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i}lortrg. the loft hand, through n thick shrubby plan- | pitious gales, waft once more to his native
o~ tation, near the centre of which another road | shore, was on his roturn to load her to the

LINES DY MILTON IN 1S OLD AGE.

Thie sidlime and sffecting prod.iction wasbul lately dis
coverd among the remains of our great o;»cgool.—and is
publisbed .. ho reoent Oxford eyition of Mifton 8 Worka

T am old and blind !
Men point at me assmitten by God's frown ;
Aflicted and deserted of my kind :

Yet ] am not cast down,

Tam weak, yot strong:

§ murmur not that § ao longer see:

Pour, old and helpless, I ihe more belong,
Father Supreme! to Thee.

O merciful One !
When men ate farthest, then Thou art most near,
When (riends pass by, m; weakness shun,

Thy Charlot] hear.

Thy glarious face
1aleaning towards me ; and lis holy light
Shines in upon mdlloncly dwelling place,
And there i3 no more night,

On my dendod knee,
1 ize thy purpose, clu.ld showa .
My vislon Thou hast dimm'd (hat I may see
Thysel{—Thysclf alone.
1 havo natght to fear :
This darkness la the shadow of Thy wing:
Beueath it 1 am almost sacred . hiere
Can come no evll thing,

O1 [ seem 10 stand
l‘unbh;f. whiere 100t 01 mortal ne’er hath been,
n

Wrapp the radiance of Thy sinless land,
Whict. eye hath never seen
Vistons come and o :
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng,
From aogels’ 1 scem to hear the flow
Of'soft and holy song.
1t ls nothing now
When heaven is opening on my sighlless eycs
Whea aurs from Paradise refresh my brow

Theo earth in darkness lies.

My being Bl Wil mprares, fthought
with rapture~waves o
.u’n in upon my spirit—strains sudblime o8
Break over me unsought.

Give me now my lyre!
1 hin sy bosemm Kloea ancantly &
m gluws ancan
i Litby go skill o!mlng =

Literature,

THE POOR OLD MAN.

{Continued from our lasl.)
- THE THIRD STAGE.

"The L Eaay beeaths i Nolleat vour
‘Yet shadows dim the spiritstrath.”?

BSome three miles distant to the Northwest
of the little village there stands a solitary Jit-
dle house on tho acelivity of a gentle hill,

, fromthe gabloof which was swong out a
heavy sign-board with the rather attrabtive
MROHD T '
R e s heh toodia on
, .
This was the tendezyous of many a weary
jedestrian who ot the faith of the mouto, turn-
#d i fo refresh himeelf as ho journayed fo tho
hill éountry. | Fiotn this point, 2 road led offto

struck off at a ncnrlr right angle, still towards
the left.  Along this road one ovening in
carly epring, a tall, athletic, and somowhat
woather beaten youth, waselowly wandering.
with quivering stor and agitated look. Now
and again ho would pluck a twig from a fir
shrub, and suck its resinous juice while ho
muttered something to himsolf, the import of
which could not ho gathored, He passed the
little house without his accustomed salutation,
and just as tho sun was making the summit of
tho Argyleshire mountains, he turned off to
tho left, and pursucd his courso until he reach-
ed Ivy Bank tho residence of Mr. Edward
Ramsay.

Hero in rural rotiremont tived Helen Jeftrey
the niece of Mr. Ramsay, a handsomo young
lady, with somewhat of a pensive cast of coun
tenance, occasioned partly, perhaps, by its be-
ing continually shaded by a rich profusion
of raven colorod tresses, loosely curled all
round, and flowing gracefully, around her fine-
ly sloping shoulders. Sho had boon trained
with pious care by an affectionate mother ;
bat that kind parent had fallen a vietim to ex-
cossive grief occasioned by tho sudden death
of her hushand, tho Rev. Mr. Jeflrey, who
was thrown from his horse, one evening in
returning from a meeting of Presbytory, und
was dragged in the stirrup until life was ex-
tinct. ‘Fhoir only child thus left an orphan
In the world, was consigned to the care of her
uncle and aunt Mr, and Mrs. Ramsay, by
whom she was much beloved. Mr. Rameay
having been fortunate in his mercantile Eur-
suits, had some years previous to this purchas-
ed the small gstate of Ivy Bank, and retired
to enjoy the sweeta of relaxation and solitude,

