440 The Comic Annual fir 1832

the continent. [xample suggest likewise, a good country for
hunting for fox-honnds—and a prospect too extensive to put in a
newspaper. Circumstances being rendered awkward by the un-
toward event of the running away of the cattle, &c. it will be
hest to say--¢ The stock to be taken as it stands ;’--and an additi-
onal favour will he politel conferred, and the same thankfully
acknowledged, if the auctioneer will be so kind as bring the next
market town ten miles nearer, and carry the coach and the wag-
gon once a day past the door.  Earnestly requesting early atien-
tion to the above, and with sentiments of, &c.
¢ R. PuasLry, Sex.

«P. S. Richard is just come to hand dripping and half dead
out of the Nene, and the two apprentices all bunt drowned each
otber in saving him. Ilence occurs to add, fishing opportunities,
among the desirable items.”

STANZAS.
From Moore’s “ Sacred Songs, Duets, and Trios”

TrEe turf shall be my fragrant shrine,
My temple, Lord! that arch of thine,
My censer’s breath the mountain airs,
And silent thoughts my only prayers.

" My choir shall be the moonlight waves,
‘When murmuring homeward to their caves,
Or, when the stillness of the sea,

Even more thau music, breathes of Thee!

I’ll seek, by day, some glade unknown,
All light end sileace like thy throne!
And the pale stars shall be, at night,
The only cyes that watch my rite.

Thy Heaven, on which ’tis bliss to look,
Shall be my pure and shining book,
Where 1 shall read, in words of Hame,
-The glories of thy wond’rous name.

I’ll read thy anger in the rack

That clouds awhile the day-beam’s track;
Thy mercy in the azure huc

Of sunny brightness, breaking through!

There’s nothing bright, above, below,
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow,
But in jts light my soul can see

Some feature of thy Deity?

There’s nothing dark, below, above,
But in its gloom I trace thy love,
And meckly wait that moment, when,
Thy touch shall turn 2l bright again!



