
AN]) LITE RARY GEM.
"Vi ùze a rnocker, etrong drink is raging, ewîd whosorer ir decezved thereby t-s not Wise."-PRovERBs, Cliap. 20.
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THE BETTER LAND.

Br- Msus. HuANS.

1I hemr t-beo speak cf t-be botter land:
Thou cafl'st ta childreri a happy band:
Mot-ler 1 oh, wbere is t-bat t-eadient shore 7
ShalI wo not seek it, at-d weap no more ?
la it wlioe thn' flower of tlie orange blowa,
And t-le lire-flies glane îlirongb thle atyrtle lougba? "

-"l Not t-bore, flot t-ltete, my cblld P'

la it wb.ere t-be fcat-bery palmn t-tce riso,
And t-le date groivs ripe under. au nny skies?
Or midst t-ho green isIands of glittering sens,
Wlirero f-ags-aat forests perfume t-li oreeze,
And strange liriglit bi-t-l oa their staty wings
Bear t-he t-ob hues cf ail glorious things ? I

-"« Not t-lere, not there, my cbuld 11"

dilI iz fer away in sot-e region old
Wbsro t-le river watt-des- e'er sanda of gold?7
Whlere t-ho burning rayu of t-ho ruby ahine,
And t-be diamond liglits up tbo secret mine,
And t-be pe-rI gleaina fortl frotn t-he cors] atrend;
Is it bere, dcar recihor, t-abat tter land 1 I'

4Noi t-hero, mot thlerc, my cbubd 1

"Eyo bath moi seca it, my gend-e boy!
?Ear batb flot b-c-trd its deep t-c of joy.

Drossa cannot pictuire a world s0 fait-
'So-row- and donth raay not enter t-bre;
Tim-e dotb net brlra-e on its Laeboaslbloomt
Far beyond thbe eboudsan-d licyond t-ho =eb,

lts t-bor, lt-la tbere, my cbild 1"

TiaR la incvery buman counitenance ait-ber a bt-s-
tory or a propbecy , wvhicb must sadilin, or et least
seftei vet-y reficai~nz observer.- Coiciidge.

ELLA LEE.

A SONG OP TH!E SODTBERII "ND.

WVo know notutho is t-be author of thbe fullowting linos
but t-hey are, in our estimntion, czquisitely beautiful. Ed.

Lay hier where t-he wood-binc elingeth
To t-lie dark Magnolia tree ;

Wlie thle breezo low music bnngoth
From t-ho losoin of t-ho e;

WIlith a sorrowful dovotion,
L.ay hier wliero sweet voilets bie--

Wlierc t-be laves koep gentle motion
Tu the brenthing of t'ho sea.

There, t-bore Iey hier,
There, tiiero leavo lier,

Our young Ella,
Our ast Ella,

Ella Leed

Ever blooming ns t-le sommer,
Ever hummiiig like t-be bec,

We believed lier sonto lrigit comner
From t- la nd where souls are fre.

Oh, sho was so swcet and lioly,
Motal ne'er eould lovecher li;

And she left us brigit and slovsly
As t-le suinset Iave, thle son 1

Yos %vo've lost lier,
Ever ]ost lier,

Oor swen: Elln,
'Our fiùr Elle,

Our young Elle,
Ella Lec !

Lay lier wliere t-le long grass awecpotl
On thbe bs.rk of t-atny a tro--

W'here thbe lunely willow weopctli
Liko a mournor by t-le ses.

She wna lovoly lio %vas gentle,
Aisal gifted spirits bce;

Folded in a linen me-ntle,
Slumb'ring near t-le aigbing scat

WVe have left lier,
Sadly left lier,

Our fair Ella
Oar yoong Ella,

Our l"-t Elle,
Elle Lere I

JENNY LIND AND) THE BLIND) BOY.

So rnany of t-ho pleasing littie incidents recordeci ini
connection with this benevolent lad-y -have been cor-
tradicted, that it is nùt easy to select those t-bat are au-
tbentic. The fAo;ing, hiowever, possesses an abnun-
ance of poetry and la wortby of being reiterated:

"lA ponr lilind boy, %vho is highly glftod wth mu-
sical talent and who residos ia t-he Northern part of
the St-att, of 'Mississippi,liad expressedl so great anxiety
t-o hear Jeany Lind sing, that his friends raisied a suli-
scription t-o send hilm to, t-bis city te grtify bis wsh--
On arriving here lie accidently took lodginp îithe
sa=e hotel with Mr. Kyle, t-he celebrated ulutist One
evening Mr. Kyle, hearingseevrywd nsee
flute tones, listened for sot-e tinte wituhsurprise, and
as the sounds died away, lie said te b~elf, IlWell,
t-bat felloiv ibinks he cet- play; but now 1Pli juat show
bi- what 1 cen do.-- Talcing up bis flote, Ca played
the air of t-he,& Lest Rose of Suommer,"' with variations.
The blind boy listenied with breathless delizht, and
following t-he sound, he cerne to t-ho door of 9îr. Kyle,
an-d stood there until t-be last note ceased. Wt- a
feclingy of impulse ha could flot restrain, lie knocee4at
the door.

"Coma in,"' said Kyle, and not :recognizxng t-he lad,
said, IlWhat do you want, sir 111

"I arn blind,"' said the boy "and wças clrawn
hit-ber by yo-r swect music. Do tell me wbo ypu
are."

"I arn a t-oor musica "adXle iand amn
traveling with.Jenny Lint-las a flutist'

IlYou are," exclaimed t-be lad. "lOh! sir, do taire
t-e to liear Jennv Lind sing, bacause t-ha price of tick-
ets is se bigli tbat I arn too poor te boy one- Cari't
%-OU take me te bear ber, sir Il' lie continuaâ with
great feeling: 1' have heard sire is so goodt sa enr
ous, s0 prott-y, an:d sings so sweetby, t-bat 1 lever shi
lie hiappy t-ll 1 lient ber."

Mr. K le felt deeply for the boy, an-d proa'ied t-bat
lic would taka but Io bc=r thli lovely Swede. Ac-
cordingly he took the bltid boy t-bat aiglt and seated
bit in a chair hchind thbe scenas. Tire 6iwee, song3 of
t-be Niiebtinigale affectad thbe lad de.eply, and produced
upon ht-rn-i-variad sensations. Bot whien Senny LUn-d
sanz, IlHome sweet Homne," lie n-elted inte tewts.-
On retiting, sbe w-as att-racted liv thte boy's aobbing.
and inouired w-bohte uns. MIr. lyle then told ber the
historyof t-be lad in a fewç words, whbtch rnch inter-
esied ber; an-d sending for him the next day,the poorlad
left t-be geerr'os songatrma, o-te liundrad dollars richer
t-ban %-hen bce reacbed thbe city.--N. 0. Pict--c

Jr.Xt-s LziD*s WL'LLTH.-A correspondent of the
Hote Journal bas written a short article w-hichis
f oing t-be rounds of t-be papers, statin& t-bat Janny
I.ind's w-clth atonntsito $1 ,0O0,OO. Now'wetRave

ou


