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If.- -ESTRANCfF.MENT.

X.

Rut bless you, it's dear-ifs dear ! fowls, wine, at doul.le the . .te ,.
1 hey have clapp a new tax upon sal, and -vhat oil pays .^^ th'e'

It's a horror to think of. And so, the villa for me, not the eity .B ggars ean scarcely be choosers : but stiU-ah, the pity, the pity -

Ami the penitents dressed in white shirts, a-hohling the yoHow candles

Bang-wlang-whanu goes the <lruin, tootle-te-tootle the tife
Uh, a day m the city-square, there is no such pleasure in life !

—Hobert Browninfj.
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14.—ESTRANGEMENT.

The path from me to you that led,

Untrodden long, witli grass is grown,—
Mute carpet that his lieges spread

Before tlie Trince Oblivion
When he goes visiting the dead. 5

And who are they but who forget ?

You, who my coming could surmise
Ere any hint of me as yet

Warned other ears and other eyes,
See the path blurred without regret. 10

Bux^ when I trace its wi:.aings sweet
AVith saddened steps, ac every spot

That feels the memory in my feet,

Each grass-blade turns forge*^-me-not.

Where murmuring bees your name repeat. 15

—/. H. Lowell,

life.
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