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The Foet's Luge,

A S AAAAA

0ld Letters.
ZLIZAERTI DATTON.

On (e ccals ) 1uid the letters, and though they wore
1ot to blame,
Yot ) watched thens wiltteand quiver in theclutches
o the tlame
With a sflent sathtaction, thinking how my heart

o) Ll
On the uals of desolation in the years forever dead,

el

—For Truth.

L]
Y, ! lumned thom, burued theas slowly, all but
thls Lnues Just at lase,
1 had snaiched 13, bumned and Llackesed, where the
fire’s footatens passed;

Thero are bilaters @ iy fingers, where I raked the
wuals aparte

There are seateof fovper blisters e .y balnandon
) beast,—

Therv are wounds | thoughit would never bleed, or
ache, or smart azalug

Tu! 3icarned of tny mnistale, to-nizht, with sudden
stiny of pain,

When the flerce fameswctc the letter, and thewords
1 loved 50 weit

Spranz up luto sudden clearncss as tho red light on
theafcll

O'cr me=as § snatched tho letter with a sudden
turst of tears—

Diitted smunes 1 thought forgotten § drifted from the
distazt y2

(YL

Likea puzonu’nl: vision, And this letter, smirchod
with Llack,

13 the thin and pallid showman that kas rollcd the
curtain back,

¥Fint a swallow-haunted rives, near whose margin,
ool and deep,
Intheanns of dusky shadows, wlite pond lilles lie

asleeps

And s bou’uut with the current slow)s floats adown
the stream

O'er a jathof linpld radiaace, likethe moonlizht in
a drean

Tender wonls across the distance, thrill me witha
strange dclight, .
Asof o&: 1 i'recnl ttem, mingled with the voloes of

night,
Ningled with the sound cf waters, where they washed
thetratling care,
Or !n wavelets softly murmured bLreaking on the
peanxclul shores.

Woodland walks ia sheltered Vo™ yu, whero two
youthiul Jovers strayed

Orer drifts of golden sunlight edzod by sdifilng
shores of shade,

Alteruate with wiuter pletcres; and the song the

akaters sing
Fiits actoes the Lrelizht silence with the skates exul.
tant ring.

Then two low Lut rocky lidpes, with 4 brawling

stream Wetween, .«
O'cr whoso § ficcked, wave-wasked mergia, fem
2ronds droop and willows lean,

Apd a rastic Lridge above {t, throws its Lrawny arom

acrons
From each Jedre when: roscs blossom, and the stoaes
lauzh out in mors.

Ard t?ﬁ happy lovers, talking, throngh the woodland
IS siray,

RNeach the bridro and pass beyond it down the sha.
dow-hautted way 3 !

Where the ~ong-birds making mule ia the branches

nE near,

Scarcelv rease theie song Amoment ay thelow-voiced

words they hear,

Stirthefre. Tha scene o changing ; 1 can hear the
north winds Llow

Throuzh the hareand chilly forest. All thepathsare
white with snow 3

On the Lridgea womanmuscs sadly of he love ghe

los
While the raked mee tteccs shiver, and the rocky ase
welled with frest

And a boat TPOn 2 14087, withous stcerazman, sall or

0ar,
All alene on turtd] walers drifts owards anun
known sSore
Whete 0o 3ilies on the mrgin Wrengh the alilltting

BMIORR TiCAN, N
Neda 2030 Lloamn, pnldentinted, waves itz censer
o'er the Biream.

Drop theeurtaln, pallid showman ; lay the shifting
XRCY aWIY,
Fiing 1o more your soinbte shadows o'er the pictures

of )3
Savnd froen Cre, Whonsh worchedjand blackeaed, for
the magle that yoa hold,
Keep (o metat hapm pecturcs inmed {n nemorny’s
Fhinting soMd.
Waicnnrexy, \Wis,

Trae Courage.
AT NEA, CORIIINA 7. FOXTER,
L

Weipcak of inen ¢t Lintleart

Atel laarirsa rot] In hrurs ofnttile,

Wheee CLTIRe T3V the hero's Tart

Akl the variel ills o life,

They stard amid the wrenk of Uiings

They 15271y Yovd and hedd mond dear,

With carrlale pran-dasancient Min o

And rlemmed like e the “any tear.
m

Tery maze o wencs ahich tolabiringy,
2% it unconsrions how 1o Teel,

Mooy othrer men ey s2amlag Xings,
Whrwe heart'and braln aml nerves are sicel.
Thewmplend blows a1 Lhen oo vain,
Hearen's huadettolt avadeons no feany
The fira ot motth will not crmplain,

For Truth,

Their eyveretom 10 yhid 0 kare

113
Thero'a men thatutand upou the Geld,
With dauntiess mien and heatt of rock,
Who would not to the foeman yleld,
But stand the bastls's farvest shock,
They stocdamid the shot and shell
That fell tn flers raln around,
And fought ke herocs till they feh)
Upen the Llood-becrinroned ground,

1v,

They can stand up with daunticss frout,
And courage flashing In the cye,

And stem tho lattlo's flercest Lrunt,
Atd Lravely for thelr couutry die.

