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voice and manner, which was not unobe
served by her interrogator. « Ilis mother
has been very kind to me,” she added. ¢1I
have been several times invited to her dwel-
ling, and have become quite intimate with
her. She is a truly excellent woman,” said
Emily with enthusiasm, forgetting her mo-
mentary cmbarrassment as she thought of
her friend, “is beloved by all her acquaint-
ances, and though possessed of aflluence and
moving in the first circles of society, she is
exceedingly unassuming,—and had I been
intimate with her for years instead of a com-
parative siranger she could scarcely have
shewn me more attention.”

“ And her son, I presume, resembles her,”
said Mr. Derwent, in a tone of affected care-
lessness, yet, at the same :time, fixing his
penetrating eyes on his fair companici’s
countenance. Bmily at first appeared not
1o have heard the question—Dbut on its re-
petition she answered, calmly, « He is high-
ly spoken of I believe,”—aund then quickly
changed the subjeet of discowrse.
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“Dreams have their world.™

Avay in the rerions of thouxht
A Tamd of vare Joveliness Jies ;
Q, where is the sonl that ne'er canght
A glinpre of ite Leautiful skies !
’T'is & Jand where no sorrow has birth,
Where eare’s plodding erew are unknown,
And tis only akin to the carth,
As it biends all its smiles with its own.

There are hlue lakes and monntains and streams,
And vales that are verdant for aye;

The sun ix neter charn of i< beams,
‘I'he groves ot their worzcous array ;

There glancing on silver bright wing
Rare birds fun the roseate air,

And soulanoving melodies sing
Among flowers that wre firer than fulr,

0, heart never swelled with
TFor aught that to Dliss mixht belony,
That is found not beneath the bright sky
Ofthe magical Jand of my song.
Bright visions we suw in owr voutlh,
Bright vizions our manlood still cheer,
And we deem that their glories, forsooth,
Belong to this every-day spheve.
Bat their praizes {0 Dreawmland are dus,
Dreamland is the land of their birth ;
’Tig there we must go if we'd view
Full many a promise ofcearth.
Len the temEora] trinmph of pence—
When the Lord in all heavts shall he known—
‘When all wars ard oppressions shall ceaso
Where, where, but in Dreamland alone?
Tis a land that is dear unto me,
Ay, loved as the spot of my birth ;
The eagle soars heazenward Jess free
Than thither I've soared from the earth,

«h

And from its rich garderns have brought
T'o deck this terrestrinl sod,

Fresh blossoins of faucy aud thouaht,
Lo brighteu the path I have trod.

For earth’s maladies all there is given
In that happy country a cure.
The sinner's a passport to heaven,
And fortune there smiles on the poor;
And greatuess‘and glory and fame,
Tho? denied the poor volm?' here,
With Lright halos encircle his namo
In Dreamland’s delectable sphere.

*Tis the Innd of the lover, T ween,
I'or boasts it a glen or a grove
‘That has not his visitings seen,
Or echoed the lay of his love?
Or if disappcintment aitends
His true-hearted wooings—go there—
In Dreamland the maid condescends,
And melts at the voice of his prayer!

O Dreamland, O Dreamland divine ?
How dull were earth’s scenes every one,
Were they not aye illumed by thy shine,
As the moon is illuimed by the sun.
‘Tis a blessing that thou art so near,
‘That world-weary mortals may hio
From the glooiny realities here,
To the Iight of thy shadowless sky

Sympathy.

Who, afler the first enthusiasm of passion
departs, who, possessed of a fervent and ten-
der sonl, is ever contented with the return it
mects? A word, a glance, chills us; we
ask for too keen a sympathy ; we ourselves
grow irritable that we find it not—the irri-
tability offends ; that is given to the temper
which in reality is the weakness of the
heart—aceusation, dispute, coldness, succeed.
We are flung back upon our own breasts,
and so comes one good or onc evil—we grow
devout or we grow sclfish. Denied vent
among onr fellows, the affections find a re-
fage in heaven, or they centre in a peevish
and lonely contraction of heart, and self-love
becomes literally, as the forgotten Lee has
expressed it generally,

 The axletree that darts throngh all the frame.”
This inevitable alternative is more especial-
ly to be noted in women; their affections
are mere acute than ours, so also is their
disappointment. [t is thus you see the cre-
dulous fondness of the devotee, or the fossil-
ized heart of the selitary crone, where, some
thirty years back, you would have witness-
ed a soul running over with love for all
things, and the yearning to be loved again!
Ah! why is it that no natures are made
wholly alike ? why is it that of all blessings
we long the most for sympathy? and of all
Dlessings it is the one which none (or the
exceplions are so scanty as not to avail) can
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