
STEWA RtT's LITERAT

MiTen I Iaughied and jokod-nxy languago
Hiding liaif niy tlîoughits the wlîile,

Snîiled upon his inexperionce-
le did flot return the smile.

Tlian 1 sang a jolly ditty,
Sang a ditty of mine own,

And hoe set my heart a-dancing
Whoen lie cried, "lWell donc! welI done

l'len 1 said, "And wvilI you listen,
Verse of mine while 1 rohiearse !"

But the old nian shrugged his shouldrs-
IlI don't know the use of verse."

Should I w%,ondor? bis tho training
To toil on from day to day;

IfTwas not learning, but bard labour
That had made bis tresses grey.

When the flask, of wvine was emnptiod,
I snatchod up a pen to, keep

Record of a passing fancy,
And the old mati-fell asleep.

Thon niy mother entered, asking
I{undred, thousand questions thon;

"Tbis and that and t'other tell m-
Flin-- away that dirty pen."

And I listened to xny mother's
aundred ,thousand questionings-..,

Asking, answotÊng one another's
Talk of women, mon, and things.'

And I thougt-the thouglit was dearer
Than tbh loudest élounds of niirtm;

Oh! I1 have. the degrest mother-
»carost' mothdr on tho earth!

The siniplicity and verisimilitude of tlîis picture wvill strike those who lhave
rettirrned homne after long absence, especially good-natured scapegraces, wvhu
find a father's and mother's love stronger than a prodigal's follies. IIow kin1
and filial lie wvas, flows forthi in another song, relative to the liard lot of hi>
old fatlîer, aSter lie hiad lost .Ms ail by the overflow of the Danube iii 1838,
ivlen thie pet va.s only 15 ycars of age. These hunes are addressed

TO MY FATHER.

Ilere where you must travel far, before the mountains
Rise above the boundariee of the Netherland,

iere 1 love to, look on nature's quiet beauty,
Freedoni and repose surround me wliere 1 stand:

Near the littie hut in which I flnd my dwelling,
Whero the sounds of mirth their joyous echocs sprcail,

lcre an anciont man is master of the household-
Blessings, blessings fall upon bis hoary bond!


