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Nz flonst may boast of his flowers,
8 Of their form—of their odour and hue;
weet—beauteous they are, in the gardens and
i bowers,
And chiefly, when sprinkled with dew;
hey yield us the choicest delight,
| By the fragrance and tints they disclose—
Be are revish'd with pleasure, in smell, and in
sight,
B By violet, carnation, and rose;
et one thing, must ever this pleasure wvade,
e thought, that these beauties are desun'd to
fade.

&t :mblem of man, and his doom—

He grows up and bleoms for an hour,

Fhen withers away—and bereft of Lis bloom,

B 1strod under foot as a flower;

P! whereis an AxarasTu found?

B In Persia, Greece, or in Gaul?

B travd] the carth—not a climate, or ground

B Around the terraqueous ball,

roduces a flower, that shall charm and endure,
Bat the AorazaxTy, fadddess, of Literature.

fws man i1s compar'd to the rose—
@ Which cannot be properly dead,
Bhile its essence and odour, we Snd it disclose,
2 When its colour and fashion are fled ;—
he AMaraxTh, then, must belong,
To Bards, by i\ ntimate claim—
For what is morc pleasing or lasting than song ?
And letters embaim a man’s name;—
Fhus Homer, Pope, Milton and Youngarealive,
a their wnitings, which sull ther frad bodies
survive!
et whore is the flower to compars
W.th the rich Rose of Sharon, for wortl ?
> heauteons, so fragrant—cnduring and fa.r—
Yt, iittle estcem’d upon carth;
ho' slighted and crugh’d by the few,
It blooms in a happier sphere,
P <faming the heavens, and dropping (s Jew,
To refresh the poor sojourners here.
Fhis, thisis the AnarayTa seinis shall admire,
Then carth and its monumeats fade and uxpir. .
. John, February.
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Jayes Rroreas.

I isin human Lifc; as ina game at tables,
khere aman wishes for the haghest cast; batif
bos chanee be othierwise, heis c'en to play itas
foil 2s he can, and to make the best of d—
yliarch.

Plctures from a Painter’s Lifc.

It was a balmy morning in the month of
June. The school-bell in the litile village of
F—, was ringing its last warning peal, and
a troop of rustic children were gathered at the
porch. As the tall, gaunt master stalked
through the throng, that divided hurriedly to
make way for him, the frown deepened on a
brow habitually stern; for he missed the fair
face of one. who was too often a truant from hig
power. And whereis he? The river-beach,
abont a mile distant from the school, is smiling
to the light of the morning sun, and there, bask-
ingin its beams,on the warm and sparkling sand
sits a heautiful boy of seven yearsold. A pro-
fusion of golden hair waves back from the fair,
transparent temples, and reveals a face glow-
ing with health and joy. His red lips are
shghily parted, his bluecyes raised, and gazing
with more than childish exstacy on the chan-
ges of the light clouds, as they floatin the blue
air above him.  In his dimpled hand he hoids
a slip of dderberry, with svhich he has been
tracing figures in the sand. A ship—a hut—a
tree—rudely sketched indeed, but still with a
fildlity to nature, wonderful in one so young.
And now he resumes his occupation with an
carncstness, that proves his whole heart is in
his play.  We will nog interrupt him ; we wll
not tell him that the innocent and lovely little
hand, which now yields him, with its skill, so
pure a pleasure, is destined, to-morrow, to the
torturc of a ferule.  We will leave him to his
present cnjoyment, and perhaps we may mest
him again. -

A large, grated apartment in the common
jail at Charleston, South Carolina, isfilled with
prisoners.  One of them is a fair, slight boy of
ten years, in the graceful garb of a sailor. His
check is pale by privaton and carly suffering;
but ia hus eye, the fire and energy and trutk of
a high and dauntless spiriz, are still tnquench-
cd. Hc is mounted on a barrel, and has
sketched, with a bit of charceal, the iraage of
a spread eagle, beacath which heis new scraw-
ting—*Liberty and Independence for ever?’
At the sight of this motto—strange enough on
a prison-wall—a shont aniscs from the speea-
tors, and the vouth turas his bead and smiles.
Itis he!—thetruant of the village school.  But
the scenc changes. Te is standing at tho
prison doot. A lovely child, thejailor’s deugh-
ter, is beside um. . Her dark eves filled with
tears; are raised implormgly to his.  She holds
towards him the heys of the juil, while she in-
treats b 1 to cscape ere her father's return.—



