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Poetry.

Oh iMargaret

TO MARGARET.

well I call to mind,

Vain e'en the ties of Love to bind 
The exile from his native shore,
And thy bright eyes with tears were wet, 
My own kind hearted Margaret !THE CANADA COMPANY have for 

disposal, about 1,500,000 ACltEti OF 
LAND dispersed throughout most of the 

Townships in Upper Canada—nearly 500,- 
600 Acres are situated in the Huron Tract, 
well known as one of the most fertile parts 
of the Province—it has trebled its popula­
tion in five years, and now contains up­
wards of 20,000 inhabitants.

The LANDS sro offered" by way of 
L 22 A S" E , for Ten Years, or Jot- 
Bale, C A S H I) O IV JS'—lle. plan <f 
one.-Jlfth Cash, and Ike balance in Instill-

bïn*'lme «W W’U'1- . , | Bvneath thy rool-lr«. winning ,h.dc ;
The Kents payable 1st Fearuarv each ! . ,, . . fyear, are about ’the Interest at Six Per. n a imc e P89 ^

Cent.upon thc.prico of the Land. Upon most Love and Hope and Margaret .
of the Lois, when LHAS-E-Df NO MONEY 
18 REQUIRED DOWN—whilst upon the 
others, according to locality, one, two, or 
three years Rent, must be paid in advance,
—but these payments will tree the Settler 
from further calls until 2nd, 3rd or 4th yea 
of his term of Lease.

The right to PURCHASE the FREE­
HOLD during the term, is secured to the
Leasee at a fixed sum named in /.ease, and T-hoee jealous fears of doubt depart 
an allowance ia made'according to antici- ; Thy sisters lover gained from thee, 
pated payment. A sister’s fond, confiding heart,;

Lists of Lands, anil any further informa- , For this I bless thee, even yet, 
lion can bn obtained, (by application, if by „ |>„,„k hca.tcd Margaret !
letter .post-paid ) at the Company s Offices,
Toronto and Goderich'; of R. Liklisall,
Esq., Asphodel, Colburnc District ; Dr.
Alli>o, Guelph,ur J. C. \V. Daly, Esq.,
Btratford, Huron District.

Goderich, March 17, im. 7

Oh. blissful time 1 Two fleeting years 
1 passed within thy southern bower,
How brief, to-night, their flight appears— 
E’en as a quickly vanished hour ;
We parted almost when we met,
My own true-heatted Margaret !
Those fleeting years ! within thy home,
A Lover wooed a trusting maid.
Well might he stay his wearying roam

Nut vain to win the stranger strove,
Thou view’det his conquest frowningly.
To win a sister’s fervent love ‘
Thou deeui'dst would lure her heart from" thee : 
And thus thou own’dst a fond regret,
My own dear, jealous, Margaret !
But time sped on, and thou diil’rt see

Oh Maggie ! those were blessed days ! 
How blithe their jocund hours went by ! 
Full oft my truant M.-mory stray»
To linger fiicaih that pleasant sky !
And .Memory’s sun sljali never set,
On those green pleasures, Margaret !

Ah ! how we changed ! My northern hills 
Are round me, in their hearty pride,

As I traced its green windings, a murmur of

With the hymn of the worshippers rose on the air, 
And drawn by the links of its sweetness-along, 
I stood unobserved in the midst of the throng,
For a while my young spirit still wandered about 
With the birds, and the winds, that were singing 

without ;
But birds, waves and"zephyrs,were quickly forgot, 
In one angel-like being that brightened the spot. 
In stature majestic, apart from the throng,
He stood in his beauty, the theme of my song ! 
His cheeks pale with fervor—the blue orbs above 
Lit up with the splendors of youth and of love, 
Yet the heart-glowing rapture that beamed from 

those eyes,
Seemed saddened by sorrow, and chastened by

As if the young heart in its bloom had grown cold 
With ils loves Unrequited, its sorrows untold.
Such language as his I may never recall,
But his 'theme was salvation—salvation to all ; 
And the souls of a thousand in ecstacy hung 
On the manna-like sweetness that drop’d from 

his tongue."
Not alone on the ear his wild eloquence stole, 
Enforced by each gesture it çunk to the soul,
Till it seemed that an angel had brightened the

And brought to each bosom a message from God. 
He spoke of the Savour—what pictures he drew, 
The scenes of Ilia sufferings ruse clear to my

MARBLE FAGTO R Y
south ir.iTr.R st., c.ilt.

