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dem::?m .Romans, where the whole plan of our re-
bey. . "8 50 beautifully and clearly explained, and
b Wt ¢ comfort to witness the mind of Harper
‘mt}‘:mes opening more and more 1o its blessed
. ¢ was mercifully spared a whole week
8pg, w{’ felurn, and the last evening the Serjeant
fy) Qns“h him, he endeavoured to express his grate-
tme WZOY his kindness, but was unable, from ex-
of akness, to ufter his thanks. The pressure
. ;:':: alone told his feelings.
Oung Sold‘bu§]-e had sounded, when the eye of the
e Her kindled, for o moment, as it caught
Sudg.. . ]‘lkc the flickering of an expiring lamp—as
ang it closcd. A slight convulsion seized him,
i ”Pir::‘hlhe Scrjeant turned to look at him again,
e 4 2d fled forever.
Pringy :Mh of Harper could not fail to make a
Mpression on his comrades, and Scrjeant

ae
g las:;hveﬂdcavourcd to render it still more deep
« 3.
in &My‘adsy” said he to several who were collected
day, fm“?, talking over the late events, -~ few
N, vards; “attend to the advice of an old
le"ﬂn.t Let the warning you have received be a
‘%‘Ptero You all.  Give no heed to the voice of the
° an ':i When he would lead you to break your oath
Wy 0ce, and to become a traitor. Spurn him
Youp u‘:o‘“d the reptile, whose sting is death 5 fulfil
b ¥ to God and to your country, like men, and
& m"" that you were born in a land of truc
Yoy, t; “'l"f%re, the moment the slave sets his foot
‘hichm_e s‘?ﬂ, he is at liberty ; respeet the laws,
i 8lven to protect the weak and to punish
Jeet,; ;d;‘love your Sovereign- as faithful sub-
Pre,ehe .d high the Royal Standard, my brave boys,
Unge, its % pure and unsullied from reproach, serve
Q“dre banner gallantly and loyally, and so may
Loy 2rd you both here and hereafter.”
L) ; ers followed this speech of the Serjeant’s,
Qllimed.a“(ed slowly away, while O’Connel ex-
“Phin ;
gy % its long life to you, and a blessin’ into the
Ly, ; OF your zood advice. By the powers, and
h.hgd ™ighty fine oration that, an’ I fale it ting-
bity he to my finger ends. Ah, but its a mortal
:'.‘\g iy < l::’t an Irishman,” he continued, gazing
‘;?e of t,h if he had only been born on the right
‘lne,.‘ ¢ Wwather, why thin (pausing) its the
t&:ne' mans.elf: God bless him, would not have been
N lin,, Pat’ .&n’ greater praise nor that, to my
M tohnck 0’Connel you could not pay, if
;'ﬂ Whojye 8ake for it iver so early o® the mornin’,
Wy N T says, ‘that’s blarney, now, Misther
K ¥ bad cess to thim, that ’s all.”

TM" ”h TRUTH.

“*ho ether in or out of fashion, is the mea-
“iedge, and the business of the under-

standing ; whatsoever is besides that, however au-
therised by consent or recommended by rarity, is
nothing but ignorance or somcthing worse.— Locke.
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THE CHILD AWD BUTTERFLY.
BY E. L. C.

Beautiful child, with radient eye !
Chasing yon gaudy butterfly

In his erratic flights;

Bounding o’cr beds of fragrant thyme,
To where, in yon bee-loving lime,
The golden wanderer Lights.

Quick, little trembler, grasp him now !

Here, where on this laburnum bough

Hc rests—a living gem!

His cmerald cye, and velvet wing,

Glancing Like lady’s jewel’d ring, !
Upon the flower-wreath’d stem.

Ia ! flown again, my truant bold ?
Dost weary ’mid these flowers of golg,
And scck’st the lily’s breast,

To revel in its cup of snow,

Or in the soft and fragrant glow,

Of the young rose to rest?

Then fare thee well, gay epicure ! .
Thou’rt but a tasteless insect, sure,
Or here thou would'st alight,

On this small hand, that longs to hola
Thy gauzy form of paly gold,

With colours rich bedight.

Come, for thou’lt sec the violets hue
In this soft eye of loveliest blue,

So pure, so sweet, so calm !

And on this cheek the tender flush
Of the fair rose,—its very blush,
With joy’s bright colouring warm !

He heeds us not,—will ne’er be won
By thy fond wiles, my cherished one,
So sweet a spell to me!

Then leave him to his gay parterre ;
Nay, grasp him not,—prithee, beware !
Let the gay vagrant be !

Ah, that glad laugh ! thou hast him now,
Triumph is on thy infant brow,

The captive is thine own ! N

But, dearest, in thy eager grasp,

Thow’st crush’d thy prize,—see, see him gasp ?
His transient life is done !

Nay, dry thy tears, and ever more,
When years shall bring an added store

Of wisdom to my child,—



