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BV MRS, Mooniy,

' Tus: following song,

taken from a Collection of-
ushing blast Ol Euglish Sungs and Docms, recently printed
L eddies Iy, ;

for the l’ul'é.\"SucieLg', is worth the reading. . It
Wiirling the sear leaves pust, : :
T Beneath my feet, to.q :
. : - Nature her ro

o, Autumn, thy
Sweeps i

is the conversation of & “silly old mun,” with o
ulem sings

: In many a whaingdve tone,
L As to the wind she Hing,
at ! Sud music, all her own, .

highwayman, whom he encountered, when “roing
lo pay his rent :—
“Tam but 2 siily ol nian,
Who furms o picee of groumd;
My halt-year rent, kind sir,
Just comies to forty pound.

Thé murmur of the rilf -
13 hoarse and sullen now, ;

* And the volee of joy is seilt
In grove nng leafy bough, B

© There’s not n single wreath, .
Of all Spring's thousand flowers,

+ To strew “ier hier in denth,
Ord

It makes my rent to be Inrge,

her fuded bowess, I've just to Day him fourseore.’

"Yhear g spirit'sigh -

. Where the mecting pines resound,

- Which lells meall must die,
o As'the ear dies o’ the ground.
The brightest hopes'we cherish, |
Which own ninostal trust, - -
But blaow awhile to perlsh, :
-And moulder in the dust.

‘You sbould not lave told anyhody,
:For thieves they ure gangl )
Tfllu.-_)"wt.n_l to' light upon you

Th

would rob you of e¥ery penny,
. | B

© But ;ny lnud!o.n.l'n not beew nt hame—

{
B .7 ‘
g i - 1've not seen him twelve monch ur'luur.c;‘
R
{
? .
{
D
§
|

2ves L feur on ny side'
¥ money is sql‘e In my Dbag:
n which 1 rid

s the old niuy,

il

iIn'the suddle

. i .
;- Swéep on, thou rushing wind,
Thou art nusle to tisite car,’
; Awnkening 'n'my mind
A voice § love lo hear.’
The sranches o'er my hend o )
Send fortliu tender moan; [P
o, Like the wail above the dead
'1Is that sud and solernr
R T

i Mg they were n-riiling along, : :
And riding down'g ghyn,
The thief pulled oy o pistol, -
" -And bade the old man stand still, : B

i
i

o . :

The old men was érnfty and f::lsu, ‘
AR i this world are tnng; |
L : TR '_- . e Hung nis suddle o'er the hedye, - 4
‘Though all thirigs perish he I LT And suldys Fotel 1ty if thow'tt huve any.: " -
N The spirit cannot die, - m o L [ e . T .
It oivns'y brighter sphere, . g T P R v,

; A home i son e gy, Lo * - This thief got OfF his horse, . | L
"3 R The sou’ will flee away, - ot . With conrage stgit i bold, "
" And whien the silent clod To xenrch the old iny's bagg,  *
Enfolds my mouldering clay, And guse llilfl his horsy to Jluln}._

S Shall Nve ngin wich God! ’ :

Tha old min put foot in'stireup, ¢ -
And he got on astride, + -

Ue set the thiePy horse jny
You need not tel

:Whero Attumii's chitry blnst,
© 20 Shall nover steip the vowers, -
T Orey. W er cast e
LA igh{ipon the flowers H i
But Spring in all her Lloom,
For ever flourish there, )
Aud the childven of the tom),
“ Forget thls world of care,

gnllop—. o
1 the old i by i,
g : s !

. il i
i 7" This thiefhe was nyt content, - - o
SR : e tlmuglx_tlthéru nust bg hugs,.

S0 he up With his rusty swopd,
s And ql;umn_cd_mu olfl_sgu'ldlu

YAt

 rogs,

e e ! The old nan gallopped and rog,
“The c""l,dr:;: |l|ho ]"‘m’ N‘_‘“"’"' o Untll hy y\'aunhnuxiéhi.-nt,“ P
“Dentliy tidoless oceun o'er, T e T ' eiug Lo'hls indlord's oysc,
And Hope's blest nnehor cast A s
A . And he pald him 3y

On that bright eternal shores.., - . N ce el
Who sought, ll‘xrgugh {I![n_ who Lled .

- Their erring mén to save, . i
A Sun, whose henms shall alid "
A light upon the grave | R
i G P

s whole year's rent

- o open

ed this l;uguo's pox.-lmnr'nllo—
Tt was glorlons for to bohold 5 .
' There was five hung

; Aud’othcr five husi
T DR
i R

dred I gold, -,

red pound in mopey, -




