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beauties of ereation, he reflects, to whom he stands
indebted for all these entertainments of sense, who
ii is that sheds around him such smiles of loveli-
ness. Spring calle upon us to feast upon its soft
and agreeable charms—the murmur of brooks—the
melody of birds—the sunbeams dancing upon the
water—the shade of groves—all invite us. Letus
listen to the call. Let us leave awhile the bustle
and turmoil of the world, and like the bee amid
nature’s fair field offragrance and flowers.

Let us view yon flourishing tree—a short time
ago bare and leafless ; lo, now, an emblem of
the christian divested of the wintry aridity of sin,
and clad once more in the inviting bloom of viitue.
In every blade, leaf, and flower, we behold dis-
played the infinite power of God. This infinite
goodness is visible in the brooks and streams, that,
as they flow, bright and musical, fertilize and beau-
tify the plain and valley. The grandeur exhibited
in universal nature proves his infinite love of his
creatures. When we thus contemplate his won-
derful works, all the blessings he is continually
showering down upon us, we ought to resolve ne-
ver more to offend him, but always to live and fear
him, so that when death calls at our doer we are
ready to wing our way to the glorious land of eter-
nal Spring. :

“The storms of wintry time will quickly pass,
And onre unbounded Spirmg encircle elt. ?

LITERATURE.

SONG OF THE LAST OF THLE CHIEFS OF PARA-
GUAY.
{Addressed to the Jesuits.)
TO THE EDITOR OF THE TABLET.

Sir—As you have announced that a History of Paragusy is
in contemplation, I trust the aecompanying verses may not be
udgod out of season. Ofthe barbanties perpetrated on ihe
indinns, bafore the Jesuits opened for thew folds of shelter,
Muratori exclaime, © Esscmper simile di crudena iniquissi-
mee non st Jegera di alcun pacse O di alcun mazion 4o’ Gen-
uli” tad he lived to sce Francia’s raign of horror, what
would hie have said 7 The one horror preceded, the other fol-
lowoed the littlo republic of tho Reducuons.—1 am, dear Si,
with great respect, your very faithful servant,

Mires Ger:Lp Kreox.

Ths diamond moon of a tropic night,
\Which bad just arisen, behind his prison,
Now batked it in conseless show'rs of light ;
And plaintively swept the breeze along,
\When thus © Azaua,” last chief of Gunyes,
Pourad through the latiice Lis dying song :
 Moan on, thou wayfaring western breeze,
Over tho oceun bear my emnotion,

Ard heartlolt sighs to the Loyolese!

Tell them to-day was my wedding day,
When they were proaching and muekly teaching
The crucificd One in Poraguuy—

In poor and deserted Paraguny.

With dying, reviving, wave-like roll,

Bver appealing to mystic feeling,

Peacefully zounded the deep bell’s toll,
Peacefully, peacefully rung its toll.

Tell them that she, my Christun brude,
Heurd them addressing the nuptisl blecsny
This day ; und this day, this day she died ;
This day of anguish, by murder, died.

Say, that methinks | still hear the chime

Of that marriage bell, and otheis as well,
Which riu,; not, but ougiit, this fun’ral tme,
They sirely th uld ring Ui. fuo'ral tm:!
For, tell them, Francia has also sluin

My grey-huired mother and only bro'her,
Baptised by them ere they crossed the ain—
In happy times, ere they crossed the main,
And add that 1 the Cacique, st die,

1n shame and sorrow, at dawn to-morrow,
Because their mention had made me sigh—
For Loyola’s name oft makes me sigh.
There's no other cause than simply this—

I loved them dearly, well and sincerely :
Faded aad gone is our dream of hliss—
Gone lor ever is that dream of bliss !

St. Parrick’s Day, 1845,
—————

REV. SYDNEY SMITH.

The witty prebend of St. Paul’s died in May-
fair, on Saturday, the 28d ult., in his 77th year.
The following sketeh of his life is abridged from
the Times of Tuesday, the 26th :

‘“ A gentleman of the name of Smith, who resi-
ded at Lydiard, near Taunton, in Devonshire, was
the father of the reverend 2nd learned person
whose name stands at the head of this article. Al-
though his family were inbabitants of Devonshire,
it so happened that the subject of this memoir was,
in the year 1768, born at Woodford, in Essex.
The ancient school founded at Winchester by Wil-
liam of Wykeham was the seat of learning at which
Sydney Smith imbibed his first draughts of know-
ledge. He was elected to New Cnllege, Osiord,
in the year 1780, where, ten years afterwards, he
obtained a feilowship ; but it was not until six
years subsequent to the last-mentioned date that he
took the degree of M. A. He bhad by this time
approached the thirtieth year of his age. The first
ecclesiastical duties “which involved upon him
were those of the parish of Netheravon, near
Amesbury ; and it appears that in that almost soli-
tary situation he resided for about two years.
Here he soon made the acquaintance swhich ripen-
ed into friendship of the wealthy squire, and Mr.
Beach prevailed on Mr. Smith to take charge of
the cducation of the youthful hope of the squire’s
fanuly. With his pupil he set out for Weimar, but
was driven by press of continental politics to
Edinburgh. Sydney Smith had remnined on Sa-

llisbury-plaix; two yeais, and his sojourn in Edin-