To this sequestered spot Charles Marshall,
liad frequently turned his steps, and often
did he, and the thoughtful Helen wander in the
coppice-wood when the moon’s pale beams
had spread 2 silvory sheen o'er fern and furze.
But on the night in question there was some-
thing in Ins look which betrayed considerablo
emotion. The secret, however, was soon ex-
plained. The return of his dissipated brother
rendered it necessary that he should on the
following day depart to take charge of the
vezsel, A twofold weight, thus ﬁreycd upon
his sg:‘i;sf-the disgrace of his brather, and
bis abrupt departure, He felt deeply at thought
of parting so unexpcctedl{ from one around
whom all hia affeetions had centred; yet
they consoled each other with the sweet re-
fiection thatat the conclusion of another voy-
sge their union would be sealed. All was
quiet a8 midnight, ere he again passed the
little house, even Lo creaking sign-board was
still and motionless, so that his reverie was not
disturbed,. untid the streaks of light 1n the
northera sky reminded him that a new day
had dawned. Having vowed eternat fidelity,
they had parted—he to purswe his trackless
course through the Indian Ocean,~and the
lovely Helen to her silent chamber, there to
feed her i:ﬁimﬁon with fond thoughts of
that endeared oney~—who, should fatea pro-

hymenonl altar.
How truly has tho poet enid,
Ahme ' the course of true love never dil run emooth,

Oiten has this sentument beun fully venified §
but, perhaps, nover more eo thau in the pros-
ent instance. Spring with its gomal show-
«m:.i and blinks of sunehino glided swifily past,
and summer with all its refulgence and ite
languishing heat had fully come, whon a visie
torarnived atlvy Bank,-glr. Androw Thomp-
son a distant rolative of Mr, Romeny’s—a
morchant in the Metropolis, camo to apond &
few weeks with hus fricads, amoang tho rural
scenery of the North,

Novor before could My, Thompson bo pre-
vailed upon to leave the counting-house. The
ono idea, of making mounoy gave all his
thoughtsa golden tingo, and so absorhed bus
mind that he could think seriously of nothing
olse. Two smart attacks of bilious fover
rondered it nocessary, however, that he shoutd
for a time forcgo his wonted pleasure, Nor
had he cause to regrot his visit, for the bracing
air of Ivy Bank, cfiectod a wonderful improve-
ment on his plodding and earc-worn system ;
and, in return for tho daily pleasure of which
ho was deprived, a new, and holier joy wase
croated within him, Thero wasa secrot waitch-
ory in the pensive luok of that amiable, and ac-
complish young lady, an and irresistibly in-
sinuating charm In her animated cunversation,
which touched a chord in his heart, that never
vibrated bofore, 'I‘hou‘i,vh naturally rotired and
unassuming, and rondered even more so, by
her peculiar tpoaition towards the young cap-
tain yot out of in respect to her Uncle, sho en-
deavoured to make horself agrecable to his
guest; and the worthy merchant while prose-
cuting his daily walk with the family, in the
meadotv, or on the hill side, or retired to the
little arhour to oniioy the cooling ehade, felt,
that more after all was needed than gold, to
constitute felicity. His heart, set for amassing
wealth as the chief good, ineensibly became
mellowed, and susceptible of impressions—if
not of love,~—at least of holy friendship.

It was now his delight to wander in the
shade, when the réfreshing breczo,~—laden with
the fragrance of the sweot-brier and the wood-
ruffe, and the thousand wild flowera that
bleomed around,~—imparted.to bis mind tho
mnost pleasing sensations ; bat, as a natursl
consequence, he tould not wander alone. In
vain would the flowers exhale thelr balmy
odours, if hs was not otherwise interested in
his walks, and no one could so highly contri-
bute to his Lappiness as Miss Jeffrey. The
« Harebell,” the sweet “ Forget me Not,” the
Jasmine and the Honeysuckle, as well 2s all
the other treasuges of Flora, wero aliko stran-
gers to DMr. Thompson, and each furnished
.natter for an explanatory lecture from the fair
gmfossor, whose attention jn'heor retirement had

een somewhat turned towards the science of
Botany.

The gebial weather, tho delightfal scenery,
and the comfortable suciety, warmed the re-



