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The nomad life must vanish beforo
the marcir of civilization. Anoffier
generation will probably efface from
England a people illustrious, at Ieast,
for their sorrows. Their prescrit
number in Englrnd is from twelvc to
fifteen thousand.

In the meanwhile caui anytbing ha
doue to anreliorate their condition ?
Strange to say there bave been few
organizations for the benefit of these
wanderers. Philanthropy bas gener-
ously undertak-en every other form of
want and sorrow. It bas almost
ignored thre GipsIes. The late iRev.
George Crabb and others met with
littie encouragement in their endea-
vors to modify thre nomnadie babits
of the race-babits utterly inconsist-
ent, of course, with civilization. A
very few were indubed to renounce
a vagabond life; but some of these,
impatient of restraints, relapsed into
their native ways. There seems littie
hope of entirely breaking the chain
of habit arnong thre aduit Gipsies.
The hope lies with thre children, if
they can be tomn, at an early age,
from their perilous associations. Edu-
cation alone, and persuasion, and
gentie measures, can reunite them to
tbe native population, reconcile them
with a home, and attacir theýn to thre

MÂ&DESS.-Tfhere is a certain derrree
of madness connected with anger. Tis
is s0 wherever we see it ;whetber in thre
conduct of a Xerxes, who flogged the
waves, and cast fetters into the sea to
bind it, or in its constant outbreaks
around us.

DANDiEs may become usefol in thre
saine manner as those slaves of Sparta
who were made drunk in order to inspire
cildren wilh a horror of intoxication.

.ANold Scotch preacher said of ayoung
opponent, that ire had "la great deal of
the yoiing man, not a littie of thre old
man; and very littie of thre new man."e

THlE GIPSEY GIRL.

13Y 'MISS LANDON.

1 live by the side of the grccnwood t.ree,
Thie elm and tire ash are companions for

me;-
Through the shadoivy leaves ivitir the

summer I roam,
A.nd tire hedge, with tire hawtirorn ini

bloorn, is my home!

1[know where tire primmose first welcomes
the south,

Like a Iove-k-iss-the last from. a pale,
sweet moutir,

Which dies lu its sorrowand dying reveals,
Too late and too vainly, thre love which

it feels!1

Thre earliest violet's breath, tirrougir tire
grass,

A message that woos me to stay as I pass,
For 1 amn the flrst in tire spring to discover
Their bine eyes, tint laugh as tlrey wel..

corne a lover.

The morning is glad and thre morning is
fatir, 

0

Song, sun2hine, and fragrance awake ini
tire air;

I feel like a flower that# rejoices in ligit-
Yet dearer to, me is the presence of night.

For tien I arn conscious of knowiedge and
power-

I see the clea4r planets cat briglit in its
power-

I look in thre deptir ci tireir liglit for a
sigu-

1 ask of tire future and know it for mine.

I trace on thre carda wrat the stars of uight,
tell-

Tire past is before me--te heart is my
Sped:

To me, thre sweet hope-tre fond secret is
knowny

Thre feelings of otirers are read by my own.

1Nay, fear not, fair lady!1 your life's coming
hotus,

Tiey are clear as tire staîs, and fir as the
flowers;

Tiere is one for -wirose salze te thre green-
wood you came;

Oh!1 lady, you blusir; shah I wirisper his
name ?
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