Fur the Whard.
THE LIBRARIAN'S EPITAFH.
Hare lic the bones of one who lived
In converse with the Sages,
His books he ranged in goodly rows,
And conn'd their title pages,
As in his llie with dusty tomes,
His days with book-worms passed,
8o now in death by other worms,
He is consumed at last,
The book of Nature be bad lmlmd.
7 ¢+ And then pmnﬂmﬂ it o Good ;"
His loving heart rejoiced to meet .
TMis humat. brother-+ Hood ;™"
He often sought the Hawthorne bower,
Twas there * Young " life began,
Though still & * Child,” he found the * AMore'"
His growing love for * Mann."
With # Raikes ™ ke oft was hand and glove,
Yet never felt a stain,
And when he roamed would always take
His # Taylor. " and his * Kene.”
And often he in mery nicod,
Amidst his pond'rous tomes,
His ** Saze*'~horn blew that he might cheer
Qur firesides and our * Holmes."
O'er history's varied page he pored
With minglsd hopes and fears,
And * Motley " scenes of peace and war,
Oft moved his eyes to * Theirs,"
WWhile vivid » Sparks * of modemn d.lyl
Before his vision foat-—
Of carlier times nf‘w
e did not care a ** Gr

He never felt inchned to M‘ﬂﬁ"
But had a cheerful hope, -
No Romanist—but much revered
Bath ¢ Abbo’,”  Chureh’” and « Pope,"
Like other men he dreaded * Paine,”
Nor groped he in the derk,
But used to * [ant ** the truth to find
In ¢ Bush™ and + Hedge " and * Pork.™

Though  Sterme™ and * Secags " in bis moods,
He yet wasoften ** Gay,” .
And kept his pets in + Moore ** and ¢ Hall,"”
"His  Foz,” and " Drake " and * Jay,"

Te'd knowledge from s * Magsn " gain
And delve in * Conper’s ™ chips,

But, prudent man, he always kept
A ¢ Locke ™ upon his lips,

e kept a * Black-stone,” on his shelf,
Tiut bad no love for * Lasw,”

And if one told & ¢ 2tory " well,
e anly answered—* Shaw (™

e ground his legie ia a « ALY
Hard by a sandstone grot,

His ** Miiler " wor a Scottish bairn
Who always paid lis ** Seort.”

OF all the « Smiths " who  Bellowa ™ blow,
WWith scarcely time to rest,

From * Hudson's " banks to wand" nng u Pog,™
He loved his * Goldsmith " best.

s + Baird " was cut in comely trim,
His * Head" was turning ** Gray,"

His + Combe he valued for its age,
And used it overy * Day.”

His « Chambers” where he kept his books,
Were cleaned with nicost care,

And why the * Dickers ™ should they not?
He kept two * Trolopes ™, there.

And there he kept & mighty © Drougham ™
To sweep away the dust,

‘That he might Stowe his precious Ware,
And keep it bright from rust.

e kept his ** Baker and his © Cooke,”
Tis + Kidd* he loved to cram,

Though=* Crabbe " could never « TFickell” him
He had a taste for « Lamb,”

He loved to Frye his Pallok brown,
His * Pike " with © Hook " was taken,

He kept his ** Hogg ** in Attic salt,
But could bt save hig + Bacon /™

His life was pessing Swift" away -
His pulse was Iike the wave,

No doctor's ekill could now delay,

¢ 1 Hisdrumbeat to-the.grave, .

His' Quincy " had the nursing care,
Which kindly friends provide,

Alas! no friends could cure his * Furng™
Or help his +* Akenside ! "

Beneath this stpne the  Sleeper ™" lics,
Himself now bound in boards,

This narrow  Trench * is all the tpace,
His dwelling now affords. -

Ye men of Science! ccase to mowm,
{His better part endures)

But, up and deing, strive to learn
‘That grenter work of  Ure's ("
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