¥~| H. McCULLOCH t -ihUmies tt» man- I list the u>ne= of laughing r:Hs
• ufacturc HEADS I ONES, MONL - Which gusli adown their rugged sides ; 

MLN1 S, OBELISKS, i OMR I Oi‘S, j greener fields thé eye ne’er met, 
be., in Marble and Freestone, as cheap as I Tlla:l ,hoM ,roani ! -
any in the Province, nil work warranted to t
order, or no charge will be mad#1. Prices But where is she—that pure, pale flower, 
of Marble Headstones from 10 to 50 dollars; Whose love my spirits’ banquet made ! 
.1 Frecrtone from 6 to 30 dollar. ; Menu- 1 she rs iu h„ ,oulhcrn bower, 
ments ur., from 50 dollars upwards.—
Written communicatnns addressed to the 
undersigned containing tho 'Inscriptions, 
and at what price, in Marble or Freestone,
Will bo punctually attended- to.

D. II. McCULEOCII.
Gall, Nov. 8th, 1843. 42m3

R R M O X A L .
A H O V E ,

ESPECTFULLY begs leave to return 
bis sincere thanks tq numerous friends 

and the public generally, f«»r ihe liberal pat­
ronage heretofore r^-cived,—and informs 
them that he h.n l!V.'•!( IX ED TAI­
LORING ESTABLISH MENT Inni 
Lighthouse street t • List street, next d >or 
to James Rifsett, C-irpoo'cr, and u lew 
doors west ut the Goderich Foundry, where 
all orders will be promptly executed ; and 
customers may depend on having, their gar­
ments made up in tho most improved and 
fashionable style.

C7*- A lull variety of the newest Fall 
and Winter FASHIONS fur 134ti-9' just 
received-

Goderich, Oct 27, 1818. 39

NOTICE.
F11HE Subscriber

Customers, an 1

Beneath ihp lull pines' deepening shade ;
Do ,tears that pensive eye e’er wet 
Fcreac who wanders, Margaret 1
And thou—why thou hast left thy home 
And bid farewell thy household band,
£fay, loves thine exile heart to roam 
A pilgrim from that stranger-laud 
To dwell mid childhood’s memories yet ; 
Nay,—tell me truly, Margaret 7
And such is Life—and such ils joy,
A sun!i; hour—a summers day,
How sv..n d">.gilln’r;ng storms destroy ! 
How pars the scenes ..i gl-. tn away 1 
And soon its suo for ayc-wiil set 
Life is but shadowt, Margaret !
Nay, take the moral, soon for thee 
The Sun of Life shall sink to rest ;
The cold stone at thy head shall be,
And pale flowers bloom above thy breast ! 
And Love shall morn, with vain regret,
The dear, gay, vanished, Margaret !
Aye—when a few brief days are o’er,
My form it. dust shall low ly lie,
Oh, on yon heavens celestial shore,
Veiled in the Jim Eternity,
There may we meet, where sun’s ne’er set, 
My dear, undying, Margaret !
Farewell ! nor scorn my sober theme I

The cross, the* rude cross, where he suffered and 
died—

l The gush of bright crimson that flowed from His 
side ;

The çup of His sorrows—the wormwood and gall: 
The darkness that mantled the earth as a pull ; 
The garland of thorns—and the demon-.like crews 
Who knelt as they scoffed Him—“ Iluil, King 

-of the Jews. ”
He spoke, and it seemed that his statue-like form 
Expanded and glowed, as his spirit grew warm ; 
His tone so impassioned—£o melting his air,
As touched with compassion he ended in prayer ; 
Ilishands clapped above him—hid blue orbs up- 

thrown,
Still pleading for sins that were never his own ; 
While that mouth where such sweetness ineffa­

bly. clung, V
Still spoke, tho’ expression had died on his 

tongue.
Oh God ! what emotions the speaker awoke !
A mortal he seemed—yet a deity spoke ;
A man—yet eo far from .humanity riven ;

I On earth—yet so closely connected with heaven!
I How oft in my fancy I’ve pictured him there,
I As he stood in that triumph of passion and prayer.

