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TAE EMIGRANT.

They told him of the far.off West,
ith ite glotious summer skies—
Where binds tn strangest plumage dremy,
Would greet his youlhiul eyes;
And the (owering palm and cedat tree
Jooked vp lo heaven triumphantly.

n, soon he sprang oo & foreign shore,
od 1 on the strango wild sCene;
$or the restless aea, wath endiess roar,
Rolled hi's early hoine between s
“Then he felt, on the glittering, boundiesm strand,
As an egile fag from his &thecland.

How forest flowers fiashed on hissight,
Pencalld with ralnbow Imu}.

And fire-flica shot & meteor light,
'Mid the murky. Yapoury dews §

N0 more, no more ahall he ever roam,

O ez the daisied meadoves of childhood 8 home

Sad thonglits o'ershadowed his troubled mind
Aethe wanderer mused alone;

“The boy's yearning heart tould never fod,
Love g fondly-treasured tona} .

1n the hush of might, wa the mornlog's loil,

»ile pined like & plant for bis nutive poil."!

"ears gund away, he gathered guld
¥ put hia chork had lost Its bloom; ’
*The wum of bis gaits way sadiy told=
Jle was n-ucnm1 to the tomb .
Faiot souads from his parted lips there came
Twas prayec with hue tnother s whispered name.

SONNET.

10 the Yow moanipg of the mournful wind
1 seem lo hear & Yoice, that nays to mne
«@o forth upon the waters} thou art free
7o urge ihy barque wherever thou canst find
MNan's track, or meet the sniiles, of womankiad 1"~
Alaa * such paths are desolate—10 bo

No moré foot-trodden 2{ my destiny,
Which loog hath left the shores of life behind !
—ilope speaketih ina wh , that becomes

Like thundeg in' my ear; like thonder, too,
The soundsaredrowned in raln? No ahip- have T

of n!ﬂLlln the mrfel 10 ves timt booms

Round istets, full of friends: ‘The wind, sill true,
1s monraful as it moans—ths volce a perjury !

Literature.
THE DEMON BOWLER.
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My first bat—that is, the first worthy of
belng called & bat—1I took to school with me
ix & present from my wmother, to mitigate
my griefat leaving homo. Never shall 1for-
get the delight with which I gazed upon the
besutiful fimsh and magnificent make of my
loved bat ; apd how I fancied to myself the
anvy of my schoul-fellows when I produced it
on the play-ground, where I felt assured that,
with such an ally, victory was certain,

Dangerous but ! Little did my fond mother
think what a fatal gift sho had presented me
withs for the instant I became, in my own
ti%lht, the proprietor of the best bat in the
school, I threw my whole soul intb the game.
Everything in the world took, to my imagi-
nauon, the form of a game at cricket. Every
man had an ionings. He who had the most
siccesaful hits was of course the winner;
but, however dexterous and fortunate, Death
nt last bowled-him out. Sume men went in
and achieved nothing but hard labor, and
were finished off without a single stroke in
their favor.

Notwithstanding this enthusiasm,

1

: T must
confess thiat I was pot & crack player.

All

.
my Iabor never placed mo fiest. 1 saw worsn
men, with worse bats, acliovo greatness : 1
war but & socond-rate.  How 1 labored, Lut
invain! My ecoro was ulwni: the loast,
and yet I cortainly ha u]o hrat hat,

1 joined a celebrated club when § becamo a
young man, 1 was rectived rather, as they
were pleased to say, as a good fellow, than &
good player. [ bowed to lﬁc complitnent that
markod me as not what I wished to bo; and
I felt asad disappointmont chill my very
heart.

Matches, many and victorious, were
by our club, but I did not aid much by my
ecoto ; but moro than onco nearly lost tho
others their triumph, threngh some slip or
awkwardness of my own, But they sull call-
ed mo & good fellow, and worked the hardat to
make up for my incapacity,  Our side won,
but T was amisorable, dejected man, when 1
read my namo tacked to two or threo rtune,
Oh | what would I have given to havo recoive
ed the applauso bestowed on tho hero of forty
runs. Why wasit? My turn.out was un-
exceptionablo ; men copicd my running shoes ;
my jacket and trowscrs wero an admiration ;
my bat porfection : 1 was the vory micturo of
a cricketor, but, alas ? very littlo more than
a picture.

