TI[E CANADIAN PUNCH.

TIE PATE OF A FLIRT.
‘I'he Lady Clare
Was passing fair—
Had a wondrous profusion of rich golden hair;
And her eyes were hlue
As the bright eern.
Fean tint of the sky, when there's uever a
cloud on it,
Or the ribbon that graces my lady’s Inst loud
bomnet.
Uer lips wero ripe and her checks were red,
Aud the proudly defiant sharp toss of her head,
And the riotous hlnsh that sullused her face,
And many o bidden wy sterious geace,
And the enderly tapering hittle hand,
‘Lol Lale that she was as thoroughbrod
As any Jady within the Jond—-
But for all that, my Lady Clare
Was fair;

For all that, she ever seemed debonair.
Notwithstindivg her richness of golilen hair,
And the sunlight that ever seemed streaming

there ;
Though warmly the mantling hlood wonld skip
"Throwgh ber blushing cheek and her ruby lip ;
Though she scomed all born of Paradise,
Her heart was as cold us & lamp of ice—
Aund Lo one who too fondly was gazing where
or sweet bieast heaved, or her golden hair
Fell over her shoulders, I'd say—Bewaro——

Within the language is no word

OF maore direet import than this is,

“ Beware,” the startied maiden crios

To him who fain would rifle kisses.

T s sperks the matron sage ns she

Luoks at her comely growing ** misses,”

And groans to think how men deceive.

Thus speaks the father a3 his bands

DPress on his seon departing son,

Who seeks for weal in ather lunds.

* Beware the pass,” tho old man loudly bellows
"Po that pigheaded climber of Longfellow’s,
Oh! many a peril on earth I've met

By flood and by storm ; but never yet

1lave seen equalled the smile of a cold eoquette.

"Twas evening, and the twilight hoar;

That sweetest time when softened rays

Of the set sun steal gently o'er

The earth, and fold it in & haze;

When half night’s darkness and half dag’s

Brightness are blent to make a light

That's sweeter far than day and ealmer still
than night.

And in tho sky one little star
Was twinkling, glimmering away,
And through & window bright blue eyes
Watched it for aye, for aye,
The Tady Clare by her window sat,
And her eyes were east [rom earth alar
She was gazing for aye and for aye where
gleamed
Tn its solitude evening's glimmoring star.
Gazing for aye on its fickls light,
While the sighing breeze and the singing stream
(I'hough she heeded not their murmurous note)
lent & charm to hier waking dream,
Thus she sat in wakeful thaught, ’
Thus she dreamt in a quict dream,
Till a footfall struck on the flaor by her sido,
Aud my Lady Clare thought fit to seream.
“ 0h! Lawrence,” she cried,
“1 thought I'd have died,”
But he seated himse:l at the fair lady’s side.
He calmed her fear,
And her lutlering hreast

At his words of soothing fell fast to rest.
"Pwere vain to tell of their words of love,
Of his burning thoughts aud her tendor flano;
But if you have read the melting taio
Or nny ol poet—"twas wuch the same—
There was sighing,
And crying,
Aud talking of dying,
And al times on my Yady Clare’s part some
“fifying,”
As though Sir Lewrence at times o'erstept
The decorons dislance chaste love demands ;
But 1 know, with it all, that that tyrant time
erept
With amazing celerity onwards; the hands
Of the clock on the mantel shewed twelve by
tho ray
Of the moon c¢'er Sir Yawrence said hal( he'd
Lo say ;
But time's warning note bade him haste swiltly
away.
The parting was sad;
In the silvery gleam
Of the moon stood the lad,
And his strong hands hetween
Clung her tapering fingers
Ronud his tightly twining
And still blinked the star,
Still the moon kevt on shining,
And still he kept going,
While time still kept darting,
Aud stll he'd taste more the
“ Sweet sorrow of parting.”
At last said he, 1 must veally go,
And the Lady Clare said, * 1 fear 'tis so.”

Rut before we part, said the gallant knight,

For a week it Is Ull we meet again,

Lel your sweet voies ring in my car with a
song.

Then she sang the following strain—

Tis the sung, said she, of & flivt liko I,

Of tho Rhing mevmaiden

“Pax Loneuky.”