THE MODERN GYGES.

A 1 ALE OF TRIALS.

Tho boy shall bo called Annibal !” ex­
claimed Walstein, a young painter resident 
in Nurdtnbtirg, as ho snatched Ins sleeping 
first-born /rum the mother’s arms, and 
strained him with rapturous delight to his 
bosom. jThe infant, roused by this sudden 
change of position, opened a pair of large 
bluo eyes upon " the happy father, and 
screamed w ith terror in his vehement em­
brace. “ Give me the boy, Walstein !” ex­
claimed the anxious mother, us she hustily 
extricated tho frightened infant from her 
husband’s arms. “ You men are miserable 
nurses, and should never touch an infant 
under twelve months old.” The little fcl 
low ncs'led in her arms, reposed his chcrub- 
hcad upon her bosom, unj in a few seconds 
was asleep again.

•‘Rut tell me, Walstein l’1 cont.nuqd 
Amelia, “ what in the name of wondcf can 
prompt you to call this beautiful boy by 
such an ugly name as AnnibaP Why, it 
is the name of our neighbour’s bull-dog, 
and the first owner of it was that heathen 
Cart h

veneration ?” replied the pleased and agita­
ted Amelia.

“ Angelic spirit !” exclaimed the enthusi­
astic Walstein, with upraised eyes and 
folded hands, “ wilt thou pardon the pre­
sumption of an humble votary, who dares 
to signify his first-born with thy glorious 
and inspiring name?”

viable men. You hove no caret*, no diffi­
culties; your employ ment is all pleasure,
and you are sure to get well paid for it.__
Would that Heaven had made me a painter, 
instead of a poor picture-dea'er; often buy­
ing dear for want of judgment, and selling 
cheap for want of money; no good hits to 
be made in these miserable times. But

° “ Angels frown not on those who love ; what have you put there, ch ?__something
them,” said his smiling wife, as she up- good, I dare say,” continued he, putting on 
proached the cradle of her sleeping infant, j his spectacles. ' Walstein placed the "pic- 
Sho breathed a mother’s gentle kiss upon i tores in the proper light, and Void the dealer 
his white forehead, and whispered, with that he was compelled by necessity to part 
tearful emotion, “Dear innocent ! thy name | with them. At i his unguarded commun­
is Raffaellc.” cation, a momentary grin of keen delight

ihUed over the sharp features of the cacula- 
ting and heartless dealer, but ho made no

“ Lake," say.you ?” exclaimed the painter; 
impossible, Amelia! St. Luke is the 

patron" saint of the sublime art. of painting, 
us St„ Cecilia is of music; and to call a 
painter’s child alter him would be almost as 
irreverent as to name him aftet- the great 
founder of our faith. No,, Amelia ! these 
holy names v\ ill not become a painter’s boy; 
he must be called after some one of the great 
ItaJian masters. Tho A nnihal I mean is 
not the Carthagcniun general, who, by the 
way, was a great man; but the famous 
paimcr Annibal Can ce-,—that great and 
glorious artrst, who, in conjunction with 
his brothers, roused Italian art from 'the 
death-hko torpor and darkness 
succeeded the meridian effulgence

