
.Thîe (Cisaravari, or Canità4a Poelie.:

The happiest friends must part, su off they went,
Some ta a sound, and sonie to, rdsticss sleep-

The old, had no wild visions to prevent
Their aged souls from rcst,-no dreamns tu swee

In rîch Itxxuriance,-as if Queen Mab sent
Her charioteer across ilieir nase to crccp ;

But in tho young-,.-'tis difficuit ta say
H ow far her magie influence lheld its sway.

As Shakespeare teils--the fairy queen presidec,
And as the heurt in Eiumnbeingi reposes,

Now o'er the balmy lips of inaiden rides,
Whose breath is as the perfume c, sweet rosej,

Who, dreams of kisses, and of auglit besicles
lVhich the voiuptuous little elfin chooses

To charm tise brain -i'ith, .antl o'er every range
0f years, or purport, acts with varied changa.

îNow for tise Muses' sakee-be it'suppos'd
Tha' at the ieast, two hours hiad flitted on,

And ai tise wedding party slept or doz'd,
Saving the bridai coupe,-tho' upon

Theirjoyous footsteps, let the veii be clos'd,-
Perhaps kind Morpheus had usurp'd thse thronié

0f Cupid by this time,-for even Love
Must have its rest, as nightinpslc, or dove.

And if it had,-it was a grievous thing-
To have it waken'd up by rude alarxn.

To scare sweet slumber on its dowvny wii._
Whien it repos'd ini soft enchantment's arina,

And that so soon, after it droop'd,-to bring
Fresh hours of rupture -%vith the morning's charins

But all at once, as if the house 'twouid shiatter,
Thlere rose a tintinabulary clattcr.

A noise of drum, and kettie, whistie, horm,
As if Kin- Oberon had arsn'd the fa'ries

To ride the air, on errands borne,
And play a thousand fanciful vagaries?

Or rather, as if JEoIus had toru s
The winch, at once froi thieir eloiid-cirelcd ainies.

To biow aud beliow with a certain force
Ofsound,-in noia and tone, both shrill and hoarse.

13ut knowe-'tis not at ail a way ronntie
To have a poem, or a tale, without

Soine sad disaster, or some being frantie
With 2entimènts of love, or fear or doubt.

'Hope; grief, despair, and evuay other antie
Which poets can invent or fancy rout

Erom out the kaiendar of thought and ime
To -ive iLs ca, a seasonin,, of sublime.

Annette wolce flrst, and hearig such a nicdicy
0f niingled sountte, und nt a ime of night

XVhen every tising aroursd looks grisu and deadly,
By the iainp's pale and dimlygiicring lhght,

Gave fier lov'd lord a shake, whu, as his bead la3'
-Close by her aide, snor'd forth in concert quite

To the odd soulîda, which is the street.shie hecard
Dut whio, at thse fii-at 2iumons had noL etirrd..


