-

THE EXAMINER.

(NN ER AV URE S
THE GREEN ISLE OF LOVERS.
BY ROBERT C. SANDS.

They say that afar, in the land of the west,

Where the bright golden sun sinks in glory to rest,
'Mid fens where the hunter ne’er ventured to tread,
A fair lake urruffled and sparkling is spredd;

W Lere, lost in his course, the rapt Indian discovers,
In distance seen dimly, the Green Isle of Lovers.

There verdure fails never ; immortal 1n bloom,

Soft waves the magnolia its groves of perfume 3

And low bends the branch with rich foliage depress’d,
All glowing like gems in the crowns of the east;
There the bright eye of nature in mid glory hovers;
"T'is the land of the sun-beam,—the Green Isle of Lovers!

Sweet strains wildly float on the breezes that kiss

"T'he calm-flowing lake round that region of bliss, .

Where, wreathing their garlands of amaranth, fair
choirs ;

(ilad measures still weave to the sound that inspires

I'he glad dance and the revel, mid forests that cover

On high with their shade the Green Isle of the Lover.

Jut fierce as the snake, with his eye-balls of fire,
When his scales are all brilliant and glowing with ire,
Zire the warriors to all, save the maids of their isle,
Whose law is their will, and whose life is their smile;
I'rom beanty their valor and strefigth are not rovers,
And peace reigns supreme in the Green Isle of Lovers.

And he who h2s souaht to sot foot on its shore,

In mazes perplex’d, has'bekeld it no more;

It fleets on the visiony deluding the view,

Its banks still retire as the hunters pursue ;

Olagho in th's vain world of woe shall discover

The home undisturb’d—the Greén Isle of the Lover!
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THE GHOST OI' A STORY ABOUT A
GHOST.
BY ALFRED CROWQUILL.

My uncle always pooh’d and psha’d at all unbelievers
when they answered to the question of “ Do yoa believe
in ghosts ¥ by the positive denial of having any such
weakness, or indeed, having any superstition at all.
“Itis all nonsense,” said my uncle: “everybody be-
lieves in ghosts—and T had a great belief in my uncle.”

He was a man who had entered the army in those
glorious times when boys learned tactics in the field,
instead of on a slate by a diagram, and when necessity
compelled rulers, such was the universal fighting all
over the globe, to make soldiers by the gross, like pins,
and they were used up in like manner.” Nobody knows
what becomes of the pins, and very few troubled them-
selves to know what became of the soldiers. We had
victories, and the glorious fields were much greener for
the farmer's scythe the next year.

My uncle. consequently, knew very little of civil life.
The roll of the drum had been his early rattle; his
childhood a drill, his manhood a fight, and his old age
a review. Civilians he looked upon as mere suttlers to
the fighting part of human nature, born to supply the
camp with nocessaries, and keep things all right and
tight at home.

He langhed at anything like the idea of -a lasting
peace. *As long,” said he, “as there is anything to
fight for, so long will man fight. Now and then, indeed,
nations must get second wind, but it is only to fight
with more vigour. Nations, civilized or savage, always
did fight, no matter about what. The small birds fight
upon the tree, domestic animals fight about your hearth,
the wild beasts fight in their forests. In fact, a univer-
sal pugnacity seems to pervade nature; and peace is
nothing but time given, to think of what is to be fougit
about next.”

