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The sun is setting in a sea of gold,
Castle of Corra, its declining ray
Shines on iy INOSS-grown lurrets, to unfold
A tele of mournful splendour from thy old
And broken battlements and roins grey.

"Fwis from those walls upon o milk-white steed;
‘I'lie ili-fated * Maid nf Corrn® sought hier grave ;

And from u father’s mischicls (o be freed,

From thissteep rock with undiminished speed,
Dashed headlong, and was buried in the wave.

Twas sunset then ! one wild, wild shrick alone
Burst from her 1ipk, as her inad couneser sprang
Over the ridge, and as that hour “lis known
The teaveller passing heursa dismal moan,
As from’one sinking, in wild anguish wrung !

o
Oh'! 'uhow my mind runs back to ancient time,
When from those Iofty halls the minstrel’s song
Rude in (he roughness of unmeasured rhyme,
Mighty and spirit-stirring in its chime,
And full of interest to the mail-clad throng,

Tose and rc-cchoed from the hearts, of those
Wio, roused to Lrave exertion by its fire,
Burst holdly, like a flond, upon their foes,
Drank the warm life of all that dured toppose,
Whicli blood alone could quench their murderous ire !

Terchance 't would ¢changeut intervals the theme,
And turn from wars’ alurms to maiden grace,

Embodying in its song the faery dreain—

The heart's warm glow—the biue eyve’s softer heam,
Fired by the native genius of the place.

But those light fingers sleep upon the lyre;

The ripened sweetness of its thrilling tones
13 lost—save when the night-wind sweeps the wire,
Waking a sound well-fitted to inspire

A reminiscence orearth's best-loved onces.

The halls are changed now, the courts are drear,
The mantling ivy only seems tobloom; |

No merry (votfall tells ol tenant near

Time’s heavy hand has wrought his changes here,

. Aud all around is darkness—desolation—gloom !
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Spirit ! whe over this our morial Earth,

Where nought hail birth )

Which imperfection doth not some way dim,

Since Earth offended in—

Thou who unseen, fron: out thy rudiant wings

Tost shower down light o'er meun and comnmon things !
Awil, wandering to and fro;

Through the condemn’d and sinful world dost go,
Hannting that wilderness, the human heart,

With gleams of glory that too soon depurt—

Gilding Loth weed and flower ;—

What is thy birth divine ? and whence thy mighty power ?

The Sculptor owns thee ! On lis high pale brow
Bewild'ring images ave pressing dow;

Ciroups whose immortn] grace

1iis chiise) ne'er shall trace,

Though in his mind the fresh creation glows;
High torms of godlike strengtl,

Or }imbs whose languid leugth

The marble ilxes in a sweet repose !

At thy commaud,

I1is fond and patient hand

Moulds the «ull clay to HBeruty’s richest line,

Or with more tedious skill

Obedient 1o thy will,

By touches imperceptibie and fine,

Works slowly day by day

The rough-hewn block away,

Til] the soft shadow of the bust's pale smile
Wakes into statue-life and pays the assidions toil !

Thee, the young Painter knows,—whose fervent eyes,
’er the blank waste of canvas fondly bending,

Sec fast within its magic circle rise

Somae pictured scene, with colours soitly blending,—
Green bowers and leay glades,

The old Arcadinn shades,

Where thwarting glimpses of the sun are thrown,
And daucing nymphs and shepherds one by one
Appear 1o bless his sight

In Faney's glowing light,

Peopling that spot of green Earth's flowery breast
With cvery attitnde of joy and rest, -
. La ! at his pencil’s touch steals fintly forth

(Like an uprising star in the cold north)

Some fice which soon shall glow with Beautys firc :
Dim seems the sketch to thase who steud around,
Dim and uncertain as an eclioed sound,

But, oh ! hew bright to him, whose hand thou dost inspire !

Thee, also, doih the dreaming Poet hail

Fond comlorter of many a dreary day—

When through the clouds his Funcy’s car can sail
To worlds of radiayce far, kow far, away !

] J.o ! nt thy touch, as at the burst of light

i Which Morning shoots glong the purple lills,
Chasing the shadows of the vanish'd night,

And silvering ali the darkly gushing rills,

Giving each biossom, gemm’d with spurkling dew,
1ts bright and proper hue ;—

So darts thy glow ncross the Puet's soul

So from Aig world the mists of darkness roll,

And shows it as it sioudd be—us it wvas

E'er the dim night of Death caine down to mar
The Holy and the Beantiful, and cause

A struggling and interminable war

Amidst Creation, Te beholds the face

Of the old world with a younyg Eden grace!
Discase, and want, aud sin, and pain, sre not—
Nor homely and fumiliar things :—1man’s lot

Is like his aspirations — Lright aud high;

And even the haunting thought thut man must die,
1is dreain so changes from its fearful sivife,
Death scems birt fuinting into purer life !

