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Lessons in life.

From the depths of my soul I nitv a m,„
who bear. nK« »

*^ ^ * ""^^ O"" woman

ana me ternbly „giy „,„, 3„d „^

out in the hm^ V I " "" ^'"' '<> «»><•ut m ,he lm«d s„„l,gh,, „i,h olher men, and to feel

e around h.m I do not wonder at al. that ^ny of

come n,orb,d, and multitudes of hun-.bler men ,b,nLord Byron have cursed their fate as bitterly as he a^d

marrm':"^''*^'^'^'^"^'-''-"-'--''---

ways oi taking misfortunes of thi<!character; and one nf th^.^
,
^na one of them seems to be z eood Hp=,i

better than the ot^er. Between the boy who JoredIwthered .eg and the cruteh, and the prJud poe'wTo pi/


