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MUSES' CORNER.

* With many a flawer. of birth divine,
We'll graco this littls garden spots

Noron it breathe a-thuught, a line,
Which, dying, we would wish to blot,”

VIRITTEN FOR THEL CASKET.

POLAND.

The Pole now midst the storm of war {s se¢n,
Where in the battle’s roge, his country's cause,
His own dear rights first cross bis troubled mind;
Then sadly o'er his country turn his thoughts,
And as ho views her dosulation waide,
His soul with anguish keen receives a wound
Such as in patrivt broasts gives speedy birth
To rasolution firm, as when resolved
The martyr dios 3 such as with glowing fire,
Lights up the soul with proud resvlve, thatin
His GOD will be his trust, and if high heaven
Decrea bis country’s fall, with her his sun
Shallset. Most true, his conntry's doom will cause
A universal sigh from every breast
That claims one kindred tic to feelings of
Humanlty, if so it be, that sway
Of tyrant shall sgain be felt by Pole.
Must KOSOUISOO'S land be trod again  °
By hosti.e power? O where's the spirit that guides
The sxvord, with vengeance bright, forced from ns

sheath

By many wrongs upon fts country heaped? T

Will it not drive the oppressor from the
Land where first our PULASKI drow his breath ?
LORENZO.

Selected.
TO MISS Fe Do
©8ne let the bonnie lass gang."’—Burns.
Ilov'd thee once! thy radiant smile
Shone lovelier than Sol’s orient beam 5
Thy charms my hours would oft beguile,
But, ah ! it was a trapsient gleam.

1lov'd thee onca! the love was ynung,
And fondly sipp’d its vernal bliss ;
Allur'd by outward:charms, it sung
The joysof fancied loveliness,

¥ lov'd theo onee! for then thy heart
Was veil’d with nature’s sembling flow’s,
But now deteption’s poignant darg
Infuses deep its noxious pow"r.

1 lov'd thee once ! but worth assum'd,
And pride, by affectation wrought,

Qur tender friendship soon consum‘d
Andblighted hope too early sought.

1lov’d thee once! but now no mors
Do blooming chaplets deck thy brow,::
Their blossoms no new fragrance pour,
Nor yet invoks the minstrel’s vows* =

1lov’d thee once! and yet can love »
Eaternal beauty, when combined

With that which ever deigns to move,—
The innate beauties of the mind.

A THOUGHT.
What is Man's history? Born--living—~dying—
Leaving the gresn shors for the troubled wave-=

Q'er stormy seas, mid scowling tempests fying,
And casiing anchor in the silent grave.

From the Gore Bulance.
A FEW VAIN WISHES.
I wish I could he what 1 bnve bees,
When 1 knew not what was to be,
1 wish tbe things I naver had seen,
That shadow man's destiny.

I wish I could lie on the green, green grass,
As 1 laid 10 thoughtlessly s .

Ere the fearful deeds had come to pass,
That [ have livad to see.

1 nish T cuddlosh on the Lright, bright su.,
Comung furtb 10 lus kingly pride,

AsIluuked, when a boy, 1 ased to rum,
O'er the mountnin's dewy side,

1 wishIcould find the flowers of May,
Not vonishing as breath j—

Or a living thing, in the face of day,
Thatis not, a * living death,”

I wish T cou d luok on tho rivers blue,
Flowing into the ‘vasty sea,"

Nor think that they aro einblems true
Of Time and Eternity.

Iwish} could watch the thunders breok,
Ang tho hghtmings shoot amain,—
Nor think that so the earth shull quake,
And the mountains be rent in twain,

1 wish I could list the evening gale,
Come sighing all upseen,—

Nor hear the Inst sad requium wail,
©O’cr things that unce have been.

T wish that my heart once more could move,
Ab Once! wore it never again,

To the young Maria's voice of love,
Nor deem that love a pain,

1 wish I could press my hosom's friend ;
With the heart's unchecked embrace —
Nor fesl the clay-clod in his hand,
And the death-dew on his face,

I wish I could fsel what I havo fels,
When Iknew not what was, to feel,
1 wishmy heart were a thing tu melt,
Thatit were not turned to steel. L.

THE AUTUMN LEAF.

Emblem of sorrow,
Where shall thy lot be cast
When with the morrow
Comes the chill Autumn blast—
Torn from thy parent tree==
Wither'd and gone thou'lt be—
Ne'er again shall we see
Thee—faded leaf!

Ne’er in the morning
With dew drops to shine agaia,
The forest adorning
.Or dripping with crystal rain,
Shalt thou be geen though
"Thy mates of the furest grosw,
Scorning the winds that blow.—
Red Autumn leaf.

Thus beauty flies
Like the blush of the evening sky,
Thus manhood dies
While the hopes of his heart are high,
Thus the young and the gay
Fade in the sun’s first ray,
Wither and die away
Like thet dry leef!

ANECDJSTES.

Trifles light ms air.

Russiay Just1os.~The following sto-
ry givos a lively idea of the Russian Rule
of Poland:—A Jew met & Cossnck inthe
forest ; the latter robbed him ot his horse.
On returping to the town, he lodged a
complaint with the Mayor in command,
who was (with what truth we shall sce)
reputed to bea most rigid disciplinarian,
The Cussacks were paraded, the rohber
was pointed out, when wiih the utmost ef-
fiontery he Jeclared he had found the
borse.  **How,” replied the Jew, I was
on his back.” “Yes,” retortod the Coss
suck, "1 found youtoo; but having no uso
fors Jew I did not keep you' Tho ex«
cuse was deemod sufficient, and the Jew
lost liis steod.

A grave mugistrate sitting between two
young coscombs, who were evideutly at-
tempting to thiow him into ridicule, thus
addressed thom—

“Gentlamen, | plainly pecceive your
intention; you wish to make me the butt
of your wit and pleasanry, but you do
nct understand my character; be ithknown
unto you therefore, that [ am not precise~
ly afoul, neither am 1 altogether a fop, but
(us you sce) someihing between buth.™

Justice.—Vulitaire, in his early yoars,
wrote a very severe satire on & man of
rank i France. The nobleman, one day
nieeting the poet in a narrow lane, whore
it was impossible to escape, gave hima
severe drubbing. Veltaire complained to
the regent and requested jastice. <lt is
too late,” replied the regent, ‘justice bas
been done already "

Puxnming.—A gentleman in company
once said he could make a pun vpon any
thing. Totest his ingenuity, the Latin
ge unds dum, do and di, weru given him,
to which he rephed as follows:

When Did> found that Encas would not come,

8be mourncd in silence, and was Dido dumb.

[di, do, dum.

THE LAWYER'3 OVEN.—A Scottish no-
bleman one day visited a lawyer at his of-
fice, in which at the time thero was &
blazing fire, which led him to exclaim:—
“Mr, —, your office is as hot as an oy-
So it should be my lord, as it is
here that | make ny bread.”

Tae suBLime.—Over the stall of a pub-
lic writer 1o fa Rue de Bac, at Paris, is the
following inscription : ‘M. Renard, public
writer, advising compiler, translates the
tungues, explaws the language of Flow-
ers, and sells fried potatnes.”

A Judge said of one whom he senten-
ced to death for stealing a watch, that in
grasping for time he bad renchied eternity.
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