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FOR A DESIUN OF A BUTTERFLY RESTING ON A SKULL.

Creature of air and light,
Emblem of that which may not fade or die,
Wilt thou not spead thy flight,
T'o chase the south-wind through the glowing sky ?
What Jures thee thus to stay,
With Silence and Decay,
i¢'d on the wreek of cold Mortality ?

The thoughts once chamber'd there,

Huve gather'd up their treasures, and are gone—
Will the dust tell us where

‘They that have burst the prison-house are flown ?
Rise, nursling of the day,
It thou wouldst trace their way—

Barth hath no voice to make the seeret kuown.

Who seeks the vauish'd bird
By the forsaken nest and broken shell 27—
Far thenee he sings unheard,
Yot free and joyous in the woods to dwell.
Thou of the sunshine horn,
‘I'ake the bright wings of morn!
‘Thy hope calls heaven-ward from yon ruin'd ek

NELSON,

‘IMie notice of the battle wherein this illustrious admiral
received his death weund, (on the 21st,) might have been
properly accompanied by the following quotation from a
work which should be put into the chest of every boy on his
going tosea. It is so delightfully written, as to rivet the
attention of every reader whether mariner or Jandsman,

«The death of Nelsor: was felt in England as something
more than a public calamity : men started at the intelli-
gence, and turned pale, as if they had heard of the loss of a
dear friend.  An object of our admiration and atfetion, of
our pride and of our hope:, was suddenly taken from us;
and it scemed as if we had . ever, till then, known how deep-
Iy we loved and revereneed hime ' What the country had Jost
in its great naval hero—the greatest of our own, and of all
former times—was scarcely tuken into the account of grief.
8o perfuctly, indeed, had he performed bis part, that the ma-
ritime war, after the battlo of ‘I'rafalgar, was considered at

the appearances upon opening the body, that, in the course
of nature, he might have attained, like his futher, to a good
old age.  Yet he cannot be said to have fallen prematurely
whose work was done 3 nor ought he to be lamented, who
died so full of honours, and at the height of huwan fane,
‘The most triumpheint death is that of the martyr; the most
awful, that of the martyred patriot 3 the most splendid, that
of the hero in the hour of victory : and it the chariot and
the horses of fire had been vouchsated for Nelson’s transla.
tion, he could eeareely have departed in a brighter blaze of
glory."—Souvruey’s Lirg or Nensone

I a recent perusal of Evelyn's Diary, we were much
struck with the awful contrast between the two last items of
the following extract 1em

1671, ‘l'v Lord Arlington’s, where we found M'We Que-
ronaille ; it was universally reported that the fuir lady was
bedded once o these nights to the king, who was often here ;
and the stocking Hungy atter the manner of a married bride ;
however, ‘twas with confidence believed she was first made a
auisse, as they call these unhappy creatures, with solomnity,
at this time.

1683, I went with others into the Duchess of Portsmouth's
dressing-roome within her bedehmmnber, where she was in her
morning loose habit, her maids combing her, newly out of
her bed, his majesty and gallants standing about her.

1685, January 23, Sunday. Dr. Dove preached before
the king. I saw this evening such a scene of profuse gaming,
and the king in the midst of his three concubines, as 1 had
never seen before, luxurious dallying and profancncess.

Yebraary 6, Lhe king died. X can never forget the inex-
pressible luxury and profanencss, gaming, and all dissolute-
ness, and, as it were, total forgetfulness of God, (it being
Sunday cvening,) which this day se'nnight I was witnesse
of.  ‘Fhe king sitting and toying with his concubines Ports.
mouth, Cleavland, and Mazarine, &c., and a French boy
singing love songs ; whilst about twenty of the great cour-
tiers and other dissolute persons were at basset round a large
table, a bank of at least 2000 in gold before them.

OLD ENGLISH ALE,
About 1620, some doctors and surgeons, during their at-
tendance on an English gentleman, who was discased in
Paris, di sed on wine and other beverages; and one

an end 3 the fleets of the cnemy were not merely defeated,

bt destroyed; new navies must be built, and a new race of
scamen reared for them, before the possibility of their invad-
ing our shores could again be contemplated. It was not,
therefore, from any selfish reflection upon the magnitude of
our loss that we mourned for him ; the general sorrow was
of a higher character.  The picople of England grieved that
funeral ceremonics, public monuments, and posthumous re-
wards, were all which they could now bestow upon him,
whom the king, the legislatur, and the nation, would alike
have delighted to honour ; whom every tongue would have
blessed; whose presence in every village through which Le
might have passed would have awskened the church bells,
have given schoolboys a holiday, have drawn children from
their sports to gaze upon him, and ¢ old men from the chim-
ney corner’ to look upon Nelsom, ere they died.  The vie-
tory of ‘F'rafaliar was celebrated, indeed, with the usual forms
of rejoicing, but they were without joy; for such already
was the glory of the British navy, through Nelson’s surpas-
* sing genius, that it scarcely seemed to receive any addition
from the most signal victory that ever was achieved upon
the scas; and the destruction of this mighty fleet, by which
all the maritime schemes of France were totally frustrated,
hardly appeared toadd to our security or strength ; for while
Nelson was living, to watch the combined squadrons of the
cnemy, we felt ourselves as sceure as naw, when they were
no longer in existence.—There was reason to suppose. from

physician, who had been in England, said, « The English
had a drink which they call ale, and which he thought the
whelesomest liquor that could be drank ; for whercas the
body of man is supported by natural heat and radical moist-
ure, there is no drink conduceth more to the preservation of
the one, and the increase of the other, than ale; for, while
the Englishmen drank only ale, they were strong, brawny,
able men, and could diaw an arrow an ell long; but when
they fell to wine and beer, they are found to be much im-
paired in their strength and age ;" and so the ale bore away
the bell among the doctors.

A SKETCIL,

How beautiful she looked t—her conscious heart
Glowed in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong—

Oh Love! how powerful is thy mystic art—
Encouraging the weak, and trampling on the strong |
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