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FOR THE CASKET.
THE POLES.
Hark ! the trumpot's peals in gladness fow
From Kosclusco's {and,
O'er crinison combat's vivid glow,
And Poland's martial band.

On sons of frecdom ! vietory,
The trumpet loud procinims;

On sons of freodom ! Yiberty
Now crown thy Heroes namaos.

Scee!? tho Cossack flies in dire dismay.
Befurs Skrzynecki’s troop,

Whlle round his warriors gory, A
Or fly with scronming boopfler/3 2y )

Tho Russian hoor bodew'd with gore,
Now smiles ugon his fate,

And turns his eyos benighted o'er

With black revengeful ha
Look! a toar of iggm from his eyo,
- ‘Slow o'6rhis cheek doth roam,
1is manly breast beaves forth a sigh,

WVhilo thinking on-hls home.

BRITON.

' NIAGARA FALLS.

The following lines were written by
M#:. MeCledry, ‘the comedian, on visiting
«Terminotion Rock,”” in 1828, hut never
before published. The author handed
them to the Editor for insertion in the Cas-
ket, when at this place a few weekssince,

* ‘Look! ook up ! the spray is dashing—
Roaring waters foaming sweep :
- Q'er our heads the torrents clyshing,
Hurling grandeur dowa the steep.
Oh mortzl man! beneath such splendor,
How ‘trifling, empty, vain and poor §
Prepare then, sinner, to surrender
All thouglits unhaliowed or impure,
remendous is the scene ai:oqnd uss
¥ Oh mark how wild the waters ring i
Terrific columns, bright, surround s~
Grand srethy works oh God our King.

+THE DEW-DROP.
The brightest gem cannot surpass
The deily drop on a blade of grass :
Thus neture’s smallest works combine
To herald forth a hand divine !
Shall man the noblest wark of all,
With reason blest, a sceptic fal!? -
Behold thy form of wondreus skill,
With faculties that move at will,
How perfoct, and bow rarely fit,
Andall in all so esquisite,
That reason’s eye but with a séan
Proelaims—a God created raan !

THE WiSH
Aine bo o cot baside the hilly
A bee.hive's fium shall soothe my ear*
A willowy brook, that turns o mill,
With many o fall shall inger ncar.

The swall,w oft, beneath my thateh,
ghall twitter from her clay built nest.
Oft shall tho piigrim 1ift tha lagch,
And shure my meal, 8 welcomo guost.

Aronnd my iviod poreh sball spring,

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dewy:
And Lucy at hor wheel shall sing,

In russet gown and apron blue.

The village church amang the trees,
Where first our marriags yows were givon
With merry peals shall swell the breezo,
And point with taper spiro to heaven.

From the N. Y. Mirror.
SERENADE FOR MAY.
Come, Julia, love, "tis morning,
Ol winter's jrassed away ;
Arid geuntle spring relurning,
Leadsin the blusliing May.
The dazzling sun appearing,
Lights-up the castern wood,
And many n wanton cluud its form
Bathes in his radiant flood.

Night's shadows are receding,
Before his heavenly ray :

And the blue mist melts-as doublsof thee
Pass from my-sonl awag.

On haste ! the crirason beams are now,
O'er meadow. grove, and hower ;

And softly hums the golden bee
Round every open flower.

BACHELORS.
As one clouds in Autumn oves
As a tree without its leaves,
As a shirt without its sleevos,
Such are bachelors.

As syllabubs without a head,
As Jokes notlaugh'd at when they'r said,
At cucuombers without a bed,

Such are bachclors,

As creatures of another sphere,

As things. that have,no bnsiness here,
As inconsistencien, *tis clear, ’

. SR Such are bochelors,

When lo! as souls in fabled bowers,
As beings barn for bappier hours,
As butterflics on favored flow’rs,

Such aremarried men,

Butah! as thistles on the blast

From every garden bed are cast,

And fade on dreary wastes at last,
So die bachelors.

Then, Thomas, change that grub-like skin,
Your butterfly career begin,
And {ly, and swear that ‘tis a sin

Tobe a bachelor!

MEMORY.

How blest the hours | thien enjoyed,
How sweet their memory still’;

But they have left an aching void,
The world can never fill.

Sir Tsaac NEWTON'S COURTSHIP,—It ir
snid that Sir Tsnac Newton did once go n
woning, ang ns he was expected, hed the

rentest induigence paid 10 his little pa.
culiarities, which ever nccompany great
geniug.  Knnwing be was fond of smok.
ing. the Indy nsidunusly provided him with
a pipe, and they were gravely sented to
open the business of Cupid. ~ Sir Isaac
mude o few whiffi—seemed at a loss for
something—whiffed agpin—and at last
drow his chair nenr to his Indy—n panso of
sumo minntes ensued—Sir lsanc sermed
still more uneasy—Oh! the timidity of
some! thonght the lady—when lo, Siv

| fsnac got hold of her hand—now the pal-

pitntion began—he will Kiss it no doubt,
thought she, and then the matter is set-
tled  Sir Jsnnc whiffed- with rrdoubled
fury, nnd drew the cnptive hand near his
fiead ; abeady thd expected salulation
vibrated from the hand to the heart, when,
pity the damsel, geotle render! SirTsanc
only raised the fair hand, to make the
fore finger what he much wanted— a fo-
bacca stopper !

A pirTi DAY cisTe—The Inte aminble
Duchess of D——e heing anxious to pre-
sent a birth day gift to her soq, Lord H. at
that time a promising boy of seven or
aight years old, desived the little Marquis
10 select the object that would be most

.agreeable to him in the woild. Other

lads wauld probably have chosen a kite
ar & cricket bat—a pany or a gun ; but his
lordship was already blase by such com-
mon pluce enjoyments, # 1 should like,”
said lie, gravely—and the whole family
crowded round to ascertain the splendid
novelty selected by his caprice—1 should
like to have a coal 1cath a paichin it."”

1n some of the villnges.in Kent, when a
manis known to have beaten his-iife, it
is usunl to strew caff before his door ; then
the joke runs through-the town,.that sich
a man whas thrashing-Inst might, asthe chaff
was seen in front of Ins house, Suéh.no-
toriety is said to bo more wholesome res.
traint on bad husbands, than nay legat
enactment,

Scorpive.—1 never knew a scolding
person that was able.to govern a fapnily.

}'What makes people scold? Because they

cinnnot gavern themselves.—How can
they govern ovthers ?—Those who gyvern

'wellure-geneiislly'cglm They are pfompt

and resolute, but Steady and mild.

GranaTical wiT.—A youtk who had
not-long been dmerged from dcholastic
trammels, baving“been smitfern With a
pretty faco, consulted his former preceptor
whether he would advise him to conju-’
gate 2—¢*No,” replied the pedagogue, ¥
should say, by all Taeans, decline. )
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