
THE LITERAIIY GARLAND.

1Y tnials aîd thc warst of crime8.Thc clansman burncÈ
Wft ager and fierce revenge. H1e rushcd forward,

lUcked the tender infant, the licir of Loclhbuy, froni
th'e bands of the nurse, and bounding to the rocks, ini
'1 nOOise* stood on an almost inaccessible clitf pro-
.jtctinol, over the water. The scrcams of the agonised
rai0ther and chief at the aivfuljeopardy in which their
'IY child ivas placed, may be casily conccivcd.

ýlêclean implored the man to give him back bis son,
"dexpres3ed bis deep contrition for thic degradation

lie bad in a moment of excitement inflicted on his
'elailoman. The other replied, that the only condi-
tions on ivbich he ivonld consent to the restitution
,were, that Macican himscif should bore bis back to
the cord and be publicly scourged as he had been !
Il despair the chief consented, saying he would sub-
t'1i to any thing if his child wcre but restored. To

grief and astonisbment of the clan, Maclean bore

~i isuit, and when it was completed begged that
t4Clnsman might rctumn from bis perilous situa-
t'4With the young cliief. The inan rcgarçied him

Wlith a sniile of démoniac revenge, and lifino- high
the Child in the air, plunged ivitb him into the abyss
410'v. The sea closed over them, and neither, it is
qqid, e ver cmcrgred from the tempestuous whirlpools
11114 basaltic caverns that yawned around them, and
ntili threaten the inexpericnced navigator on the
4hores of MuU.-Ive*ness Cour-ier.

TO A SIEEPMOG CHILOI

BY PROFESSOR WILSON.

Art thou a thing of mortal birth,
Whose happy home is on Uic earth 1
1bOo human blood witb life embue
'l'os0 beavenly veisis of heavenly blue,
l'hat stray along thy forehead fair,

1-81 mid a gleamn of golden hair '1
can that light and airy breath

etcal from a being doom'ld to, deatb;
Tlhose features to Uic grave bc sent
Ini Bleep thus mutely eIoque4t 'ý

Orart tbou what tby form would sem,
1%e phantomn of a blessed dream '1

Ahuman shape 1 feel thou art,
Sfeel it, at my bcating heart,

Tlhose tremors, both of soul and senne,
Alvoke by infant innocence !
'1'hough dear to thc forms by fancy ivoyc,
We love them witb a triaient love ;
!ellnugbits from the living wqrld intrude

P )non ber decpest solitude :
hat, lovely cbild! thy magic stole
At once int my ininost soul,
WVith feelings as thy beauty fair.
Aýnd Ieft no other vision thert.

1 To me thy parents arc unknown;
Glad would tbey bc thecir cbild to ovn!
And ivcll tbey must have loved before,
If since tby birth they lov'd nuL more;
How happy must tby parents bc,
Whp daily live in sight of the!
Whoso bearts nu highcr pleasure scek
Than sec thec smile, and hear thce spcak-
lVhat joy must in their souls have stirr'd
When thy first broken words wcre heard
Words that, inspired by Heavcn, express'd
The transports dancing in thy breast!
As for thy smile !-thy lip, check, brow,
Even whcn 1 gaze, are kindling now.

Oh! that my spirit's eye corîld sec
lVhence burst those gleams of ecstacy!
That light of dreaming- soul appears
To play from thougbts above thy years.
Thou smil'st as if thy soul were soaring
Tu Heaven and Heaven's God adorin"'
And who can tell what visions bigh
May bless an infant's sleeping cye 1
Wbat brighter Lhrone can brightness find
To reign on than an infant'a mind,
Ere sin destroy, ere error dim,
The glory of the Serapbim 1

Oh! vision fair!1 that I could lic
Again as young, as pure as thce!
Vain wisli! thc rain bow's radiant form
May view, but cznnet brave thie storm;
Ycars can bedim the gorgeous dycs
That paint the bird of paradise,
And years, no fate bad orerd roll
Clouds o'er the suminer of the soul;
Yct sometimes sudden sighbs of grace,
Such as the gladness of bhy face,
Oh! sinlcss babe ! by God arc g-iven,
To cbarma the wandcrcr back to Heaven.

PROMPT ANSWER.

CHAtTEAUNIEUF, keeper of the scals of Louis thc
Tbirteentb, wbcn a boy of only nine years old, was
asked many question by a bishop, and gave very
prompt answers to them ail. At lcngtb, bbc prelate
said, 1 will givc you an orange if you will tell me
Wherc God isV '1" "My lord," rcplicd bbc boy, ci1
will give you twvo oranges if eou will tell me wbcre
lie is not P"

GEOLOGY.

THE Olockmaker says, ci1 neyer licar of' - ccondar *v
formations' without plca3urc-tbab's3 a fact. The
ladies, you know, arc the sccondary, formation, for
thcy werc formecd arter man-and as for trap, if tlieY
an't. up to that it's a pity.",


