TIIE CANADIAN CASRET.
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W \With many a flower, of hirth divine,

Wo'll graco this little garden spot ;
Noron it breathe a thought, a lino,
Whicl, dying, we would wish to blot."

I'OR TIIE CASKET.

«For many 0 laugh weont thro’ the vale,
And some conviction too;

Tach thought eomo othor gohlin tale,
Perhaps, was just and true.”

A VISION OF DECEMBER FIRST,
1831,

Tho tompest hurl'd its dritts about,
2lect through the koy-hole crept,

And all was dark and drear without—
While many soundly slept,
Who yesternight had kept

Samt Andrew merry with the rout.

Isnnggled down and bleas’d my roof,
Tror warm sceurity ;

But, thouzh from frost and harm aloot,
Thero wasno slecp for mo—~
4To be or ot tobo *'—

I cravacl somo superhuman proof.

And now I strain’d iy cars to hear
Somo doaep, uncaribly sounds

And then I cower'd down through fear
Some sprite was hovering round,
Ta break tho droad profound,

With smnmons fell and borridleer.

And now a crash assail’d my cars,
Attended by n scream—

Tbroke thograsp of all my fears,
Liko starting from a dream;

* Fornow, in sooth, *twonld scem

'Fhe gods had mark’dmy doubts and tears.

‘But what their herald might disclose
Was terror-fraught to me—

With palpitating heart Irase,
And dress’d mo cap-a-pic;
Then op'd the door to sce~—

Jack Frost slid in and sciz'd my nose.

T folt his fingers icy hard—
Slam’d to the door and fled !

My window shuts wero left unbarr’d—
Gonfound my servant Ned,
To cause mo such a dread—

This careclessness shall thee discard.
SKEPTIC,

WRITTEN FOR THE CASKET,
STANZAS,
’Tis sweet to stray at morning gray,
And hearthe warblers on the spruy
Attune their Jittle throats,
And loudly praise the newborn rays
Of Phaebus’ bright and orient blaze,
As through the sky he floats.

’Tis sweot to stray, when closing day,

JIung iu the west, dies fast away,
And leaves all nature still;

When naught ig hieard but zephyr’s sigh,
The nightbird's call far in the sky,
Or song of whipporwill.

Butsweeter far, when Venus' Star
And.Cynthia bright and shining are,
To wander in their light,
With her whose love doth ever prove,
Tomeall clsé here far above,
With fond eyes glowing bright.
BRITON.

end:

* Selected.
STANZAS,
Whien hape's faney fingers are straying.
O'etthe cherds of the youthful heart,
And fancy in prospect displuying
‘The blizs that now years may impait ;
Wien sy oft fedlings ave ever anspringing,
Aud the pulse. all Joyously beat,
When ol dar anew treasure Is bringing,
Oh' tien ir Jeed lite Is mast sweet.

g

When the toreh of affection, Just lighted,
Burns brivtht on the altar of truth,

Ere theenld, welfivh world yet has bliglte d
One innocent feeling of tinth g

When earth seems o gaeden unfaded,
Whon fiswars cling around onr glad feet,

When nd eloud our bright heaven {s shading,
Oh! then indeed, life is most sweet,

When thé cold breath of sorrovs i3 sweepung
O'er the chords of the youthful heart,
And the youthful eye, dimm’d with weeping,
Sees the vizlon of fancy deport;
When the bluon of young feeling is dying,
Andthebrewdhthrobs with pag-ion's flerce strifc;
When our days are wasted In sighing ;
Who then can find sweetnessin life?

When, unhindness or coldness have faded
The pure, undefiled light of love,

And themists of the cold world have shaded
‘The dreams-that around our hearts mose;

When earth seems a wide waste of sorrow,
No longer with brigl.t blessings rifc;

When we look but for clouds an each morrow,
Who then can find sweetness in life ?

. Sclected,
TIIE FEMALE AUCTIONEER.

