
You cannot love the i-cal Sun, that is to say physical. light
color, rightly, unless you love the spiritual Sun, that is to say
tice and truth, rightly.-Ruskrin.

If human life be cast anlong treces at aIl, the love borne t
is a sure test of its .purity. -Ruskin.

"What is a weed?" "A plant in the wrong plaee."-Rus
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\Ve buried him', (l-arkly at dcad of night,
The sods witli our bayonets turning,

1 > the struggling moonbeamis' misty light,
And the lantern dimlv lurniîg.

No uscless coffin enclosed his brcast,
Not in shecet nor in shroud we wound iii;

Butt lie lay like a warrior takzing his rest,
\Vith bhis martial cloak around hlmi.

Few and short wvere the prayers we said,
And we spoke flot a. word of sorrow;

Butt we steadfastly gazed on the face that wvas dead,
And w'e bitterly th oughit of the morrow.

\Ve thoughlt, as wve hollowved bis narrow bed,
And snîooth'd clown bis lonely pillow,

Trhat the foc and the stranger would tread o'er bis head
And we far away on the billow!

Liglitly they'll talk of the spirit that's -one,
And o'er bis cold asiies upbraid him-

But littie he'lI reck, if they ]Ét him sleep on
In thc grave wlhere a Briton lias laid Iilm.

But hialf of our hcavy task -%vas donc,
When the dlock struck the hour for retiring;

And we heard the distant and i-andom gun
That the foc wvas sullenly firing.

SIowIy and sadly wve laid him down,
From the field of bis fame, fresh and gory;

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone-
]3.ut we left hirn alone withhis glory!
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