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childhood, rests his sweet blue cyes upon his mother's face in
the winning beauty of infancy, she tells him of. one whose love
is botter than a mother's, and, whilo his mind is tender and
sensible to impression, she plants the seeds of moral goodness
there, and with a parent's fond assiduous care, cherishes the
growth of overy virtue.

INIAMA.
Bedford, 17th April, 1833.

T H 'E D E F O R EED-

From Ithe (London) Ladies' jiusceum.

I an a lone and wcary thing
That may not dreamn of mirth,

Whil none to love, anong Ihe bless'd
And beautifil of carth;

Ând if I ze upon Ilthe flowers
That blossom anl around,

i reel myself a noxious weed-
A curse uipon the ground!

Oh ! why wer soul and feeling5 pour'd
Inti a form of clav,

Sa shapeless, that it icars to look
Upon the b»riglier dly;

So fcar"il, that, upon the earth,
Each passing lovelier thing

Iq glad to turn away in scorn
Anid eave it wîilierinrg.

I flung myself pli fervently
Upon my mnotler's breast,

And kiss'd tie brow 1 lov'd so well,
And pray'd I miglht bie bless'd

But silently she thrust me off,
That prayer miglit never lie,

And went away to fondie
Witli a fairer child than me.

I'm sure lie could not love lier more
in the shrine of his yeing beart-

At ler fond hiss, no swecter gush
Of estacy could start,


