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' Pray, sell me, sir, from your motley store,

A heart that will love me for evermore,

That, whether the world siiall praise or blame,

'IT.ioui;li sorrow or joy will be still the same.

"I'is the only ware

For which I care,

'Mid all the treasures

Tn Vanity F.iir.'

' Miirli it grieves me, O lassie dear,'

'I'hi pedlar said ; 'but I greatly fear

The hearts that loved in the old sweet way

Have been out of fashion this many a day
;

And j^ilded tare

Is all the ware

\ on will get for your money

In \anily fair.'

Tril'. riRI.MAN.—Camii.i.n Crosi..\nd.

The (it)' lico in hushed repose,

The wintry night-wind fri'shly blows,

As if to rock the cradled hoit

In slumber's sweet oblivion lost.

lint liark ! a sound, and a ^hout (»f fright,

That wakes the town in dead of nii/ht.

A shriek and a gkire,

A cry of desi)air

At the Hames in tlieir ire.

For tlie one word is ' I'ire I'

The people rush out.

And, with hurry and >hout.

Press on to the liulit
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