On the following morning, Walstein was
early at his easel, and so deeply absorbed in comment except the word, “ Indeed!” “And 
his work, that I/o was unconscious of the my object, in calling upon yon,” continued 
presence of his wife, who opened end the artist, “ is to inquire if you will purchase 
searched successively all the drawers of his them ?”
writing-desk. As she closed the last, she “Alas ! my worthy friend !” replied the 
exclaimed with a deep sigh, “ Alas ! there cunning trader, “ would you had plate, oi­
ls not even a copper coin. What will be- jewels, or any thing but pictures to dispose 
come of us ?” Then appoaching tho easel : uf. 'I here is no purchase so hazardous to 
“ Dear Leonardo ! excuse my interruption,” a dealer, and in these pinching times there 
said she, “ but I must ask you one question, j is such a spirit of economy *abroad, that-
Have you no money?” Without raising j nobody will buy articles of mere luxury.__

thagenian who delighted Mn havoc and *l*s eyes from the canvasç, the artist re-; And then you gentlemen artists give no
slaughter. I hIi6h!J puyor hear the name | pl'cd, “No, dear wife! not a penny ; but : credit—-always money down. However, if
without a fehudder, and I beg you will ,hl3 promising picture will be finished in a i ten ducats wil. buy the pictures, l will riA
choose one more suitiab'e for the child of vcr.v fvw days; and, it sold for a third of its that sum to oblige you.”
Christian parents. „ For instance, one of value, will yield ua twenty ducats.” j “Ten ducats !” exclaimed the enraged
those fine Scriptural names, John, or Mark. “ ,$Ut meanwhile,” said Amelia, “ wo have painter, seizing tho pictures. “ You must 

* ' " neither food, nor means to procure any.” ; be mad, old man ! or you would not dare to
Eagerly pursuing his work, the painter insult me with such an offer.” 

replied, “ VViiy not pledge something at the 
pawnbroker’s ?”

“Alas!” cried bis wife, “ what can we 
pledge ? Every article of clothing and fur­
niture save those of immediate necessity, 
has been long since pledge.!.”

“ Every thing ?” said the painter, pausing 
to reflect. ‘ No, Amelia, there hangs a 
good coat of miné. Take if, and let it give 
security for us a few days.”

“ But consider a moment, Walstein !” 
said Amelia impatiently; “it is your only 
coat,and if-we pledge it you will be a prisoner

............ .. for want of decent clothing to go out in —
hick had I Hul " here fs«the necessity to pledge any 
nnro of i tiling ? Have y ou not two fine pictures in 

Raffaellc and Michel Angelo.’ How often 1 y°ur bedroom, tor which you have refused 
I have g.-izcd on and copied the great sums that would have supported us for a 
achievements of the Caracci at Bologna, twelvemonth; and has not every articio of
and even wupt as I compared my tamo'and ! domestic comfort been sacrificed that you o ____
feeble drawings with the immeasurable sur-1 mi£,lt preserve these pictures? Surely, passed by the wretched artist in°exhausting 
passing power and science of tho great ori-1 Walstein ! when the support, nay, the very : efforts of body and mind, and in sacrificing
ginals. Can you wonjdcr, my Amelia ! that j existence, of your wife and child aro at lus better judgment to the whims of coüoc-
1 should vcnciato the man whose resolute sta*iC’you. hesitate to make the tots and tho sordid views of flealers. What
perseverance revived and invigorated the sacr'^lco ’ ’
Italian schools, and to whose admirable do- | The painter-paused a moment, and but a 
signs i uni mainly indebted for rnv profi- moment, in

“Stop, my dear sir!” shouted the oM 
man,.as ho hobbled to the street-door after 
the hastily-retreating artist, but Walstein 
was already out uf sight and hearing.

“1 never wished evil to any human be­
ing,” muttered the angry painter to himself 
as he hurried from the shop, but at this 
moment I could see that old fellow’s neck 
with pleasure. Alas !” continued he, mu­
sing, •' how wretched is the lot of an artist 
in this world ! His existence is a continued
struggle with difficulties of every kind__
with ttie bitterest deprivations; with the 
stings of poverty and neglect; and worst of 
all, with the malice and detraction of Lie 
competitors in ar’. Like the prophots of 
old, a painter obtain-, during life, no credit 
ut his own country; and the most valuable 
portion of his existence, which, to other 
men, la a period of rewarding labor, ia

blijill I do ?” exclaimed the miserable youth.
, “Shall 1 return home as penniless as I left 

painful embarrassment; then,1 it? No! I cannot endure the distress of 
my poor wife, and the cries of that sweet 
nursling, whose sustenancp depends upon 
her health and comfort. Almighty Father ? 
look down upon mo with compassion and 
relief before 1 utterly despair.”