But couragy proud, ‘mid pleaintug stecl
Might dloanay like battie's roar,

And cowards In vuch anhour may fo.l,
The hero's garb enshrino them o'er

A\

Thelrs some can hear the umrm wal,
Whea its great heart throbs bigh with 1+in,
And neser know In lieart a quall,
Though all around foams hivu the maln.
They can ride on the foaming oo,
Mhilo other's checks are blauched and sale,
Toey leel within the beunding blood,
Danclng In concert with thie gale.

2.

Itut "tis a nobler courage far
To stand for truth when cn will snecr,
Than that displayed on felds of war,
Where cach one dovs his comrade cheer -
To stand forright when right scemswrony,
For slender numbers Joln her train,
And when the surging, vulzar throng,
Within truth’s sacred temples reign,
vit.

Aeourage maybe nobler far
That dares say *‘go” when others yicld,
Than thag which Jeads the van {n war,
And carries laurels from the fleld
The taunt and Jeer tnake decper scars,
Thanfoeman's steel and daggers keen,
Tlan those recelred on felds of war,
Although by human eve vnecen.

LA1IR

Bravre Is the soul that etands alone,
The butt of ridicule and §
And darcs with virtue kinship own,
While sinks the sting within the breast,
‘Tis Lrave to my *'I will not sin,
Whether {t brings me toss or gain;
! will obey the voloe withia
Though that obedience bring me pain.

x
Itabraver far to say you'r puor,
And say you cantafford thocost,
Than dally feel what thess ¢ndure,
Yehoee soul is for amannw lost,
The soul's sullimeo that stemns the tido
Ot man'sopinion without tear,
And says with honer:, manly pride,
1 only amas 3 apprur.

X.

Itanoblerfar to wear a coet

Of textore rough which is your own,
Thouxh publhiln: your humble lot

1t pald {asinew, sweat and bene,

Than sport a finer, fashion-made,
Which, when Four tailer sces, he sighs,
Bocause for wotk he ne'er was pald

But by your promise and jour Y -

It

e bruve in all the thinzs you do,

Pe never Lachward fn the right,

Butbe a soul sincere and true

Avd you will be 2 man of might

And when lioxmg shal) wave the jalin
01 victory bey ¢ zrave,

Alen will your noble deeds cmbalm,

And gay here lies a man once brave.

~For Xyuth,
Gono Before,
3.0, FRIXCR,
Little (Nive—Dicd Oct. A, 3532,

When tho harvest moon was shining,
And the autumn winds blewcold;
And amysidc hand was painting
Yorest leaves {n ahades untold s
Then it a8 nature fader),
“That out little Olive bright,
Drovpod, then fell, Like a sweet blomom,
In the cold grave {rom ons sight,

O4 ! how dearislite arnund us,
Since otr dariing taly died;
Eaqipty eradle, Litle dresse
Teartul'y arc Jald aridc;)
For ahie never mdre stiall need them,
Orour fond and Joving care;
Angel forms do now attend her
In 1he clly over there,

Corll we buthare seen hereplrit
As It malaed the plittering strand,
1lcard the mptarous song of ** Welcome,™
Feom the bright (emortal tand,
Ah? muthinks we'd ccase from weeping,
And subtenimively would my,—
** Themead bo the Lord vhogireth,
Bleseed He who takes away™

She will never knaw the sotrow
O 14a"s datk and tofleame way;
Never feel the htary bardens
Yreoft bearlrom day to eays
No? she was Lbut mentio cheer s
Yorafew short wonthy lelow s
Fodded here to Moom fu Heavern,
Aod xith tieher beanty glow,

Swectent Olive ! precious hlomon @
Theugh we wmismthy lorrs mo talr,
Yet we wonld not wish 1o call thee
Rack 1o thia cold warkl of carc s
Tiattl falthtalin the Namer,
Tl lite'a cimloag Irvar atall come,
We ahall meel thee, and forever
Doell within thesals Liest home,

Sraexsromes, N, 8.

. —For T'ruth,
Tom's Boliloguy.
EBY M, A, XAITLAKD,

And 50 3 must bundle away to hed,
"Tisa hard and chicerless doon,—

Sent up from the glow of the cmbens red,
To this lonoly attic root.

How I wonder whiy 1 wzs madoatall,
And what L was madoto ey,

Whin neltherin parlor, Mtchion, nor ball,
fsever a place for me.

