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SCRAPS FOR TIE GARLAND.

now the alnost penniless refugée; and such he
truly was, for he obstinately refused to submit
to the Bourbon dynasty, and was therefore de-
barred from entering Paris. Even his patrino-
nial estate, small as it vas, ivould have supported
hima, but this was not pernitted to renain his-
t was confiscatei to the crown. Iis chief soli-

citude was for his inother who still continued to
reside In Paris. lin order to scure this de.ar
parent fron the reacli of want, he remtitted to
ber all the ready money in his possession. For
hinself, his hope was to escape fr'om France, and
by the sale of some valuables vhic-h he posses-
sed, make his way to a place of safety ; w hei
there he must try and find a mtans of subsistence.
Alas ! the worst and most cruel stroke of alil-
Deborah was lost, for ever lat, to him

(To be concluded an our next.)

SCRAPS FOR THE GARLAND.
CX A. J.

SCnAr THE S:aET1.

TIE GOLDEN DAYS OF MDCCCXLVII.

In these golden days, even Cupid they say,
IIas cast bis old bow and hais arrows away,
He finds it in vain to lay siege as of old,-
lis arrow a must nowe be ail pointed w ithà golid.

The tine bas gone by, wlhen a lheart night be w on
By courage, devotioit, and nerit alone-
Suai old forms of wooitg are now out of date,
And love is noaw valued according to weight.

Two suitors adace to te siege of a heart,
iith mnanly adianes, tie birst lday' bis part;

Younttg, noble aud poor-his opponent is old,
Lut sttgg-ers along Niti a sack full of guld.

'eicy cone te the scales, wiere their chances rr
weigied-

Love, beauty and valour, in one side are laitd-
Wijle poor little Cupid, still hoittg to -.in,
To help, with bis bow and his arrovs jumps in.

In the other-a being decrepid and old-
Is placed with his pockets and iands tilled witi gold;
And as bis advantces at first seei to fail,
Another live hundrtd is tlrowni in the scale.

Little Cupid, who laughed as hais quick eye did trace
h'lie head without hair, and the deet furrowed face-

Turned round with a gasp, and a look fultl of fear,
As lie read on lis pocket, " Ten thousand a

And searce hlie done so, when, light as a featler,
Botht lie anld his advcafe up together
And the guineas catie dwi with a c-asi tot the floor,
That frightened poor Cupid clan ouc of the dlour.

Lave gazed fi a imIentt itnorr prf 5 und,
At bis coquerr, rolling it gold on the grt'uid-
Then tured wnith a sueer fron the il-tated pair,c For he felt le was out cf htis clement thetre.

But yet ere he left thera, again did he turn,
And prophecy's tire in bis eye seened to hum-
And htis voice as a voice froin fite dark future brokO
The silence, ere thus te the bridegrooma le spoke-

Do June and Dec-emier move on side by side ?
Do snow-reaths and flowiers toge-ther abide ?-
Would autumnttt in garmtents so yellow and sear,
Meet partier for Spring and its roses appear ?-

Dost think she can love thee, so wretched and old ?
Fond fol !-she wsill siut titee,-slhe loves but-thf

gold !
And soin fromî the searchb thon shalt turn i despair-
Ste stld thee ber ltandtl-bitut ier heart was not there

She clasp thee !-as son shall the delieate vine,
Lt tender embrace, round the ltltlelte !-
Shte love tiee !-such love as the travler iay bear
To the circling snov-wi-reatht, is al thou sthalt Lhtare!

Sie cling to thec !--no ! had she loved thee in 0 ath
Sie iad plighted ier heurt, ier affection, lier truthî
IIad sie shared in thy hopes and th- joys, sie had rneiC
Recoiled from thy sorrows, but loved thee for ev'er-

Yon old ruined tower supported when young,
And sleltered the liv that to it hath clung-
And cnw frotm the storlt ttnd te pitiless shower,
'Tis the ivy that sbelters the old ruinied towver!

E'en thus 'tis with wvoman-in youth she will rest
IIer delicate forma for support on our breast-
Lut wlien youth iath forsaken, and frieudships -

past,
'Tis wsomaun still clings to us true to te last

But thou-frail aeinento of manhood gone by,
Like the ione stric-ken pine in the clearance sualt d
And the love that in youti frotm thy heart tito ts

torni,
Shall turn from thy relics, with loatbing and scorn.

When broiken and aged-in sickness and pain-
Thy head on the pillow of death shall be lain ;
Think--think w-hat remorse shall emabitter the Sigt,
To feel that uneared for-uihteeded you die!

'hat she whto sits by ti'ee, cares, no not a jot,
llow soui thy remains, in a coinît siall rot;
Antd who wtth-ies thee niot, out of care for thyselfi
P-ut that sie maiy ittherit thy rilces-thy pelf.

And thou (to the bride) iho thy purity sold,
And bartered thy young heart's desire for gold--
T'hy riches shall prove but a sorry return
For the love which in youtit fromt thy hcart thou d

spuru.

The delicate creeper will pine without stay-
h'lie vine in Cite wilderness vither awiay,

And down to the dust vill uiheede te borne,
Whent by the rude tempest its tendrils are ture.

Farewelel, aged bridegroom-asnd vîtug blîooming brie
h'lirougi iÎte's rugged patiway, move on siie by s

While I-and ie smîled at-ith a staile cf disdain,-
Will ne'er by tîy presence insult you agait.


