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ASOUTHERN STATESMAN'S POEM.

[The following lines, by Hon. Richard
Henry Wilde, ot Ueorgia, wun the warm
raice of Lonl Byron, and are the most
ryxirnl stanzas that ever came from the
pen of an American statesman.}

MY LIPE 18 LIKE THE 8UCMMER ROSE,

!'M Y life is like the summer rose
4, &  That opews to the mormng sky,
But, e the shudes of evening close,

Is scattered on the ground= to di !
Yet on the rose's humble bed
Tin awectest dews of mght are shed,
An it she wept the waste to see—
But none shall weep a tear lor meo !

My life is like the autumn leaf
That tremblea in the moon's pale roy ;
Its held 13 Irail—1ts date is brief,
Restless—uml roon to pass nway !
Yet, ere that leal ahall full and fade,
The pirent tree will mourn ita shade,
The winda Lewail the leaflesa tree—
But none shall breathe a eigh for me!

My life is like the prints wlnch feet
Have left on Tumnpa's derert strand ;
Soon as the riring tide shall beat,
All trace will vanish from the sand ;
Yet, as it grieving to efface
All vestige of the huwman race,
On that lone shore loud moans the sea—
But none, alas! shall mourn tor me !

REQUIRED READING, 8.8.R.TU.

STORIES FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.
BY THE EDITOR.X

THE FORTUNES OF IV AR.

N the evening
of the evacun
) #tion of Fort
Grorge, seveinl ol
the uctors in the
busy diama of the
\ time wete assembli-
¢ «d in the great kitcheu
. of Squire Drayton*
bospiwable house, It
was no time for cere
mony, 50 everybody
met in the commor
hring room. Caprair
Villiers called to bid & hasty farewell
to the kind family under whose rocf he
had for several months abode 28 an in-
valid soldier, and erpeciully to take
leave of the fair young mistress,through
whosa care he hud become convalescent.
Neville Trueman bhud resolved o
follow the retreating army, both to
uvoid the appearance of any complicity
or sympathy with .the mvuders; and
that, 10 the severe conflict which was
lwpencing, his #piritual services might
be avilable to the militin, of whom a
-considerable number were Maothodistr,
and to snch others as would excep
them. Zenas bad obtaned his father's
consent to volunteer for the militia
civalry ‘service in thizs time of bis
country’s need, althongh it left the farm
without a single man, except the
squire himgelf.

“The maids snd I will plant the
‘oomn and cut the wheat, too,” said
Kate, with the pluck®of a true Can-
alian girl. ¢ YWe'll soon learn to wield
‘the rickle, thongh yon seem to doubt
it, Captain Villiers,” she went on,
Jooking archly at the gailant captain,
who amiled rather incredalously.

“Nay, I am sure you will deserve

—-—

* This sketch is taken from a vo'ume by
the Editor, antitled ** Neville Trurman, the

Pioneer ‘Preschor ; a Story of the War of

T 1812, pp. 213, pryce T6cens. Wm. Briggs
[ T oot ”

to be honoured as tho goddesa Ceres of
your ceuntry,” politely answered tho
captain.

*1 would rather serve my country
inthe presunt, than reeive mythicul
honours in the future, replied Kate.

“We'll bo back beforo harveat
to drive the Yuuks across the river,
nnd get 8indy sand Loker out ot Fort
Niwgura,” said Zenas. * Tom would
gnaw his very fettem off to get free, if
ho woro any, But Sandy takes every-
thing as it comes, as cool as you please.
‘It was all appointed,’ he eays, und
‘and all for the beat."”

# They will not keep tho prisoners
thore,” said the equire; *itis too near
the border. Chauncey will likely take
them off to Backett's Isrbour, and
make them work in the dock-vards.”

“They woun't make McKay do that,”
said the captain ; it would be againat
his conrcience, and he would die first.
He is the staunchest specimen of an
ald stoic philosopher I ever came
across. Under the hottest firo to-day
be was as cool as I ever saw him on
parade. As he stooped to raise a
wounded comrade, u round shot struck
and carried away his cartridge box.
Had le been standing up, it would
have cut bhim in two. Ile never
blatcled, but just helped the poor
fellow «ff the field, when he was cap-
tured bimself.”