... , , . . , ------  -. -, , . At this moment a musical voice behind
with hia eyea closed iu rapture—iheir transient holy apostles; but it is so long that every 1 ofcouecious talent lighted up his fine fea- him called out,. “ Signor Leonardo !” —

cicr.cy in art ? 1 will nevertheless, to please j hastily leaving the room, he soon returned
j you, abandon my intention of calling our ' with the two pictures, placed them against 
first-born after him. What think you ol t!>0 wall, ^ and gazed upon them long in
Bartolomeo ?,!

“ I prefer it to Annibal,” said Amelia, 
“ because it was the name of one of tjic

silence. Ills checks and forehead were gra- 
dually flushed with crimson, his clear grey 
eye sparkled with unusual tiro, and the pride 1

, Made briyht by the sm that illumined his lips.
' There's a charm ia delivery—a tna2i2a! ar:,
, That thrills hue.a Ivis.-q from the h;> t-. the !i«
i ' fis the glance, the expression, the weii-cln

! By whose magic the depths of the spirit are

one would call tho boy Bart. No, Walstnin! :1lurcs into glowing and eloquent expression; Turning back with surprise, he beheld a 
lie is a beautiful ill low, and I arn determined but 6;1(1dcnly his smooth and open brow col- ! young temale beckoning to him from1 tho 
that he shall have a l.çrtutilul name.” | lapsed into furrows, his eyes were suffused 1 dour of a large hotel. °“ Is it possible ?”

r-i i. 1. .ng than xk i,?l icars, or.J k/s lips furciblv ct)tn;>re-scil.-: exclaimed ‘he, hastening to her. “You
••Oil, mv Airuila !” he atlengtli exclaimed, here, G.ibricla ? How is” your lovely S'g- 
n s rruw too great to-be controlled, “must nota ? Your smiles tell me that she'is nut 

1 then relinquish fur ever these beloved pic- far distant from her favourite attendant.— 
turey which cost me such intensity ol l)o announce me, Gabriels, without delay.” 
thought and labor? Must I abandon to! “What impatient men you painters are1”
some tasteless, heartless picture-monger j exclaimed thevfluughing fair-one. “Who

i thjJÊny 'mistress was in Nurein-

' -t elevated assoUat;ohs arc ceniietle.i
••v 11! 1 :t ! Only think of Ihcso great mis­
ter:-, I ra Bartolomeo, Bartolomeo Ram - 
cn.2hi, and Rartliulotnco Schidone, whose 

■orks are full of sublimity and devotion,stirred ; | W(
The snulc the mute gesture—the soul-etartl- anj gloriously coloured. ^What a Constel- I these proudest tropics of my pencil, which 11 told 

iag pause, lation of greatness, and what an ennublm- ! shal1 never surpass, and probably never
The eyes’ sweet expression—that inelte while it ; distinction to be named after them !’’ ° I equal ?”

awes— “All this may bo very true,” retoitcd the j “AIy beloved husband !” replied the Irrfly, but h’.a flushed cliccke and trembling
u-iling mother, “ but the name is, and ever weeping A the lia, “do^ control yourself.— ; ps shewed how deeply he was disappoiut°-

^Istcin could not command words to

The lips’ soft persuasion—its musical tone— 
Oil such was the charm of that eloquent one !

shos to inform his 
the inhabitants of 

Stratford and vicinity, that lie intends car­
rying on business on
“A READY PAY SYSTEM ”
And that after the first dav of January, 18-19 Each day attests its solemn truth 1 
he will give no credit. lie will nay tho j The changes of thy Lite’s young dream 
highest price f>»r pnuluce of all kinds, Black i Fleet l.ke the phantasies of you'lfT 
Salts &LC. H<* hogs to return lus e.t.ccrc | This earnest tru’h, oh, ne’er forget, 
thanks to his Customer for their liberal ;\nJ God will bless thee, Margaret ! 
I'atronage, and hopes still to receivp 
8bare.