All these savage ideas of human nature were only the!
military part of my uncle; for a kinder-hearted and|
more simple-minded man never existed. His love of
children was delightful. We all loved him in return.
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too common, although

able for many reasons—the one of cleanliness especially. |

We shuddered as we looked at the accommodation, if
bare walls and uncomfortable stools could be called S0, |

and knowing from long practice that money would do|
anything in Spain, as well as everywhere else indeed, |

we tried it on our host, to discover if we had any hope

|With a counterpane of griss thinly spread over it, then
lighting our eigers, preparcd to make & night of it, hug-
ging ourselves upon our resolution in avoiding the filth
of the wretched posado and its occupants,

(7o be concluded next
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of anything better. In the midst of his shrugs my m:m'A PATRIARCH OF THE N] NETEENTH

entered, and stated that he saw at the end of the lane |

leading out ef the village, the top of some old mansion, |

where he thought we might be made comfortable, if the! *To the health of the he

although we rather kicked against his awful discipline.
What was told us to do we were obliged to do; or woei
betide us. Then he had such a voice, which, coupled|
with his shaggy white eyebrows and towering height, |
quickened the steps of the laggzing youngster who ven-|
tured qp any little experiment that appeared like matiny. |
Notwithstanding the wholesome fear with which he!
had imbued wus, his visits were welcomed with the}
areatest delight ; for his long stories and quaint anec-|
dotes were ever a fund of the greatest amusement o/
oar youaz minds, This power, of which he was not a|
datle proud, he exercised with much tact ; telling stories|
of war anll valorous deeds to the bold boy, and others!
of kindness and humanity to the mild mother’s darling, |
until the one flushed wigh ardour, or the tears started
‘3{“’"’ eyes of the other, Byt his principal luxury in|
this way, was to get a large ¢ircle round him, and tell|
a ghost story.  He Lere, wity, all the drollery of his char-|
aoter, would so(:k to find out the belief of his listeners
and what quantity of strength or weakness he would
have to combat with dnr'\u;_r his relation.
. Often, at the very point, when breathine almost was|
hushed, and the young people hud o

oiher, and the faces of the mest yy,
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owners were christians, This delightful news to us
seemed anything but so to the poor Lost, who begged
us not to attempt the dreadful house, where no one had!
resided for years, on account of one of those frightful
tragedies of revenge and murder so frequent in Spuin

We laughed at his long visage and terrified looks, and helj

CENTURY.
It was at the end of a wedding dinner—
] ) \ppy couple ” cried in a voice
like a tailor's a man with blue spectacles. ¢ May they
have a posterity as numerous as the sands of the sea.’
~ . . . .
‘Thatisa good toast, observed my neighbor,* but if
this gentleman found himself with so numerous a pos-
terity on his hauds, his blue spectacles would hardly
p him out of the difficulty. Alas! did you know

prepared to set out for the better guarters, bidding the|Baron Forbach »
soldier bring some wine and refreshments after us. Our| ¢ Never.

host seized me by the arm, and implored us not to ven-|
ture, as many had been foolhardy enough to do so, and!
never had been heard of again; and it was reported |
that strange noises and awtul screams were heard|

nightly in the house, supposed to proceed from the,

(spirits of the departed guilty parties, doomed to enact |

nightly as expiation the scenes of bloodshed a d crime.!

“This was quite enough for my friend De Courcy,
who vowed he had never seen anything in the shape ui’
a glxt)§t, and would mightily relish the passing an evep-|
ing with one, : 5

“The host looked at us with despair, which we at.|
tributed to his affection to our purses, and not our per-
sons, We tock no heed of him, but departed, deter-|
mined to force an entrance into the avoided mansion, |

dled closer to each| “Five minutes’ walk brought us, throuch an npproach the
nbelieving shewed the'darkened with the thick foliage of the trees, to the en-

* “Then as you did not know him, I may speak to vou
of Him. e was a worthy man, & worthy Baron, a
worthy German, a friend of my father; his only fault
was trying to act Priam, the primitive man. He had
forty daughters, sir.

¢ Forty,’ I exclaimed, ¢do you not exagoerate 2’

‘ Forty, L tell you, he had this x.¢xtiox1;:1nd took liie-
rally the toasts at his wedding, for he married seven
times, which was not too often for the project he had
in his head. A child every year, and :'J\:.'ays a u”.
but he flattered himself with the hope of a pl:nsi(;;r he
even petitioned the Germanic confederation which bid
him walk off. / !
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