
300 THE LITEIIARV (CARLAND.

(0 RI GINA L.) Andi jovous they dancýA uni thcir paie lieiln

SOk1G 0F THE EARLY CROCUS An st c %va th lay Unit they sung,

L.ong, lon- have iv slept in our cclls dIccp aud djark. But none, save Uic car of thc tinjest fhy,
WVhiIe olcr us his vi-ils so cold. Mliglit catch the swcet notes as they sung.

.L.C.Stern wînter has kept, snd clutch'd us as fat.t, Montrea-l, April, 1839.
As e'er clutch'd the miser his golti.

But gaïly ive laugh'd as wve hcard thc soft fail
0f the feathery snow o'or our hcads ;
And littie hoe thought as lie buried us so,
1lowiv armi ive ail lay in our betis.

The proud boasting asl.cr that stood tll ho came,
And dahlia that flauutcd so gay,
Grew pale at his touch, and tremblcd ivith fear,
lVhile hoe klss'd them, aud pass'd on bis way.

Wc hoard flic loud tramp of bis icy-shod hicols,
A&s swift o'er the earth hc careered,
Enolîaining the streams, anti shroudin- in snow,
The lawvns> and the trocs hoe had seared;

Arnd folding, close round us our mantles of silk,
WVe scarce, save in ivhispers, dare speak,
Lest the tyraut shoulti hear us, aud pause in his

course,
To toar us from, out our retreat.

But now, sisters, corne, for forth I have peep'd,
Anti weao and rocumbent hoe lies
llis norvos ail unstrung, his giant strength gonce
And death and despair in hig eys,-

While ever him dances the gay lauglîing spring.
Strewincg buds on his cold pallid brow,
And calling, us forth with her own gonfle voice,
(Jome, sistors, delay flot, come uowv

Peep forth through this crevico sud sec Uic brigbt
skies,

And hear the -lad rush of t1ue streams;
l1ark, hark to the sono, of the cuckoo and jay,
Andi look wherc the buttcrfly gleams.

I scout the rich brcath of the violet's lips,
On thie gale that bas kiss'd bier young flowers;
And 1 wcep that they first, should have burst into

bloom,
When td herald the spring bas been ours.

Corne forth then, faint-hearted ! corne, follow my
steps,

Uor sec, 1 have pierceti the dark mould,
My petals cxpand to the zephyr's caress,
Andi the honey-bee pilfers my golti.

Thon up from. their couches that brigbt bevy sprang,
Anti rouind thoin like sentinels bold,
Iu livories of green, Uic young leaflets stood ranged
To guard Uiem from, danger aud colti,

TUE L1NDrN TRES.

OP cvery troc counected i ith rural eonomy, Per
lisps the linden, is the most valuable. luR'91

its properties are so well understooti that ive se it

growvin- in every hamlet sud village, posessiug 8
soil capable of nouirishitig it. The wood is not Otily
manufactureti into furniture, but into a viritY 0

domcstic uteusils. C ords sud matting- are madie fro10
its muner rind, ivhile its aromatie blossoms not011
perfume the air andi ferd the becs, but make anfze
able tisane for the invalid. The Circassians feetUW
becs on the blosssonîs to produce the fine green hOflCSý
aroniatie in odour snd delotos iii flavour,, esteeCfli
so ricli a dclieacy by the ricb gourmands of COflste5y
tinople sud Teberan. In order to ensure its g0oa
îualitics the boncy is remnoveti from the hive 1,relo

ly to the blossomn clîangin- it3 colour. The youugi
tender sprigs, ivith their foliage, serve to mix 'with *6
fotider during the depth of winter, hcing lîighlY POu
table to the cattle. 1 have alrcady, in My, previ 00
wvorks, more tiian once alludeti to this vcryls
troc, wvith s desire to promotc its cultivation i11 tOl
country; for, independent of its utibity, it is orflh1oem
taI, and may bc seen adorning riearly cvcrY pub
garden andi promenade in G'ermany.-SPe1"e"
Travels in thse TVestern Cactous.

LINES WRITTEN IN A LADTýS PR.&TElt.1300g%

Thy thoughts are heavenward ! sud thy hearte e
saye

Wlsich love-oh ! more than mortal, failed oOye
Now in its virgrin casket meits away,

Andi oivus the isuprcss of a Saviour's love!
Mauy, in days gone by-full many a prsyer, fo

Pure, tbough impassioncti, bas been breathed
thee,

By one wvho once thy hallowed naine did tiare,)
Prefer with bis to the Divinity!

Requite them, now ! Not ivith au earthly 1l'
But since with that bis lot thou may'st 11Ot bWo'

Ask, what he tiare not pray for from abovc-
For hina the mercy of forgetfulncss !

-New York Miiror.

Bashfulness bas as little iu common with nei)

as impudence bas ivitb courage. frends 9
Relatives are not nccessarily our best r

tbey caunot do us an injury, witbout beiusg e11ýj
to theriselves.


