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41 Vii rannyu a lowver, of birth divine,
Wlail graco liais litie gardcn spot;

Nor on il brcatio a thotigiat, a line,
Wbicb, dying, ive wotild %visix t0 blot."e

roll THEI CA5i<T.

THE IIERMIT'S PRAYFU.
Afar amid Sonic forcst wvi1d,

Wiloro nature sulent roigns,
In native boauty undoffl'd,

Ainid lier lono domains-

Alone ta dweoi my lot hc cast;
Hor scanas I lonîg ta liauint,

And mnusa ipon lier migliîy wvastn,
F ar froni tua world'ù proud vaunt.

0 let me rost a honrntit sad,
A %vand'ringpilgrim thora;

In sicins ai' beasts my limbs Lic clad,
The l'orest liîrb nly i'are;

My only drauglît, ltae limpid streani;
Tltezassy rock îny Lied, fhiaam,

lViero, 'neatit tue moon's pcle wanîîin-
I'd rosI my iveary lîcad.

Thus let aie sturnbcr ail my days,
Wliciu fly Moe as a dreani;

Tittîs let ina shun, O ivorld! tlîy weysj
Aîîd flce liy traublous stream.

.A3 mariner, on ocaan's hllI,
His ffidin.- Counutry secs-- [IlirilI

Ylîile, Iîraught lus frarne, lia fealsý tlw J
Of inward love incroase-

TShe distant spcck lieo secs no mare,
lIer visionî liatnts i oye,

le wvaits contant anotaer shore,
And litavas lier but a s'-git.

Sa i'rom my solitude ai'ar,
l'argot and known by noane,

l'Il smutc upon thy distant jar,
And ail titat's in thîce donc.

l'il sc thy agas roll in pence,
Thy nations rise and flal;

Titi death my fliglîty saut raicasa
From lil'c's embitter'd gati.

0 solitude thiy sacrcd naine,
Tby calm and peacafut breatît,

Shall case this lil'e's tast flick'ring flame
And smooth lte ilhornas oi' deatit.

l'Il sot me down baneatti some Irco,
WVloso fav'ring aluada shah sooth,

And tisten tothe cbirping gice,
Tfli sangs ai' native trutb,

Tiiet float upon mine aclting ear,
And greal me at the~ dawn

0f painted tvarblers that appeau,
IVMien wintry blasîs have gane.

Vite bubbling brook flhal cati te zleei,
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TO MARGARET.
Couild 1 forget the(,- sooner niight

This oarth forget its daily path,
Aid soonar iniglit yon orb oIîi-lit

Ilii brîghtîîuss %oit in isuide wvraîa.
Could I forget 10 love thao? Nn,

Par soonar rniigt thc occan cease
Its morning cbb, its oening IIowv,

And lot its surges sink to peaca.

Couild I rorget thc plcasing smile
Titat banisliad sadness i'rom my hacart ?

Far sooner could I Iau-li the whilo
Keen sorrow bade my tears to, start.

COUldI I i'orgct he thrill of joy
Tliat wrapt îny licart iu ccstacy 7

Ne--sooner migblt the livoliost boy
For-et his Cliristmas jubilec;

I will remembor thce-I wiIt-
Stitl dont on thece tho' far awvay,

Till deaili ny l'aitlii'ul bicart shall chli
Wbich, now dotli glow witli cstacy:

And wlien ibis life biath almost ftown,
Thiis world and ail its vanity,

For tie my love, and tice atone,
Ny latcst prayar shail ofibred ho.
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.aoir songs slm11 cîteer lte morn,
And coer ny soul a musing kaeop,

In solitude l'orîern.

WVith aIt myttearîîlîcirstrainiswilî ctimne.
Its secret cliards witl move,

And snînatl ltae hasty fliglit ofailme,
As i'orthl 1 -o ta rave.

'f7lic sitarnis of lieaven te lluunder's peal,
Mly woodonl caL %vitt fty-

Tfla %vintry blast ivill tuever steal
L'poil nie witu a sigli.

Deep Itidîon in saine tonaly 'raIe,
T'le tanîpeat ne'er ivill ftnd,

1 ne'er shahl lal the cutting gale,
Or %vinter's piecin, wvmnd.

