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UNA IN TRE WILDERNESS.

nY TIIoMýAq C. RnintoN.

ROM -.n city, famous for aged, piblh stones
Vet reeking with its site, caimse my Una. She
Wasof the noods, nodland, liglht stelppnuîig, easy, frc.
Fawilike, and sweet as incenise, froim the dutisky coues
Of pinles. whose honme, by axe, wvas ali iiirokeni. Still
lier subjects tiey. aid sle their .laiden Queen, anl Care.
As the rose ruddy and strong, yet as the lily fair;
With onul of tire toi do fuil well lier Nlasters will.
AIl aried was she. as well becaie lier chivalry ;
Iler feet with buskinis shld, igility and strenlgth.
lier hair of wavy, golden lrown of ample iligthi;
O'er ail lier crown, the he.aver's erest, brave Inîdustry
Vith clenebbd hand she grasped the fahled triple spear

Miinerva first did wiehl, c'en Virtue, Kinowledlge, Truth;
Thie goîddess ihai, mtethinks, in lier, renewed lier youth,
Tired ont with MG'ier Ida's mny fains and fears.

And, thus arrayed, did shte the demon Ignorance liursue,
If haply she iight slay, hy piercing thro' aid thro'.
Vith hasty step sie contes, auni blite bewilering oyes,

Their tiniid glances asking what of this or that ?
Why this uintidy hair ? that rude and ragged bat,
Those boots ungainly odd, out of all umiiisbered size,
This rude log cabin, with its crazy, creaking door
Its roof is ail askew, its windows ail aslant.
Ie this the domie of Fainle for whieh my soul did pant;
And my poor donom, to pace its ail bepatchèd floor ?
Thus the fair imaiden sighed, and glauiced athwart the waste
Of dead trues, whose bleached trunks, like spectres taking root,
Foretold the doom of ail who venture liere in haste,
To te.tch the forest child l Iis ideas how to shoot".

Fair Uia with lier lion ne'er ventured sn afleld,
As this fair young school ma'ani with certiicated shield.
Fair Una amd lier lion ! She of SpIeicer's rout,
Ere Ju.ia sighied, or Roieo cliibed his giddy path,
Or the fair Nun did wend, with merry Wife of Bath,
And Knights, for ladies' eyes, did scatter plumes about.
Oh for the good oldtimes, when dragons drinking dcep-
li this great dienial swaip a dragon iight have place,
And welcoie be, would lie but bless our fallin race,
Rousing good King Arthur fron ls thousanîd years of sleep.
Then Unaand lier lion inight walk the earth once more,
Ilelinets gleam, spear points glance, fromt sheathie gond swords

fly out,
Loud oa·hs fat barons swear, and grim hobgoblins shout,
Elaine, with frail maid Vivien, a frailer queen deplore.
Oh tor the gond ohl times, with ail their nightly dumps 1
Away ye spectral pine, ye griny blackened stumps !

. Pair Ui and her lion with age have grown so din,
From palaces of " pine trees " corne ye, now at rest,
Whose bleached bones dc lie, by Kush.i.Kongs calms beast ;

. luron and Algonquin, or fierce Mohegan grim,
Who Atlas.like have borne the earth's great weighty rim;
Unaus return, yoiung brave of sad, unhappy lot,
And bring thy bride whose fate was Montcalm's greatest blot;
Victor and victim lie of savage Indian whin.

But al arc gone, save theso disual, ileak and fire.baked
swaN mps,

On whose sterile bosoims stand but ilead amt iIickened pinte.
What place is thils ior maiid, tos elevate, refind,
The chiiren (if lier people i lier reointest camps ?
'Tis so uîncouthly disomal. place bu t a dragion here,
And howling lie woild fly to lis tuioly frere.

Fair iainl. lere îlothi a dlragon ulwell in form full bold,
Blick Ignorance is eli, his bouids 'rofanity
And Vice. No close timte dotht lie own. No victims5 free
From his Iiendiish cruel coirsiig. Yet prophets have foretold
That brokeni sha lie be, by naRiden strong and fair,
Who Uiau.like shal ride to earth's reimotest pale,
Chiaste and pure as lie of old, who souglit the Il oly Grail
S> sliall ihe huhnt this demion tio his blit stainèd lair.

0. forth, mny uina thei, with bîriglt and burnisheil shield ;
Don thy best of liehniiiets ; see that every rivet'a tight
Thy spear the very biest thine armory can yield.
Seek out thi dragon Ignorance and dure him to the fight,
And let thy cry for ever he, as onward thou dust plod,
Not Hionour, nor yet Glory, but, niy Country anid ny (od.

Mindtshu, Ont.

THE IHEART ON THE SLEEVE.'

PASTon FELIX.

" Reader, who is Elia ?"
-Lamb, (of course).

E who adopts " The Ieart on the Sleeve " for his coat
of arms mnay be occasion of undue miiirth or despite,
without being "'thu menanlest of mankind." Whilo

we yield our respect to the ShaIkespeares and Brownings,
who are chary of tieir cotuidences, and put not their personal
affairs into the scandail market ; and whilu we are not
devoid of synpathy with hinm who lamnents because

I Now the poet calniot die
And leave his music,"

but the itonigtiers ntst barter his fireside secrets for slamneful
mnoney ; yet we love sone who have not so deeply drunk of
this " tonie of a wholesonme pride " which leads one to keep
himnself to himself,-namiely, the Brown's and the Lamb's,
not te mention the Byronî's and the Ro'ut.setn's. l!oswell is
not se hateful in ny eyes as he appears to Macaulay's ; and
I can love Wordsworth, and still forgive I)eQuincy, whose
misfortune it was to blab about lis best friends. It is
naturad for me to conlide; andi, though the wiser mind will
reproach an unudue faniliarity with a stuanger, who is
suddenly surprised inuto the relation of an intimate ; anid,
after tiuris has cauitioned me to

Still keop something to yoursel'
Ye'll scarcely tell to any;"

and the Arabianu prophet has told ue te "beware a speedy
friend" ; my reserve suddenfly breaks its ice, and, before I
auv aware, I an likely to have unbosoned everytlhing.


