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And since tliut hour 'midst youth's much fic-

Mo tlioiiplil,

Tinio on my soul Some ii oppy liour.s lim

wruufilil.
YcrI in tlio^o soasnns when tho Irnvelicr sees,
JI'lic- irintc.h i.f Orinn, or ihc I'lcimles.
i\slirnvetrs tiocmrnnl lamp rose ofl' the deep,
<'r Irofii I'fir plnins hir Irnj^ic visnno popp.
Or lloat all sullen tiiroiigli lli' atlicrinl blue,
And lingo tho eilgos with u aickiv hue,
i\ly (Vit'iid and I wilii fluto have piny 'd the while
boiue ll>iiin, or |)ulce JDjinuin on the style.

' • •

• Tlii< yniin^ friond ihoil oC n dopp Consumption liis

lii»l Murds wrre

—

'Iliijiiiy:— Ilijipij':.'

No spot in the inLurha of London, has hornc
on its IjoHiim, tiitire motley proups from tiinn

to lime, than Keimingtoii Common. There
on the Sal)hnth day, you inayliavc pccn nt

mio time; (he I'rrntliinker, tho Owcnitc, iho
Socialist, flic Charlist, tho Johanna t'dulhcnti-
itc {Mr. ('irpentcy.) and tho more orderly and
ronsistent 'J'eiit rrcachcr, wiili their haiid.s of
lienrers around them. Jlere too have hccn
rrrctod the J luslings, where ihe f'anilidaics
lor Parliament have addressed themselves to
fo their (.'onstiluenls. IJere too, you may
«innd as a spectator, and witness the return of
the (Jiitled IVulrlics ) trotn JCp-om UaceB-
Landau's, Chaises, l?iitcher's carts, J)onkey
iiiiclis, nnd even dog carls lif they be
lillowcd\ drivin* through the dust one against
another; characters of all grades mingled to-
getlicr; some with rueful countenances, others
unholily elated, with tlio (iamestcr's gain ; all

flashing along, from thc')-r/i';iffr din, uiid '^t«-
tiicl' O'lifusion of the Race Course.

l?ut here you may enjoy your.^nlf on a more
serene 0|)portuiii(y, when in the pleasnnl
month of .June you may hchold tho Ainat<uir
Cricketers, the trap, bat, and ball boys, liie

nursery maids playing abnut with their little

ones, the kites llittering above in the air, and
the lowing kine wandering onward. 'Tis here
] have watched the lingering and long twi-

light ol'n niidsumrner eve. 'i'lio hues on
this page were composed there in such a sea-

son, wlien youtlil'ul imagination removed me
from my favorite resort, ntid placed me liejond

my native land. The Terrace relVired to was
opposite tlie Horns Tavern, but on the other

side ofthe common, very near it stood a lirirn-

ptopo manulactoiy; lietwecn the two ran a

laPH which led yoi to Camberwi II Oiccn.
Do you know this spot my Header:; well

then now gn on a Utile farther. Let iis climl>

lip Dfninark Hill, we now pass the Vox un-
di r ihu lull; the sleepy part \s nearly over-
c.'ine Gentlemen's c<iiintry residences are

i^ti-c cri either ^ide, ly.-k now ovui io\iurd.=

London. Turrets, towers and slorplo*. nro
nil spread about on the view. 6t. Panl,*

stands like n mnstcr-pieec oftho whole. Hut
Ihc thick alrno;apherc is wrridinjCf over from tho
living mass; hearing onwards towards West-
minster The Abbey's pile loolis; gorgeously,
lUit, we must not stop lierc, we'll cross over
In Champion hill, then pass along by n high
fence, sh-rdowcd over with horse chcsniit and
other lofty tree- Turn about riglit ond left

once or twice, here tiien we arc with the \. ido
nnd evtended country on our view. Norwood,
Sydenham, i^treatharn, l'"orcst hill, nnd Dul-
wicli, nro. before us; far beyond is tho quiet
villairc of Heckcnhnm; the white spire tnnv bo
seen peering up between the trees, In tho
dislanre as Car as eye can trace, appears a
dntk woody patch, that is seven oaks. We
must now return to the common, nnd rend
the fancied Emigrant's complaint, being far re-

moved from his favorite spot.

Tim r;.MIGR.\XT'S euMPLAlNT.

dear this is nothinir like home,
Your natures' iinniitnral to me.
The thought it is foreign alone,

Dashes all tho bright proepect I see.

Those Groups which hang over tlic plain.

Those hills and those dales where 1 roam,
TlK'y open the cell of my thought,

And make me hard sigh for my home,

Where the kiln bluely flakes fo the eve,

Where the kite flitters up in the nir.

Where the bellowing cow lakes tho lead'

Oil! glad should I be to be there.

Where tho willow weeps over the stream
Tint shades the low terrace before;

\Viiere the moik child of poverty plays.

1 fear I shall see them no njore.

Tho remaining picees nro called, Twi-
i.innT Rr.Fi.EcTio.N-s. INLn-nAT I\Ium.ngs.

and Pii.r.ow Tuour.iiTS. They are of a st,

rious character, and written nearly the same
time as the foi^ner pieces. 1 have here se-

lei'ted a few of them, and with these I shall

finish my S<jnAi' Hook!!. 1 hope the Render
will noi complain of them being dull or nie-

h nchol;. ; tliongh I would not recommenei
the following lines of Ihe I'oet

—

'O'p.njr 'lis madnep", rail it fo Iv,

You fiiniiot (h»sn iny g'oom .nvay;
TIkM'O SUcIl II SWI;el Ml l>l('l,lll('llolv

,

I would iidl, it" 1 cuuld Ije giiy."

Yet a little of the grave, tends to gohrr
us down, when we have become too buoyant-

1
especially, it itaulnted by true Religion; wo

1 are then prepiiiud lor all the changes of lite

; and lui ihfc i:lv o! perpetual iuippiuvsE to coiiw.
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