Nor ouly tliese thy presence woo,

The less inspired own thee too !

Thou hast thy trangnil source

1 the deep wellsprings of the human heart,
And gushest with sweet foree

When most imprison’l; cnusing tears to start
In the worn citizen's o’crwearicd eyce,

As, with asigh,

At the bright close of some rare holidny,

Ile sces the branches wave, the waters play—
And licars the cloek’s fur distant mellow chime
Warn him a busier worll reclaims his time !

Thee, Childhood's heart confesses,—when le sces
I'lie heavy rose-bud crimsonin the hrecze,

Wihen the red coral wins his eager gwae,

Or the warm sunbeamn dazzles with its rays.
Thee, throngh his varied hours ot rupid joy,

The curer Boy,

Who wild across the grassy meadow springs,
And still with sparkling eyes

Pursucs the uncertain prize,

Litred Ly the velvet glory of its wings !

And so from youth to age—yen till the end—
An unforsaken, unforgetting friend,
Thou ltoverest round us ! and when all is o'er,
And carth’s most loved illusions please nomore,
Thou steaicst gently fo the couch aof leh,
There, w hite the. )angmg breath
Comes rmm and fitfully, 10 uaher mnlx

i ('onaolm«r vmonn from ty natne sl\y

* Moking it ‘sweel to dig! '
The sick man's cars are faint—his eyes are dim—
Bt his heart listens 1o the Heavenward hymn,
Anil hissoul sces—not, not the weeping bund,
Who conte with mournfuf tread ~
Ta kneel about the bed,—
Sut white-robed angels, who around him stand,

_ And waive his Spirit to the * Better Laud !

So living,—dying,—still our hearts pursue

That loveliness which never met ourview ;

&ill to the last the ruling thought will reign,
Nor decm the fueling given—was giv'n in tain !
For it may be our banish*d souls recal,

In this, their earthly thrall,

(\ith the sick dreams of exiles,) that far world
Whence ungels ouce were hurl'd ;

Or it may be a fuint and trembling sense,
Vague, as permitted by Omnipotence,
Forcshows the immortal radiance rennd us shed,
When the Imperfect shall be perfected !

Like the chain’d eagleinhis fetter'd might,
Siraining upon the Ifeavens his wistful sight,
Who toward the upward glory fondly springs
With all the vain strength of hisshivering wings,—
So chalg'd to earth, and batlled—yet so fond

Of the pure sky which lies So:fur beyond,

We make theatfempt to sogr inmany o thought
Of Beauty born, and into Beauty wrought ;
Dimiy we strugale onwnards :—whoslall say
Which glimmering light leads nearest to the Day ?

[

earth, and the glory from the sky ; who have left home and heart
alike desolate : but then the soul asserts its diviner” portion, looks

conscious that here is but its trial, and beyona isits triumph. The
love that dwells with the dead has a sanctity in its sorrow ; for
love, above all things, asserts that we are immortal. But wretch-
edness takes no form, varied as are its many modes in this, our
weary existence; like that where the hand is given, and the heart
is fur away—where the love, vowed at the altar, is not that which
lies erushed, yet not quenched, within the hidden soul. Hope
brings no comfort ; for there were cruelty and crime in its pro-
mises j memory has no solace ; it can, at best, only crave obli-
vion—and oblivion of what?
deeprst feelinga ! Yet, what slight thing must, with a sting like

ibitter !—a word, a look, a tone, may be enough to wring every

i‘p‘ulse with the agony of a vain and forbidding regret.—Churchill.

Tar DerarTED.—It is wretchedness to kneel by the grave of;
the departed, who have taken with them the verdure from the!

afur oft'through the valley of the shagow of tears, and is intensely|

Of all life’s sweet dreams and|

that of the adder, bring back the past—too dear, and yet too}

THE WORLD WE LIVE IN.

THE MARRIAGE.

