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THE ANMARANTH,

slicht variations, is the history of many honest,
industrious, but most fatally decluded men,
during the monetary fevers in our cities.

That “litle family,” on which the New-
Year had dawned so auspiciously, in whose
very name young Stanley had taken such in-
nocent delight, was broken up for ever; God’s
bappiest temple on earth, a virtuous home,
made most desolate. ¥Whose was the crime,
and where the criminal, was to remain a dread-
ful mystery! The exposure on that dreadful-
1y anxious night, and the despair that followed,
were too much for the susceptible frame of
Mary Gretton. She languished a few weeks,
and died. Stanley and thebaby-sister, whose
birth had been hailed with such love and pre-
mise were adopted into the family of their
mother’s young brother, Wilion Harvey, a
most kind and gererous man, who had just
happily begun his coinmercial carecr in the
city.

We conclude this prefatory part of our story
with the words of the wise man, sad in our ap-
plication of tliem as they are wise: “Hethat
is greedy of gain troubleth his own house.™
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On! sing no more that gentle song,
Wake not its notes again,
Though wildly sweet they steal along
_ Like some bird-warbled straun.
For thee I hear, as once I heard
A voice whose wvery tone
Was music, and my heart is stirred
To krow I am alonc-

Alone, alone! the thought will bring
Back vouih’s bright sunny sky.

And hopes, cre yet, with noiscless wing.
0ld Time, with Death, swept by.

The flowers are crushed. the hapes are gone,
As leaves in autumn’s blast,

But oh! they come to thy sweet song.
Like shadows from the past.

As stars looh on the rolling deryy,
As moonucams on the spray,

As mught birds chann, whilc waters siwep,
Thy wild notes o'ct me play :

Then breathe 1o mere that smgie aa,
Wake not its inclody,

For aow, alas! Ui s0ong i s,
Thkat once was sweel to mc.
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I cuvy noman thatknowsmore than myself;

bripaty thershathnowless - € 7 Broan, i

For The Amaranth.
THE STAR AND FLOWER.
A POEM.
'Twas the warm summer time,
The green trees were bending o'er the .
world
In their deep slumber; the Angel of Night
Threw her raven hair over the wide arch
Of heaven, and bade the spinit of the stars
Retrim their flaming torches in its curls.
The wind had hung his harp above the threx
Of the Eternal, and the sweet flowers
Were hiding their soft faces sn the shade
Of their folded leaves; all, save one, and she
Was beautiful above the fairest there,
Of all hier sleepang sisters; pale and sad,
And tender beyond thought, gazing ever,
With a peacefur, untitng look, upon
The face of heaven, and lo! the nich light
Of one glorious star streamed decpest
Into her snowy breast, ruffling its deep caix
And trembling she beheld the spirit pause,
Checiing his skicy flight, and on his wing
Radiant kang pois’d, while he returned
Her wond'ring look, brt, blushing deep. sj
droop’d
Her virgin head, for o ! he was tao bright
To look upon unscathed; the locks of goid
Shed luster o’er his broad, prophetic brow,
Majestic with the spell of mughty luough!:
And in his ¢ye sat pity and regard
For carihly things; he knew that they wee
pensh.
A burning, mystic girdle, graven deep
Wth characiers divine, embraced his loms: !
His right hand held a lyre whose tones wo
mulc, i
Andn his left, an cver-blazing torch
Incessant glcam'd, amid the Jamps on higt.
Onc momeny, from hus solitude, upon
That bow'd and gentle Flow'r the spirit gz
Rut @hen shic ras’d her head again, lus fian
Was redd’ning in the portal of the west :
Tt vanshd from the sky, and then she fait
A londiness unknown hdore that hour,
Which made her vearn for the reiurning ayt
To hcrald forth that lovely star agningg
And aghtly dia the spardt hnger o'cr 1
The wender Flow'r, until she leamed to bes:|
s presence without fear; ah! could she tra
Eapression’s cloguenee, the god-like fora,
The rarnest sympathy which scem’d 1o o
H.s int'rest unto her, and tender back
No passion for such love. The thulling chest
Of his wild Iyr¢ resounded through the vl