“1t s something more than stoic-
ism,” said Neville. “ It is his staunch
“cotch Calvinism, It is not my re
igiour philosophy ; but I can lonour
ita ¢ffects 1n otherr. It made hervic
men of the Ironsides, the Puritans,
und the Covensuters; but so will u
trust in the loving fatherhood of God,
withont the ductrine ¢f the eternal de
crees.”

* \WWe must not delay,” said the cap-

tain. ““'The enmemy’s scouts will be
lookivg up strugglers,” and after a
basty wesl. he, with Neville and Zunas.
rode away in the darkness, to juia the
rear guurd of Vincent's retreating
army.
‘Tuey lad scarce]ly been gone five
minutes when a loud knocking was
heatrd at the front door of the house,
and, immediately atter, the tramping
of feet in the hall. A peremptory
summons was fuliowed Ly the burst
ing cpen of the kitchen door, when
two flushed and heated American dra
goonw, one & cornet and the other a
private, stood on the threshold.

“ Beg pardon, mixs,” said the officer,
somewhat abashed at the sttitude of
indignant surprise assumed by Kath-
arine.  *But is Captain Villiers hore!
We were told he waa.”

“You see he is not,” said the young
gir), with a queenly sweep of ber arm
around the room; *but you may
search the house, if you plesse.”

“Oh, no ocowrion, ss yon fay he i
not here. T'll take the liberty, if you
please, to help myself to a slight ~e-
freshment,” continued the spokesman,
taking a seat at the table and beckon-
ing to his companion to do the same.
“ You'll excuss the u of war.
Wo've had o hard day’s work on light
rationn”

“You might at least ask leave,”
¢poke up the squire, with e sort of

¢ An Englishman's houss is his castle,

An Epgiishman's erown is his hat,"
air,—* We would not refnsc a bit and
sup, even to ¢ . enemy.”

Glad of an exouss 45 detain the
scouts as Jong as poskible Kata placed

T e

upon the table & cold meet-pis, of noble

proportions, and a (lagon of new muk,
The troopors wern valiant treachor
men, whatever elso they woro, and
promptly assaulted tho meat-pie fort,
an from its size and shapo 1t deserved
to be called.

“You know this Captain Villers,
I supposo1” said the drugoon subaliern
at length ; “1 bud particular iustruo-
tions to securv his capture.”

“Oh, yea! I know him vory well,”
answored Kate, *“ Ho was hero sick
for threo months last winter.”

“ And very good quarters and good
fare bo hud, I'll be bound,” said the
fellow, with an air of insolent fam-
iliarity. * And when was he horo last,
pray "

“ About half-an-hour ngo,” said Kate,
knowing that by tlis tiwe he must be
beyond pursnit,

 Zounds I" cried the trooper, spring-
ing to bis feet, * why did you not tell
me that before

“ Because you did not ask me, sir,”
said the muiden demurely, while her
black eyes flashed triumph at her father,
who st in his arm chair stolidly smok-
ing his pipe.

With an angry oath, the follown
huriied out of the houso as unceremon-
iously as they had entered, when Kate
and her futher had 8 mesy laugh over
their discomfiture.

Next morning the troopers appeared
aguin, in angry bumour. *That was
a seurvy trick sou played us lust night,
old geatlemun,” gaul the elder.

“ No trick at all,” asid the squire,
“I hope you were pleased with your
entertsinment? Dl you caich your
prisoner?” he asked, with a somewhnt
malicious twinkle of his eye towards
Knute, who v 1, in the room.

“ No, we didn't; but we came upon
the enemy's raur guard, and nearly gut
captured ourselvea.  Bug you'll Lave
to |y for your little gume, by liberasl
supplies for Dearborn’s ariny.”

‘T he staunch old loyulist, who would
willingly impoverish himself to uiu
the Xing's troops, stoutly rfured to
give ¢ a single groat or oat,” us he ex-
pressed it, to the King's enemies, 1t
wug ‘‘aguinst his conscience,” he said.

