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while they themselves have been tugitives every where, with-
aut security any where.  Lhey are

e a people seatter'd wide indeed,

Vet from the mingling world distiuctly hept

Ages ago the Boman stapdard stood

L pon their suins, yet have ages swept

O'er Rome hersell; like an o'erwhelming flood,

Sinee down Jevulem's <treets she pear'd her childeen'sblood,
And still the ration lives!

SCANET, O3 SEELG A BEAUTIFLL INTANT Db,

Can this be demth 2 Can this be that el pow'r
Which vobs the world of beauty and of biiss ¢

¢ louks like shumber's softedt, calmiest hour -—
And may the infant never wake frowm thi?

Afas ! it Bips ave pale—no geutle hreath
Eveapes from them, like Summers milde ¢ sigh |
No throbbing pulse is there——it me st be death !
But who shall tell us what it is to die?

A that we wnow of life is like a drean—
A dream that ends when death’s davk hour i giv'n—

But death we know not : only that we deem—
In holy hope—it leads the soul to Heav'n !

Farewell, sweet habe ! thou wert an angel heve —
Now thou'rt a seraph in a higher sphere.

ON THE RULINS CF PUWLSTUM,
« ¥ ak'd of ‘Tine, from whom those temples roee,
‘I'hat prostrate by his hand in silence lie.
1lis lips disdain’d the mystery to disclose,
And, borne on swifter wing, he hurvied by f—
¢ ‘These broken columns whose 2 L ask'd of Fame -
( Her kindling breath gives life to work sublime,)
With downeast looks of mingled grief and shame,
She heav’d th' uncertain sigh, and follow'd Time.
Wrapt in anmzement, o'er the mouldering pile,
I saw oblivion pass, with giant stride ;
And whilst his visage wore pride’s scornful smile,
< Haply thow knowest, then tell me whose,” 1 eried—
¢ Whose these vast domes that even in 1uin shine ¥
¢ I reek not whose,’ e said—¢ they now are mine '

ST. AGNES" LVE.

Formesly this was @ night of great import to maidens who
desired to know who they shoukl marry.  Of such it was
vequired, that they should not eat on this day; and those
who contormed to the rule called it fasting St. Agnes’ fast.

And on sweet St. Agnes’ night
Please you with the promis'd sight,
Some of husbands, some of lovers,
Which an empty dream discovers,
Bex Joussox.

Old Aubrey has a recipe, wheveby a lad or lass was to at-
tain a sight of the fortunate lover. « Upon St. Agnes’
night you take a row of pins, and pull out every one, one
after another, saying a Pater Nostey, sticking a pin in your
sleeve, and you will dream of him or her yeu shall marnry.”

Little is remembered of these homely methads for know-
ing “all ahout sweethearts,” and the custom would scarcely
have reachied the greater number of readers, if one of the
sweetest of our modern poets had not preserved its recollee-
tion in a delightful poem.  Some stanzas are culled from it,
with the hope that they may be read by a few to whom the
poetry of Keates is unknown, and awaken a desire for fur-
ther acquaintance with his beauties :—

FRL PYL O ST AL,

St Aencd Bve? A, Ditter ehill it ae !
Proe evl for adl IS feathers, was aeeond 3
‘The Lave np'd trembiing through the frozen giass,
Al cdlent was the ok in woeolly fold,
- v . » -
They told er how, upon 8t. Agnes” Fae,
Young virgins might have visions of delight,
And < tCado iags from their loves 20ceive
Foreomabes honex'd middle of the night,
I corcerontes dus they did mighe;
A, supperles 1o bed they naust aetire,
Auad conel supine their beatics, Tily white—
Nor el belind, nor sideways, but regquire
OF Heosen, with npward eves, for afl that they desiie

- . - -~ -
Full of this whitn was thovghtless Madeline
. N “ - -
Qut went tie taper as he hurried in—
Lts little <sineke, in pallid woon-dine, died -
She clov'd the door, <he panted, all akin
To tpirits of the air, and visions wide,
No uttered sylluble, or, woe betide !
But to her heart, her beart was voluble,
aining with eloquence ier balmy side ;
As though a tongueless pightingale shonld swell
Ter thyaat fu vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell

A easement high and triple-arel’d there was,
Al gaslanded with cavven huagvies
Or fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-gmss,
And diunonded with panes of quaint deviee,
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes,
As are the tiger-moth's deep damash’d wings;
And in the midst, 'mong thousand heraldries,
And twilight saints, with dim emblazonings,

A shielded scutehicon blush’d with blood o’ queens and kings.

Full on this easement shione the wintry moon,
And threw warm gules in Madeline's fair breast,
As down she knelt for Ieaven's grace and boon ;
Raone-bloom fell on her hands, together prest,
Aud on her silver cross solt amethyst,

And on her hair a glory, like @ saint:

She seem'd a splewcid angel, newly drest,

Save wings, for Ieaven :—
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Ter vespers done
Of all jts wreathed pearls her hair she frees;
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one—
Loosens her fragrant boddice—Dby degrees
IHer rich attire creeps vustling to her knees ;
I1alf hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed,
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees,
In faney, fair St. Agnes in her bed,

But dares not Jook behind, or all thie charm is fieds

Soon, trembling in her soft and chiliy nest,
In sort of wakeful swoen, perplex’d she lay,
Lutil the poppied warmth of sleep oppress'd
1er soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away ;
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow day,
Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain;
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynims pray ;
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,

As though a rose should shut, and ke a bud again.

Stol'n to this paradise, and so entranced,
Parphyre gazed upon her empty dress,
And listened to her breathing, ——




