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At this moment, a turning of the road showed
them the outlines of Paris in the distance. A]-
though that capital did not then occupy the vast ON THE DEATH F MR. WILLIAM SHEE-COextent over which it now stretches, Fabian could EDIAN.
not restrain an exclamation of surprise at the Buried in the Ground azotted to "Strangers."Gtago.
sight of the confused mass of spires, towers and YL.palaces which loomed fantastically through the
light mist that covered the city. The Baron, for CO.IxtNIcATED BY AUREW La moment, enjoyed his natural surprise; then, He is far fromt the home of his life's earP2cKEN.

In the grave of the stranger he's sleeping,other towards Paris. From his few friends of heart, like a dream past away,
"Nor recks how those fond hearts are weeping.

DoZÇ sej4 a vs :ïo cehft rherhe said

in a low, distinct tone. " In a few days, perhaps, Whrnoaetehpsofisyu'sunyor

And me oly arhie pes of rispout'ng; ybors

girl the areprety, A the bear of bis d offin was tusing. ;

ot will ocipy all the thoughts of its numeroust o of wil pleaure w a h ,
na , d, eyr easn en the hand of affection, his life strewed with flowers

Cnairassinby eans or Dan ishn 
TAnte u ody frieudshipoe boun s

come under the lawful rule wuhich it now dis- thesing, daor h a p
f- ash ftres yWhere now are the cares, that with manhood aroseF prgarded hmuse andute atonishment;tAnd with sorrow each prospect o'erclouded?

FabiaTha 
isare ther to bute memury glus ing

b h air sif feari Lre the soirending thougrt that from memoryflows,

bus the Baron the if drienow 
Lett tebdsi o hen irt heriss y rae but a Pscngree ?

muc h, released his brother's armA and spurred onr eids m oe e
his horse. The young De Croissi followed his Where are poverty's ills-where the false worthless
example, and both soon disappeared amid the Whb 

acow
cloud of dust which rose under the feet of their <Where the hart-g1 inrousprt ofaded solesadpod

Ais d igee rds.,Ah g l e! f o an so t he sday s a d pr u

That his life-his profession degraded
(To be continued.) 

Not a joy-not a gloom--not a passion that rushedO'er that breast, with emotion high swelling.But now have subsided-all silent and hushed,In the peace of his dark lonely dwelling 

In the grave of the stranger, we saw hise at rest,

TheUurRd Gda e 
fnd ehis 

place of reposi e ug;

TFei eye ar 
Farwel topolnest, aste usto e

Our girls they are pretty, As the earth 'er ais coffin was closing.

On gienle anu itty

Ane ole, nd therw And ' Farewell to poor Will " shal oft with a sighsa lk te ao ut sp nih As i life-time, recall him around us•
O ir n assia tosanish, And " Farewell to poor Will " shall awaken each tieNor Greeks 'neath their summer skies blue;Thtofndyifresipncbudu.
But give me Our lassies, E'en in moments of bli8,a h atdy hl asAs fresh as the grass is On the streamn of wil isc ashasday shallpassWhen sprinkled with roses and dew 1 "Farewell to poor Will!''n shad fhn low ;ahgas

Tha isthre o is memory glowing.
Each lip is like blossom, 

Oh ! a uhbMYJttMylspsigbe]Each fair swelling bosom Letrnay suca thfuiy bot-m y at pasin bel1As white as the high drifted snow; Let themn breathe o'e -som gre bt me Pin aeeWith eyes softly flashinig, And the world all ben y grmae, but atigfree!Like spring-bubbles dashing e a ogtm
O'er hill-rocks to vadleys below:

All smiling with beauty, 0H PAll doing their duty, 
Ahl !o sm!fondyt aWher ah&l w forlovliergo?1 

drag a life of pain and sorrow .Yet still, sweet Hope, I hear thee say,
O f ursarethe airstBe calm, thine ills will end to-mnorrow."The ousete adrrest,Th

The ureest, and ndest, Th se Norrow comnes, but brings to me
Therets arfnes th trest An e NOcarm disease or grief relieving;Their ees are the bluest , Adamn I ever doom'd to see,
Their piris soe nobe and fee - Sweet Hope, thy promises deceiving ?

Ohi gpiive me nobl anther, e Yet, false and cruel as thou art,
Truelov, siter moterThy dear delusions will 1 cherish .O urne thve choen fotr, me annot, dare not, with thee part,Our wn ae te chsentor e 1Since 

1, alas 1 with thee must perish.


