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1 once had a cousin that sung, Towm,
And for name shadl be nameless pow,

But the sound of those sengs e still youny, ‘To,
Though we are no Jonga so g

“1is folly to drean of a bower of seen,
When there is not o lea on the tree te—m

Bt twint walking and sieging that cousdn Das been,
God forgive her ! the 1win of me.

And now I care naught for socicty, "Lom,
And lead a 1most anchorite lite;
Tor 1 have loved myselfinto sobricty, "fom,
And out of a wich for a wile .
But oh ! it I said but Lalt what 1 might say,
So sad were the lesson "twould give,
‘That 't would )wcp you from ]unn'f for nimy a day,
And from cousins—as long as rou live
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There are tew thicgs which tend more decidediy to pro-
wote our h.lppmw—-tu give vigour to the wied eud aniua-
tion to the spirits—than the purseit of some usetul possesion,
or honourable entertainment 5 and perbaps theve is nothing
more useful and honouratde than the pursuit of hncwledge,
s Literature, like virtee, is its own reward,” and poseases
every charm which can win us to its embrace.  1uis full of
varicty and bea 1y 5 it ds ineshaustible 5 it has just <o much
difliculiy as to c\cite interast in the centest, and trivmph in
the victory 5 it raises ue in the sezle of seeial and intetlectual
beings, and brings us into a st u.' mysterions comnnunion
with the wise of overy age and nation.  In Mamontels
words, ¢ clest un glidsir qui conde peuy qi'on trowve partoud,
W& qut jumnis ne das o Inhe words of Owen Feltham,
* Knowledge is the guide ¢f youth, to manhood a compa-
nion, and to old age a cordiad and za antidotes 1 1 dic
to-murrow, my life will be somewhat the sweeter te-day for
hnowledge.”

I we Jook around us, we shall be speedily e ~x'\izwcd, that
most e feel the importance of a4 pursuit, and shall Le
amused by the curions expedients and strange subutitaies to
which those have recourse who refuse to take pleasuie in
rational employment.  Somie pursue the imprevement of
their own persons, hunt out fashionable tailers, stuly the
tic of thelr neckeloth, and muse upen the arrngensent of
their hait ; seme colleet trinkets, hang seals to their watehies
by dosens, doat upon diamond rings, and adeve musical
snuflzboses; othersaim at the highart of rowing and sailing,
or seeh the reputation of being capital cricketers, or ruir
their constitution by pedestrianism, or their fortunes by
racing.  Then there are the male collectors of itlegible and
unreadable books, of counterfeit coins, defi md statues,
Claudes which were born in England, and Cuyps of yuester-
day's production; and the female funciers of china, covered
with unnatural figures and hideous designs, of preserved
butterflics, and of shells and fossils with forgetien names.
Most single women, indeed, have one great object of pursuit,
for which they dress by day, of which they dream by night,
and which fixes their attention from sixteen to sixty ; while
those wlo are married liunt for cooks who never over-roast
the meat, or oil the meltedhutter—< faultless monsters
whom the world ne'er saw ~—or strive to brighten plain
childven into beautics, or dull ones into pru(’agxes, or emu-
late the gay parties of some fashi ry, and
spend three hundred and sixty-four days of the year in con-
triving plans for cheating, or coaxing, or warryiug, or scold-
ing their husbands into giving a ball, that shall half ruin
thun, on the three hundred and sixty-fifth.

Young ladies ought to be happy; they have always sume
innocent httlc pursuit in view, bosides the great object of
their existence, which, like the under-plot in the play, may
il up the dull moments of' their dramn of life, and occupy
the attention till their hero of the pices appean.  Somctimes

Lle cont

they colleet impresions of weals § sometinies surrounded by
new hread amd Prussian blue, they m.xlw the eals ther-
e they G acdoron Gy musie-hooks with
s otes of walizes and q'x hilles.or \u\'u
.vu ~pu.n\.x\. velinge \\uh ol l

S soant

the seaweely it
the beaatitul paper of 2 L
bon-sots and stupied riadle: 3
Ludian work, or Beesels Laze, and injure the l-rﬂli‘uw'\, an (
dizninish thie use, of their eyes, while tiey pore over tie nii-
nute tracery of aedinet, or thie winitue embroidery of g
sl others again paint vehvet by wholesale, and look fon-
dwith Ixib ambition tuwied s the Piots s winn
the curtains anid soti, and cushiony of their wother's draw -
L veoty shall Be tlaing with poppics and plonies yellow
Liics and haunting by - ol tie prodice o thar own f-
gers—the oilipri m-f ot theit own lebiowr,

Some degree of & zm'.u.\', hoacver, is necesary, in order
to wive intaest to an ol and eagertiens to our puhmt ol
ity amd e is the ease with which the vieh and the gereat ob.
in all they desive, which so frequently renders tiddr ises
band spivitless, and sends the to the mblin g-table
fur esciterzent and snintions Llhere, and pethaps tinae
ouly, they are pliced on 2 eyt dity with their companions §
chanee bs no i llw dicw stogs not even by the cutus
FIRHTIRRT) TN R
hope and te.
while love palts beeawse it alway s smiles, Jusnries are insipid
beesune they conrt aceeptance, and the path ol lile is ren-
deredd dull by the very pionver who nakes it so bnvariably
stootl; they aush dihe madmen o the table where the
choaking interest of an hour may be putchined 2t an cuor-
tuous price—nrzy be followed by ruin and by death.

Mot true it is that happiaess mest froquently tihes up
wle in the widdle ranks of life. "The mind of man is
S0 comstituted ws to tehe more pleasure in anticipating a fu.
ture good than cgoying @ present one; ease s ten times
sweeier whes ;‘:xixmi by cur own c\ulim‘s; Test is never
teuly deiightial il purelinsed by pw\xom wur; what we
procure for ourselves seos 1o previcas than any inherited
possessions 3 and the little aequisitions and i aly ences, for
which we work, and fur wlici we ceonomiz, me pleasanter
amusencuts in pursuit, and greater Blessings in enjoyment,
than ail the {usury and splendour to which the rich and no-
ble wie familiarized from theie birth, and which spring not
fu e remotest degree trom thelr own merit and exertions
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IS 0 GRUNADA,

THE YOUNG MULETE

Oh! tie joys of our evening posada,
When, resting at close of the day,
We, young \{uleturs of Grenada,
Sit and & sing the last sunshine away !
So blithe, that even the slumbes
Which hung around us scem gone,
Till the lute's soft drowsy nunhers
Again beguile then on.

‘Ihen, as cach to his favourite sultana
In sleep is still breathing the sigh,

The name of some blad.-uyul Tirana
Half breaks from our lips as we lic.

‘Then, with morning’s rosy twinkle,

Again we're up and gone—

While the mulesbeil’s drowsy tinkle
Beguiles the rough way en.

S".\KS!’EARE'S CURISTIANTY.
Why—all the souls that were, were forfeit onee ;

And lie, that might the vantage best have took,

Found out the 1nedy.
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