THOMAS M. DALY.
Stratford Nov. 29th. 1818. J4tf

, ... ,• v —---- disappoint-
- , , 1 W111 immediately announce you.”

sacred duty, and tho recollec-1 said tho playful but sympathizing fiilo do 
t.u.a will be sweet and southing to you in chambre. “Tho Sonora is in thi* h«#„i 

, i «h= -aw you from he, balcony
lieno’J, my Amelia !' said he, with rc- { square to yonder picture shop, and bade mo

........... U--------------- *CTCi *

DR. (2EOKOE HARVKY,
Member of the Royal College of Surgeons, 

Kdinlu rgh.

jU AVING practiced his profession for 
several years in the Province of Nova 

Scotia, lakes leave respectfully to offer his 
professional soi vices tu tho inhabitants of 
Goderich and its vicinity.

Residence in the cottage lately occupied 
by Mrs. Montgomery.

Goderich, Nov. 16th, 1819. 42

r-ULITT ELOQUENCE.

Aiil be, an vg!y uac. If uur boy must bear 
1 a painter’s name, why not call him Guido, or anco with i 

The time i» long past—yet how clearly defined Julius
That bay church and village, float upon my mind; j ‘‘True, Amelia! Guido Re ni and Julio
I see amid azure die moon iu her pride, j ^°mano were able artists; but 1 class my j . __ rt „llu U(
Willi I he sweet Utile trembler Hut tat by her *ai tho BrrOloroèo» for above inning enthusiasm, “ that noble and high- j watt hereto Intercept you when you return.

,ye . , them. ; minded Arm, giving t, her husband the ; ed, and invite you to her presence."
, ... i 1‘11 why attach such imnnrtancc to a fatal steel which has pierced her tender | “ You are Heaven's uwn messenger

I hear the blue wavra, ••■he w-aader, along, j name T’ resumed hie wife. ' " !lo> manv boe0,n- Hew eloquent her look and ges- 1 pretty Gabriel» !" said the delighted arlinf 
Leop up .in thstr gladness and sing her a song ; , ,„cn have worn distinguished names, and turo ! Hu they not say, « IVtus ! it I» not | ns he followed up stairs the llgh-hearted
And I tread m the patU-way hail worn o'er the disgraced them bv vice and folly !" painful V and do not the calm and settled Italian girl, who opened the doorNif a largo
. -sod, I ‘i Arid yet a good natr.o is a point of vital ' *",rlMWP» *.be -’«'f'“"’-to and high excite-1 apartment, and.atmouaced'him. The lovely
By the fret that went up to the worship ol God. importance," rephed the tenacious Wal lllcn,i so lint ly li.. tided in her features, stir- ; and lar-famcd singer Cecilia G., still pro

1 Stem. ••.Yemen rf oaten, said the ........ans, 1 l-»«« •» Power of language? And now oh- eminent in grace, hut considerably thinner
and in this saving a line morality is convey- ' ecr!'1’' !hat "‘her beauteous form, than w.ien he knew her in Florence, hasten -
tu. i no youth who wears a,great man’»

VALUABLE LOT OF LAND
FOR SALE,

V OT 8, Lake Shore, township of Ash; 
—hold, containing 
ONE HUNDRED AND SEVENTY- 

TWO ACRES,
Within two miles of the thriving Village of 
Port Albert, in which there is a Grist Mill, 
• Saw Mill, and an Oat Mill. Tho Hot is 
poundedon the west by tho hake, and on the 
easthy a cut road,—and is well watered.

n-f r,or particulars. appiy_|f by letter 
peat paid—to

DAVID CI.ARK, Eso. 
CLannwonT, 14tll Dec. 1848. 4 (U

ALEXANEIt WILKINSON,
Provincial Land Surveyor,

OFFICE AT GODERICH, 
HURON DISTRICT.