Whero the ripples break on the cragyy stone,

Where (he light breeze whispers ils sweetest
tone,

The Lorcley sits and sings alone,

She gings, the while she binds her hair
That lies adown her bosom luir,
Or floats in the tenderly enrling air,

Sehind yon erag the suw is set,
His heavenly glory lingers yet
o gaze on 4 seene he'd not forget.
But never a sunset could eompare
With that golden mnss of waiden hai
Tossed loosely, or trimmed with a cunning eare.

Mer soft blue eyes with a mournful gazo
All earestly peer through the deep'ning haze;
Tor & moment a note of her song she stays,

A spell has entered her sweel-luned throat;
She siugs such a ravishing mournful noto
Phat the song has stayed yon passing hoat.

Away, blind hoattan ! geasp thy oar!
Nor ever approach this treaclicrous shoro
1f wife or child thou would'st see onee more.

11i3 oarz plash wearily in the strenm ;
1le listens entranced—"Tis a waking dream,
Thinks he, wherein heavenly beauties teem.

The circling waters have drawn him nigh
The cave of the gold haived Loreley,
But tho softness hasleft her deep blue oye.

The mournful gaze that once was there
Ts chianged to a grim and eruel glaye.
1le grasps his oars with @ Inst despair—

Toolate! in vain! 1o has found a grave
In the slimy depths of the monster’s eave,
And his hoat, goes dancing off on the wave,

She finished,  As the last wote died,
Slow fading on the midnight air,
Sir Lawrence quitted his plaee by her sido.
And she stoud by the window solitaire;
And she smiled as her lover left the room,
And she stood in the curtaiu's fold alono ;—
Rut il thac smile was a smile of love
Phe writer of this will bo * blown.”
A hollow echo van through the hall—
She starts ; 'tis another maw’s footfall 3
A figure in black o'er the chamber flits—
A ligare in black by the lady sits.
How on carth conld the godidess of {rao lovo
endure it %
She's forgotten Sir Lawrenee, and's ogling the
curate,

{To he continued.)

SPECLAY TELEGRAMS FROM QUEBEC.

Great excilement prevails throughont the
city onaceount of the Bachelors’ Batl. Rumour
says the Bachelors are backing out as they had
forgotten this is Leap Year. Some wani ono
big ball, others two little ones, some none ab
all. Tiekets will bo sold as high as 25 cents.
"The reot heer ind otlicr drinkables are supplied
by the new brewery,

Multon pies ean be had on the grounds, three-
peuce apicee.

Sir Nurcisse Fortunatus Bello sneezed last
night! The Cathedsal bell tolled “ Goid bless
you, my Jord ” on the nuspivions oceasion,

Aschool of Court Eliquetts is to he opened in
the city. Turtunatus Bello is its patron,

Some magnificent puppet shows aro to como
off soon.  Fortunatus, Fortanata, all the little
Fortunati and the Loeal Nouse are Lo take part.
It is rumoured that since the opening of the
foeal Government here, Astiey’s in London
and Nible’s in New-York have closed their
doors Lo the public for ever, and that the wan-
dering Punch and Judy shows have vanished,

Man fell through the iee and lost ten dollars
insilver. Comumereinl panic oxpeeed in conse-
(uence.

Ship carpenters have heen endeavoring to
raise o subscription to Mr. Lanctot. They
failed; only one spurious dime and & bross
hutton being collected. They were placed Lo
tho credit of the Union. Bo in the end will
many of the carpenters thewselves he.

Stow-shoe races come ofl here shortly.  The
winners of any of the races will need to run
haed, but the winner of the erack race will need
to run “ flarder”

Tomicadz are lively.

The rest of the market quotations are un-
changed.

Lhere will be no bail.

STILL LATER.

‘Thero will he at Jeast 10 ngsemblies instend,
hut on economical principles. No mouey is to
bo lavished on Root heer and Mutton Pies.
Every one brings bix own grub.  The Iicne-
dicts say it is not surprising that the Bachelors
should he so dis-united.  This joke has heen
told to Fortunatus and explained. It is
expected that in n week he will be ablo to sco
Urough it.



