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TIUE MOUNTAIN COTTAGE.

'Twvas hier own fond request, and she chose out the spot,
Near an aid wiitlier'd cli, that bends o'er the fountain

Whiclà springs fromn beneath it, a thatch cover'd cot
To build on the sie of yon dark distant inountain.

1 buit hier the cottage; and îramed a green bowcr,
WVith, myrtie and woodbiine around it perfttming

Vhe garden of roses, and home of cach flower,
Thiat could charm, and delight in its, loveliness blooniing.

And there stood the- harp, w hose soft seraphie sound,
w Wheu touch'd hy lier liand in. the calmriess of even,

Would stream thro' the depths of the valleys around,
Like a strain framn the skies of the music of heaven.

And 01h, ive lived happy-as, happy as love,
In its fullness of blissful endearment could make us;

Nor deem'd aur enjoysnent so fleeting could prove-
Tliat Life's fond joyous dream should sa sudden forsake us.

But woman will err; and man scarce can forgive,
When the heart which lie took ta his bosomn deceives hirn,

And plants there a sarrow which, ever must live
In thse mem'ry of past jays of which it bereaves him.

That cat is in ruins, the garden a 'waste,
And thse vaice of thse seraph-toned lîarpstrings will never.

Again fling its speîi round sny soul, ar be traced
lu the sweet mountain echo,-tis sllenc'd forever.

Ch 1 weep, when 1 Iook to*the fàr mountain cot,
And think, ere the bliglit of' destruction came o'c'r it,

IIow briglit ivas the charm that once hallow'd thse spot,
And gladden'd a heaa-t which but lives ta deplore it.
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