Vev. *4, 184». 1 a

BY MRS. WEI.BY.

The day was declining—the bieeze in ils, glee 
Had left ihe fair blossoms to sing on the sea,
As the eu» in its gorgeousness, radiant*and still, 
Dropped down like a gem from the brow of the

I hill!.
j One tremulous star in the glory of June,
Came out with a smile and eat down by the moon, 
As she graced ,heï bluo throne with the pride of 

a queen,
The smiles of her loveliness gladdened the scene.

The scene was enchanting ! the distance away 
Rolled the foam-created waves of the Chesa­

peake bay, •
While bathed in the moonlight thé village was

With the cliurc^ in the distance that stood on 
the. green ;

The soft sleeping meadow, lay brightly unrolled, 
With their niautles of verdure and blossoms of

And the earth in her beauty, forge ting to grieve, 
Lay asleep in her bloom on the bosom of eve.

A light-hearted child I had wandered «way,
From the spot where my footsteps had gambul’d

And free us a bird’s was the song of my soul,
As I heard the wild waters eanlt'ingly roll,
While lightening my heart as 1 sported along, 
With bursts of low laughter and snatches of song,
I struck in the pathway half-worn o’er the sod 
By the feet that went up to the worship of God.

The time is long past, yet, what visions I sec ! 
The past, the dim past, is the present to me.
I am standing ouce more ’mid that hearl-str.ckcn 

throng !
A vision floats up—’tis the theme of rny song— J All glorious and bright as a spirit of air,

I The light like a halo encircling his hair— 
i As I catch the same accents of sweetness and 
j love,
, He whispers of Jesus—and points us above.
J How sweet to my heart is the picture I’ve traced!
Its chain of bright fancies seemed almost cllaccd, 

j Till memory, the fund one tint sits in the soul. 
Took up the frail links, and connected the whole 
As the dew to the blossom—the bud to the bee— 
As the scent to the rose—arc those memories to

Round the chords of my ’heart they have trem­
blingly clung,

And the cctfo it ffives,^ the song 1 have sung.

RtPARTF.K.—Oil Sterne’s entering the coffee
room at York, a Mr. A----- , staring him lull in
the face, said lie hated a parson ; upon which 
Sterne said, ‘And so, sir, does my dog, for as 
soon as I put on my gown and cossock, he falls

i a barking.” “Indeed,’’ replied A-----.“how
long has he done so?” “ Ever since lie was a 
puppy, sir,” answered Sterne," “ amf I utili look 
upon him as one.”

A Df.kination.—What is a> national school­
master 7 A badly oiled parish grindstone, on 
which the poor sharpen their little blades every

Why is a young lady just from boarding 
school like a building commute^ ? Because dlic 
ia ready to receive proposals.

A New York paper says that tall ladies inva­
riably prefer shout men. An exchange paper 
thinks this is so error, and observes that no wo­
men objects to Ht-men.

name \y!l bo naturally solicitous to provt 
himself not unworthy of it, or* at Iras', 
he will endeavour not to disgrace it. With 
this view my good father called mo after the

j immortal Leonardo da Vinci, ami that great j*.6 ^ l u.
I and accomplished man has been through 1, ,,a 11
| life my polar star, as well as mv gunrjtiihi- a ^nci

reclining in perfect grace and self-oblivion, ! ed with a cordial srriilo to greet him.— 
penitent and weeping Magdalen. Her lino j “ Welcome, most welcome, my good Lcôn- 
eyes downcast and dim with tears—her ardo !” exclaimed this cuchantin** woman 
long unbraijed hair flowing in glossy luxu- : afid envited him to a scat by her ou tho 
rutice over the shoulders and bosom—her | sofa- in reply to her kind inquiries into 
beautiful hands f dded m prayer. Wi’h his situation and prospests, ho tuld her that