Some fruits of the Revolution now and then exhibit themselves
/in France. In those days the guillotine was the great master of '’
;society, and to cscape from it became the business of life,"as to
die by it became little less than a law of nature. In the period of -
this confusion, one evening, as Citizen Jacques Tissot, a Federe -
in one of the hovels of Faris, was buckling on bis cartouche-box,
and getting his musket ready for the night’s guard, he heard a
Map at the door of his attic in the Marais. He opened the door,
t;md saw the figure wrapt in a large cloak, and with a man’s hat,
'standing outside.
T want your assistance for a moment,”’ said the stranger.
¢ Then you cannot have it,”’ was the answer of Jacques, * for.
in five minutes more T must be on guard at the Hotel de Ville.”
1 know that,*
ther, that you will be sent witha "party in a covexed wu«mon at. "

¢ Well, what of that *" said J-lcques, “1f itis my duty 1 must
do it, thnt’s all.”? ,

<« Ol'comue,” said the stranoer, fe but as the nwht is. co]d a
handfal of franes will do no harm either to you or your comrades s
I have brought them to you.”” * So suying, the stranger'took out;
apurse and shook it ‘dazzlingly Lefore the -eye of tbe Federe. .
Jacques was about to be indignant, but in the act he discoveréd -
that the purse vibrated in the fingers of a small .and'v‘e._ry pretty . ”
hand. Jacques’s sagacity was awakened whilst'his fidelity was. -
relaxed, and the result of the negutiation was, that the fair Am-
bassadress, the femme-de-chambre of the Contesse de , should
have the advantage of his services in obtaining ingress and cgress
to the house where Mudaine La Contesse was confined by order ‘
of Robespierre.

To pass further e\plan'n:on all turned out as had been expect-.
ed. Jucques was drafied off with a party to brmg the lady to the .
Conciergerie, from which her next trip would inevitably have .
heen to the scaffold. The night was tempestuous and as dark as .
pitch. The half dozen rabble warriors who had formed the guard, =
were found carousing in the kitchen of the mansion, -und very i
much d:amclmed to be relleved The. new. remforcement Were\' ,-
equally dumchncd o 1elurn whxie the prospect ofsuch excel=?
lent fare, anda prodigious wood-ﬁre, was” before lht.m. Thelew
was ¢ven a dxﬁiculty in firding any one: of the party dmposed
l\eep wnard at the gate, until Jncques volumeexed and wame
great 'lpp]ause for llla heroism i in deserting the’ cotclettes and vt
de Bourgogné whlch was at once so new. and . 50, temptmn o thé °.,
appelites of the sovereign pecple. He had not been Ionv on',
guard when, in the midst of 2 new rush of rain,. he heard the
voice of the femme-de-chambre behind him j was informed of
what he bad todo ; and began to do it, by gently depositing his
musket onthe ground, holding fast the line of a rope ladder,
which was thrown out ofan upper window, and reccivinga de-
scending form in his arms. The forn: wus the Counntess, disguised
in the dressof one of her women, and taking advantage of the
moment to effect her cscape from the grasp of Robespierre,
Unluckily, the vehiele in which she was to have been conveyed
tacross the frontier had wuited so long under the shelter of some
neighbouring trees, that its driver, growing weary of the time,
and sufficiently pelted by the tempest, had slipt into the kitchen, -
and being so hospitably received by his brother sanseulottes, he
was Ly this time dead drunk. 'The horses, like their ﬁantéf,'
tired of waiting, had also marched off, and when the femme-de-
chambre, who had beensent 1o reconnoitre, returned with’ this’
disastrous mtelhgence, all seemed lost. In the mean-time a
flash of light from the kitchen window bad shown Jacques that
his present profege was a handsome brunette. His heart had
been a little touched by the bright eyes of the femme-de-chambre,
but the air noble touched at once his taste and his vanity, and he
fell in love at the moment, aceording to the manner of French-
men. But what was to be done? Infive minutes more the
corporal who commanded the gvard would march the whole party
to Paris, and the fate of the handsome Coniesse would be decided
for life. The thought struck him that as the cart which brought
him there remained, it would be much better employed convey-
,ing the lady and himself across the frontier, than carrying a party
of ragamuffins, who were perfectly weil accustomed te walk
back to their hovels. Theidea was excellent, but the difficulty
of such matters generally lics in the execution. The Conlesse,
the femme-ce-chambre, and Jacques, got into the covered cart.
A burst of the whirlwind and a roar of thander seemed to favour
the project, and Jacques took up thereins with all the conscious-
ness of 2 hero ; but he was a bad charioteer, and after two or
three rearing sand plungings of the horse, the brute dashed in
1one of the windows with his head, and brought out the whole °
party. Jacques was canght with his compunions. At other
times this would have been a matter of drumbead court-martial,
and Jacques would have died in front of a dozen ofthe best shots
of the corps. Buthe lived in the days when the lifc of a sans-
culotfe was not to he taken for trifles, and the corporal only . -
commanded him and his companions to be brought iuto the house,
land there interrogated as to the purpose of their escapade. The

-

* said the stranger, *¢ and I can tell you fur- o

twelve to-night on the St. Denis road to hrmn back o pnsoner.”_