“Who'ilbty n heart 1 sweet Harriet eriag—

Harrjet the blooming and the fair~—
Whose lovely form and dove-like eyes,

Can banish grief and soothe despair—
“C'ome, bid; my heartis up for salo.

Will no one bid ? pray, sirs, consider,
*Tis enund, aud kind, aned foml, and hale,

And a great bargain to the bidder.”

‘Tl bid,’ says Gripus—“Twill pay,
A thousand eagles promply told.””
“That's no id, kind sir, let mo say—
A farthful heert's not bought with gold.”
“I'11 bid with marrage, faith, and plight,
Aheart,” says Franh, “with love o’erflowing.”?
“Aye! that’s abid tlat’s something like—
And now my heart is going—goiny."

Selevted,

A SONG FOR THE SEASON.
Again Borcas, of the north, afar,
ITath chain’Jd his coursers to his frosted car—
Again he swreps o’er streamlet, hill, and dale,
Pouring an icy breath through every gale;
Nomore on niountain tep the fluchs are secn,
Nor busy bee hums o'er the velvet green—
The Sutnmer songsters to the south are flown,
The robin chirps on leafless bough alone—
Dismantled forests mourn his tyrant sway,
And gentle flowrets wither and decay.
But now another sceno bursts iuto view,
And sterile winter wears a brighter hue.
Though not the beauties of the spring appear,
Yet joy may crown this scason of the year,

AXBOTODE I

TTilles light a9 air’

A I'amr or Pocrers,~No I'rince wag
more addressed than Charlesil. 5 but the
very peoplo who sent these generous, nay,
extravagnnt offers, searcely allowed him
the nccessary supplios.  Killigrew gave
privato ordets to the King's taur to make
nne of Lis Majesty's coat porkets of an
enurmons size, nnd the other searcely lar.

er thon a thimble. ‘Tho king heing in-

ormed that this was done at the desiro of
Kiltigrew, ashed him the veuson. “}May
it pleaso yonur Majesty,” replied the wag,.
“the large pocket isto receive the ad--
dresses and professions of ynur subjocts,
and the other is to put your money in,
which they present you with.”

Lady Hanmilton, when at Palermao, asle
ed Lord Nelsen's coxswain, wi-o carried
her bagenge to the Ambassudys’s Uatel,
and preseafed  him with o moidore,
“what he conld wish to diink 2 “Why,
pleass your honor," said the coxswein,
“Tam notthirsty.” ¥But,” snid ker Gadvs
ship, *“Nolson's steersman must drink with
me, so what will you tuke—a dram—n
glasg of grog—ur a glass of punch 1"
“Why,” said Jack, “aslam to have the
honor of drinking with your Ladyship*s
honor, s3 I'll take the dram, and will be
drinkirg the glass of grog, while your La-
dysl,a'ip is mixing the tumbler of punch for
me.’* -

A swunr TEMPER.—A genlleman when .
asked hivopinion of a cértain eritic, a fow
days ago. gaveitin the following terms:s
—why he is a perféct erab-apple—a des
coction o’ swajuice—the gniatessence of
acerbity. If 1 wished to convort the
Thames into lemonade, T should pitch him
intoit; if after the first dip, it was not suf-
ficiently acidulatad for ordinary drinking,
water must contain a greater quantily of
faccharine matter than chemists general-
ly imagine.” ;

George the IiT. onco suld v Sir J, Ir-
win,a fumous bon vivaut, “they tell me,
Sir John, you love a glass of wineo.”
“These ire, who reported me to your
Mejesty,” answered he, ““do mo great in~

Jjustice ; they should have said a bottle.””

D, Johnson on having argued fofsome
time with a pertinacious gentleman ; his
oppounent, who bud talked in a very puz-
zling manner, happened to ssyv, ‘I don't
understand you, Sir.” Upon which the
doctor-instantly retorted, ‘Sir, though
have found you an argumnent,1 am not
obliged to furnish you with ‘an under-
staading.’
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