to blow out the last reinains of vutality.
Tho weather was cold, but I did not care to
hight 1wogain, It was becoming too dark
to read, and 1 determined not to light my
lamp. [ sat down again, and wrapped my
dressing-gown about me with a shiver. The
great pipe, which my friend Louis Raynal
gave me when he came back from Africa,
hung upon the wall. T sat ‘ocking at ita
enormous bowl—carved into the face of an
Arab, with a fierce grin and small black eyes
{ —until 1 could scarcely seoit; though now
y and then, I knew not why, it suddenly became
{ more disunct.  When 1 was tired, my eye
wandered, and fixed itself apon the carving of
the Crucifixion on the mantelpiece. This
was of white wood, and consequently remain-




