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THE IVY AND THER TIHIIME,
Iverrsd~=1%know not where or when, ot if in proes or

thyme==
A dmo’.tue (hat pasa d between the Try antthe Thyme
The trv, howing haughtily, like one of high lrgree,
Hegan: “ G hieip thee, fittle one, how much 1 pity thee '
l’or,lhoundh the awectest of the Itbe that scent the alr
spund,
Thoy an d-"d*nn in stafure, scafre a fpan atove the
roun
o lo‘m my insignificance ** the ilumble Thyme replied s
o Rug atdll, my stately fnerd, § tnak thy ity nusapplied.
§ rathet ought to pity (hee, r 1, aneves eniall,
Am not indebled tomy growth, hike thee, unto a veal) -
AVhilst thou, (f sever o (rom the stonea to which thy fibres

oW,

\Vo\;’\-ln 'mll and grovel on tho ground, ~the lowest of the
w

’l'hmomanyn schollast, contrives, to climb the steep of

e,
By linn u" to snme lofty work hls else vunoticed nvme,
For, though Lila scholia may detace thetext o'er whiclh (ln,

crawl, i
They grow lncorporate with it, like vy with ihe wall.

BLURBRLLS.

Whete sedges are leesh wiithi the play of the waters

‘That panse to toy with some favorile flower,
Al{fll'l darlings. her blue-eyed davghters,

Vecluster and bloom In each glancing shower,

The gnats hum around ste 10 Bappy glee,

The children rintin lightsome mirth,
Ourazure tentan the'grarsio gee;

They ncem 10 have watchelour sunny birtht
And near usthe was valley liliesblow,

Whose sighs are aweeter the south-wind mys,
‘Than ever the lips ofbnght bossamn know,

Ah¢ has hieforgotten the roees rich days?

CowaLIPs.

Weare the playmateso. foctind May,
The light of wheae bauxhing faco

Falls blughing overihe fields to-day,
And hlemes our fairy race.

Butour knots of luoscited) gold are bowed
Under lerburning glnce,

While round us the cuckoo fowerets crowd,
The quaker.grusaes Jaice

Would they were here. the hours that darkle,
Galesthatare coolest, akies that weep*

Under our belle did glow.worng sparkie,
Soon were our licavy hieads asleep!

fiteratuve.
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THE LADY’S LEAP.
4 LEQEND OF THH WARS OF TIE ROSRS.

—————
BY HEBNRY WILLIAM HERDRERT.

e

Even at this day, one of the wildest and
most purely pastoral districts in all Eng-
land is that region of the West Riding of
Yotkshire which lies between Laocashire on
the south and west, and & part of Westinore-
land on the north, and which is divided on the
east, from tho more populous portions of the
fine country to which it belongs, by the water
of the.great northern river Ure, destined, after
twice changinfiits name, and swallowing up
tributaries mighter than itself, to fall into the
North Sca as the Husuler. To this day, i
tho whole of that large tract, there iano large
town 3 nothing, indeed, that we should dig-
nify, in tha United States, by the title of a
considerable village.

1t abounds, however, in the most splendid
scenery 5 it contains some of the loftiest hills,
as Ingleboraugh, Whernside, and Pénsingant,

and is watered by the lovelicst rivers, the
N, tho Whatlo, the Eyre, and many & tri-

buwary tortent, in all tha sea-girt island,
Smpliatically, (tis & jand ot lulls and dales,
or, as thoy sretermed in the north country
dialect, tho fells and the ghylls, The popu-
lation sparse, sample, hospitabie, and contented,
aro scattered, thrungh the narrow sales shich

intersect the huge round  topped  heathery | mure kinplr how to conquer.
ridgos, in hamlcts small.indeed, but picturesque , more bloedily,

n e o me = 0 e eemay

The days of chivalty were passed: 1l
epirit of chivaley had died out, choked by the
ficrerr firo of intesting warfare,  F hward, the
Bargher Kangy ne bi- canmips were wont 1o
call him, ali®dgh a leader I the Deid and &
sollier in the melee, had little of the cavalier,
loss of the gentle knight, in his fron composi.
tion. Nono knew more stoutly how to fight,
Nune know
moro brutally, how to gather in

and lhappy, earning enough to eupply their | the fruite of victory, No vencration foe oll

few and trivisl wants by cultsvating tho narrow
vergo of solt green meadow land, which every-
whero forms the bottom of the ;}hylh, and
pasturing their flocks and herds, of moorland
sheep and kylocs, upon tho heath clad hille,
on which cach farm possesscs & {rec common-
age.,

gln tho time, howover of tho wars of the
Rozes, during the fatal strife of tho kindred
houses of York and Luncarter, which consti-
tute the cruelest and bloodiest pagoof Britnin's
history, the Ghylls-land was a purely pastoral,
a purcly feudal region.