“ We'll relieve you of your scrnples,”
said the officer. “I want some of
those horses in your pasture to mount
my troop of dragoons,” and guing ont
of the house be ordered the half-score
of troopers without to dismount and
capture the horses in the meadow.
Toe men, after a particularly active
chase, captured three out of six horses,
The others defied every effurt to catch
them. Thbe tronpers threatened to
shoot them, but the cornet forbade it,
and ordered the equire to send them
to bead-quarters daring the day—a
command which he declined to obey.
~uch were some of the ways in wh:ch
the loyal Canadians were pillaged of
their property by their ruthless in-
vaders,

The squire, indeed, demanded o
receipt from the officer for the property
¢hus ¢ requisitioned.”

Ox board of a North River (Now

York): steam-boat an old lady sxid to
a very pompous-looking gentleman
who was talking about a communica-
tion: ¢Pray, sir, what is asteam?”
“ Steam, ma'am, is—ah ! steum is—
eh! ah +—steam is steam.” 1 knew
that chap couldn’t tell ye,” mid &
rough-looking fellow standing by;
“but steam is & bucket of waterina
trarmendous prespiration.”

GRANDPA'S PET.

HE following incident from the
Dotroit Post and Trilune
will remind our readors of
Dickena’ story of Littlo Nell

and bor graadfather :

When ono of the traina to this city
came in at midnight a fow nights ago
an old man was found ale ping in ono
of tho seats.

“] say, old man!"” yolled the con.
ductor, ** get out of this ; do you heart
This is Detroit. If you've got any
frienda they'll be huutiog for you,”

“ Whero's Gracio "

“Who 1" usked tho conductor, ro-
covering his oflicial voice.

* Littlo Grucie — grandpa's little
pet! T brought ber with me. Is she
therot”

I guors he in not wide awako yet,”
said tho curious passonger. ** Bupposo
you help him to bis feet.”

Conductors are expert in helping
people to their feet, aud this ono was
no exception to the ruln. Ho took the
old man by the coat csllar and stood
bitn up, but ho ent down the next
moment limp and motionless. Just
thea a depot-hand came in.

“ Tho baggugo master wanta to know
vhat you're goin' to do with that Jitt'e
deal Lox over there. llo don't want
any of that kind }efc over, ond theie's
no direction on it vut ¢ Gracia,'”

#“That's her!” said the old man,
aud ho stood up feebly. “ Take me
there. We're going a long journiey—
Uracie and me ; a long, lung juurney,
but it don’t suem ns if 1 knew the way
right clear.”

They took him into the deplt "\'é
Inid bim on one of the benches, ana pi},
bin carpet bag under his bead, but atill
ue tretted fur hig * hivtle Graet —lus
pet,” and at lust they conroied hir. Ly
telling him she was resting, wus uslwp
and wust not be disturbed. 1

The little * box,” with * Gracio”
written upon it in lea” ;. rcil, was xafe
envugh with the other *freight,” and
the vl mnn slept peacefully at last,
Sume kinu soul throw a rug over him
nesr mourning, snd ssked him what
truin he was waiting for, but all the
answer he made was n feeble “Thank'ce;
call me at sunri-e,. 'We're going a lung
journey, Grucie and me.”

Heo was called at suuriss by a voice
that none may refuse, and when a flood
of rory light shone into the dreary room
ho was up and away—gone on his long
journey. Only the worn out boldy was
there, and the next dsy it was Juil
away with *“little Qrecie,” in the
atranger’s lot in Mount Elliott, .n-
known, yet poesibly in as ¢ sure hops
of a glurioun resurrecion,” as if marked
by thirty feet of monumental olay.

o

Ax Euglish artist tella of o little
g'rl who for the first time in her }ife
was taken into a great church with
rich stainex glasa windows. She gazed
at them epell-hound by their deep,
splendid  coloring. Just then the
organ began its solemn notex and tha
litle girl turned to her mother and
exclaimed, “ Listen, mamma, listen to
tho window speaking.” “I am ro-
minded of this,” ssys the ardist,
* almost. a8 often 22 I soe early glagy,
It impreswes me slways, &3 tbe musio
oi the organ does, with its digaity, its
richness, its remotences from:: every-
day life. They ssera to slike the same l
deep chord."y ,




