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upon the table and piano forte. Next seo gnes of Shakspeare? only one muet flot gay go. Itut
ont for tea, whichi sue tlien cerrnes to hie Majosty what think yen ?-wbat ? le there flot Sad Stuif?
upen a large salver, centaining sugar, croamn and Wbat ?-what ?"
liread and bnttcr and cake, wvhile she bangs a "4Yoe, indoed, I tbink se, sir, though mixed
nupkin ever ber armn for his fingers. with sncb excellences, that"-

When he lias iakiea hie tea, sho rettmis te ber, "Oh !" cried ho, latighing, "1goed-lha 1 1
station, where she waits tolltlie- has done,-and
thon takies away bis cup and fetches more.

This, it ceoins, is a oereniony performed, ila
otber places, always by tbe nîistress of the bouse
-but bore, noither of tbeir Majosties will permit
ln. Delany to nttempt it.

Tiie Ki nga-Ojdinion of Shakspeare.--"« Was
thora ever," cried ho, Ilsuch staff as great part

knowv it is net te be said !But it'e trne. Only
it's Shakspeare, and nobody daro abuse i'm. "

Mhen ho enumerated many of the characterg
and plays which he objected to,-and whien ha
bad run tbein over, finished with -agaia lnughing
and oxclaiming-

IlBut oae should be stoaed fer saying soe!"

ORIGINAL.

LINES.'

THiiCsi net the fatu-e 'ere %vill bring
To ns prend fortuno's fond caness,

That time will hear upoa its wig
Long heurs of deep, pure happiness.

Think not that jey again will fling,
Aronnd our heants, its genial ray,

lVhieh, with, tho hloorn, of life's fair spning,
Hath pass'd away.

The flatt'ring picture fancy dreiv,
Hope had ongraven on the heart,-

IVe fondly thought the fairy hua,
The golden tints, wvould ne',eî depant.

But as the streanis of crimson iight,
Which, in the West, at close of day,

Fade slowly, se th' illusion bright
lias pass'd away.

No more ivo wake the harp's sweet pow'r,
WVhese light and sympathetie tene

Wzis wont te cheer the lonely heur:
No-nll its meledy bath flown.

Theo hesom's chonde bave sunn te rest,--
That thrill'd respensive te the lay,

The fire that glow'd withia the breast
I-las died awvay.

Yes 1ours another portion nov-
The hollow check, the sunkea oye,

The wasted forn, the fev'rish hrew,
The flntt'ring pulse, the wish te die,-

The leathing seul that droads te live,
A wreck, a thing of i'low decay,

When aIl the fteshaess yeutli shonki givo
lias pass'd away.

Tho flowv'r sbould fali wben yeung and fair,
'Ere the green beaves that guerd its head

Have gene, and left its tendrils bare.
To linger tilt its hues have fied,

And se the beant, whilo round it stili
Its beanty and ite freshnese play,

Ttc htoom untouched by winter's chilI,
Sbould pose away.

A liARD CASE-EV THO'MAS R00D.

TITAT doctors difrr, bas liecome a common bng. le is called ini to a suspected trunk,
protcrh; and raruy, considering the great without thielpoliceman's j>rivilege of search.
disadvantages uiffler wh'lch tlîey labour, Hie is expected to pass judgmnooc or. a phy-
their variances are less wonders than mat- sical tragedy going on in the house of lite,
ters of course. If any man -t-orks ia Éie without the critic's frée admission to the
clark, likie a mole, it is the physician. lie performance. He is tasked to set to r;ghte
lins continually, as it wvcre; to divine the a disordered economy, without, as the
colour of a jcig in a poke-or a cat in the Scotch say, going "tbenz," and mnust guesti


