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eeeieant task of pinching Bijou's curly ears, or if How often, on such nightc as this,

slle preferred it, revolving in her mind the pre-
C %vhen tire young snoon has stooped to kis.

eding conversation, which was anything but Each rapid biilow in its flight
reeblAnd tinged it oer ih melow light,

1n such scenes as these were Amy's days rve scanned our graceful ship with pride

as>e. Parties of pleasure in which she found Andwighed that thou wert by my aide,
l atUsement, persons whonm she almost hated, To pace the moolit deck with me,

nOversations which wearied and disgusted lier ;

were the happy hours she had known, ut .m ee evn whesing

to her entrance into society replaced. That littie cloud of cUver hue,

Often when preparing for some glittering

'In which her heart was not, did she look (As if she wonld have biushed to etray,

ek With a bitter sigh to that blissful period Urveiled along the miliy way,)

ense was at least free. But that time was Has spread itself oer ail thc skY
tand now too frequently she had to wreathe We long bave wooed to fil our salie;

ftfowers a brow that throbbed with suppressed It freshens-fleeter, and more fleet

l .elde The only circumstance that tended to Along the foaming main we fly-
er these scenes of gaiety supportable, was, But, ah! the scene tha± was so sweett-

ft ini them she enjoyed tolerable quiet. 'Tis
rtte , Sir George was ever beside her, but he had 0! thus, thus, many a drcam I've cherisbed.
t ota 3, laid aside the impertinent manner that And mary a brigh rrnd rosy hlif

att ~ hoekedber o theirfirstAnd mauy a hopet long, lonsic rise

so shoked her on their first acquaintance. Ive passed in Love and Friendehipi bowerg

r attentions though devoted, were unobtrusive Althouglr replete with ail the joy

delicate, and her prejudices against him were
'pereptil)!y wearing away. Iii this monotonous

Tll I have learn'd to feel at last

tt unVaried life time sped rapidly on, and she Some other world contains the bli,

heeded its flight. Which 1 had vainiy aought in tbis.

(To be continued.)(To ir contiued >Four belle!-tic tîme to sigh adieu I

'rd- xivçrTQlil)Wouid that tire bark which bears to you

TO M M These unes, could bear Te oEer the main,

WRITTEN AT SEA. And give you to ny arme again.

DY CTARILES OREATREX.
-but not a night to sleep-

On the blue and moonlit deep;
t1 a night to think of home, •

r d friends, and all the heart holds dear,
thouglh so far from thee i roam, D CnARc GRvavX.

s ister ! thou wilt lend un ear.XJ's8ter tho wil let un ar.Tec, rft when ner the sleeping main,

Tree thousand miles now intervene The moon ias ehone sereneiy briglt-
13tnenthat hap oeadmAnd tbe pure stars, like silver rain,elltween tht appy home and me,

thorugh three millions it had been, Have strewn it oer wltb iquid iight.

They could not keep my thoughts fron thec; In the lone mi-watcb of the niglrt,

ton, thine will often stray When elumber bsd o charme frr me-

'Who wanders far away-
knoW that not a night has past, l.huhswldwetyintertig,

c thou didt gaze upon me last, To hone sud tres, sweet home rord tbee 1

rlnt thy lip htas breathed a prayer Ani when, thrugh bilows whitîr with wrath,

p Il for nie, thus doomed to rove, Where myriade have met thelr drn-

P fora happy land I love, Our cbip bas plougheil a foaning pati,

which cannot be more fair,And every bilow seened ier tomb,

4 t'lve Whal canot erea far And fltful ightnings lit the gloom,
n,<1 Yever half so dear-Alas I

nany more such nights must pass,my hert, y fancy fee?-
nig cl oP o e ht mucet, Where could tbey wanrder, and to whomn,I can hope to sec thy face, But home and tbee, cweel home and thecb

aid clasp thee in s long embrace!

S Iw night upon the sea- And now, as down this peaceful streai,
' little bark, with wings unfurled,

h SOus to that western world, By forecte batbed in euncet's bear,
soon Wi smile beneath our le-bloon and

J "ey waeo ae Thorrgb not a wild flowerbosoaigra ously from wave to wave, 30Omngh

sa giallant scamani's grave- But bu %ome geaie charn for me- 4

SW11 here the stars reflected shine, StilI, stili 1 thlnk, and thinking sigb,
SJeWels in an esteirH mine. Of home and n wiet home ad t heh!

So al, o riht s fllofb-ss