ro is connected the remembrance . he was established in Ins
life my polar star, as well as mv gunrdiâ’îF . , „
an-cl, when exposed, at the perilous ago of ma" V* "7' !" l,lor'T?’ 10 11,0 j V 
twenty, to the hcentmus alluremenn, | pcrlect foiWes of the Magdalen you see I; “ I 
Ita.v. Without his gu,dance, my Amelia ! - -p purtati, painted front rec.,l ection. At, hu.ba 
not even mv plighted faith to vou would < “P 1 •**» **>a«l»ted to her ; l ie

nerous and stipe 
man wltoi^i I "knew

...... i —-------- "-o iidiivo city, that
:r la lively lovely wo. he had married the object of his early love 
Florence, and in the and was the lather ol a beautiful boy.” * 

rejo.ee to hear that you aro- a happy 
shand and lather," rejoined tho Signora, 
ho tranquillity ol married life and'dumes-

.o were to christen tho boy Judas, should ■ f,a*° uP“n ,he "•ke<* »•' your . "to w.th thu .ignt ul them." .
we not ntamp him a traitor ? Ur if Ncbu-' , la?, rcn> oncc t0° Pr"hably your tuts-j lho features ut Walstein betrayed deep 
chadmazar, should wo not suw the seeds of rc.P.', . , . 'ind eiogular pciplexdy at tliis request; hut.

My mistress! exclaimed the astonished alter momentary hesitation, ho -those wicked propenMtics which brought 
down Fitch awful punishment on the Assy-

“ Nonsense !” exclaimed" tho laughing 
Amelia; “you must bo cither suporetftious, 
o-dreaming, to suggest Kuclt horriblo pos 
sibilitioa. But seriously, Walstein ! — if 
ilus dear littlo fellow must bo called after a 
great painter, why not.ciiooao. the musical 
and gentle name of him whom you call the 
ptinco of painters, and never mention wiih- 
out lmpaepioneil and dcvout.cnthusia^m ?”

“Huh! my beloved «Amelia !” cried the 
painter, embracing her, “I could almost 
kneel and worship you for tho glorious 
thought. You mean that exalted being, 
that angel in tho guise of man, who appear 
ed for a short season on earth to adorn his 
country and improve mankind;—you moan 
the sainted and immortal Raffaello.”

“Of whom else could I speak with such

printer with angry energy; “never, Amelia! 'ho •• Dying Arm," placëd ltïn th^nn'lMr 
Your-suspicions are false, and do mo airi-light, and tixoj a search.ng luoliuilua tho 
that admirable woman gross injustice.”— eloquent features of the Siifiiora.
With these word.s ho seized the pictures, “ What'a nublu j'icturu Ï’’ exclaimed tho 
and hastened from tho apartment. “Where lastcful Italian, after she had gazed wth 
•aru_y.au going, Walstein ?” called after him : and growing delight. “ What a L'-and
the repentant wife. “To sell Loth thojiic- j design ! mid what execution ! What truth 
lures,” ho shouted, ind rushed into the | depth of colouiing !” sho continued iu

j tones ut impasn'.ned eoilmsiasin. “Trulv 
1 ho principal trader in works of art at Leonardo ! t* «ro m ...»—... ... * *

Nuremburg was an aged and penurious 
man, who was locked up in Ins back-shop, 
and counting lus hoard of ducats, when 
Walstein arrived; an 1 the imp v lent artist 
had to knock several times lor admission be­
fore tho old miser could secure his treasure ; 
and unlock his door.

i ere is magic in that picture; 
but you would never have achieved such a 
face and form as your Arria, had you not 

• ved m Italy,and studied tho majestic 
beauty ut Ilia Ronun xVuinun. 1 con­
gratulate you sincerely upon this great and 
ubiiOGS improvement. Certainly this piC- 

” Huh ! good morn- '[urc surpasses all that>ou accomplished m 
mg, friend XV alstein ! exclaimed tho old Italy.
man as ho admitted the painter into _ his j “Exeuso me, Signora,” replied tho nsii 
sanctuary. “ How aro you? Well and ‘ 1er» “ if I presume to differ from void 
lively as usual ? Ah ! you artiste aro en- p«inted one picture in Florence whic
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