The great Earl of Warwick, from his Cas-
tle of Middlchain, a little way 1o tho castward
on tho waters of the Ure, the Prior of Bolten
Abbey on the Wharfe, and tho Egremonts of
Barden ‘Lower, were all tho great propriciors
throughout that rugged country ; and eolightly
did the feudat rule of the good monks and po.
pular nobles preas on their varaals, that lhc{
might be called tho freest population in all
England ; = few simple quit-rents of the pro-
duce of their farms, afew days of manser-
vice when theic lords waged war on the wild
beaste, which were then plentiful in the forest,
or un one enothier in the field of civilstrife, con-
stituted the whole of their duties : and these,
in thoso dark and bloody days wero looked
upon almost a8 privileges. Every dale’s-man
was {n thote duys an aréher, and,as such, a
huntsman and a soldier; and, to have been
debarred from following his lord's hounds on
the fell, or his lord's banner on the field, he
would have looked upon not as a privilege, but
as a penalty and a gisgrace.

The bloody field of Toewton had been fought
about ten days, and the whole north of Eng-
land was filled with terror, lamentation, and
despair. Some forty thousand men had fallen
wn their harness, on that grest field of # gentle
blood,” after which abarunof old Norman bleod
was more rarely to be seen for half a century in
England as the old saying ran, than a wolf or
a wild boar.

Nor had the Ghylismen escaped their share
of the slaughter : nor weré their humble hames
exempt from the desolation, which smote yot
more heavily the towers of their feudal liego
lords.

That country, like the rest of England had
been divided in some sort against itself: far
the men of the castern fells had followed the
Bear and Razped staff of Warwick, the great
king maker, to bloody triumph ; the wester-
Yanders had marched to horrible defeat for the
ill-fated caugo of Lancaster, under the Prior
of Bolton’s bailiffs and the Lady of .Barden's
seneschial,,

sge, no pity of green youth, no tenderuess for
#0x, No roapect for valor, ever onco moved hia
licart of steel to remit the blandy sentenco of
trrictis,  To Lo a captive encm'y was to by
buchered summarily upon the field, oe rescrye
ed yet moro pitilessly for the seaffuld,

No wonder, then, if, between wourning for
their dead and trembling for their living, the
fugitive Lancastrians shuddered in their wild
ghylls at every blast of wind that whistled
through their mountain yorges, mapgoified by
their foars into the fata) clangor of the Yorkist
trumpet.

1'lio vastals, it is true, were suffercd unless
taken under arms red handed, to cscape the
penalty of their faith to their feudal lords ;
tince loyalty of that nature both sides ahke
desired to promote, and neither dared i policy
to punish. Tho cotltage, therefore, olten-
timos afforded to the lowly peasant thot shefler
which tho abbey could not yicld to its revered
prior, nue the Norman castle to its haughty
noble.

it was the tenth night after that terrible do-
feat, and the Lady of Barden Tower sat lonely
by the dim embers and dull lamplight of her
mournful hafl ; now etrving to draw consala-
tion from the pages of her illuminated missal,
now histening gloomily to the fierce gusts of
the sutumn wind, as 1t reared snd wailed
about her turrets ; lo the incessant pelting of
tho sturm upon the roufs ; to the wild raving
of the tortured \Wharfe, as, flooded by the tor-
rents from the hills, it chefed and howled
among the rocke, which pent up its maddened
waters in the dale below,  Almost sho fancied
now that ehe could hear tho war crics and the
trampets, the pattering arrow flight on mait
shirt and steel mlmct, the cries and curses of
the desperate and the dying, in the voices of
the winter tempest.

Her tenants had returned home unmolested ;
their dead had been laid a0 holy earth, within
the abbey precincta, in the lower glen. Her-
self, alie had seen theiwr dust consigned to dust,
their arhes unto ashes ; herzelf, she had given
teara to thewr dead from those stern eyes,
winch refured to weep when her own lurd feil
under shield, as tho phirare ran, full kaightly ;
herself, she had cunsoled their widuws with her
sympathy, and s.dved their wounds with gold ;
and niow she sat alone, as I have said, dixcon-
solate, almost despaining, in the glvom of her
widowed hall.

Yet she feared nothing, thought of nothing
touching her own lesees, her own sorro-
her own safety s save aa her people,decin
by the sword of York, was sorrowing ; rave
a8 her trustiest knights were hunted by the



