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LUNES TO A SKELETON.

FirTY years. ago the London Mforning Chronicle publishied a poem
.entitled "Lines to a Skeleton," 'which excited inucli attention.
Every effort, even to the offering of a rewai'd of fifty guineas, wvas
vainly made to dîscover the author. Ail that ever transiired -mas
that the poemü, in a fair, clerkly lband, -was fo-und near a skeleton of
romnark.ab]e beauty of form and color, in the museui of the Royal
-College, of Surgeons, Lincoln's Inn, Liondon, and that the Curator
-of the muisenin had sent them to, M r. rerry, editor and proprietor
ýof the Miorning ChironîcIle. We reprint it here:

" Behold this ruin! 'Twas a skull.
Once of ethereal spirit full;
Th is narrow ccli was Iife's retreat,
This space wvas tho'ught's mnysterious seat:
What beautxeous visions filled this spot
*With dv.eams of pleasure long forgot!1
Nor hope, nor joy, nor love, nor fear,
ila-ve left one trace af record here.

" Beneath, thiis mouldering canopy
Once -shone the brigbit and busy eye;
But start not at the dismal void!1
If social love that eye employed-
If wvith no la-Nless fime it gleanmed,
But throughi the dews of kindness beamed-
That tye shial bc forever bright,
When sun and stars are sunk i nicght.

" Within this hollow cavern biung
The ready, s'fand tumeful tongue;
If falsehood's honey it disdainecl,
And -\vhen it could not praise wvas chained;
If bold in virtue's cause it spoke,
Yet gentie coneord neyer brokze;
Thîat sulent tongue shahl plead for thee,
Wblen time uinveils etemnity.

" Say, did these frugers delve. the mine,
Or with its envied rubies shine ?
To hew the rock, or mrear the gem,
Can littie now avail to them.
But if the page of truth tbey sougbt,
Or comfort to, the mnouruci brougbt,
These bauds a, richer ineed shall caim
Than ail that -wait on wvealth or fame.