f sat in my chambers pondening on my ill-
luck after a day of triumph to my club, but
not to me. I must confess that I was
bowled out without tho satisfaction of a
single atroke. 1 could not help it. A mist
secmed to obscure my sight as a cclebrated
bowler sent in his first ball, I noversaw the
tho ball. I heard the whisthng sound of its
course, and saw tho-stumps fly into the air
from the palpable and violent hit. A roar.of
faughter sounded from tho populace : I felt
myself 8 degraced muff; unfit ever to put on
even the outside of acricketer. My friends
crowded round me, but I would not be con-
soled. 1 liad only one burning desire, which
was, to have the head of the aforesaid won-
dorful bowler just within arms-length of my
best bat. I felt convinced I should not hase
fnissed that, 1 returned home completely
chapfaln, and felt too aguated to sleep ; eo
threw open tho window, and sut down to
brood over my ili-luck, andbit my finger-nails
to the quick.

What burning thoughts rushed through
my brain. 1 pondered, until 1 was nearly
mad, upon other people’s triumphs and my
own disgrace. 1 confess [ swore hittle mental
oaths, for 1 had heen sacnficing, in my cha-
grin, rather too Liberally to the rosy god.

I looked upon the broad quadrangle of my
inn, whero tge moon shed it light calmly and
tranquilly upon the worn pavement. Nolight
however, glimmered in the numerous cham-
ber-windows : it was late, and everybody had
retired for hours, A calm and oppressive
silance reigned around, but there was a storm
raging in my basom. I was nota cricketer.
I had beer laughed at—beaten. 1 almost took
adreadiul oath that I would burn my ‘bats,
stumps, and all my useless para hernalis.
Whatright had I to put on the insignin of 2

Elnyed

member of the noble seiente, diegracing It
and myeclf.  Miserable batter ! theg g!oryﬁnd
de r*:cd from ml); house,
throw

ocvlglrgMTI{’%hlgsc%jgﬂl%zdckRgu‘z l"hg
solitary chamber. On tho instant 1 heard a
knocking at the door as if somo ono was ap-
plying his knutkles on tho panol. 1 pricked
up my eare; for the hour was certainly mast
unscasonablo; my heart fluttered most tumunl-
tuously and unaccountably; for I lrdly felt
alarinod, yet I experienced a most peculiar
fecling. 1 could scarcely colloct prescnco of
mind cnough to bid the knocker come in; but
I did s0 after u lit'’e hesitation.

My lamp, which was burning low, flickered
with rather an uncertain light, but with quite
power cnough for mo to aco tho door in the
distanco open very slowly, and givo entrance
to tho figure of a man,

1lie bowed most polllcl{,
hat and gloves methodically
approached mo.

felt a littlo startled at his appearance, for
his face was anything but propossessing; fur,
upon close Inspection, I perceived that his con-
tinunl smile played ouly about his mouth, as
if to show his whito and glistening teeth: the
upper part of his face, particularly his brows,
S?mgl contracted by an expression of pain and

equict.

He approached with a noiseless tread, mo-
tioning me, ut the same time, to resumoe my
scat, which I had riken from on his ontrance.
I accordingly did so, and ho coolly took =
chair and seated himself opposite to mey then,
placing his hand familiarly on my kneo, saidy
with a most fascinating smile,

& My dear sir, [ am a strangor to you; &nd
my visit is, I dare say, at an_unseasonsble
hour, uccordimf to fashionable ideas, but [ am
a very old-fashfoned fellow, and think no hour
can be bad in which I eando good. 1 am
awaro of your melancholy failure to-dsy—in
fact, 1 may say, Ihopo without offence, for 1
mean none—ridiculous failure.”

I winced at his importinence, and felt vory
much inclined to kick him, had T not been in-
fluencéd, as it were, by n spell cast over me
by his appearance and strango addross.

o [ feal,” continued he, ©that your sitos
tion is both ridiculous and painful; for not
being able to do what some of the greatest
foals on earth excel in Is ridiculous, and to s
sensitive mind like yours decidedly painful.

« 1 therefore, have come, slthough I confess
unseasonably, to offer you my aid in achiay-
ing the principal object of your lifo—to make
you a conquering cricketer. In these modern
days, when men lauﬁ;h at anything in my
line, which I will explain to you in a minute
or 80, it ia difficult to persuade them to
in one: but I feel @ sympathy towards {ou,
for you are decidedly ono o{ the ¢ fellen, fallen,
fallens’ beaten, dicgraced, and laughed at by
grooms, pot-boys, chums, and fair ladies,
whicly last 1s most grievous and annfhilat-
ing to_a man of yarr complaxion and
sge. If this is = ‘. very davil, what
is? Now 1 have .me iu 2 most friendly

and placing his
on the table, ho

trust
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