SATURDAY EVENING MAGAZINE.

PRICE TWO PENCE.

Veu. 1]

A DIRGE,
LY THE REVe CKORGE CROMY.

« Barth to carth and dust to dust !
Here the evil and the just ;

Here the youthful and the old;
Here the fearful and the bold ;
Flcre the matron and the maid,

1n one silent bed ave laid ;

Tlere the vassal and the king

Side by side lie withering ;

Mere the sword and seeptre rust ;
« Earth to carth and dust to dust '

Age on age shall roll along,

O'er this pale and wighty throng ;
‘Ihose that wept them, those that weep
All shall with these sleepers sleep,
Brothers, sisters of thie wonun,
Suminer’s sun or winter's storim,

Song of peace or battle's rour,

Ne'er shiall break their slunbers more,
Death shall keep his sullen trust:

« Earth to carth, and dust to dust "

But a day is coming fast, .
Earth, thy mightiest and the last !
1t shall come in fear and wonder,
leralded by trump aud thunder ;
It shall come in strifg and toil 5

Tt shall come inblood and spoil.

It shall come in empire’s groans ;
'Then, Ambition, ruc thy lust!

« Earth 1o carth, and dus, to dust!”

Then shall come the judgment ~ign,
In the East, the King shallshine,
Flashing from heaven'’s golden gate,
Thousands, thousands round hisstate ;
Spirits with the crown and plume;
“Tremblc then thou solemn tomb ¢
Heaven shall open in our sight,

Earth be turned to living light,
Kingdom of the ransomed Just !

« Earth 16 carth, and dust to dust 1"

Then thy mount, Jerusalem,

Shall be s as d gom,

Then shall in the desert risc,

Fruits of more than Paradisc;

And the carth again be trod,

Onc great garden of her God ¢

13H are dricd the martyr's tcars,
Through a thousawd glovious years;
Now in hope of him we trust

*¢ Earth 1o carths, and dust to duse "

The following beautiful lines will find a yesponse in the
bosom of every readeri—
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SPRING,

“When conseions beanty puts on all her charms.”—1
reatly do not understand what people can want who do not
find all they wish in London now.

Moore says, that, in the Malay language, the same word
expresses wamen zad flowers ; it so, it is the prettiost com-
pliment ever paid the sex, not that any one ot them will Le
arateful for it, for who caves for a general compliment wore
than a general lover.  Just, however, at this scason, the Ma-
lay tongue might be used in London.  How many sweet
bright and lovely fices pass us by ! Most women look well
in their bonnets 3 and as fon the othier sort of flowers we
have them in profusion and perfection—such exquisite vio-
lets, such delicate lilies of the valley, such # rainbow world
of hyacinths as now fill the rooms with perfume.  How of-
ten at the end of morning with the fashionable world—after-
noon with the more quict part of the community-—nd even-
iz with the very respectable i d—a younyg cavalicr may
be scen curbing a horse ¢ impatient of the rein,” at the nur-
sery grounds of the King's Read, #3111 a bouquet of the most
fragrant exoties is brought out. It dovs not sk much ima-
gination to read a listory of sighs, smiles and blushes oa
every leaft  But 1 have less to say for the spring than for
any other season; it has a name which is tautanount to
every thing in this worlde=all know the pretensions of 2
Londou spring.

SUMMER.

Nothing can be so pleasant as London in sununert It is
50 cool, putting Piccadilly, from two till five, out of the
question 3 there is always shade on one side or other of the
street, a shade which vou doubly enjoy, on the principle of
contrast. It is satisfaclory to think how hot the people
must be on the opposite side ; then, though 1 do not cat ice
mysclf, I can suppose other people dving it. 1€ they do, an
castern poct might gain neww ideds about coolacss and fra-
grance, while enjoying the colored coldness at Grange's.

Towards the close, flovers begin to pass away ; you are
not met at every second step in Regent's street by a bunch
of noss-roses—a little faded it is truc. allegorics by the way
of our pleasures, but sweet notwithstanding.  Dark-eyed
pinks o longer heap the stands in such profusion ; but then
the frait is come i, such fruit as London only can furnish.
1 confess that I have no simple and natural tastes about ga«
thering it aayselfe My expericnees in that way Lave been
untortunate. [ once picked some strawberries, and dis-
turbed a whole colony of frogs; I once gathered a plum,
and was stuugg by a wasp. I pass over a horde of other mi-
series, suchi as stooping in the sun, thorns, dist, &c. and vill
only observe, that frud never looks to sueh ah advantage s
it dovs o chins, whether Dresden, Sevres, or even Worce: -
tef.  There are two scasons when Covent Garden will mon
opecially reward & visit,—at the beginning of summer and
atthe close, Flora holds her court in the first instance, and
Pomon:: in the second.  Dass along the contre arcade, and
it is lined with troplics of the parterre or of the orchard,
and you ay losk upon the carly roscs, and grow sentimental
about

*¢ The blush that ever haunted carly love :”



