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FOR THE EXAMINER.
OLD WINTER IS COMING.

New Fersion.
o Wintar is coming. old Winter so dear,
The snow (lakes, and sleigh-bells, proclaim he
18 near
Aad these ara his Heralds— his voices” that
eay,
““The spirit of Summer is passing away."”

Hs dews, ave, and cool, balmy breezes are o’er,

Asd our sveet walks at ave by the silent sea-
shore ;

But what of all that? we now ride through
the dell,

Whera kcho greets Echo, and bids it farewell,

1d Winter is coming ! the frolicsome time,

When robed in our furs and our trappings so
fine, 5

With our fiery black steed, rearing high we
shall zo

¥or many a drive o’er the ice and the snow.

Why the variest despot would envy the life

@{ the youth with his girl—ihe man with his
wife, :

Who san muster atarneut” axd ¢ g quarter”
1o spare

Yo see how they bound throvgh-—slmost thro’
the wir

And to notice the mirth. and the jollity too,

hat's toid by the eve, and enlivens the brow
Qf the party alate with fro'ic and fun

At the thougits of'a skate on the ice, or a run

Who'd dare say that © the musie of childhood

no meore
s borne on the breeze from tha eottager’e doer,
That in joyance of sport no longer are seen

The light-hearted villagers dance cn the green?

Wheu they'd look at the forest of boys on the
hilt,

%20 them mouwnt their light sleizhs and slide
down to the rill—

dud that cot, small but {ull of the hounties of
earth,

and the rosy-cheel’d children that sit round

the hearth.

Mear the old Bagpipespley as they alwayvs have
done, 4

Aad the Fiddle still give the old-fashioned
hum

%ea the old join the young foiks, mnd 2l trip

the tloor,
Te the tuna of “Jack Shepperd” or * Rory
O'Meore”

Sareiy there’s none that should ever complain

Because merry old Winter is coming again,

Or to his hale heralds ¢ nowelcome’ e'er say,

'Tho’ * the spirit of Sumnmer is passing away.”

«*"The snow, like o mantle, is spread o’er the
enrth—

‘Phe birds do not sing in the land of their
birth— 5

XKor doth the rook caw as he wingeth his flight

Q'er the meads where are creeping the sha-
dows of night.”

Bat e’en be it so—it is all for the best;

From the fjurs!. there was promised ‘ asgason of
rest’ — :

OFf rest ta 2!l noture—te man, bird and heast,

And Winter 's that season, no doubt in the
east,

Thes welcome, Old Winter!--Old Winter so
dear— ; 4

"Phe snow and the sleigh-Dells prociaim thon
art here:

And wcscome the signs and tha voices th'xt say

“‘Vhe spirit of Summer is passing awRry.
¥ !)' ITH.
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The Lady's Choice,

—_—

BY MRS, EMMA C.

“In terms of choice I am not solely led
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes.’

EMEURY.

Merchant of Venice.

(Cortinned from our last.)

The arch look of the speaker interpret-
ed the equivocally worded compliment,
and with a joyous laugh, Miss llcyward
resumcd

“ It was about the time of your mar-
riage, and shortly before your departure
for Europe, that [ became acquaimed
with Frank Harcourt. You wmust remem-
ber his exceeding beauty. The first
time | bekeld him, Byrow's exquisite dos-
cription of the Apo“u Belvidere rose to
my lips:

——“In hisdelicate form—aza dream ofL.ove
Shaped by some solitary nymph, whose heart
Longed for a deathless jover from above
And maddened in that vision, is exprest
All that ideal beauty ever blessed

'The mind with in its most unearthly mood.”

His admirable symmetry of form, and a
face of such perfect contour, such exqui-
site regularity of featare, that its sem-
blance in marble mizht have been valued
as a rehe of Grecian ideal beauty, were
alone sufficient to awitract the aduiration of
such a lover of the beantiful as 1 always
n1ve been ; out the charm of perfect
colouring, the effect of hight and shade
was not wanting n this finished piciure.
His full dark eye sparkled beneatha
snow-white foreheud,—hws cheek was
bronzed by exposure and yet brignt with
health,—his hr s were crimson and velvel
like us the pomegranate flower,—his teeth
white as the ocean pearl,--hig raven
curis fell mn those nen sheht tendrils so
rarely seen except on the head of infancy,
—while the soft and delicate shadowing
in his lip and chin resembled rather the
silken texture of a ledy’s eyehrow, than
the wiry and matted masses of hair venal-
ly cherished under the name of whiskers
and moustache.”