‘Fhere {3 room for cvery slmpeting guest,
A T hate thens oneand atl,

Perl'm nlua&culltr cenit to rest,
Wheaescr they choose to call

And 1inast reslgn tho coslcat chair,
Nonatter iow tired 1 be,

T'ur the rake of that growling, gpouty bear,
Wko always loohscroes atmic,

‘Tu‘ “Tomwy, cowe here,” and *Towmy, o
here,”
Mer gr’\ or.c's beekand calld
And whether the weather b foul or falr,
Why, Towmy tnust weather it all,

Toda, when our ect lad tho finshiest score
It the iawe we played on Xhe?cz.

1 needs 1aattrud;ze to the plaguy ston,
"Tuas netharr, of course, L0 fuc.

I aw only a clumay, ankwant l3d,—
Atlcast somye 833 .

1 amalways plotting on svtcthing tad,
Aind alwayeams fathe way.

Wken 1 amanan~ss J uscan to bo-
Atd hiave Jots of retuping boya,

Thiey nill nerer Lorucht OF WOTTY 116,
With thelr bustle or thele noise.

They may whistle and shout the whole hiouse
ser

%
Ax.d‘ wreetle and whoop and call,
They may spin thelr tops authe rarlor ficor,
And play marbles in the hall,

They nay ranunaze the pantry shelves at will,—
For vehool faa hungry place,

And the boysare ready to cat thelr £,
With niever a thought of ** grave,”

Ny {l will Just Le the Jolllest Jot,
The best and heartlesy fed s

And 1 wont ztve Dives the cosiost spot,
Ant hundle them cff to bed?

STRATIORY, Unt,

. -~For Truth,
The Daisy,
A GRG0,
Not worldson worlds in Inhahnx deep,
Need we to proveaGod is hiere
The dalsy, fraad from nature's sleep,
Tells ¢2 tHis band {nlincs as clear,

For ubio Lut 1ic who arched the akics,
And purs the dayapring'slisiog fiood,
Wondrous ahike in sl 110 trles,

Could ralss the dalsy’s parplo bud?

Nould its n cup, i wiry stemn
1ts tringed border afocty spin,

And cus the goldmbou«! §m.
That, sct {o silrver, gleams within,

And Qling It, unrestralued &nd frec,
Ot hiil and dale, and desert sodd,
Tt man, whet'er ke walke, may e
Iz cviry step thestamp ol Gl

= For Trutd,

Qniy a Vizion.
BT J. R, WILKISHNX,

18 was onlya dream—a vidon,

Tut I stood 02 a loltier tmountain
Than the world hath cx¢r seca,

And gazeddowna *deep, dark valler,”
Where stranzely rolled between

Shorca that were weln, and unearthly,
A tiver as blck asdeath’s doom,

When a brpvicss wal is departing,
And the gkt comes i berror and gloom,

And the ol and young there assembled,
With bunlns 200 ;Tevous to Laar;
Arnd thelr moans and lacentations
Fose up from everywhcre,
And 1w by a Ught dim, and waning,
A reion et deep, datk despalr ;
And a volcess of Gol, sternly whrning, —
Up on Ligh 1t Cauted scmnewhere?

And 1 ralecd 3 3es toward Hcavea,
Not a nayo! suntizht was there?

Fietee cloudn swept aloas, aa it drhven
&rnmdo thrrazh the desolate alr)

And 1 listenod in awe as thatwaming
Camo In tonen a2ern, 3t tender aslore

Reacking down In that sorrowtful valley,
Nxig,  Hidpelom ronls look above,™

And up from those deptls, dark and dreary,
Ronc ATCAYCT, 3Sch as carth never heasd s
Sotol} of uautteraliepeadings,
Tho very hillsand mountalys were stirred ;
And sudidcaly 1he cloads rent asundcr,
Rolled hark, and the lighis of the splieres
Jtunt forih in Intensenceyand plory
Lighiaz op that Jone valky of taare.

And 1 heund songs of pralee and rejoking,
vs;:d: mmknu{:h_nulrf hel;hl; '
Tatrancingmy wonl with ita apture,

Sach Immeasunie 47 It ennlertad,
And qalekly thatvale, late 2a arven,

10oorntd it frultsand the falret of fowers;
And muosie amd laaghler came vipnling

From hiiliden, sweel valom, and brizhe bowers.

Andthe 3irer Sown) bawssd In Ixanty,
Ny mracona mafalzon thelm
On, ar.4 cn-RNashing brizht ln the yunlight,

Peacelully suunmuring towardsthe sea.
Aund1hnew there was rejolcing In Heaven,

When the wanderers returned to the fold;
For 1 heard the sonys of tho angels,

Atuncd to thele sweet harps of yold,

1, too, would hiave Jolned in refoicing
With the fricnds of the dcar fong ago;
Oue, falr as the angels, awaltoth mo-
Where the sunwt zates aro aglow,
But suddualy tho thought came to e
That § wasforsaken, and alone
On a desolate mountafn bizht,
Cast out forerer feows howe and frienda .

