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& -flOT11ER'S LA1DIENT.

LOVED of niy heart! nîy only son'1
Thy mtoher oft, oît weeps for thee--

Weeps, that a lienrt so liglit and young
So soon this wvorld's cold frowa should sec:

So soon should leave our happy band.
To wander o'cr a distant iand.

She wc(ep. wlîcra rightly routnd our hennt,
Ail are assembled-all but flaou!

When beauteous pjacc, and Iaughing mirth,
Smuling bedecks cadi youthful brow.

Oh, thon thy mother slieds the tear,
My sort, my son! tltou art flot here!

>She weeps-wlien rages fearfully,
The bitter blast, the wintry storit,

That thou art on the raging son-
Far from thy pareats, land, and home;

Thou dost flot feci a motlter's care,
Yet oh! thou hast a naothcr's prayer.

Ohi, thou art young, ton young to rove,
Alone this world of sitn and woc-

Too young to leavc a mothcr's love,
To brave the stornis that rudely blow-

Tic roaniflg waves-the dasltingy spray,
Thiat éer attend tie sailor's way.

But bless thce, dearest! naay kind Henven
E'er watch tiy stops, and guard thy way,

Ber choicest gifts to thea bo given,
lier an be thy protccting stay!

Parewell, a naotler's lteart is daine,
Round tea lier fondest liopes entwine.

S?. John, Janziary, 1842. F. S. B3.

STANZ AS.

"Wc've !earn'd to live without oaci othier."

WFe harc!-but have wve learned to viewv
The past wîahotat regret?

Is citier caltai atîd happy now,
ils though wve ne'er liad met?1

Is there no darlz cloud in tîte sky,
No thorn amnid tic flowers?ý

No bitterness within lifc's catp,
Tint wvas flot always ours?

Wionce does tic founit of feeling flow,
That opened once to me?

Or is it chilU*d, like tint -witli
lI 3 breast- once sltnred with ahec 7

T;icrc is no answcr !-1ernory
And Hope aliko are vain!

We only know we livo apart,
And shal flot meet agnin

Writia for the Amaranth.

A Talc of flic Flftec2xth Century.

<Att, MUarie, belic"ýe nie that 1 wil! navet
widi a crowned Prince; tell me sweet f.
%vhatlhappinesslI otuld e'pect? Look U
cousin Joan, though wedded to, the hold fi,
gundy, do you ever sec a smile on lier co,
nance"

Sucli were the ex~clamations of the
daugixter of Charles VI. of France. ileri
panion's reply was met with a sweet, eh!;
laugh of surprize; and Katherine raisinQ
beautiful eyes to lier friend's counteriance,
to lier-

"And sorny sage Marie, you believe ilhr
faîher would will his daughter to, %ved wiih
she L<kcd not. Oh, 1 tell you ituly, mea
cousine, that even if Eng-lnnd's lion-hic
Henry %wcre to suc for My hand. I %vou!z
fuse hini. ICatherine of France gives no:
hand whcrc lier heart is flot given; andi
bc rigli t wcll wooed before 1 allow my-st
be won."

It was in a rctred wvalk of the palaceg
that this conversation ivas going on.
speakers were both beautiful; one was t'
of qucenly grace--the othar was fair and
cnte as a fragile flower; but for ni! tha
looked well fitted for the higli station in%
sne ivas p!aced.

They continued their earnest conversait
they thought, unheard; but they had a
ner, and if one niight judgc by the smil.
his countennnce, hie was wvc!l pleased with
lic had lcarncd.

"A dainty lady," wlvh:spcrcd lie to 11u1
nd s0 flot even Henry of England woul

hcer." As lie said this, someahing lying,..
wvn1k attracted bis attention-it wvas a.~
which, by its size, lie knew rmust belong: a
srnnllcr of thc two ladies; hoe quickly t
into the walk ia which they were prornen,
arnd prescenting hiraseîf beforo the ladies,,
fered the glove to its fair owner; their cye
and the destiny of both wvas fixed in that
glance, and the young mian, instead of T.
ing the glove, placed it in lais bosona, with-
words-

IlLady, this glove shall nover beo o!c
possession, unlcss Katharine of Frano!
clainis iL ;" lie fixed bis searching eycs oc
lad y's face, and lieknew lais surmise %vas
Tihis swcet bud of beauty, that sened
bursting into wornarahood, iras JCather
e'ance. "Farewell, swoet lady," ho co:
cd, "1and do not forget HIcnry lcruford1


