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And guided by me throughi the ierciless sea,
Thoughi sped by the liurrieane's wigs;

MiS com1passionlle.ss, çdar1k, lone, weltering bark,
The hiaven hoine s-afely hie brin'gs.

I wakzen the flowers in die dQew-slpangcledl bowers,
The birds in thieir cliaibers of green,

And inountain and plain glow with beautv again,
As they bask in their matinal sheeru.

0, if suchi the glad worth of my presence on earth,
ThioughI fitful and tleetingt the while,

What glories inust rest on the honte of the blessed,
Ever briglit with the Deity's sutile.

-WILLIAM PITT PALMERî.

MY FRIEND "WOS»TER."

-wHILE I sat hiaif murmiuring, hiaif iueditating these
unrftble speculations, with my head resting on my

hiand, I was thummiing with the othier hand upon the quarto
until I actually loosened the cap;whien, to my utter astonish-
ment, the littie book gave two or three yawns, like one awraking
froîn a deep sleep; then a husky hein and at length began to
talkz. At first its voice was very hioarse and brokeil, beings
iiiichl troubled by a eobweb whichi soine studjious spider had
woven across it; and hiavingr probably contracted a cold froni
loi)- exposure to the chilis and clamnps of the Abbey. In a short
timie, howeVer, it becanie more diStinict, and I soon found it
an exceedingly fluent, conversable littie tm.~1Tstgo

1 (Io not believe in ghiosts or groblins, spirits or spooks-in fact,
1 take soinle pride in niy utter contempt for superstition. I have
,lways thought that if the spirits of our departed friends were
to r'vstthis world in visible fornm they woUlà be more par-
tictilar about the times and localities in whichi mlan claims to be
limor>ed. The actions also ascribed to, thein would lead one to
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