
140 NIAGARA-" MY NOSE."

When arrived at home, fearing he might notice Still the voice of many waters sounds

the traces of weeping on her countenance, she Feep l)enat ita ees r

immediately passed to her own room, where, dis- Ansvering aioud.

missing the girl in attendance, she flung herself Float ever tius thou nisty ebroud,

on a couch, in uncontrollable emotion; To teli the race f men,

Such another night would kill me," she at How much tiere is beneati their vicw,

length murmured, " and yet they call this plea-

sure; oh! what mockery !" and as she spoke, O, fair as siumbering innocence

she tore the wreath from her hair. It became

entangled in her curls, and she approached the aim, beatosig te

mirror to unfasten it. She involuntarily recoiled, Niagara! Niagara!
and covered her face with her hands, as her eye For ever rolling on,

fell on the wan corpse-like figure, it shadowed Earti lias no sight to rival tise,

forth. Falling upon her knees, she asked for No echo to cly toue.

grace, to bear her trials with more fortitude; and Bas orean's self thy life-like spell?

after humbly imploring forgiveness for her fail- Not when round verdant isies,
afte hubly mplringforiveîessGay glearning to the sumnier &un,

ings, and praying that she might learn to forget

that being too dear to her faithful heart, she

arose, at least calmer, if not as yet resigned. When tempests 0cr bu sweep
5

(To be continued.) Tisu'tis tie wiid Nvings of the air

That rouse the trouisled deep.
NIAGA RA. 0toi ih n aet

BY c. P. Forever roiling on,
'Tis the voice of many waters- Eartslbas no siglit to rival thes,

In hoarse and ceaseless flow, No echo to thy toue.

Burats on the sight the ssave-capped height,
The sheet of living snow. MY NOSE."

Nearer, its thousand cataracts, MY DEÂs GARLAIND,

And gushing on the view,Ànd ushng n tie vewYuur pages not unfrequentiy contain verses '0s'f
Whirling their wreaths of snow-white foam tieir suthors suppose pretend not a litie to tie ti

O'erther tdesof cea's ue.poetry; but i doubt ninci whsther the whole thst
O'er their tides of ocean's hme.1 btlg

pres'iou-i]y sîpeareti in theni, cari bost of neariy il as.
'Tis the voice of many waters- as jeintained iii the fo]ioving unes. Thé pet 1O

Thou may'st catch each varied tone, siebualiy permstted b waider front the strict lin oftrutb,
froni seep, fom edd deepgis ing foul scope to lus imuaginationu; hene thse s

From rock, fromr steep, from eddy deep,t u putry, &. " but in ti
Ere they mingle into one. stance tie poetry consiste lu jus lsisive trutlfulu5e1 t I

'Tis the voice of many waters- mnearenust to sluork tise ouie f our teadrr%

From where Superior fi!is werc rccuty received fruu a witt ciericul patient,

His cavern'd hold in earth's deep breast, were a reiîy to a suspicion "Chat lie was
uiosoluugy,'* wrilten oit the paper containi,îg cuirer faf

From a thousand thousand rills.tfoFronia tiousad thosandnusfor the proper emiuioyuent of a prescripîtionu se"
1 ~i

'Tis the voice of many waters- tie purpuse of relieving an inliamed conditin O

Echoing wide on either shore, nasal apendage
Where stili the red-cross banner streans- IYoure the Nosologist, b't dont suppose

Where it shall stream no more. Yon know the anguish wbich ny poornose knOWSI

'Ti the voice of many waters-du ing, red as any rose,

List!-for it sinks and swells, Purple at point as from a shouer of blows;

Of impulse caughit from shores remote,Trobbing sd aching as eci inute gos,

That awful cadence tell. Burning like tire, you'd tbiîuk it 1d been froz e.
Thatawfi cdenc tels.And, worst of ail, suspiciously it shows,

'Tii the voice of many waters-' îta husiig point to every wag wio goes;
The whirling eddies deep, And instautiy the wicked scoffer cros,

In hoarse and ceaseless roar respond Winks wit hieys, and hints of Athol brose.
To the falling torrents sweep. Suri tioughts distract, tiey banisi ail repuse,

Would'st thou behold those waters meet? Prompt tie disea>e, ant turn my riyme to prose.

Go, fron yon fiat rock's brow, Have pity tiss, ronpssionate my woes,

Mark how the fallen torrents greet Exert your skili-in nercy dose my nose.

The eddying whirl below. Tie sweliing continues-altoug Jhave faithful

Thy fnot la on the dizzy deep, your wash-I am anious to have tie sweuingreduced

On thy b;ow is moistening dew, fore my publie appearance to-morrow-can you helP 0

But that meeting of the waters You nay suppose,
No mortal eye may view. 1 don't want commenta on my nose." .0'

High o'er then floats a plune-like shroud, lu ny opinion, ny dear Garland, tie above i
Certes, no pisysician ever isefore receivsd a sinilo

An ever-wavlng veil, frons a patient; and tiinkîng it too gond to ie 10
Fair as the fairest summer cloud, send it to you to ie immortaiized in your pags- p

And restess utFe gale. Very truly yours,