And thero was no way down from the ruguatuis,
And 1 gauk with a bitter ery

Un the bleached and stenmaieept rocks,
O'ernhickncdd, and alone to dlel

Mauy ycars have parscd altice that vision
Wrapt iny soul onthat fated day ;

And still 1am Jost on that mountain,
And Heaven scems far away.

Lzauixarox, Ont,

Boom ¥or You.
LY UBCLAR &, NuTAZY.

Who alinll sa cep away the errors
Lronding ot us trotu the past 2

Whoshall clear tho mtss and ehedows
That the future avercast ?

Boon wo busy teeming insilions
Will have ended alf thig atrife,
theny riads crowding on us
Must take up tiio task of life.

Ah 1 the workers in the vineyanl
Arc o0 faint and all Loo fow,

And the field of honost cftort
Lver walts, youny friends tor you.

Itoom for Loy hiood, strong and sturdy -
Manhood nranly, brave and true )
Noom for honest, luaty vigor~
Roont, my youny rlznds, roown for yea.

Rocm for every sueet-voleed alnger
That can thelll tho heart with sony;
Rooin for thoughts and wontsand actions,
That ‘4ill drive tho world along,

Stateesen, warriors, men of science,
Once, tay friends, wero boi': ke you;
the grandest deeds of history
Ate theones that you may do.

Ths Spirit of ontent,
ET XRS. 2. M. A, Liss,
Whysltand drocp In sadness ?
Whj sorrow and reploe?
The carth Isfull of gladness,
And oy may yes be thina,
What thouzh thoe trult ye gathered
1'zoted Litler to the taste -
Though Cerce tho Llast you weathered
Alo+z the larren waste—
Lifc hath its jors and pleastres.
Thick strewn aloag tho way,
In duty’s path (21 moasures
To checr thee day by day,
e u..m' along, |
tbe way "
Antreaturesfor thy keepinz
Shali flow a wondrous tgmag
One gem, biestin D%

Hope Resurrecte
EY X3S, MTRA DUUGLARS,
1thought that hopy was dead.  Iszor herlie,

So cold azd lifeless, on tie unfeeding

Whero seemed no warmth, aad darkly closed hergw
And Death and Desolation relgnod around,

1 gazed 80 Etying ) her fonm,
Wy dearcat fricnd ghe cer baj been o me R

To ste ber stranded thus and all forlorn,
A sad and Litter aisht It was tome.

1 bowed my hoad above her form s0 dear
Sal, pitying teare I droppod upon her face,
And thought of bours, that sheand ! so near
1ad passcd together. Time can ne'er cTace
The hours when sitting musing, all alone,
er daar companionahip was Al 1 crared
How many happy thoughta thro' her were komws
And must sho vow bo Il within thegrave?

I crial aloud, o'ercome with grief and woe,
**Oh, must 1 3iecld thee to the draadiul tom®,
And they dear Jove and comfond never know
Until the ds v of reckonlng and ¢f dosm T o
I weptabore her, and my tears they (ol
Upon her faoe 30 dear, and oh, 0 cold !
My agony of heart no toaguc conld tell,
43 wemorics thronged of Lap,y days of c¥).

Thro' tears I zz2ed wpo that oneso dear,
1 bowed my head and hneit beside her then,
Andfelt 1could not ek har to the Nier,
And 3till my 30 80 full of woe to Nar.
1114 oy hand wo I iz on her head,
1 Lizscd that tace ¥ oold aid pale *A e,
And wildis cricd, *Theu cazstnot, lope, bedad
Thou canst Hdt hide thy tace foreTer tros me

Oh, is pn lio still 1eft within thy form?
There's warmth within, 1 fecl, T know there mt
Yo spirit of ife sl Jelt, for thouart warm,
1 £an pot, will nnt, Miekithee tr thedat.
$ bez -1 ploal=T wildly thee implore
-t tlam th{ form s0 close in my cndrane 3
U, live am! comfart, lcave e nevermere,
Thank Gol, all Wife {s not from thee tTaned.

£he moret—ahp Lircs—unclones that eoft exr o
That ey, Lt crer ieamed 20 kind o e,

Ar-l with 6{t murnuring tomy wonls u‘-‘-.‘.
Al Rindly 2ells mo still iy stafl sheTl i,

Oh, precions Sopw, 1 heroncoazain !
146 T can bear it ske s C'ermy fricrd,

Myfatea of sorrow and of pain.
Al wait the Jeyuthe tature taay me send.
Lallews Nentbr
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