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goe suirvived 4gocstino' nine years, rand thon
with a bligbred- hearu sank iat thegrave-for,
added ta the secret self-upbiraidings and regrets
that bail so long preyed upon hits h-ealih, and
undermined bis happincss, hoe was filled %vith
grief end mnnrtification nt thoingratitude sbewn
bint by the Cardinal F arnese, who in return
for the years of toil and labour wbich lie had
spent in the completion of bis princeiy gailcry,
proffered, insiend of the %vcaith and honours
which should have been lavished on him, in
grateful profusion, but eald thanks, and thc
pillibi sum offivelhundred goid scudi. lr was
a fatal wound ta 1:is pride, te his bopes, ta his
ambition, and after a brief and painful sirug.
glo3 in wvbich, it bas been sala reason became
disordered by the mental anguish hoe çndured,
he died-and tboy buried bim besido Rar'bael,
ia the Pantbeon at lt.om-îblus rendering a
touching and eloquent tribute ta his genius, in
shewing that tbcy doemed hira iorthy ta share
thse last resting-place of that immnortal master.
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Traizslc4ecfrom lite Sang in codevs aus4
comncnz

1-tD finuba sic nininuar
an nmuricJr" c

My peace is gonc forever,
MIy hoart is full ofwocI-

iÇ,ever agin, ah ! nover
Gan i its blcssings know!

Ali ta ne, ta nme now is lonoiy,
Sincza fur away is ho;

'Ms as Mty gravc, antd only,
Bitor's thc vworld taome.

!IfT broin, slos1 what ainguish
Is rending, modd'ning now;-

My rcason naw doth longuisi,
JAd nigh forsahrcs mie îoo.

My pence is gono forever,
M1y hourt is full of woo;

Nco giah! nover,
Caa i us bicssings L-noi!

Oft waîched 1 for hini lonciy,
Prom out the casemoar high;

Anti ieft toi), for hlm oniy
Ily borne iîlrbout oi sighl.

Bis forn mae ai) impesing,
Ili fnoble, lofty men j-

Sofî smiles on bis cheok reposing,
Bis winning oye, soreno.

Ris words on xny car, stcealing,
R-ad magie sounds for mec,

H;s toueh sa gentie, :hrilling-
N one swvooîer kssed thon lio.

ily peace is gone forever,
My hocart is full of woe,

IN ever again, ah!1 nover,
Can I its blessings know!

Mybrensi, aIes! hesves sadlys
For hlm sa far away;

Oh! were be bore, bew giadly
I'd clng andi bld hira stoy!

l'd clnsp him, kiss hini, grSoing,
Ta xny bcart% tvish sincere;

My kiss se soit, repeating,
That his should disappeor.
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How beautiful in Nigbt! 'vbon o'er thse le
Bright Phoebus sheds her lighr,

And ciothes -vth sparkiing gcis theplaeld seo.
How beautiful is Nighr!

When dim distinctness leave.% thc fon-y free,
Ana we c=n lift our hoarts, oh God! ta ý bec

How beouliful is Ni gisi! wlhen stars besso-.v
Their dolden hue sa briglit,

Andi wrop she hoveasn lu heirmzysriousgiow.
Hlow ber-utiful is Night!

'a the susceptive lîearî, whose every iliroçl
Is witness of the fluor feelings' glow!

Howv beautilul is Night i when on the air,
lu baby, soienin flight,

Is bat ne tho breatiz of many atraptud prayer.
Ilow beautiful is -Night !

Whez'i dira distinctness ]cuves the faney free,
Anti we can lift auir hicatls, oh Cgod! ta tlice!

Bigoc,1843. uriz

Aviscu- rucicvetouÈ J3onzo hi matie
a collection of a 6grent znar.yjcwcls which bo
watchcd very norrowly. Anoshez 3Èon-io,
olcier than lie, beggcd ta h2ve n sight of theni
for senie time, ofier which lie soir), "Il tbank
Yen for your jeivels." IlWhy thaxik me!"~
aaswexe t ic ailer, Ilduid naîgvoyou thern."1
"But I ha the picosuro of seoing thora, 'I-

pl;otheUi gues;, Iland 4ha* is ail the advantagc
you reap IDIiliîhea oxccptiag, the troublo of


