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MY SISTERS.

Lixs, flywera that saftly bloom together, ,
Upon ana fair and fragile stem,
Mingling théir sweets in sunny weather,
flrd strantgo rudb hands Have parted them
So weroe we linked unto each gthet,
Swcot Sistars, 1n our childish hours;
For then ono fond and gentle Mother
To us was liko tho stem to flowers.

Slio, was the goldon thread that bound us
1 one bright chain togather hero.

Tilt Death unlovsed tho cord around vs,
And we were sovered far and reat.

The flowerot's atem, when broko ot shattered,
Must cast its blossems to tho wind,

Yot rodnd the buds, though widely scattered,
The same soft porfume atill we find.

And thus, although the tio is broken
That linked us round our mothes's knee,
Thy momory of words we've spoken
When we were children light and free,
Will, like the perfumo of cach blossom,
Live in our hearts wherd'er wo roam,
As whon wo slcpt on one fund bosom,
And dweft wirthin one happy home.

I know that changes have como o'cr us;
Sweet Sisters, we arc not the same ;
For different paths now lio before us,
And all three have a different namo:
And yeot, if Sorrcw's dimining fingers
Hava shadowed o’ct each youthful brow,
So much of light around them lingers
1 canpot trace thuse shadows now.
Ye both have thosg who love ye only,
W hoso decatest hopes ate_yound yo thrown;
While like a strcam that wanders loncly,
Am [, the youngest, wildest qne. -
. My héart ja like the.wind-that besroths . . - . -
Sweet scents upon its unseon wing—
The wind that for no creaturg™tareth,
Yot slen!q’t'h sweets from every thing.
] - Sty S O U M :.-.«:,,. P
It hath nich thoughts, for ever leaping
. Up, like the waves of flaghing scas,
That win their music still are” keeping
Soft time with every fitful breeze.
Each lcaf-that in the bright air.quivers,
The sounds from hidden solituges,
. And the dcep flow of far-off rivers,
And the loud rush of many floods—

All these, and more, stir in my bosom
Feelings that make my spint glad,

Like dew.drops shaken in a blossom ;
And-yet thero is a something sad

Mixed wath. those thoughis, like clouds that hover
Aboye usan the.quict gir,, , |

Veiling the moon’s pale beauty over,
Liko a dark spirit brooding there.

But, Susters, theso wild thoughts were never
Yours, for ye would not love like me

To gazo upon the stars for ever—

~ To hear-tho wind’s wild melody;

Ye'd rather look on smiling faces,
And linger round a cheerful hearth,

Than mark the stars’ bright hiding places
As they peep out upon the earth.

But, Sisters, as 1. stars of gven
Shrink from Day'e golden, flashing eye,
And, mchiiog in the deiths of heaven,
Veil their soft beama ‘wiihin the sky;
+ So will we pass, the joyous.heatted, .
The-fond, the young, like stars that wane,
Till every link of enrth be parted,
To form in heaven one mystic chain®

———
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AMELIA.

TurskiNG feads man to knowledge, He may see and hear, and
read and learn whatever he pleases, and as much as he pleases:
he will never know anything of it, except that which he hes
ihought over, that which by thinking he hos made the property
of his mind. 1s it then saying too much, if I say that man, by

,.thinking only, becomes truly man. Take away thought from
man’s life, and what  mains 7—Pestalozzi.

o To tho Editress of The Calliupean.

Manan,—In my note to the question reproposed in tho 8th number of the
Calliopcan, instoud of saying that ** Olmsted has given an :rroncous solution
to tho question, I should have sid, from tho manner in which the question
is expressed, it admits of two solutions. I shall, in duo time, send you tho
solution of tho socond case of the question, 1 send you two nows probloms,
which I hope will prove accoptablo and nsoiul to somo of your readers.

I am, Madam,

Yours truly, &ec.,
. ARITHMETICUS.

A ship camo to anchor, and aficr poying out forty fathoms of cablo she
was 50 fathoms from her buoy, which floated porpondicu arly over hor an.
chor. Thodopth of tho water is goquired, without the application of Algebra.

Glanford, April 5th, 1848,

A cortain sum of money being put at interest oight months, amounts to
£772 10s.; tho samo sum put out ut tho same rato for filtcon months, would
amount to £792 3s. 94, Required the sum and the rato por cent, without
algebra or doublo positions,

From ‘A Prosingupon Poetsy’ In the last Bla~kwood
WORNSWORTH-~ BYRON.

It is only by understanding and keuping in view the exact office
of poetry, that any fuir defence can be mude for such writings as
those of Byron. The beneficent influcnce of such a poet as
Wordsworth, no one will dispute. He not only leads to reflec.
tion, but reflection of the purest kind. He has taken it for his
province even to correct many associations, which, other poets
finding in the minds of men, havo taken advantage of, without
calculating their tendency. ° It has beon his peculiar achieve.
ment to extend our sympaliies townard the neglected and forgot.
ten, towards the humble and the weak, who neced them not the
less because they havo few qualitics to attract thiem. . Witness
that hle piece, *“The Cumborland Beggar® which throws so sin.
gular o charm over a torpid slow old man, creeping slong tne
Ighway with his head beat to tho carth, not moke by age and
infirmity than with sluzgish apprchension.  The old man creeps
along with scarco a thought-—no ficti‘ious sentiment is infused
into his mind—no ideal graco is added to his figure—there is
notlung in all this picturc but the simplest reality—there is no-
thing new but the poet’s heart, which, however, has cirsled its
object with so singular an interest, that it is impossible for any
one who has read ths poem, ever again to look with apathy up.
on one of those old children of the earth.  Of such writings there
will not be two opinions. But what are we to say of his cotem.
porary, Byron? His teaching cxtends not our sympathies, but
our contempt, over mnnkindg and justifics this arrogance towards
others by an equal self-disparagement. He teaches his pupil to
despise the homely expedient of regulating the passiops of his
own bosom, and to preserve the tunwit, and with it the wild li.
cense of infinite complaint. In his own vivid phrase, we are
*half dust, half deity,’ Ho does not raise what is in us of divine,
but teaches us perpetually to contemplate with bitterpess that
part which is dust and clay. He teaches half the lesson, and
there leaves his tortured and disquicted reader, If every baok,
especially of poetry, were igoked on asa sole instrucfor, who
would not feel compelled {6 denounce such writings? But ma.
ny books, many thoughts, much contradictory spd perplexing
and turbulent matter, go to the making up of a qultivated mind,
Lvery mode of thinking has its place ; and the vety best is not
the bost until it has been viewed in juxtaposition withh others.
He who has read, and felt, and risen above the poetry of Byron,
will be for life a wiser man for having once been thoroughly ac-
quainted with the morbid sentiments” which there met with so
full and powerful an expression. And so variously are we con-
stituted, that there are some who find themselves best roused to
vigorous and sound thinking by an author with whom they have
to contend. 1 hore are those who can better quiet their own per.
turbed minds by watching the extravagances of a stronger maniac
than themselves, than by listening to placid strains, however
cloquent. Some there are, who seem destined to find their en-
trasce into philosophy, and into its calmest recesses, through the
avenue of moody and discontented reflection.
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