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r Mynheer Von Sickleashe Ycars, long years, since then have fled;
oIllued to smiokie his pipe on the stoup in halo e Ythr l auesiehsi
e often cast a longing ghmee towards Still spreads the wood its grateful shade,

'eer o rtland farm; and to his last hour ho i And still flows on the rippling rill.
Scased to hope, that sonie future descen-
of the two faimilies would yet unite the But now, the voice of friends no more

s, which his ancestor the burgomaster, had Falls softly, sweetly, on mine ear;

tl'wisely severed. No kindred spirits, as of yore,
Unite in peaceful converse here.

Not long for me the rill shall flow;
Nor long the sylvan branches wave,

BY CHAaLES SANGSTEa.
I tarry not, but hastening go

reyes t bright es how I love to catch, To join the loved beyond the grave.

tla ghmnpse of those wild bright eyes,
h, as clear as the stars that watch, THE PAUPERS DEATH BED.

in the sumner skies I Bv aR soUTHEY.
I love not the eye
That is small and shy, TaEAn softly-bow the head-

That shrinks from the slightest look ; In reverent silence bow-
M4Y wayward musc No passing bell doth toll-
Would rather choose Yet an immortal sOul

le o that a gaze can brook. Is passing now.

teyes brigit eyes 1-though I do not mean, Stranger 1 however great,
With holy reverence bow:

eêforward stare of a bold young quean, There's one in that poor shed-

om gaze is both cold and rude: One by that paltry bed-
But the full, bright eye, Greater than thou.

That is neither h, Beneath that beggar's roof
er atpt to gaze te long; Lo1 Death doth keep bis state;

Tlhis, tliis ethe one 1
Tisthite oe Enter-no crowds attend-

Thathe id-day un' Enter-no guards defend
t e inspires my humble song. i palace-gate.

eYa1bright eyes 1 1 wiil ever t .iyeTblsh tghteyes fui Il ever love * That pavement, damp and cold,
of those full bright eyes, No smiling courtiers tread;

ooting influence tende to move I One silent womae stands,
e Soul that je sorrow-lies1 Lifting with meagre banda

Induhlgent iseaven
dugnInt heav eA dying head.

las strangely yien
oman, the two-fold power, No mingling voices sound-
To ease the heart, Àn infant wail alone;
Or to fix the dart, A sob suppress'd-again
a look, in affliction's houri . That short, deep gasp, and then

_---_ The parting groan.

ILL BESIDE THE WOOD. Ohi-change-Ohli wond'rous change.-.
S- Burst are the prison bars-

ft, in childhood's blithesone mood, 'This moment tihere, so low, 5
* guided by my wayward will. So agonized, and now%Dorted'lahtyS gnzd n odeath thy shade, green wood, Beyond the stars 1

d traced thy course, meandering rill.
14 r Oh 1 change-stupendous change 1

pastime glided by $ Thre lies the soulless clod;
4141 .joyousthough obrief: The Sun eternal breaks-

à ecludless gaiety The new immortal wakes-
but tiheed n a ifeof gieLWakes vitis his God.