*You are quite 1mpassioned in your
description, Mildred; what would vour
busband say if he were o hear you:”

“ He,wounld agree with me mn thinking
that Frank Harcourt is the most beautifu!
spectmen of humanity that ever presented
iself to my aduuring eyes.”

“ lle has less jealousy then in his nature
than most of his sex.”

* A man has hittle cause to be jealous
of @ tival he has so utterly discomfited.”

* Harcourt soon professed Liself my
admirer, and need | say that his atteations
were by no means displeasing to e,
The buzz of admiration which met my
ear whenever he appearcd,—the delight
with which ladies accepted his bumueet
civilities,—the manaeuvres constautly
practised to secure his society, all tended
to render me vain of his homage.  Had
he been merely a beautiful stetue,—a
rich but empty casket, | shouid soon have
become weary of my conquest. But
Harcourt possessed a mind above medi-
ocrity, {ine taste, e!egnnt manners, and,
what was especiaily useful to him, great

skill in decyphering character and cop-

summate tact in adapting himself to 1ts
various peculiarities, When those beau-
tiful lips parted only to utter the language
of high-toned sentiment, or to breathe
the impassioned words of Byron and
Moore,—when those bright eyes glistened
with <nppre~sed tears at the voice of me-
lancholy musie, or sparkled ‘with werry
delight at the tones of gavety ; when that
fine person swayed itself with inimitable
grace to the movements of the mazy
dance, or bent its towering altitude with
gentle dignity ever the elight form of 8
delicate girl, it is not strange, that, even
to my eves, he ghould seem all that was

noble and majestic in mind as well as
person.  Flattered by his courtly atten-
tions, congratulated by my fashionable
friends, and captivated by his brillian:
qualities, my imagination soon became
excited 1o a degree which bore a strong
semblance to aﬂ'ecnon. He offered me
his hand and wus accepted. You Jook
surprised, Emily; [ thonght yon knew
that | was actually engaged to him.”

“Indeed | did not, Mildred, aud I re-
oret now to learn that such was the case.
There is something to me very wrong
I might almost sav dtsgmcq/'ul n the dnso
ruption of such bonds; aud the levity
with which young ladies now make and
break engacements, argues as ill for the
marality of socicty, as does the frequency
of bankruplcies and suspensions,”

“ 1 agree with you, Emily, and since
it has become the fashion to consider the
most solemn oblizations only as a strait-
laced garmemwhnch may be thrown off as
soon as we can shut out society from our
solitude,—sinee women pledge their
hands without even knowing “whether
they have such an article as a heart to
accompany it,—since men with equal
ease repudiale their debts and their wives,
I am afraid the next generation has little
chance of learning morality from their
paremts.  But sometimes, Emily, the sin
18 in making not in bresking the engage-
ment. klowever, hear my story, and then
Jll!f’__‘_’(‘.

“ All the world knew that T was affi-
anced to the handsome I'rank sHarcourt,
and 1 was quite willing to erjoy my  tri-
ainph as long as possible, b sefore 1 settled
myself down to "xe dull routine of domes-
tic life,  This disposition to defor my
marringe might have led me to suspect
the nature of my feelings, for o woman
will ever shrink from a union with one
to whom her seul is knit in the close
bonds of affection. My lover was res-
pectably connected, but had been eidu-
cated for no profession and was not
possessed of fortune.  He had left his
native viliage to find employment, and,
as he heped, wealth, in the busy mart of
the Empire state.  How he munaged to
~M|sfy my father, who, in the true spirit
of an old Dutch burgomaster, looked
npon every man as a rogue if he did not
possess soine visible occupztion, | never
could discover. He probably flattered
hisseif'jove by histening to all his schemes
for the reforination of society: and [ am
net sure that he did not draw up the con-
stitution and by-laws of a certain associ-
ation which wy father wished to establish,
—to be entitled a *8ociety for the En-
couragement of Integrity emong men of
Buginess,” and of whieli the old geutle
man meant to constitute himself pl'(.bl-
dent.