Adieu l'uir ivorld, laroellatt t lîe,
Tioy pleasures I despisu ;

Thly prospects l'air arc înisery,
Tîtat ne'er can dupe te wvise.

Tiîy ampty pamnp and riclhes 100,
I lonug could boast in vain-

liîy povcrty I also kiuaov,
But ne'er shahl know again.

"Trifles iglit sui air."

'rim TWO iiLOs,-Cardinal MAAtIsxl

was dictating onc day a letter ta his Sacré.
tary. Th-. latter avarcoino witlî inccessnnî
wvorl, fl]I aslcap, and the Cardinal contini,.
ued dictnting, %wllilo pacing up anîd doiva
hisstudîY. IVlan liaid corne 10 lioecon.

cls îa i turncd towards Ilus Sacreîary.
saiying, "aîîd as usueal." llo tîtaî parceiv.
cd thant te first Iiies or' the latter «.or
wvritten. Tîto Caridinal was vory partial uo
that Sacretary, aud traated htini ao a 'allier.
To aiwakc lirn, lic avo lii a box Ohi the.
cuir; the Sucrotary, iii a l'ury, raturncd the
bloiw. Tho C-irdinai, %witlîoît siliing
the loast emotion, said, coolly, "Now, Sir
ns wva ara bott wvido awako, tet us proccoi
wviil aur latter.",

ffViei Sain Fonte wvns once at Bath, ho
ivas asked whlat coin p nîy lie usuilally Méd
at Dr. Delacour's table. IlSir," repli4'
tha satirist, Il wa have atwvays a pioco of
Licol, a saddlo ot'ruttan, a cloupla aif click-
cins, and Captaiu lNlaubowvs."

About a hundred yasrs oa, a zealoùs
preacliar at Glasgoiv, used ta 1m o bis
cioquence ta attimate his flock against Lou.
is MlV. IlO, Iýord," would tlîis piaus
niaua exclaimi , "be plascd aof tbinc ininite
mcrery, ta tako tItis linuglity tyrant ai
France, anîd shako himi over the bottomlest
pit: but, gîtde Lord, diiîna lt Ihlm fa in-,
ditmna lot liin f'a in.

It 'vas nal a bad reply ai' a young lady,:
it'lo wvas askcd, wliy sile did nal marry:,
that sila did nat knoýv wvlicl ta clîooso,
%vicn tlic v cra oitly twvo orders of' rnii
ccl of' -vliom iniilit pass under te de.,
nomination ai' Sir liaJrry 1liarnitass, or Si.
Johin Brute.

A mrmber af' the Franchi Jacobin club,.:
said ta lus colleaguas, Ill have been vary
lucky tlîis imarning; a mnad dog- passad ha.'
twaan My legs -.vit1fiout bîtîng mue. "-"'ruai
is not surprising,,," reptiad a nianibar, Ilit
wos beause ha knaw ivlîo you wero."1

Il wvaq once obscrvad ta Lord Chester.
field, in tlîe course ai' conversation, that
mati is the only rcature endowad iviîh tho'
powver ai' l:atflitcr. "Truc," said thie
carl; Iland you nai' add, pcriîaps, lie is
tbe only arcature tîtat doserves ta be LAUGU.
ED AT.

A poor pun wvill someltiines insiver a
gaod purposa. A baker once catling upan
Mý-r. Justice Jouies, ai' Covontry, witlî the
last l' in lus basket, wvas obsorved, au
lie returned tbrauglu tte *courtyad
tOa yhlotd ola l'it goose, on wluich lus war%
ship, wlîo was at anc of' thc uppor win-
dows, bawlcd CIIt, Baker! Baker! Baker!
Tue 'raie took no notice, but trudgad )fF
wVitu lus prize. Wben tliejustice in the af~.
tornoon coming ta luis liause. and asking
bîhi lie could have the vilteniaus im.
pudence ta takoi tue goose. "God bless
your worship, (rcturiieuI hae) 1 only did- au
yau comniandedr-yau bid -nobako haer,

nd roIdd and drank )'Our worsbips
Itealîli at tîto aating of' ber." "I'Tis et
poorpunl, (seid Ilue justice,) but it l suaI
imatie tlty pence."


