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may be tenderly disposed toward Mr. Jones , and I have mourned fo
r

their wives — and y
e
t
, had sh
e

lived ,

may b
e enraptured with Miss Brown . I cannot state I would have seen her the wife of another with a

the reasons o
f

this conviction o
n my heart , further pleasure equal to that with which I witnessed the

than that I have proved it to be true in more cases marriage of my first fair friend , who is now living
than one . I have been honored with the confidence with her artist -husband in some marble palace in the

o
f lovely and high -mindedwomen . I have entertained city of th
e

Cæsars . Therefore a
m I a devout believer

for them a feeling absolutely fraternal . I never , in Platonism .

though they were beautiful , young and accomplished , Were I , adorable Miss Smith , to relate for your
passed in their presence th

e
limits o

f quiet , deep , e
n
-

delectation my experiences in love , you would b
e

1
0
0

. during friendship . I said that the happiness produced much astonished. I could tell things much more re

b
y

this sentiment was more agreeable than that o
f

markable than the affair with the fickle damsel o
f

love . It was disturbed b
y

n
o

fears ; it was over- nineteen . I know you would be delighted to hear
shadowed b

y

n
o

doubts ; it flowed o
n perpetually like them , but I shrink from th
e

task . Tom Moore sings ,

a strong , bright river , whose current was never le
s

sened . Alas ! distance now separates me from the
You maybreak, you mayruin the vase if youwill ,

Bat thescent o
f

the roseswill hanground it still !

first o
f

those fair friends — and the second " is not . "

I stood b
y

the death-bed o
f

the latter ; I held her hand which is doubtless true ; but having n
o greatpartiality

in mine , a
s from her lustrous eyes the light o
f

life de- fo
r

the odor o
f

stale rose leaves , I will not present
parted . I heard her last words--and often in those them to your beautifully chiseled olfactories . Enough
my sad hours , when the curtains o

f

darkness are if I remark , concludingly , that the result o
f my adven

drawn around th
e

earth , they sound in m
y

ears with tures in th
e

fairy land o
f

Love , has left m
e

with but

a
ll

their mournful meaning " Farewell , m
y

best little desire to re -equip myself fo
r

new feats o
f

arms .

friend , " she said , " so live that you may meet me in I'am u
n
-Quixoted . My last aflair did it . I am a

the better land . " I mourned for her a
s

few husbands devout believer in Platonism . P. B.

THE W A T E R M AN .

FROM THE GERMAN , AFTER THE OLD DANISH .
BY C

.
P
.

CRANCH.

“ O , MOTHER, give megood counselandaid ,

How shall I meetthebeautifulmaid ? "

She built him a steed o
f

thewatery wave ,

And a bridle andsaddle o
f

sandshegave.

She dressedhim like a knight so gay ,

And 1
0 Mary's church -yard h
e

rodeaway .

He tied h
is

steed a
t

thechurch door ,

He went roundthechurch threetimesandfour .

The watermaninto thechurch thenwent ,

While greatandsmallaroundhimbent.

The prieststood a
t

thealtar there,

And cried— “ What paleknighthavewe here ? "

Then smiled to herselfthe lovelymaid

" O would thepaleknightwere mine ! ” shesaid.

He steppedover onestoolandtwo :

" O , maidengive m
e

your troth so true . ”

She gavehimher handright willingly ;

“ Here hastthoumy troth - I'll follow thee . "

They went with themarriagecrowd away ,

And danced a
ll fearlesslyandgay.

They danceddown o
n

theoceanstrand ;

They were alonenow , hand in hand.

“Hold , beautifulmaid, mysteedforme
Theneatestlittle ship I'll bring to thee ! "

And when theycameuntothesand,

Then a
ll

theshipsturnedinto land.

And when theycameupontheSound,

The beautifulmaidsunk o
n

theground.

And long uponshorethey heardthecry
Of thebeautifulmaidcomeshrieking b
y
.

I counsel y
e
, maidens, a
s

well a
s
I can

Go not to dancewith theWaterman.

SONNET .

" SOME FELL BY THE WAYSIDE . "

B
Y

ELIZABETHOKESSMITH, AUTHOR O
F
“ THE SINLESSCHILD, " ETC.

Not yet , notyet , o
h pilgrim ! castaside

The dustysandal, and thewell -worn staff ;

Athirst and fainting, yetmustthouabide
Oneperil more - andstrength in thy behalf
Shall onceagain b

e

born - it is thelast !

Thou sinkest b
y

the lonelywaysidedown ,

And life , o'erspentandweary , ebbethpast.

The lengtheningshadows o
n thy pathare thrown ,

And thou wouldst rest, forgetful o
f

life's dream,

Deluding, vain , andempty, andhere d
ie
.

Not yet ! not yet ! therestill is left onegleam
To onward lure thy toodespairingeye ;

Gird o
n thy staff, theshrine is yet unwon ;

Oh ! losenotthou theprize , b
y

this lastwork undone.