“t wae agreed that the marriage
should take place at the expiraticn of a
year, and my father (who was as fond of
coincidents as a newspaper editor) declar-
ed that on the very day of our nuptizals,
the name of Marcourt should be added
to the very respectable firm of March-
mont, Goodfcllow & Co. = Abowt this
part of the arrangement { eared very little.
[ enjoyed the pree"nt moment, and la-
vished my time, my thoughts and my
fuelings as foolishly as I did the aold
with which my father supplied me. I
was a mer# child in my knowledge of the
duties of life, and perhaos there never
was one of my age to whom the word
¢ responsibility’ was so mystical a sound.

“ 1 spon discovered that I had a seriouvs
rival in the affections of myefutvre hus-
band. Frank Harcourt loved himself far
better than he did his mistress; and
ihough his tact enabled him to avoid any
offensive expreasion of this Narcissus like
preference, it was stili very pereeptible
to me. Yet how could I biame him whep

-

I looked upon his handsome person * In-
deed [ often found myself quoting Pope’s
celebrated couplet, but with a differ-
ence,
“If'to hisshare a coxrnm )'s errors fall,
Look in his face and vou forget them all.”

The truth was, that my vanity induced
me to eXxcise bis weakness. [ was proud
of exhibiting, as my lovér, the man whom
allndunred ‘and | felt redoubled satis-
faction in heﬂnnn him applauded by the
very people who had already bestowed
on me the meed of praise. | was even
so foolish as to be vain of hLis costume,
and although I knew that he wasted houvrs
upon the adornment of his person, 1 de-
lighted to see him appeak attired in that
manner, so peculiarly his own, which
gave a gracefnl negligence to a toilet the
most soignee, and made a fancifal poe:
once style his dress “ an elegant impr
tw” Like some other (so-culled)im-
promptus, many a weary hour had. been

estowed upon the task of waking it seem
extemporaneous.

("I'o be continued.)

PTIRT -  necvr———

Music a¥p Painrive.~-Music has
been given us, by our bountiful Creator,
to assist in smoothing the path of human
life, The same bemq who has covered
the sutface of nature with bright and
beautiful colours, has filled the air with
sweet and expressive sounds. He has
taught us to listen to the melody of the
bxrus, the sigh of the passing breeze, and
the accents of the human voice, with
feclings akin to those with which we gaze
on the glorious heavens, the verdure ef
the woods, and the meadows enamelled
with a thousand flowers. And He hae
tanght vs, too, to make our sense of the
beauties of nature, derived from the eye
or the ear, the foundation of two exqui-
site arts, by which not only our percep-
tions of these beauties are quickened and
enhanced, but our intellectual and ino-
ral qualities are called into action. Puint-
ing and music perform much higher parts
than that of merely ministering to buman
pleasure,

Gexws.—They say of poets, that they
must be born sucu; so must mwathemah-
clans, 80 must great generals, and so inust
lnwyers, and 8o, indeed, must great men
of all denominations, or it i8 not possible
that they should excel; Lut wiih what-
ever faculties we are born, and to what-
ever studies our genius ray direct us,
studies they still must be. Nature gives
a bias to respective pursuits; and this
strong propensity ig what we mean by
«remu Milton did not write his * Para-

dise Lout,” nor Homer his ¢ lhad,” nor
Newton his* Principia,” without immense
labour.

War Injuriovs o Trapzr.—Of all
folly, crueity, and madoess, war is the
most hateful, abominable, and destrua-
uve. It pours out the biood of the
strongest citizens like water, and wastes
the wealth of the nation in smoke ; ail
this is done to graufy the pride, msiice,
or ambition of rulers, who feel pretty
sure that, however lhlck!y the balls way
fly, their own heads will te safe, and at
the #ame tirne have a firm persussion that
their tamilies will be enriched by the
spoils of the battle-field. Henece, i all
contests, the position of the aristocrasy
and of the masses is just the reverse.
The former will be safe, the latter wyli
bleed; the former will be enriched] the
latter impoverisheds In wars, the work-
ing-classes have mnothing to gain, but
every thing to Jose—even victory ledves
them to groan under a burden of taxztion
far heavier than any impost that a con-
querer would venture to exact; while. en
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